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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Just Like Loder !

TMP )
B “*Oh 1 roared Bob Cherry.

He rolled.

Why Billy Bunter, of the
Greyiriars Remove, shot suddenly out
of the House, like & pip from an
orange, was known only io Bunter.
Bob Cherry, certainly, had not been
‘expecting it.

b was standing on the lower step,
his back to the doorway. He was talk-
irig to his friends, Wharton and Nugent,
.I::gmn]r Bull and Hurree Eingx.h, grouped
at the foot of the steps. When Billy
dBuIitEr bappened, he happened sud-

enly.

Evidently in too great a hurry to look
before he leaped, Bonter shiot out of the
doorway, “Bob was right in his way,
Bunter erashed in the middle of his
back, rather like & battering-ram.

“Ow 1" gasped Bunter.

He reeled from the shock,
down.

Bob Cherry rolled headiong off the
step. He pitched into the group befora
him. Threwing out his hand: wildly
for gupport, he grabbed Harry Wharton
and Frank Nugent round the neck. But
they did not support him. Ib was too
sudden for that. They rolled over with
Bob.

Three juniors sprawled, gasping, at
the foot of the steps. Johnny Bull and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh stared at
them, and at Bunter.

“Oaceoogh I gasped Bunter,

He sat on the stone step—but only for
a moment. Up jumped Bunter, and
rushed on again.

Evidently Buntgr wes in & pressing
hurry.

He dodged round the sprawling trio
and eut across the quad, Three fellows
sat up, spluttering for hreath,

“What the thump—" gasped Harry
Wharton.
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“What the dickens—" stutiercd
Mugent.

“0Oh crikey !” gurgled Bob. * Some-
thing banged me in the back!

“That ass, Bunter !

“That blithering idiot, Bunter !”

“Collar the potty porpoise !

“Berag him |’

But Billy Bunter was not giving the
Famous Five of the Remove s chance to
collar him or scrag him. He was
streaking across the guad. Beldom did
the fat Owl] of the Remove put on
speed. Now he seemed to faney that he
was on the cinder-path.

Tozens of fellows stared round &b
him. Loder of the Bixih glared at him,
and shouted :

il Blrﬂtﬂl' l” )

But EBEilly Bunter did not heed even
the voice of a Sixth Form prefect. He
flew on.

From the doorway, another fellow

had appeared—Herbert Vernon-S8mith
of the Remove. He had a cricket stump
in his hand.

Billy Bunter did not look round; but
he knew that Smithy was not far behind.
He barged on.

Loder, frowning, stepped into his
way. Juniors were not supposed to
barge sbout the guad like that. Neither
were they supposed to pass unheeded
the cnmma.nd‘?ng voiee of a prefect.
Loder grabbed at s fat shoulder, to
stop Bunter.

But the fat Owl was going toe fast
to stop.

Loder gripped his shoulder hard and
fast., The result was that Billy Bunter
spun round the big Sixth Former. His
momentum earried him right round,
whirling Loder round in a eircle.

“Ooooogh 1 gasped Bunter, © f;s:gga:} |
Beast! Leggel” |

Having circumnavigated Loder, Bun-
ter was dragged to & helt. He gasped
and spluttered and wriggled,

“Owl Teggo! Beast!” splottered

FRANK .

Bunter. Then, a: he blinked at Lader
through his big spectacles, he s
covered that it was a Hixth Torm
prefect who had grabbed him. *“Ohl
Oh lor'l I=I say, Loder—— {Owl
Leggo! I say, Bmithy's after mel I
SE. Leggo 1V

“You mad young asz!” hooted Loder.

“Ow]l Leggo! I =zy, you lemme
o1” gasped Bunter. “That beast
mithy—— Ow! I never had his cake |

I haven't been in his study at alll I
wasn't coming out of his study when he
met me in the deorway—ow !—I was
in the Rag at the time! I cay——*

S 8mithy I repested Loder of ihe
Sixth. ]
atill grasping Billy Bunter's {at

shoulder, Gerald Loder glanced round,
towards the House.

Smithy had rusbied out, ericket stump
in hand, almost a5 fast as Bunter. Only
too Eininiy he was on Bunler's trail;
and it was dreed of the cricket stump
that had coused the fat Owls frantie
flight. o _

ut as he saw DBunter wriggling in
Loder's grasp, the Bounder of Grey-
friars came to a sudden halt.

“Took out, Smithy ! called oub
Johnny Buall.

But Smithy did not need the warn-
ing. At sight of Loder, the bullr of
the Sixth, Smithy was cn his goard at
anee.

Loder had a wery special reason, for
being “down” on the Bounder; and
for several days he had been on 1ho
losk-out for a chance of catching hiny
out. Smithy had been too wary to give
him & chance, =0 far. And he did not
want Loder to get that chance now, on
a half-holiday. ] =

Herbert Vernon-Smith stopped hLis
pursuing rush guite suddenlr, slipped
tha cricket stump under his arm, znd
turned to stroll away in quite e casual
manner |

But it hooted not, as a poet weunll
say. Loder had epoited him, and
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epotted the cricket stump, and spotted
the chance he had been waiting for,

“YVernon-Smith ! celled out Loder.
“Come here !

Smithy compressed his lips and camo
up. DBilly Bunter blinked at him un-
easily through hiz big spectacles,

*I—1 say, Bmicthy, 1—I never touched
vour cake ! he stuttered. I never
went to vour study for that cake! I
never knew von had one! 1—1 went to

borrow your Latin  grammar, old
chap {”

“You fat toad!™ snapped the
EBounder. *“Shut up! What do you

want, Loder?®”

“I want to know what you wers rush-
ing after Bunter for, and what you
were going to do with that cricket
stump ** said Loder grimly.

*I was poing to whop Bunter for
scoffing a cake from my study [ grunted
the Bounder.

“0Oh, really, Smithy——

“Have vou been grub-raiding in
Vernon-Smith's study, Bunter?”

“Oh! Nol! gasped Bunter. “I only
went there to borrow Smithy's algebra,
Loder, I've got some to do, and
lost my book., IF Smithy's ceke's gone,
I expeet it was the cat! Mrs. Kcbble's
gat, you know ! What ecat gets into the
atudies—"

“If you have been pilfering in the
studies, Bunter, I shall take you to
the Head !

Billy Bunter gave a how! of alarm.

“Ow ! say, Loder, I haven't—I
didn't—] wasn't Oh loz’ I The
fat Owl gpluttered with terror. *J=I
say, it's all gemmon! It's only
Bmithy's rotten  temper—just s
beastly temper!™

“I've no doubt of that!" assented
Lader. *1I kaow you to ba an untruth-
ful young rascal, Vernon-Simith, and I
prefer to take Bunter’s word ™

“0Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter,

This was the first time Billy Bunter
had ever heard of anybody who was
prepared to take his word.

But Loder of the Sixth had his own
rea=omns.

“I'm going to put & stop to this bully-
ing in the Lower Forms"” went on
Loder. “You've echased Bunter out of
the House with a cricket stump, and
he's knocked fellows over right and
left—"

“A lot vou ecare!l” zaid the Bounder
savagoly.

“Uhat will do, Vernon-8mith! Go to
my study, and wait there till I come
in.” Loder released the fat Owl, and
raized hiz hand, pointing to the House.
“Go at once I

The Bounder breathed hard and deep.

“I'm just going out, .

Tk

Loder——"'
“You're goung to do as I tell yout”
“It's a half-holiday—"

"Go to my study this instant ™
Herbert Vernon-Bmith  hesitated for

a long moment.

His temper, never very equable, was
rising, and the Bounder was elways

reckless. He was strongly tempted to
defy Loder, regardless of the con-
BEC WIS,

Loder, reading that thought in his
face, smiled. If a Lower Fourth junior
directly disobeyed a Sixth Form pre-
fect, that prefect had him where he
wanted him !

Smithy rcalised that in time, and,
with a black and savage brow, he
turned and tramped back to the House,

A fow minutes iater Harry Whavton
& Co. zaw his angry face scowling from
Loder’s window., He was in Loder's
study—waiting for Loder to come in, as
ordered.

But Loder wa: not, seemingly, in &
bBurzy to come in. Loder, with his

hands in his pockets and a rather
sardonic grin on his face, continued to
saunter 1n the guad—and left the
Bounder to wait.

]

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Whose Pound Nole ?

“ ATHEAD *
F Bob Cherry made that re-
mark to the junior Ecmv]in’g

out of the window of Loder’s
study, perhaps by way of comiore.

Smithy did not seem comforted; ho
scowled still more blackly.

Harry Wharton & Co., after a glance
reund to make sure that Loder was nob
in tha offing, came up to that windew,.
The Famous Five had an excursion on
for that half-holiday, in which Smithy
was included, Thay bhad, in fact, been
waikting for Smithy, when Billy Bunter
happened at the doorway. Now they
were still waiting.

Time was passing, and tho party had
to pot off. It was a golden ober
afterncon, and the Famous Five were
gotng to run their boat out on the Bark,
And as Marjorie and Clara of Cliff
House were to be picked up in the boat
a4t Friardale Bridge they could not wait
much longer. HKeeping ladies waiting
was really impossible. ft‘hl} ladios might
possibly keep them waiting, but that was

T - - - U

Vernon-Smith’s hasty and
truculent temper, and his
reckless deflance of authority,
have landed him in many a
scrape. Now he is faced with
the necessity of betraying
another’s secret to save himself
from the sack !
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an immemorial privilege; it was not @
ruls that wm'i{m? bhoth ways

“How long’s Loder going 1o keep you
there, Bmithy " azked Harry Wharton,

The Bounder snarled,

“Long enough to muck up my hali-
holiday, I suppose,” he answered. “I've
been here & guarter of an hour, and he
hasn't come in vet. 1 ehan’t wait much
longer.”

“Fathead " repeated Bobh.,  “What
the thump did you give Loder that

ance for?™

“0h, don't be an ass! That fat frog
Bunter snaffled the cake I was going to
take in the boat; you've kicked I]’;im
often enough for bagging tuck from
your study !* spnapped Vernon-Smith,

“¥es, ass, but kicking the fat hoonder
is rather different from chazing him all
over the school with a ericket stump!”
retorted Bob. “Any prefeck would
have stopped von and szent you in, and
g0 would Quelel,.  You were zimply
azlking for b,

“Tie sskfulness was terrific,. my
esteemed  Smithy,” remarked Hurree
Jamszet Ham Singh, with a shalic of his
dusky head,

“ I you'd keep your fomper—*" snid
.]'::-luuq,r:r Bull. B =

3, shat up !

Herbert Vernon-Smith did not lock
like keeping his temper: his temper
seemed very nearly ab boiling-point.

T'he fact was that Smithy realised
that he had been rather a fathead, as
Bob pointed out. ﬂ.n]j’ fellow maght
have been annoyved by the anties of the

rub raider of the Remove. and no

oubt a kicking had been due to Billy

Bunter. But chasing a fellow into ths
guad with a cricket stump was rather
the limit. The truth was that Bmithy's
temper had gob the better of him and
had Fu[‘. him in the wrong. Loder was
& bully, and he had jumped at the
chance of catching the junior he dis.
liked; but Wingate eor Gwynne, had
they heen on the spot, would certainly

ave intervened. And there was no
doubl that Mr. Quelch, the Remove
mﬂﬁ‘fﬁril wﬁullld hava done so.

“Well, what's poing to be done?™
dﬂmanded_ Jphnnyg 1*uEfH:.r. “Wa can't
keep Marjorie and Clars hanging about.
at the brrugn, I suppose, because Smithy
has to fly into & silly temper and gt
zent in,*?

“Have I asked you to wait for me ™"
snarled the Bounder. “CGet off as soon
us vou .h'-l:-ﬂ-“—&l'l{i‘ be blowed to vou ™

“We can walt & bit,” said Harry
"l‘fhartn_n_s:mtinlnglr,n “Loder can't keep
you waiting here much longer.”

. Can’'t ho? snecerod the Bounder,

He means to keep me hers half the
afternoon if I let him. Well, I'm not
going to let him; I'm going to eut |

** Better not,” said the captain of the
?Hemn}'rs, shaking his head.  “ After all,
Loder's a prefect, and vou've given him
8 ;n!:!v good excuse—"

1 H_ give him another ten minutes,”
faid Vernon-8mith. “If he's not herv
by then I'm going.”

*“ It will mean & row,” said Frank
Nigent.

“You needn’t worry about that. Yon
wor't be mixed up in it I sncered
3 Er[gﬂn.;?m“hig

“Oh, don't be a sillv ass! Ten to ono
Loder will be glad if you cut, to make
1t worie for you™

“Let him. I'll pive him ten minutes
more. You fellows po down and get the
boat ont and wait for me at ths rvafl,
If T don't come in a quarter of an haur,
get off without me.”

“All right,” said Harey. “We can't
wait longer than that. ﬁut, look hero,
Smithy, take my tip and don’t cut—->"
: ‘:’I'Il azlk for your advice whan I want

“Oh, go and cat coke!” exclaimed
the eu?mm of the Remove. “Come on,
von fellews, let’s get the boat out |

And the Famous Five walked away,
leaving Vernon-Smith scowling from
the window after them.
0T say, wyou fellows !  Billy Bunter
{c-mc-d themn as they headed for the boat-
mu;z on tlhe Sark. “I say—>

“Just the man I want to sec!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry, ¥

“Like me to ecome, instead of
smithy, old chap ™
“Oh, no! want to kick von for

bowling me ever. Turn round "

“{Mi, really, Cherry !

“It's  all that fat framp’s fault!™
growled Johuny Dull. “ Let’s kick him
as far g5 the boathouse 1™

“0h, really, Bull—-"

“The kickfulness is ihe proper caper,”
agreed Horrce Bingh, “Turn  your
ridiculous person roundfully, my  es-
ieemed, 1diotic Bunter,®

“0Oh. really, Inky! 1 sary, you fellows,
ne larks!” said DBunter, eveing the
chums of the Remove warily thmu,’s;h hi=
big spectocles. "1 say, it wasn't my
fault Tioder jnmlfed on Smithy. 1 never
had his cake. simply went into his
stindy ta borrow hiz ‘ Holiday Annnal’
—1 mean his algebra. I never touched
the cake. In fact. theore wasn't a cake
there 1™

“Tack ham 1"

“1 suppose you ean take my word ¥¥
said Banter, with dignity. “There
wasn't 4 cake in the study cupboard.
Not that 1 looked into the study eup-
board. of course. T hope I'm not the

TrHe Macyer Lipgaay. - No. 1,400,



4

eort of chap to go nosing into !t“di
cupboards. Not like soma fellows
could name. It's pretty thick that a
fellow can't drop inte a study to borrow
a Latin dictionary without being sus-
pected of being after tuck.  Smithy's
suspicious. Rotten lot of fuss to make
over & cake that had hardly any plums
in it, too ™

“8o you had the cake?”

“0Oh, no! Smithy never had a cake!
Besides, it was thera all right when I
left the study, Untouched! And I
never went to the study, either. I was
in the Hag at the time, Blessed if I zee
anything to cackle atl 1 say, you
follows, Smithy can't come; I'll bet
Loder means to keep him Imﬁg{ng‘ about
asnd spoil hs half-holiday. He's got his
knifa inte Bmithy for something, I1'll
come, instead. That will be rather more
plessant, won't it 12

“h crikey !

"Marjorie and Clara will like it
better, of course. In fact, they'd hardly
enjoy 1t if I'm not there, you know,™
aptd Bunter. *“Think of them

L1 E-ﬁﬂ-t- I.??‘

T row, if you like,” ndded Bunter

generously. "“You ecan pick up some
tips on rowing by watching me, You
fellows row as if you were digging np
potatoes; I've got style. Shall I come "
Ed LE]
Nol
“* Beast 1"

“No' was quite o plain answer, but
it was not the answer that William
CGeorge Bunter wanted. Declining to
take no for an answer, he rolled on after
the Famous Five to the boathouse,

“T say, Bob, what have vou got in

that basket ?”” asked the fat Owl, “I'll
carry it for you if you like.”

“You're carryin Smithy's cake
already,” answered Bob.,  “That's

enough for you to carry, old fat man 1"
i Hﬂ-: I'lﬂ.,, ha ¥
The chums of the Remove reached
the hoathouse and trundled out their
roomy old boat. As it was slid into the
water Billy Bunter promptly ensconced
himself in the stern seat.

Billy Bunter was not, perhaps, par-
tieularly keem on a pull on tho river;
neither, perhaps, was he fearinlly keen
on seeing the CLff House givis. But he
was _particularly and fearfully keen on
the contents of the baskebt carried by
Bob Cherry. That picnic-basket drew
him like a magnet, )

The Famous Five took iheir places m
the boat, and Bob held on to the raft
with & boathook.,. They waited for
Smithy to appear. There was no doubt
that the reckless Bounder would join
them if he could—Loder or no Loder—
and they gave him a gquarter of an hour,

“1 say, you fellows, let’'s get off

urged Bunter. “You don’t want that
ill-tf;mpered beast Smithy., You've got
me, "

“ Somebody piteh him  overboard [
satd Baob.

“Well, we're wasting time,"" said
Bunter. “Rotten bad form to keep the

irls waiting. I sav, put that basket on
ﬁ’uis seat heside me; lots of room. [
hﬂ]‘JE you can trust me with that basket.”

“What s hopeful nature!” remaorked
Nugent.

“1 say, you fellows——"

Harry Wharton glanced at the clock
tower, visible over the trees, in the dis-
tance. Time was u]ir, and the Bounder
had not appenred. It was impossible to
wait longer without keeping the Cliff
House girls waiting at the village bridge
—which was not to be thought of.

“Time ! said Harry, “Get  out,
Bunter [

“ Oh, really, Wharton——"
* Hallo, hallo, hallo 1" exclaimed Beb
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pomnd note on the raft, Wharton

“Eh=nol_ I've no pound notes, and
I shouldn't drop them about if I had ¥

“Did you, Franky ¥

“¥ sav, vou fellows, I did |* exclaimed
Billy Bunter, jumping up in a gzreat
hurry. “1 =say, that's my pound note !
I dropped it just as I was getbing in |
I remember now I heard it fall—"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

"Hold on! Don't shove off, Bob

herry, wou beast!” yelled Bunter.
*Lemme pick up that pound note! It's
ming | I say, hold on ¥

*“Oh, rot 1" said Bob.
Buonter 1

“I tell you it i1s!” roared Bunter.
“Hold on to the raft, vou beast ! That's
my pound note ! Hold on 1™

*Well, buck up ¥

Bob Cherry held on to the planks
with the hoathook, and Billy Bunter
serambled hurriedly out of the boat to
pick up that pound note. Bob's chums
stared blankly over the raft, They
could see no pound nofe there.

Neither could Bunter. He blinked
round him eagerly for ithe pound note
which, aceording to hiz own statement,
he had heard fall. But neither hiz little
round eyes nor his hig round spectacles
spotted that pound note. And as he
blinked in eager search of it, Bob
Cherry, grinning, shoved at the raft,
and the boat shot out into the river,

“Ihd “?m: &ruﬁ Y

“It's not yours,

“I say, vou fellows, where's that
pound note ¥ é{plled Bunter. “I say,
stop! Where did you szee that pound

note, Cherry 1

“ Eh—what pound note ' asked Bob.
“I never saw any pound note I*

“ ¥ou szid you did ¥ yelled Bunter.

“Not at all. I asked Wharton if he'd
dropped one. He might have, for all 1
knew ' answered Bob cheerfully,

“ Ha, ha, ha "

“Why, you—you—you beast!” reared
Bunter, his wvery spectacles gleaming
with wrath., “You—you silly fathead,
making a fellow get out of the Boat for

nothing ! Pull in, you fellows! I can's
]l!ﬁl_& in from here ¥
“You can’t ! agreed Bob. “"That's a

cort ! Pull, you men ™

The juniors pulled—but net to the
raft. Their grinning faces looked back
at Billy Bunier az they pulled down the
river.

"1  say,
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“You—you—you beast! You were
pulling my leg to make me get out of

vou fellows—" yelled

the boat!” howled Bunter, as that
dreadful truth dawned on his fat
intellect.

“What a bran(” said Bob, *“He's
guesaed 1t ¥

“Ila, ha, ha ™

“ Beasts 1™ roared DBunter.

“¥{a, ha, ha ™

And the chums of the Remove, as they
pulled away down the Sark, had a last
view of Billy Bunter, pink with fury,
shaking o fat fist after them az they
went.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Cat and Mouse !

ERBERT VERNON - 8MITH
H stood at Loder's window,
staring out with a black brow,
after the Famous Five had

gona. _

A good many fellows in the guad
glanced at him as he stood thers scowl-
ing. Temple, Dabney & Co. of the
Fourth smuled at him in passing, and
were rewarded with s dark seowl.
Coker of the Fifth gave him a very dis-

approving look. Coker did not approve
of scowling jJuniors,

Wingate of the Sixth bappened to
come- along with Gwyine, and the
Bounder, leaning from the window,
called to him

“I say, Wingate [

The Greyiviars captain glanced round.
. “Halle! What are you deing there?”
ne asked.
h1"LcrdE;r'5 told me to wait here for

13—

“Oh, al right !

“I've waited nearly half an hour !
said Vernon-Smith, belween his teecth.
" o now, Wingate ¥ )

“Not if a prefect told vou to wait,
What the dickens do you mean 1"

Wingate walked on, and the Dounder
bestowed his blackest scowl en the back
of the Bixth Former's head as he went.

Wingate, az head prefeet, could have
intervened, but evidently he did noet
chpose to do =o. Simple-hearied old
Wingate was not likely to suspect that
a £e|li:+w in the position of a Bixth Form

refect wonld keep a junior hanging on
or no reason except to “muck up * his
half-holiday. But the Bounder had no
doubt that that was Gerald Loder's
game, and his temper grew more and
more bitter. IHe was going to join the
Remove beat before it pushed off, with
or without leave.

As he stood staring zavagely from the
window, with an eve open for Loder, a
stalwart, athletie figure paszed at a little
distance,

Smithy's eves followed it morosely.

It was that of the new games master
at Greyiriars School=—the man who
saszed under the mame of " Stephen

agden,™ which only the Bounder knew
was not his own.

Vernon-Smith knew—or, at least, was
sura that he knew—that thke new games
master was James Loder, No. 22, the
convict who had escaped fromn Black-
moor a month ago.

Smithy was sure of that, and 7et
somoetimes he doulted ; and he doubted
agnin now as he watched the games
master sauntering down io the goates,
exchanging remarks with the fellows ha
passed, his manner casual, and his hand-
soma face cheorful and smiiling.

If Stephen Lagden. so-called, really
was James Loder, No. 22, and a hunted
man, he undoubtedly had a nerve of
iron.

The Bounder watch~d hun as he went
out at the gates and dizappeared. Then
he lookod reund for Loder again.

Loder of the Sixth was not to he
s, &

The Bounder made up his mind.

He left the windew and erossed to
the study door. Tt was quite likely that,
83 Nugent had said, Loder would be
glad if he cut, and added to his offences
thereby. But Vernon-Smith was too
savagely angry to care about that. He
was going, and there was an end.

He stepped out, and walked quickly
down the passage. He wasz very wary
as he went. Ie did not want to meet
Loder and be taken by the collar and
marehed in again. Near the door he
came on a gronp of Hemove fellows—
Wibley, Russell, Ogilvy, Kipps, and
Peter Todd.

“ Been that rotten cur Loder?” asked
the Boundev.

“No,” answered Peter Todd., ™1 =ay,
Smithy, I heard him tecll you to wait
for him in his study.”

“I've waited as lml]g az I'm gpoing
to !* grunted the Bounder.

“Petter wait & bit longer, old chap!
You'ra azsking for it!”" eaid Wibley.
“Loder may take you to the lead if
vou cut [



"Rlow the ITead ! answered Veornon-
Brmth; and he went out inta the gquad.

Loder was not to be seen, and the
PFounder walked awagy.

He did not %-:- down to the gates.
Whether ibe bully of the Bixth was or
was not playving ecat-and-mouze with
him, the Bounder had no doubt of it,
and it was quite possible that Loder
was keeping an eye on the gates.

Ho walked away to the old Cloisters.
There, in o secluded spot out of general
view, was & place Emith{ knew waetl,
whera the ancient wall could be elimbed
easily with the aid of the old vy, It
seemed safer to drop out guietly aver
the wall and cut down to the river
Unseen.

The Bounder scudded along the old
Cloisters and reached that well-known
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You've had o down on me ever since
you failed to screw something out of
me apgainst Lagden, and you hate him
because he stopped your rotten bully-
ing | Now leave me alone, you cur 1™

*Ho that's how you talk to a prefect,
iz it?" said Loder grimly. “Fll give
vou & chance of eaying 1t over again
before the Head ! Now come down ™

“I won't!” snarled the Bounder,
between his teeth.

“I arder you to get down from that
wall, YVernon-3mith 1?

“¥ou can order till you're black in
the face, and I won't |” snarled Bmithy.

“Won't youl”

Loder's eyes glittered. He slipped the
ashplant into his right hand, and, step-
pm%‘ closer to the junior, grabbed his
ankle with his left.

-~

wery |
'

5

remained within reach of ik, he would
have been hurt.
But one moment was enough for Her-
bert Vernon-Bmith.,. Tho instant hia
ankle was roleased he whipped over the
top of the wall,

. Loder’s furious lash rang on the old
ivy as Smithy dropped outside, The
Bounder was out of reach.

He stood panting, and as ho stood, a
furious face, with a red-streaming nose,
rosa to view over the wall.  Lader,
elmost frantic with pain and rage, was
clambering after him.

Smith ave him
bolted. =

“Stop I raved Loder.

ITe dropped from the wall in his turn,

mithy was not likely to stop. He

one look, and
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“ ] say, you fellows, where’s that pound note ? ** yelled Billy Bunier, standing on the school raft and blinking round

eagerly. “‘I say, stop!

pushing off with his oar.

gpot. He grasped the thick, ancient ivy
and clambered.

iF Et-&p I” ] .

A sharp voice rapped behind him.

Vernon-Smith panted, and glared over
his shoulder. Loder of the Sixth, with
his ashplant under s arm, was coming
towards him, & sour prin on his face,

With one hand on the coping of the
wall and the other grasping the ivy,
the Dounder glared down at him over
his shoulder. He did not need telling
that the bully of the Sixth had been
keoping an eve open, and had spotted
him when he left the Hounse and
followed him there.

“Got down ! said Loder, coming up
to hite, “Dhde't I tell vou to wait for
me in my study, Vernon-Smith

“1 ehid wait I )

“Dudn't 1 tell vou to wait till I came
i =

WOk, ehuck 1f. Tou rotten bully ™
The Bounder’s savage temper flamed

out. “Think I don’t know you wecre
mucking up my half-heliday on pue-
pvose ! And think I don't know whyl

Where did you see that note, Cherry? ™

Swipe | ]

There was a vell from Vernon-Bmith
as the cane landed. He made a ficree
effort to pull himself up, but the grip
on_his ankle kept him back.

Bwipe !

The Bounder, as he got the sccond
lash, forgot all prudence. He had one
foot Fren, and he kicked out with it.

There was a fearful yell from Loder
af the Sixth.

He had not expected that—or eoven
dreamed of 15, It was, indeed, o fear-
fully reckless set on the part of a
junior. But the Bounder, always reck-
cs2, was now cneaged and desperate,
and cared nothing what he did.

Loder stagrered back, dropping the
nshplant, and clasping both hands to
his nose.  The heel of the Bounder's
boot had crashed on it, and it was spurt
ing red.

“Oh ™ roarved Lader.
Oh, my nose! Oocol I

The next woment he was grabbing up
Llve ashplant again, LUlad the Dounder

“0w ! Oonogh!

“J didn't ses one ! * answered Bob, cheerfully
* I only asked Wharton i he'd dropped one, thai’s all I **

flew. After lim ecame the rapid, pats
tering footsteps of the prefect. ‘u'Eith
the mshplant gripped in his hand, and
the claret streaming from his nose,
Loder rushed in fierce pursnait.

Smithy covered the ground in record
timeo, darting into the trees along the
river, hoping to shake Loder off there,
hefora he made for tho raft and the
Lboat. He stumbled over a trailing root,
and pilched over—and as he serambled
breathlessly up, Loder reached him.

A clutch closed on his collar and
dragged him down again. And the
Dounder kicked and struggled and
velled, as the ashplant rose and fell,
and the blows came down on hin,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Licking for Loder!

L. BTEPHEN TLAGDEN, gaomes
M master of Greyfriars School,
paused 1n his wallk, a slight
cloud settling over hiz hand-
gofne face.
The Migvwer LIBRARY.—No. 1,496,



6 “HIS SCAPEGRACE BROTHER ! IS THE TITLE OF NEXT WEEK’'S COVER-TO-COVER—

MOTORING MADE EASY

ENCYCLOPEDIA

COMPLETE IN ABOUT 30

7° WEEKLY PARTS

Efficiency with Economy

This great new work teﬂsd you
everything a motorist needs to
know for the efficient and
economical maintenance and
running of a car and a motor
cycle. Every technical paragraph
in its pages has been written by
experts ; all the technical illustra-
tions have been made by skilled
draughtsmen. Models of 1937 are
shown and described in full detail.
You will never be at a loss if yon
read the NEW MOTORING
ENCYCLOPEDIA ; it will help
you in hundreds of ways.

2,500 PICTURES and

WORKING DIAGRAMS

Ay ctal feattere of Payt 1
L ”g #amﬁfrmﬂ fmliﬂed

LEARNERS LORE
How to Pass Your Driving Test

Here i3 a compendium of driving
experience which covers the whole art

and practice of handling the modern.

motor-car. All road users should
benefit by studying the facts and
diagrams given io these pages.
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LARGE SCALE
Three-Colour
ROAD MAPS

The set of large-scale road
o4 ven logse in  tha
M OTORIKG ENCY-
CLOPEDIA s accurately
printed o colours oo sfout
card, embodying the very
jatest data supplied by the
Ministry of Transport. e58
Maps, together with {he zec-
tional gazetteer of something
like 4,000 historic places,
printed on the reverse
side, are alcne worth
more than the
published price of
the entite work.
There will be
opg map in
every part.
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Newsagonls

Ho had walked down to the river,
after Bmithy had seen him go out of the
gates. Now he was zauntering up the
townath, in the direetion of Courtfield
Bridge and Popper Court. Between
the gleaming, rolling Sark, and the
wooos in therr autwinn brown, it was a
very pleasant walk, and little
frequented—and for reazons of his own,
the games master preferved to keep
away Irom crowds,

What gave him pause now, was the
sight of a rather portly figure cormng
down the tow-path from the direction of
Pcipper Court.

t was that of Inspector Grimes, of
Courtfield; and had the games master
kept on his way, ho would scon have
met the Courtiield inspector face to
face, and no doubt exchanged greefings
with him.

But he did not keep on.

He paused, turned off from the river,
and entered a shady pathunder the trees,
weading in quite a different direetion.

His face was clouded as he did so.

A year ago, the man whe was called
Stephen Lagden, had been a master as
Okehara School, in Deveonshire, and had
feared to look no man mn the face.

But, since theo, he had been Conviet
No. 22, of Blackmoor; and he had been
a hunted fugitive. And, secure as his
position at Greyfriars seemed, under
angther man's name, the sight of a
lice official gave him a sinking at the
eart.

Yet he knew how slight the danger
was.

The police bad their man—or believed
that they had! In the prisoen h-:rstpsml
at Courtfield lay o man suffering from
concussion, after being knocked down
by 2z motor-car. He ind been found
senaeless, with disfigured face—azd
dressed 1n the tattered garb in which
No. 22 had ezcaped from Blackmeor.

Thera had been no suspicton, so far,
that he was not the right map—there
could be none till he recovered sufli-
ciently to speak.

Apd he still lay in unconselousness,
not yet fit even to be taken back to
Blackmoor. 3o long as that lasted, the
man who had changed clothes with him
had a breathing space—a much-necded
respite.

And that man, with iron nerve, had
taken the injured man to the police
station, and handed him over, and then
gonea to Greviriavs School in his name!
And he was so happy and contented
ihere that, from day to day, he put cif
making further plans, )

rudence warned him to go, while the
going was good—yet he did not go.

He knew that one Gregiriars fellow
suspected  him—Vernon-Bmith of the
Fomave., But the Bounder was asileut
about what-he suspected. Loder of the
Sixth loathed him, little dreaming thit
he was a near relative. Hut Loder
never thought of puessaing the games
master's secret.

So long as the injured man at Court-
ficld was silent, he was safe—and yet ho
knew that it would be only prudent to
go, And still he did not go.

It was a couple of weeks singe James
Loder, in Lagden’s clothes, had handed
over Stephen Lagden, in the conviel's
tattored garb, to the police. Lhen le
had met Inspector Grimes—and iho
inspector had had no doubt, ne suy
PP LI,

Dut Mr. Grimes was a very keen man;
amd thq. man 11t a false pname odid .‘:4".‘-'-
want to meet hin aguny if he cauwlid
help it. a .

He had grown a moustache during his
flight, and he had made ene or two
utﬁe: little changes in his appeavancr:
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Lut he lknew that the photograph of
Neo, 22 must have been cireulated, and
he did not want Mr. Grimes to be struck
by a resemblance, if it eould be avoidaed.

He disappeared into the wood by the
river, while the Courtfield inspector was
still at a distance.

He walked by a shady footpath, with
a moody brow,

That glimpse of Mre., Grimes had
reminded him of what he was in danger
of forgetting, in hiz peaceful days at
Greviriars—that he was still a
“wanted ¥ man—a hunted man.

It was a Dbitter and unpleasant
reminder.

A sudden outbreak of sound from the
trees near him, drove Mr. Grimes and
his own offgivs from hiz mind. Hae
started, and stared round him.

Thera was a sound of blows, a seuf-
Hing sound of struggling, and a pant-
g voice:

"Lt me go! T.ader,
bully ! Oh! You ecur!”

It was the voice of Herbert Vernon-
Smith, velling.

Laash, lash, lagh, lash!

T'he games: master’s brow darkened,
and his eyes glinted, DBut he paused.

It was no business of a games master
to intervene befween a Sixth IMorm pre-
fect and a junior whom he was caning.
But he knew Loder. He had never seen
the Greyiriars senior, who was in truth
his young Couzin Gerald, before cuming
to the school—but he had seen enoug
of him since. Opce already he had
intervened, when Loder was whuppin{;

d

vou rotien

Billy Bunter not wisely but too wel
He wondered now
better interfere again.
Lash, lash, lash!
“0h, you bully! You rotter ! velled
Vernon-Smith,  and theve was a sound
of fieres struggling.

The games master hesitated only a
fow moments. This was no prefect’s
raning—it was o savape thrashing, and
e was bound to mnterfere.

He pushed through the thickets lwuar-
ricdly and reached the spot. ;

What he saw as he arrived made his
eves blaze with anger.

Vernon-Emith, pinned down in
Lodet’s grip in the grass, was strupip;ling
and kicking wildly, while the bully of
the Sixth dealt out lash after lash. The
blows rang alinost like pistol-shots,

Loder's nose was streaming red. Iis
face was az red as his nose, with fary.
He laghed and lashed; and it was only
too clear that he had witerly lost control
of his temper, and gave no thought to
anvthing but thrashing the wrnithing
junior with all the force of hiz arm,

" Btop that, you brute | shouted the
games master.

Loder started and glared round at
him. Taking no other notice of him,
however, he lushed at the Bounder
M.

The games master ran stratght at him,
grasped him, and wrenched him away
from the 5.1:rus_;lpg:]in%':l junior,

Loder turned on him, almest foaming
witiv rage.

“Let go, you hound 1 he velled,

And 1n his rage he struck ab the
pamies master with the ashplant, and
conght him across the cheok.

A red mark showed where the blow
foll.

The next moment Loder was gripped
by the collar, and his ashplant was
wreenched frem his hand, He was
twisted over. in a grasp twice or thrice
top strong for him, and the cane was
laid on hard. o .
A Verpon-stnith strugeled dizzily to his
fnt,

He was aching all over, from his

whether he ha

thrashing. But he had reason to be
thankful that the games master had
come on the scene. Loder was very far
from having finizched—if he had not
beon interrupted.

“0h gad!™ gasped Vernon-Smith,
staring blankly, as Loder of the Bixth
velled and writhed, apd the games
master brought his ash down again and
AFhin.

Whack, whack, whack, whack !

Loder yelled and roared and
sbrnggled, as Vernon-Smith had been
doing & minute ago. But his struggles
were az unavailing as Smithy's had
heen. 3

The PBounder staggered, panting,
arainst a tree. He was hurk; but he

rinned as he watched Loder of the

ixth getting that thrashing.

“Vou brute! You bully ! rapped
the games master. “How dars..you
handle a boy like that! De you sup-
pose that your headmaster would allow
it! By Jovel Take that—and that—
and that!™

Whack, whack, whack, whack |

Loder velled, and almost raved, as
he tool them.

Whack, whack, whack!

“ Now ¥ spapped  the games
master. Hgt;ospuu Loder away, with a
twist of his arm, and threw the ash-
plant after him. “Get out!”

Loder, panting, gasping, plunged after
the ash, End grabbed it up. He turned
on the games master, foaming with fury.
For a moment, Smithy Lhi.'.-ulght that he
would rush at Mre. Lagden, lashing out.

“ Better not!" said the young master,

gquietly but grimly.

l.ﬂ.nd) Gara.?d Loder realised that he
had better not; and, gasping with rage,
he turned and tramped away.

The games master watched him out
of sight, with a grim brow. Then he
turned to Vernon-Smith.

“Thank you, sir!” zaid the Bounder.

The games master iaw him a long
look, and without speaking nodded, and
woent on his way  through the wood.
The. Bounder, grinning, cut away
towards the river. Loder of the Sixth
tramped beelk to the school; and the
look on his face 8z he went in. caused
about fifty fellows to turn their heads
and stare at himn.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Trouble Ahead !

ié ALLO, hallo, halle !
H “Bmithy * ;
The Remove boat was tied

up to the bank, below Friar-
dale Bridge, under a shady tree. The
pienie basker was unpacked. Miss Clara
Trevlyn, of Clif House, bhad sct up the
spirit-stove for making tea, Now she
was gazing at it—and Marjorie Hazel-
dens was smiling faintly., And all the
Famous Five were going through their
pockets—ior matches.

The ClHF House girls had provided
tho tea-making outfit. The stove was
there, in excellent order; the kettle was
there, filled with water from a bottle;
cupa and saucers and sugar and milk
were thers. Everything was there,
except matches. : :

A match is a very little thing—a mere
trifle. But without & match all the rest
of the outfit was uselesz—the stove, the
methylated spirit, the kettla of water,
the packet of tea, the milk and the
sugar, the cups and the saucers. And
Misz Clara had forgotten the matches.

*IMaven't vou a mateh, Marjorie®”
asked Miss Clara. in a concentrated sort
of volce.

Mo, dear ! murmured Marjorie.

“Havn't any of you boys a maichi”

BE SURE TO READ IT! 7

 T—1 think not—" murmured Harry

Wharton,
“We are absolutely  matchless,
esteemed and beauleous, miss!™ said

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with s shake
of his dusky head. i .

“ Priceless, you mean!™ said Miss
Clara.,  “Priceless  duffers! Five
bovs—without a match ™

“Wa don't smoke, vou know ! mur-
mured Nugent. “Now, if that ass
Smithy bad turned uvp——"

“If a boy happens to be wanted vou
can depend on bhim not to furn up!”
satldl Aliss Clara. I really think some-
body might have brought some matches.”

The Famous Five were diplomsatically
gilent. They could not help thinking
that it was up to the provider of the
spirit-stove to add matches to the outfit.
Had Miss Clara been a Greyfriars man
they would have mentioned the fact,
with a few compliments aitached., Miss
Clara being, however, a Cliff Houso girl,
they left the fact unmentioned and the
compliments unuttered.

And then, to the general relief, Bob
Cherry spotted the Bounder coming
down the towpath, and roared to him.

Smithy wos fairly certain to have
matches! Thera was litile doubt that
he could have provided cigarettes as
waell !

“This way, Bmithy!” roared Bob.

Welcoming  hands were  waved.
Smithy waved baeck, and came on at
a rum. s

As he had failed to turn uﬁ in timo
for the boat the Famous Five had given
him up for the afterncon. KHvidently,
however, the Bounder had followed on
down the river in the hope of catching
the picnickers. And here he was—much
to the general relief. Miss Clara was
growing more and more sarcastic about
bovs who never could remember any-
thing. And it looked na if there was
going to be no tea till the Bounder
appeared in the offing.

Harry Wharton looked rather curi-
ously at the Bounder, as he came up and
raised his cap politely to the Clilf House
girls. Bmithy was cool and smiling and
good-humoured, but it secmed to the
captain of the Remove that he could
read signs in his face that hia logks
belied his  thoughts. He wondored
whether Smithy had had trouble in
getting away, little puessing how very
serious that trouble had been.

“Got a mateh!” asked Johnny Bull.

“ Lots 1V . )

“(Oh, good!™ said Miss Clara, "We
can't  get the stove going—nobody
thought of bringing any matches,”

“AWell, you fellows must bo duffers |
said Vernon-8mith: “Fancy bringing o
spirit-stove and no matehes ! Fathoads ™

MThe Famous Tiva suppressed =&
chuckle, Bmithy did not seem aware
that it was Miss Clara who had brought
Lthe spivit-stove,

3iss Clara’s face was pink as she took
the match-box from Bmithy, and pro-
i:nn{]lnd to ignite the stove under the
setde.

“Which s=silly ass was b3 ashed
Smithy. ; '

Marjorie laughed involuntarily.

“0Oh, anybody might forget the

matches, Smithy!” said Bob Cherry.

“ Anvbody who was a silly duffer, cer-
tainly,” assented Vernon-Smith, “If I
packed a spirit-stove I should pack in
matehes a.]n::—r:g with it. I should think
anybody would whe wasn’t o blithering
idiot.”

“Thank veu!"™ said BDliss Clara, ever
hor shoulder.

TR ejaculated the Dounder.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“0h, sorry!”  gasped Smithy. *T
thought it was one of these duflfers,

Tue Maigxer Linmapy.—INo. 1,496



I—1 mean, anybody might forget
bring matches—sort of tiing anybody
might forget, of course—>"

nless he happened to have cigar-
ettes, too ™ sard Miss Clara crushingly.
"Thank vou for the matches—we don'b
want sny of the cigareties.™

The Bounder grinned, winked at the
Famous Five, ang sat down. Miss Clars,
with 8 severe face, made the tea. But
when the tea was made tho smiles re-
turned to Miss Clara’s face. Tea was
grateful and comforting.

It waa a very pleasant picnie, by the
bank of the shining Sark, in the golden
October afternoon Herbert Vernon-
Smith seemeod in great spirits. = Hae
laughed and chatted as cheerily as
eny other member of the party, and
netther Marjorie nor Clara had the
remotest suspicion that Smithy was in
expectation of bad trouble when he
returned to his school. _

What weas geing to hsppen when he
got back to Greyfriats was rather a
painful problem to the Bounder.

He had acted, as usual, with a reck-
less disregard for consequences;
during his walk down the river he had
hed time to think of them.

Hea had defied a prefect of tha Bixth,
snd he had kicked that prefect on the
nose to get away from him. Loder,
thera was no doubt, had a prize nose
that afternoon. If ha went to the
Head——

Thera could not be much doubt that
he would go to the Head. Ewverything
was on his side—the Bounder had pus
himself completely in the wrong.

A Hesd's flogging in Hall was an
unplessant sort of thing to look forward
to, and theve loomed behind it the pos-
sibility of waorse—the “sack'!

But Smithy was not the fellow to
wear his heart upon his sleava or to
let. hie troubles show in his face.

The two girls suspected nothing, and
of the Famous Five only Harry Wharton
had an impresston that there was some-
thing on the Bounder's mind—something
that he was, for the present, putting
at the back of his mind,

ea was over, and it was time for
the party to embark again, when a
fat re was spotted in the distance
on the tew-path.

The circumieranece of that figure, and
the big spectacles that flashed back the
rai'a of the sun, revealed that it was
Billy Buntear,

Tgc Ow] of the Remcve was
EP‘FETEHﬂj’ in search of the picnickers.

All aboard ! grinned Bob Charry.
“There’s a fat piraie in the offing I

f-:H“l hﬂ; hﬂr 1+

The juniors pushed off as Billy Bunter
came panting and puffing down the path.
The fat Ow] spotted the boat and waved
B Amdgy hand.

1 yvou fellows !™ he welled.

Eﬂgi’ 3
Bob Cherry waved a hand in favewell,

but

THE MAGNET

“Reasts!” roared Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

For the second time that afternoon
William George Punter had failed to
catch the boat! For the second time
he stood on the bank, and brandished
a plump fist as it pulled sway.

“I say,” yelled Bunter, "1 say,
Smithy 2

“Go and eat coke!” called back the
E-:rrulndur* " i :

‘T say, you're jolly well going to he
sacked when vou get back!™ roared
Bunter. “Serve you jolly well right,
-::ruu.h :bl}ilsi‘-! Do you hear? Backed!

H ‘n'l

The boat pulled on, and Billy Bunter's
duleet tones died away astern.  The
Famous Five glanced at Smithy—and
Marjoric and 61&1'& geve him startled
loaks.

“What did that fat ass
exclaimed Nugent.

'I'he Bounder laughed.

“Does Dunter ever mean anythin' 1"
he drawled.

“Only Bunter's asked DMliss

aATA.
“Just that!™ assented the Bounder.
“Az Inky would say, the rotfulness is
terrific.  Dear old Bunter’s salways
talkin' out of lna jolly old hat.™

Marjorie gave hin a rather quick
glance; but the Bounder's face was
smiling and careless. The subject
dropped, and Bunter was forgotten, as
the boat pulled on.

But when, later, the two girla had
been landed at CLff House, and the
Remove fellows were pulling back to
Greyfriars, Harry Wharton tapped thea
Bounder on the shoulder, with a very
grave face,

“Look here, Smithy, is thers a row
waiting for you at Greyiriarsi" he
asked.

“Bort of, I fancy.”

“But not—"  Wharton caught his
preath, * Bmithy, old man! Not what
that fat chump said—mnot the sack "

“Even chances, I think!"” drawled
the Bounder; and he sheagged his
shoulders, and said no more.

mean ¥V

rot 1*'

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Sack for Smithy ?
OM REDWING was waiting for

E his chum when ha came in. The

Bounder, leaving the Famous

Five Eutting up the boat,
walled up to the House, with his hands
in_his pockets, humming a Lune.

That trouble awaited him at the
school the Bounder had no doubt. He
had not needed Bunter to tell him that.

But hes was gquite cool. Smithy's
hasty and truculent temper often landed

PIANO ACCORDIONS

BY ALL THE BMOST
FAMOUS MAKER

.............

T e

himy in  trouble; but he had, at
e | least, plenty of

aerve to face it

when it came. He

notieed now that
a ddozen  fellows
laoked ot hun and
exchanged glances.
Tom Roedwing
joined him with a
elouded face.
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The Bounder gave him a nod and s
grin.

“¥You're lookin® worried, old hean,”
he said lightly.”" Anythin’ happened 7'

“I hear there's a fearful row an,
Smithy! Two or three prefects have
been looking for you."”

“I'm honoured!” zaid the Bounder
gravely. “Sixth Form prefects don’t
aften run after Lower Fourth men.”

“I've seen Loder——""

“Always a pleasure to ses jolly old
Loder, isn't it? What does his nose
logk like?" asked the DBounder, with
interest.

“Then it’s true?” said Redwing.

“What's trus?”

“I1've heard a dozen fellows saying
that you punched Loder’s pose.™

“Not guilty!” said Vernon-Smith,
shaking his head. *“You can depy that
rumour, old bean: official I¥

Redwing looked relieved,

“Youn didn't punch his noze, then?
It looks as if somebody has—I1've seen

him—a nose like a rips tomaw. You
didn't panch it
“No!”  wawned the  Bounder

“Kicked it ("
“Whas-at 7" gesped Redwing,
“Landed the heel of my boot on it,”
drawled the Bounder. * Not my [ault.
Loder grabbed one foot, and got the
other on his boko. Lodcer asks for these
things, you know. Ile really Legzed

for it—and got it 1"
Redwing looked utterly dizsmazed.
“0Oh, Bmilthy, vou ass! That will

Loder's

mean going to the Head!
won't lose a

down on wou, and he
chance like thisI”

“No, I suppose he won't!"” agreed
Bmithy. “He's been watchin® me like
a cat for days. Now he's got me !

“0Oh, hera he 15! Coker of the Fifth
came up to the two juniors in the quad.
“Hero you are, young Smith—->"

“Hera I am, old Coker!™ asszented
the Bounder.

*“What's this I hear ahout your
punching a prefect!” demanded Coker,
“Did vou give Loder of the Sixth that
nose? Ile's gi:nt a nose like a squashed
strawberry, I've heard that he told
Wingais you did it. That nght (™

“Right as rain!” admitted
Bounder.

“Well, my hat 1" zaid Coker.

Smithy sauntered on, leaving Horace
Coker staring.

Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth
rushed up as they saw Smithy.

“1 say, Smithy!" pgasped Cecil
Repinald Temple.

“Loder's got a
claimed Dabnoy.

“They say you did it!" zatd Fry,

the

prize noze!”  ex-

“Id yor?™”

The Dounder grinned.  Evidenily
Gerald TLoder's damapged  noze  was
already famed through the zchool, No

doubt pleoty of eves had fallen on it
when Loder walked it in,

“Guilty 1" grinned Vernon-Smith.
“Like jolly old Coriolanus, alone L did
1 ek

“Oh rad?” said Temple. I say,
vou'll be sacked for bashing o prefect
on the bokeo I’

“Loder asked for it !" ext‘-]:ﬁhw] the
Bounder. * It wouldn’t leve heen

olite to refuse, when he azhed, would
it 77

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Smithy walked on with Redwing:
and & moment later Hobeon of the
Shell rushed up, breathless with eager-
Iess,

“I eav, Bmithr, did d}'ﬂu enuath
Loder's nose " he gasped, "1 say,



“H I had
would who wasn't a

serve him jolly well right if you did—
but did youi"

"1 did 1"

“Oh crikey " said Hobson,

“The fallows seem fearfully inter-
ested in Loder's nose, Reddy,” re-
marked the Bounder, as he ssuntered
o, I think <

“Vernon-3mith 1 It was Wingate
of the Bixth this time. He gave the
E]i_nundcr g grun look as he called to
1M,

*“Yes, Wingate,” said Bmithy meekly.
“Do you want to hear about Loder's
nose f I cannot tell & lie; I did it with
my little hatchet.®

a, ha, hal" came a howl from a

‘Ha, ha, hal" how! f
dozen fellows.

“¥You wyoung ass!” sald Wingate.
“You're to go to yvour Form-master at
onge 1"

“Oh, good! Always a pleasurs to
geo Queleh I yawned the Bounder, and
he strolled into the House,

He pave Hedwing & cheery nod, and
walked away to Masters' Studies. Mr
ucleh, the Remove master, had evi-
ently heard of the happening, and
wanted to Lknow. Indeed, thers were
few at Creyfriars who had rot hesrd
of it by this timne,

Nobody seemed to be wasting much
sympathy on Loder. The starfling
state of hiz nose scemed to evoke more
merriment than sympathy., Bub there
was no doubt that the general opinion
waa that Herbeot Vernon-SBmith was
booked for scrious trounble. Opinion
was divided, whether it would be the
“ganek ? or only o flogging. It could
not fail to be one or the ather—and it
was possible that it would be hoih !

Bmithy waz quite well aware of it
But he had the perve to face the music,
If ho was going, he was going with hia
chin up, as he would have cxpressed
it himsclf. Nobody was to sce the
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packed a spirit-stove, I should pack in matehes along with it,”* sald Vernon-Smith.
%lithering ldlot [ * 5

*“If he happened t oke clgareites !*" said Miss i:‘.‘ll sh%u!d;;hink b
0 5m ¢ g ara Treviyn crushingly.
¥ Thanks for the maiches—we don’t want any of the cigarattes I ™ W

Bounder of Greyfriars show the white Cloister wall, and did you refuse ta

faather.

He tapped at Mr. Quelch’s door, and
entered. IHe found the Remove master
looking very grim.

“0Oh 1" said Mr. Quelch.
returned, Vernon-Smith,”

“Yeas, gir | said the Bounder meekly,

“Where have you been?”

“0On the river, sir, with Wharton and
hiz friends.”

“Oh1” Mr. Quelch locked a chade
less grim. Perhaps he had not expected
to hear that the scapegrace of his Form
had beéen so harmlessly and innocently
engaged, " Vernon-Smith, there has
been a great deal of talk -ahout some-
thing that has happened this afterncon.
I have spoken to Loder, of the Bixth
Form, and he states that he intends to
place the matter before Dr. Locke.”

*Indeed, sir!"

“I ghall not, therefore, deal with it 1"
said the Remove master. “But you
will give me your nceount of what has
happened., Loder has stated that he
caught you bullying a boy of your own
Form, and sent you into the House—
that you left in direet defiance of hia
suthority, and kicked him savagely
when he attempted fo stop you.”

“That isn't quite correct, sir! I was
not bullying Bunter. And Loder knew
it, too,™

“Yeornon-3mith, were vou, or wore
you not chasing Bunter with & oricket
stump in your hand?’ exelaimed Mr.,
Queleh.

“Well, ves- sir—I admit I lost my
temper, but ™

“Ihid you or did you not leave the
ITouse after a Sixth [orm prefect had
directed vou to wait?”?

“I waated half an hour!" =aid the
Bounder sullenly,

“Yes or not"

“Yes.”

“Did Loder detect vou climbing tha

“You hava

return when he ordered you to do so?™

The Bounder breathed hard.

“Yes, sirl”

. ""Did you kick him when he was pull-
ing ﬁuu from the wall "

‘He was swiping me with bhis cans,
and I kicked at}lmt.'!ir

“That will do, Vernon-Bmith 1" said
Mr, Quelch. *“I desired to know how
the matter stood. As I have said, I
shall not deal with it myself, as it will
come before your headmaster to-mor-
row. You may go."

The Bounder left his Form-master's
study without another word. His brow
was dark as he walked away to the
Rag. 'That brief inferview made him
realise, rather more clearly, the posi-
tion in which he stood. It was plain
that he was condemned in his Form-
master’s mind. Quelch had no use for
reckless rebellionsness.

A crowd of fellows in the Rag turned
towards Smithy os le entered that
apartment. Harry Wharton & Co. had
come in, end they eyed Vernon-Smith
rather anxiously.

As he met tﬁe sea of inquiring eves
the cloud left the Bounder's brow, and
ho assumed an air of smiling careless.
ness, Nobody was going to see him
flinich,

“Seen Queleh 1 asked Harry.

“Oh, vesy I've had a little chat with
the old bean,” answered the Bounder
hghtl‘:{.

“Whopped, or what?” psked Wibley.

“0Oh, na! Up before the Big Beak 1n
the mornin' ™ vawned the Bounder,
“Quelel washes his hands of me1?

“¥You're going up to the Head 1 agked
Seuiff,

“Just that!™

“I say, you follbws. ithat means the
sack 1" squeaked Billy Bunter.

There was little doubt of it in the

Tae Micxer Lismany.—No. 1,486,
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Remove. Probably thera was little
doubt of it in the Bounder’s own mind.
Iiut outwardly, at least, Smithy gave no
sign of caring a straw; and he had the
satisfaction, at least, of making the
fellows wonder at bis nerve.

————

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
Smithy's Last Chance !

i AG W™
F It was Loder of the Sixth
who called; and Tubb of the

Third came along to his study
almost in fear and trembling. .

Tubb had the mﬁurewr otherwise—
of fagging for er. MNever had his
duty %neu more unwelcome than it was
this special evening.

Ever since the cpisode of the after
noon Loder’s temper—never amiable—
had been on the boil, so lo speak.

Fellowas who saw the state of his nose
—red and raw from the Bounder's heel
—attributed his temper to the state of
his “boke.” But, as a matter of fact, it
was not his damaged nose of which
Loder was thinking.

He had, in faet, almost forgotten the
damege to his nose, though until 1%
mended other fellows were not Likely to
forget it. .

a had been thrashed—thrashed like
a fag, or, rather, like a dog, by the man
he loathed and detested: the man who,
as he believed, had let out the sccret
that James Lné.er, the convict of Black-
moor, was his cousin; the man he had
bitterly disliked ever since he had come
te the school as games master.

His feelings towarda the Bounder were
bitter enough—but they were as moon-
light unti sunlight, a3 water unto wine,
comparced with his feelings towards
Stephen Lagden. o o

Vernon-Smith was & checky junior
whom he could punish. The games
master was & man who had thrashed
him, and whom he could not touch.

It was uscless to lay any complaint
before the Head on the subject of
Lagden’s interference. In his rage he
h:g struck at the pames master with his
ash; and such an action as that placed
him entirely out of court,

The man had thrashed him, and he
could do nothing—nothing above-hoard,
at all events. Ile had to take that
thrashing—not in the slightest degree
comforted by the knowledge that he
deserved if; .

Tubb of the Third locked into the
study with a scared face. He did not
want to come near Loder in hia present
Lemper.

“ D-d-d-d-did Loder "
guavered Tubb.

ader gave him a black scowl.

"Yes! TFind Vernon-8mith of the
Remove and tell him to ecome heve.”

“Oh! Yes, Loder!” gasped Tubh,
greatly relieved to And that it was only
a message, and that he could get away.

The fag disappeared; and Loder of
tha Sixth resumed pacing his study.
There was a twinge of pain in his
damaged nose; but he hardly heeded 1t.
Thero was more than a twinge 1n his
back, where hiz own ashplant had fallen,
hard and heavy, in the hefty hand of the
games master,

Loder was, in fact, aching from that
thrashing. MNever sinece he had bheen a
Lower boy had Gerald Loder had such a
licking. It was not only the twinges
of pain that cnraged him—the pain was
nothing compared with the humiliation.
He writhed as be thought of that,

All the school knew of what Smithy
had done; but Loder had said no word
of what Lagden had done. He did nct
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vou  call,
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want the school to knew that he had
been thrashed by the mames master, if
he could help it. The master, of coursze,
was ot likely to say a word on the
sibyject. Vecnon-S8muith, whe had wit-
nessed that thrashing, was hkely enough
to tell all Gréviriars about it, however.
Loder could picture the glee with which
the Lower School would hear such news:
indeed, heo could picture the covert grins
on the faces of il:is own Iriends imn the
Sixth.

He stc}mi):-.d his pacing and stared

round at the door as there was a tap,

and the Bounder appearcd.
Verpon-Smth  had  received  the

message from Tubb, and arrived. But

he did not enter the studi, He stood
in the deorway and looked at Loder—
coolly, with ‘a sardonic gvin an his face,

“Como in, you young fool!™ snarled
TLoder.

“Thanks—I'll stand here for a bit,”
drawled the Bounder. “If vou've sent
for mae to whop me, Loder, you can
forget it. Quelch says I'm going up to
the ilead in the merning. You're nob
going to whop me as well.”

Loder gave him a bitter, savage look
—which gnj not disturb the Bounder’s
cool e%unmmﬁ:y. Ho meant what he
said. 1f he were going up to the head-
master for judgment, he had nothin
more to fear from Loder, who woul
have done his warst; and he made that
clear.

The prefect’'s hand strayed to the ash-
plant on his table. DBut he withdrew it

“Caome in, and shut the door!” he
said. *I'm not going to whop you, you
young scoundrel., You're going to be
sacked to-morrow.”

“TF I'm going to be sacked, I'm cer-
tainly not going to be whopped ! said
the Bounder coolly.

He came in and shut the door, as
bidden. But ho eyed the bully of the
Sixth very warily.

But it was not, clearly, a “whopping
that was iniended. Loder leit the ash-
plant whera it was. He stood facing
the Bounder, his hands driven deep into
his pockets.

Smithy wondered what was wanted,
if 1t were not a whopping. Had Loder
decided to hand out “six,” and let the
matter go at that, the ﬁﬁﬂjht‘fl'ﬂtﬂ of the
Remove would have been glad enough.
But he could sece that it was not that.
He had suspected that Loder intended to
give him & thrashing to go on with, as
1t were; but it was not that, either.
Hea could only wonder what it waa,

“I darc say you know how you stand,
Vernon-Srmtd 17 said Toder at last,
“¥You go up before Dr. Locke in the
morning on the charge of assaulting a
prefect—and that means the long jump.”

Passibly "' assented the Bounder.
“Is that what vou'vae eent for me to tell
me 1

“T've sent for you to tell you that
ger}mpa 1 may not take the maiter

efore the Head at all!™

T"Hh1”

Smithy stared.

“Don't I speak pilain?” snapped
Loder.

“0h, quite! Look here, Loder, what
the dickens are you driving at?”

demanded Vernon-Smith. “If you want
me to take six, instead of going up to
the Head, I'll take it like a lamb, and

be glad of it. You krnow that., Ts that
what you mean?”
T NoI¥

“Woll, what the thump do you mean,
thon ¥

Lsder rabbed his damaged nose.

“I mean that, cherky young scoundrel
as you are, I'll let vou clean off, in
ectlaln circiemstances,”” he sand slowly.

“You're the man to et a fcllow off

wlhien vou've got him in a eclefb stick™
sald the Bounder with sarcastie scorn.
“I've been s silly fool, and landed my-
self right in your claws. You've been
watching for a chance, and now you've
got it, You're going to make the most
of it, What's the d of gammaon ¥

“¥ou young fooll” said Loder con-
temptuousiy. Do you think I cars two
straws whether vou're kicked out of
Groyfriars or not?”

_“Well, yes, I do!” said Bmathy., " But
if you don’t, all the better. Dlessed if
I can make you out, anyhow.”

“What do vou know about Lagdeni®"

ﬁEh???

“Cough it up! You know something
about that rotter, as I'm perfectly well
aware, I want to know what it im
Cough it up, and you can walk out of
thiz study, and pever hear anything
more aboubt what's haﬁ]mned to-dav.”

“Oh ™ pasped the Bounder.

He understood now,

Ha was only a pawn in the game.
Personally, he did not matter at all, so
far as Loder was concerned, It was the

ames master who was the object of

oder's concentrated bitterness and
hatred. :

Vernon-Smith stood silent.

“You know where you stand ¥ went
on Loder. “You've done enongh to get
yourself sacked. It rests with me to put
it before the Head, or not, as I choaose.
Now, what do you know about that man
Lagden ™

mithy did net answer. _ _

“T ttunk you'd better answer:” saul
Loder grimly, “It will go hard with
you, if you don’t. From what I heard
you saying to Redwing in the Cloisters
a week ago, you and some other juniors
saw the man hanging about this neigh-
bourhood before he came here as games
master. You said {0 Redwing that ho
was not Stephen Lagden, the man who
had been a master at Okeham School
and that you knew it. Aocording to
you, the man is an impostor, who has
come hera in another man's name.
That was what you sard.”

“7 didn't know you were listening,"
snecred the Bounder,

“MNever mind  that,” said Loder
quictly, though his eyes gleamed. *If
the man is, as you've said, a s=poofing
inpostor, it's your duty, as & (rey-
frinrs fellow, to help bowl him out, and
show him up. You know that.'

Vernon-Smith was silent,

“ By keeping his roften secret, what-
ever it is, you're mauaking yourself a
party to his razcality,” went on Loder.

“The man isn't a raseal,” muttered
the Bouwnder. **IHe's a jolly good sort,
a3z he showed this afternoon.”

Loder's eyes blazed; but he went on

¥

fuietly :
“I looked into the matter at the
time. I pot a photograph of Lagden,

and showed 16 to & man who ought to
have kpown his face. I thought that
that would eottle it. What are you
grinning at, you young rascal®’™

“ (Oh, nothing! Carry on!”

“Well, it didn't settle 1" said
Loder. ™1 came lo the conclusion that
yau had peen pulhng my leg. But
I_H

“ Why
Smithy.

Loder shook his bead.

“I've thought it over sinee,” he said.
T %Wou  nover  koew waa in the
Cloistors at that time. Yon nover
knew what 1 bheard you say to your
pal Redwing., I've thought it out, oand
I feel sure of that,”

The Bounder stood stlent,

“YWha the man is, and how van found
him out, I don't know,” suid Loder.

not stick, to that? asked
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“Buf I'm sure of this much=your've zacn him, before he came
here, when e wasn't called Lagden, But I can’t go to the
Hend with that. ‘There's got to ba some zort of proof against
the man, You're going to tell me what you know. It's your
duty! You know that, You've refused to do what you
know to be your plam duty. Well, I'm going to make you
do 1t 1 That jmpostor 1sn't going to carry on at Greyfriars
if 1 can stop him [’

Loder paused for a reply.
dicd not spealk.

*Well, what have you to say?" demanded Loder,

“ Nothing,"

Loder compressed his lipa.

“You know, or, at least, think vou know, that a man
has come here in a false name, spoofing your headmaster,
and you're keeping his secret for him ! he said. * Very
well, if that's your game, Yernon-Smith, the soonor you're
kicked out of the school the better! You've got until aficr
morning school to-morrow to think it over ! Now get out !

Vernon-Smith hesitated a moment. Then, still without
speaking, he left Loder’s study. Hie face was zombre az he
went, Loder had given him a last chance—to take, or to
refuse, And whether he was going to take it or refuse it, the
Bounder only knew.

But Herbhort Vernon-Smith

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Boot Ior Bunter !

4 SAY, you fellows—".

E “Get out |V

“But I say, Loder—"
“Blow Loder |

“And Walker 1™

“Blow Walker 1™

Btucy No. 1 evidently did not want to hear about Loder
and Walker. Billy Bunter blinked in at the doorway of that
study, apparently full of news; but his news seemed to be st
& discount in that study.

Harry Wharton picked up s Lalin grammar, and Frank
Nugent a dictionary. Both took aim, ]

“But, I say, you fellows!” persisted Bunter, with wary
eyes and spectacles on the grammar and the dhctionary,
“I aay, I heard Loder say to Walker—— DBeast |

Bunter dodged as the grammaer flew.

Harry Wharton laughed,.

“What did Loder call Walker a beast for ?'" he asked.

“Eh? He didn't! I was calling you & beast! I say, they
were talking in the quad, you know, and they never noticed

me. Not that I was listening, of course—mnot the sort of
thing I would do. I happened to be on the other side of a
tree, and Loder said—— Yaroooh I

The dictionary flew, and Bunter did not dedge in time. It
landed on his podgy chest, and he zat down in the dvorway

Study No. 1.

“Ha, ha, hal” )

“Hand me that dic, Bunter 1" zaid Nugent.
it for pm% 38

“Ow! Beast!” roared Bunter. I jolly well won't tell
vou now ! Wow ¥

“Don't!" agreed Harry Wharton.

ot the inkpot] You fat worm [ It's all your fault Smithy’s
anded in a row ™

“How is it my fault?" demanded Bunter indignantly, as
he serambled up. “I never asked him to get after me with
a cricket stump, did I? Think I wanted him to? He made
out that I'd had his cake, just becausa I was coming out of
his study, and he saw a few crumbs on my waistcoat, and
the cnke was gone. Smithy's got a low, suspicions mind, I
sav, you fellowg—"-"

“(zet out 1™ roared Wharton and Nugent togetisor

Billy Bunter was not popular at the moment, The whole
trouble, which looked like resulting so terribly serious for
the Bounder, had been started by the fat Owl’s grab-raiding,
Certainly Bunter had never forescen such serious resulis
when he snafled Bmithy’s cake in Btudy No. 4.

“1 never had that cake, you fellows!" said the fat Owl
“It svaz just Smithy’'s rotten suspicious mind! Just his
rotten temper | Getting after & fellow with a ericket 5tun1?,
pnd chasing him all over the school just because of a silly
cake! T wouldn't have touched it if I'd known that he
was going to make such an awful fuss about it. Not that I
did towch it, you know. I never went inte his study at
gll. I was in the Rag when Smithy saw me in his study [

“Oh crikey 1”

“I—I mecan, when he didn't sce me in his study. But I
gar, vou fellows, I was going to tell you about Loder.'

*Buzz off 1"

“Hrthy's going to be sacked to-morrow,” went on
Buuter cheerfully, "I can’t say I'm sorry—chasing a
fellow with a cricket stump, and all thet. But I say, 1 can

(Confinued on nexi page.)

YT shall want
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tell you thit Loder would be. jolly well
sacked, toe, if the Head kneéw! He,
Ld, hal" -

“You thumping idiot! What dé von
mean i* asked Harry, sluring at the
fat-Owl,

Billy Bunter grinned.

“I know what L know,” he answered.
“If you'd heard what he said to
Walker of the Sixth in the quad-—"

“Wa don’t happen to bea behind
trecs when fellows are talking,” said
Frank Nugent sarcastically. -

“0Oh, really, Nugent! It was guite
by chance, of course. 1 never saw
them  confabbing and wondered what
they were talking about. 1 slopped té
tie up my shoe-lace. And Loder said:
*Den't yon chuck that inkpot at me,
you beast '

“Ha, he, ha!”

“He said he was going out by the
ixth Form lobby door,” said Bunter.
“"Ho said he would pgo, whether
Walker came or not, at eleven. What
do you think of that ™

“Oh, roll away, fathead!"” snapped
Wharton.

The captain of the Hemove did not
share Dhlly Bunter’s decp interest in
other fellow’s mffairs, and he certainly
did not want to hear anything about
tha gl‘ﬂﬂEﬂdiﬂgﬁ of the black sheep of
tha Sixth.

“Well, look here!™ said Bunter.
“Think what a jolly good chance 1k
1z of a rag on Leoder. HHe's going to
hreak bounds tonight, whether Walker
goes with him or not.  What about

ing down to s study??

“ Fathead !

“Loder’s poing at eleven, and vou
can bet that he won’t be back beforo
twelve,” said Bunter. “YWhat about
pouring a bottle of ink into hizs bed,
f.'::-_t%_;hirn' to flop into when he comes
imn

Harry Wharton laughed.

‘fRiP’ping idea ' he agreed. “You
da itk !

“3Well, T—I don't exactly want to
do it,"” said Bunter. *“I—I think I
mayn't wake up. I sleep preity sound,
vou know. Suppose you dp it
Wharton ¥

“ Fathead !™ _

“It's porfectly zafe,” urged Bunter,
“If thers were any risk, of course I'd
do it -myself like & shot. You know
me.  Loder will be out of bounds.
Why, even if he caught you at it, he'd
havdly daro make a fuss abt that time
of night. He wonld be afraid of some-
thing coming out—see? Safe as houses.
And look what a beastly bully he 1s.
Only the other day he whopped me
like anything, and Lagden butted in
and stopped him. And I never did
anything. He thought I'd pulled his
leg on the ];Imue, and it was Smithy
all the time. I say, I'll get a bottle
of ink for you to mop inte his bed,
Wharton. I know where Iishy keeps
his bettle of ink”

“You fat chump!”

“0Oh, really, Wharton=—— J spy—1r
Yarcoop I roared Bunter, ns a sudden
kick from bchind landed on his tight
tronsors, and he piched head foremost
intoe the siudy. * Whooop ™

Bump |

The fat Owl of the Remove landod
on his hands and knees, roaring. Ier-
bert Vernon-Smith. locked in at the
doorway. It was tha Bounder who had
come aleng, and landed that hefty

kick.

O ! Beast [ Wow I°? roared
Bunter, gifting up, spluttering,
“Emithy, you beast! Wharrer vou
kicking me for, you swob? Wow ¥

Vernon-Smith did net explain why

Tee Alsgxer Ligrary.—No. 1,496,
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he was kicking Bunter. He stepped
into the study, and recommenced. The
hapless fat Owl squirmed and roared,

; Y Bmithy ! exclaimed Harry Whar-

2.

“Chuck it, SBmithy 1” said Nugent,
frowning.

“Yarool! I say, you fellaws| ¥oo-
hooop I roared Bunter. “Ow !l Beast!
Keep offl. *Tain’t my fault vou're

oing to be bunked, s it, you rotter?

arocoooh '

Perhaps the Bounder thought. that it
was. CAnyhow, he séemed to derive

dotace from kicking William George

Bunter. He kicked, kard and often,
and the fat Owl rolled and réared.

Harry Wharton- jumped up and
caught the Bounder by tho shoulder,
He dragged him back from the
wrtgﬁhﬁg fat Owl.

“INuff's a3 good os a feast, Smithy [
he said gquietly. * Chueclt it 1"

The Bounder gavé him a fievee look,

“"Hands off, you fool!™ he snarled.

“Cut, Bunter, you fat asal!” snapped
Nugent; and he pushed Bunter out of

2 doorway, while the captain of the
Bemove held the Bounder Eack.

“Ow] Yow! Beast! Wow![" roared
Bunter, as he fled.

rank Nugent threw the door shut

after him. Wharton released the
Bounder’s shoulder as  Smithy
wrenched.

“Keep your temper, Smithy!” said
the captain of the Hemove. I should
think Iymfﬂ had a lesson about that to-
day slready.”

“It was that fat rotter caused the
whole trouble " snarled the Bounder.

“It was your votten kemper eaused
the whole trouble I"' answered Wharton
directly. *“Buoter has snooped tuck
often cnough without such a fuss being
made about it. Why the dickens can't
yvou keep your temper, like any other

fellow™”

Vernon-Smith gave him a black
look. It waos an hour since he had seen
Loder, in tho latter’s study, and that
hour had bheen spent in painful and
harassed reflection by the fellow who
stood within the shadow of expulsion.
Vernon-8mith's temper had pot been
improved by his reflections.

“You silly fool——"" he said.

“{dh, go 1it!" sald Harry resignedly.
“1f it’s any comfort to you to blow off
gteam, don’t mwingd me 1Y

The DBounder’s Eﬂ%l‘j" eyes gleamed
at him. But he calmed down., Per-
haps he realized that hiz truculent
temper had already been his undoing
that day. Anvhow, he had not come
to Yharton's study for a row.

“0Oh, bother the fat fool!'” he said
impatiently:  “Never mind Bunter [
I'm up against 1t, as I suppose vou fel-
lows know.”

“We're sovey,” said Nagent,

“Fat lot of good that will be o me,
if I'm bunked from the school to-
morrow I snapped the Bounder.

“My dear chap—"

“Look here, 1 came here to speak to
you, Wharton. I want some advice—
and as head boy, captain of the Form,
model character and general Great
Panjandrum, you're the man to give
it said the Bounder with a sneer.

WVharton coloured. But he kept his
temper. He was geing fo be az patient
as he counld, at all evenis, with the
fellow whose last day at Greyiriars that
might be.

“I'll do anything I can, Smithy,” he
answercd quietly.

“Will you get oub for g bit,
Nugent 7 sald Vernon-Smith.

Frank laughed.

“You put it 2o civilly,” bhe remavked,

“Quite ‘a pleasurs to get out when
yvou're here, Smithy.”

And I'rank left the study, and shut
the door after “him.

Harry Wharton looked inquiringly,
and not very ~pleasantly, at the
Bounder. He was willing, more than
willing, to do anything he could; 'but ke
did not see why Emithy could not
speak before hias chum. But he had
made up his mind to be patient and &3
helpful as he could, .and he waited for
the Bounder to speak.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Stariling Story !

ﬂRlRY WHARTON  waited—

H but the Bounder did not seem

in a& burry to speak. He

moved .:e_.stlﬂssty about thea

study, his hapds in_his pockets, and

the caplain of the Remove watched him

in silence. Bmithy came to a halt at
last and stood roowling at him.

“I've seon Loder!” he grunted.

“He's offered to chuck it and let ma

off—on conditiona.”™

“My hat! That's a good offer I said
Harry, in ﬂeat surprise. "'It’s not
much like der, though. What do

you mean by conditions?”

“If I help him score ‘over Lagden—
cur jolly old games master. You know
how Loder loathes him.  Well, this
afternoon ha chipped in when Loder
was pitching into me, and the faol
struck him. Lagden thrashed him
with his own ash. ¥You can guess what
Loder feels like. He doesn’t care two

-gtraws about me, one way or the other,

if ho can get at Lagden. Sea?t”
“Blessed if I do! He can't hurt
Lagden—and gyou ecan't help him,

You're talking in riddles!™
“Oh, vou're & fool I”

“Thanks "
“Vou don't know whe Lagden "
“Eh' gaid Harry blanklv. Y1

should imagine he was Lagden [''

“'Then you'd be wrong—he isn'tt"

That statement was so astonishing
that the captain of the Remove mads
no rejoinder to it. He simply stared
at Vernon-Smith,

“I'm the enly one that knows, =
far ' muttered Smithy. I knew him
the day he came. Don't you remem-
ber that day vou noliced him, amd
thc-ught vou'd seen somcbody like
him ™

“1 remember.”

“Well, 1t wasn't somcbody like him
vou'd seen—it was the man himself,”
muttered the Bounder. ® Alind, thi= is
a sceret. I'm telling you this becauso
I want your advice—l1 just don’t know
what to do. It's not to be gabbled all
over the school.”

“T'm uet a fellow to gakble all over
the school L hope. And I don't hegin
to understand what you mean, if you
mean anyihing”

“Have vou forgoiten the Blackmoor

convict ¥ James Loder, Noo 22,
Blackmoor 7"

“No. What about Lim®®

11} HETS Lﬂ dcn‘ﬂl

Harry Yharlon gazed at  the
Bounder.

“Area vou mad ! he axked.

“(h, don't be an ass!”

“Well, if you're not——"

“Listen to me! I Lknow Lagden the
day he came. The day befare thar,
you remember they were affer the con-
vict—he grabbed that fool Coker's boat
and got away on the river--we got
after himm—7"

*1 remember all that; bLut—""

“1 was knocked into the river, and
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“ You know something aboni that rotter Lagden,” said Loder grimly. **Cough It up ! You know where you stand.
You've done enough to get yourself sacked. If rests with me to put it before the Head, or not, as I choose, Now, what

do you know ¢ ¥

the conviet stopped for me. I was
going down when he got me. He saved
my life. He was on the run, with

hardly a chance of getting clear, yet Le
stopped to pull me ocut of the water. A
cha? can't forget a thing like that."
t was awiully decent of him,” said

Harry, “He can't have been a bad
man, convict as he was. I was very
sorry to hear that he had been mjured
in & motor eccident afterwards——"

“¥e wasn't!™

“He was, you asal He's lyin
Courtfield pow, still unconscious,
the latest accounts——"

“That man's not the convickt™

“You're dreaming, 8Smithy. The
police must know whether he'a the con-
viek or not—he was  dressed in the
broad arrows—"

“I don't know what happened on

at
e R

Courtheld Common that day., 1 know
that James cr, No. 22, camo here
in Lapden's clothes, and under

Lagden's name, calling himself our new
games master,”

* Binithy [

" It must have beeen Lagden shio wae
knocked down by the car, and No. 22
changed clothes with him while he was
unconscious, I should say.™

“ Impossible I

“0Oh, don't be an ass!"” sparled the
Bounder. *I tell you I konew the man
the day he come, and I've koowu him
gver sinee,”

“1 tell you it's impossible!” gosped
the ecaptnin of the Tenove, utterly
taken aback, and almost wondering
whether Vernon-Smith was wandering
i his mind.

“The man who calls himself Lagden
here is the convict of Blackmoor 17 zaid
YVernon-2mith. *“As ancther man was
picked up in his conviet clothes, he
must have {:lmng:ed with him. As he
came in Lagden’s clothes, and as the

real Lagden never came at all, it's
clear that the man in the prison
hospital is the real Lagden. You've
heard that the masn they got was dis-
figured in the accident—they only knew
him by his conviot clothes—and he
can’t speak, as he's suffering from con-
cussion. As soon as he's able to speal,
it will all come out.”

I can't believe it,
reason—-""

“I tell you I knew the man.
knows that I know, too,” said the
Bounder moodily. “He knows that
I've kept it dml—.. beeause ha pulled me
out of the river. I can’t give him
away after that.”

Harry Wharton stood silent. Fe
could sce that Smithy belioved what e
said; but he could not believe a word
of 1t himself. The statement was a
little too startling for that.

“You don't believe me?” sncered
Vernon-Bmith,  * Well, it's true. |
shouldn't have told you a word abous
it, or anvbody clse, but—I don’t know
what to do. Loder's got on to it! I
don’t meun that he suspeels who the
man is--that hasn't even nr{:us,.wﬂ beis
mind. But he jolly well knows thas
Lagden 13 a spoofer !

“How can Leoder know——"

“It's my fanlt, T suppose!™
Bmithy. “You remember. T had a
detention on the day of the 8t Jim's
match. I wanted Lagden to speak to
QGueleh, and get me off, and I went 1o
i and et im know that I knew who
he was, I told i that one good furn
deserved nnothee”

“And what the thump did he de?”
gazpidd Wlharton.

*Ho turned me out of his room, by
the neck I

I should jolly well think he did 1

“Well, that’s how I came

What
Ile

Smithy |

erowled

to  be,

Vernon-Smith stood silent, thinking.

speaking to RHedwing about it later, T
was pretty wild, and I =aid to Reddy
that I knew the man was a spoofer, and
not Lagden at all, amd could give him
away if 1 liked—and that eur 'i.s:tder
‘r\{iﬂ{?ilhsﬂlllg' to every word I spid——

e 1 LR

“You know it wa: Loder got mo off
detention that day. Do you know why!?
It was beeanse he wanted my hLelp to
show Lagden up !

“*Oh ! repeated Wharton

“Well, T was sorry afterwards, I
could have bitten my tongue out for
what I'd said!” growled the Bounder.
“Luclily, I'd said nothing ahout the
man being the conviet. der hadn't
got on to that I Vernon-Smith laughed
sardonicallv.  “He doeesn't know that
the man is kis jolly old Cousin James
from Elnc']w.nmnr i

It can't be sg—>*

“0h, don't bo & fool—it is =0! I was
sorry afrerwards, as I've said, and I
nm:h’* Loder helieve that I'd been pull-
ing his leg all along the line. That's

why the Liighter has been down on me.
Bt

i ‘»\’r]l’*‘”

"Well, now Lagden's thrashed him,
he's at at agnin.  He never quite be-
!li"'l.l."'L] that it was all leg-pulling. He's

o jolly keen to get a handle ngainst
L::gdnn that he's ready to ecateh ot
straws,  Thats why he sent Tubb to
call me to his stndy an hour age. If
I can tell him mmugh to give him a
chance at Lagden, he's going to Ir:t rg
off, If not, I go up to the Head in the
11m:n111g—m1d i1t's ten to onc it means
ihe sack, What's a fellow to do?”

Harry Wharton stood silent, staring
at the Bounder.

ITis brain was almost in a whirl,

e did not—and could not—believo

(Cantinued on page 18.)
Tie Alacxer Lismany.—No, 1,496,
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what Bmithy had told him.
almest

Bounder's savage earnestness
ecorricd convicetion.
Vernon-Bmith eyed him moodily.
"What would you do?¥ he asked.
“Mind, I know he's the man He never
admitied it in so many words, but what
he said was as good as an admission. I
belicve that he was an innocent man,
and that the wrong man was sent fo
Blackmoor for that robbery at Okeham,
And he saved my life, you know that.
T can't give him away—l can’t. But—
what would yvou do?” And as the ecap-
tain of the Remove still stood silent,
ke added savagely: “Can't Fou
speak 7
“I don't quite know what to say,”
answered Harry slowly. "I ean't
swallow all this, Smithy; it’s too steep.
But I suppose you believe it. Well,
if the man's really got such a secret,
1t's a matter for your own conscicnce
whether you give him away or mnot.
Loder's got nothing to do with it.”
“QOnly that he can get ine sacked, a3

I've been fool enough to play inte his
hands,” growled the Bounder. *And
he will let me off if I give Lagden
away.”

Whartorn's lip curled.

“That's not a reason for giving &
man away [ he said. “If you believe
that he is the conviet, that's a reason
for giving him sway, no doubt., But

iving him away to save your own skin
win't playing the game.”

“&o that's yvour advice?”

“Well, you asked me,” said Harry.
“If you believe that the man 1z the
Blackmoor convict, it's up to you to tell
Inspector Gritnes where he ean get him.
If you think you ought to keep it darl,
beesuse he pulled you oub of the river,
I don’t say you're wrong. I dure say I
should tlunk the same in your place.
But Loder doesn't come into the picture
at all, Giving & man away for the
sake of law and justice i3 onec thing.
Giving him away to save your own skin
is gquite another, That’s all I can say.”

Yoernon-Smith stoad seowling at hum.

If it was advice he wonted from his
Form captain, he had received it. DBut
it did nmot help him much.

““Ig that the lot?” he snarled.

“] can’t say any more except that
vou should act exactly as if Loder had
never spoken to you on the subject at
all 1" answered Harry.

“A fat lot of good that is to me!”

The Bounder turned to the door and
jerked it open. He tramped out into
the Remove passage, and slammed the
door ofter him,

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Finds a Cats paw !

T OMING down, Smithy 7
C 111 H’D :"J

“Like me to stavi”
£1d H‘} !??
Tom Redwing quictly  left Sy
No, 4
Tue Maiexer Lienapy.—No. 1,496,
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Prep was over in the Demove,

Herbert Vernon-Bmith had not
touched his preparation. It was use-
less, if he was going to be turned out
of Greyfriars on the morrow, as seemed
gmh_able. Neither was he in s mood
or it.

He roomed about the study, with a
black brow, in a bitter, savage temper,
wlile Redwing worked with a clouded
face. He was obviouzly relieved when
hiz chum went down after prep; he
wanted to ba alone,

Redwing could not help him. Nobody
could help him. He was “for it," and
he did not feel inclined for company
in-the Rag, In the public eve, Smithy
kept up a manner of careless indiffer-
ence; but he threw the mask aside
when he was alone. Whatever outward
aspect he might keep up, he wos not
indifferent—he was overwhelmed with
dismagy.

After Bedwing was gone, the Bounder
continued fo move restlessly .about his
study. WNot for the first time, hiz trucu-
lent temper, and his reckless defiance of
authority, had landed him in & scrape—
and this time it looked like the finish,
Hiz luck hitherto had always held good
—and he had come to have a blind
faith in his luck, But it logked as if
his luck had let him down now.

He had hopéd, vaguely, to get some
help from \‘?Imrmn; but the captain
of the Bemove could only advise him
to aet as his conscience dictated-—
which waz no help. hether it was
right or wrong to keep the Blackmoor
convict's secret, because the men had
saved him from the river, Smithy hardly
knew—and, in truth, he cared little.
He had, at all events, kept it; and
there wonld never have been any sus
picion of " Mr. Lagden * had not Loder
overheard the words he had uttered to
Redwing in an  angry, unguarded
mometif.

He had not even the comfort of re-
parding Gerald Loder as the “villain
of the prece.”  Loder, 1% 35 true, hated
the games master, and was keen to cause
him trouble if he could. Sinec that
thrazhing i the wood by the Bark his
bitterness was redoubled.  Nevertheless,
if the man was an impostor, at the
seitoel in a false name, Loder was within
his rights—indeed, within his dutics—in
endeavouring to get at the teuth,. He
was using questionable measzures, but
he was using them in the belief that
Vernon-Snrith knew a  puilty man's
gecret angd refused to make the fruth
known.

The DBounder, in fact, knew that he
had himself to blame, and himself only.
If e wanted to keep the man's secret,
he should never have uttered those
angry words which Loder had by chance
overheard.

Neither would his fate now have been
in Loder’s hands, cxcept by his own
reekless fauli,

But the knowledge that he had him-
self to blame did not help him. What
was he going to do? That was the
guestion.

Twao or three {ellows looked into the
study when the Hemove were going
down after prep, but & scowling face
did net invite them to stop, and they

passed on,  The Dounder was left
alone, with lis  black apnd bitter
thoughits.

When at length his study door opened
again, he glaved round at it—and his
rlare became almost ferocions as he saw
that his Iatest visitor was DBilly Bunter.

The fut Owl did not come in. He
eved the seowling Bounder warily
throngh his big spectaclos

“I say. Smithy, old chap—" he

began,

erpon-Smith looked round the study
for his ericket stump, Bunter was ask-
ing for it, and in the Bounder's
present temper, he was not likely to
as® I Valm.

“1 say, old chap, don't be shirty !”
urged Bunter. ““Lain’t my fault you're
Emng to be sacked to-mmorrow, you
now.  Xou can't expect to kick a pre-
fect on the boko and nothing said, ecan
vou, old fellow "

Smithy stepped towards the shelf
where the ericket stump lay,

“Keep your temper, old chap ! con-
tinued Bunter. 1 say, I should think
you'd be jolly glad to pay Loder out,
constdering that he's going to have vou
up before the Big cak to-morrow,
Those ticks in Study No. 1 funk it; but
you ain't a funk, Smithy, old bean.”

The Bounder withdrew his hand from
the shelf and looked at Bunter. The
remoicst chanee of “ paying Loder out,”
as Bunter expressed it, was suflicient to
imﬂf’ﬁf him.

“What do you mean, vou fat idiot ¥
he snarled, ’ ’

Billy Bunter grinned, * Paying Loder
out ¥ was a very attractive idea to the
fat Owl of the Romove; but o natural
anxiety for the safety of his own fat
skin prevented Bunter from taking the
matter in hand personally, ‘The, fat
junior was, in faot, in search of a
catzpaw | And he had safely ealenlated
that, in the present state of affoirs,
Vernon-Smith was the fellow to jump
at the chance,

I zay, old chap!” Bunter made a
step inside the study, and lowered his
Yoles mj'stermuslj? “I say, suppose a
fellow heard a fellow tell & fel]ﬂw that
g fellow—-~>"

“You gabbling ass!™

“Oh, really, Smithy! I can jolly well
toll you that T jolly well did ™ said the
fat Owl. * And loock what a chance it is,

with the beast out of the House after
eleven to-night—m->

The Boundoer eved him., He was not
unacquainted with the manners and

customs of the black sheep of the Sixth.
His eyes gleamed.
1 he

“Cough it up, you fat fool!”
prunted.

“Well, what about a bottle of ink in
his bed while he's gone out?'’ grinned
Bunter. “0Or a jar of jam, what!
Fancy his face when he comes In and
slips into bed, and gets all over ink and
jam—what? He. he, he!™ Dunter
chuckled. “Safe as houses, old beant
Loder said quite plain that he was going
at cleven, whether Walker went or not.
See

“How do you know?' breathed the
Bounder,

Billy Bunter could sce that he had
no farther to look for his catspaw.
Smithy was “on'' this!

“I heard him!" explained Bunter.
*“You see, I dropped my penknife, and
stooped to pick it up on the other side
of the elm. That'a how it was. 8o
I heard m‘era'thing they were saying.
Quite by accident, of course. I'm not a
follow to listen, I hope. I wonder what
the Head would say if he knew? Ile,
he, he!” .

The Bounder’s eves glittered.

“JTe zaid he was going by the lobby—
vou know, the lobby at the end of the
Sixth Form passage, Smithy., At eleven,
sec?  Well, after he's gone, the coast
will be clear, A fellow can do anything
he likez in his study while he's gone.
Jam and ink in the bed—and what
about some pickles? Toddy's got a
bottle of pickles—you can bag it—sce?
1 say, faney Loder's face when ho



ehoves hid feet into the pickles! What?
He, he, hal”

The Bounder [aughed.

“Leave it to me!" he said.

Bunter nodded and grinned.

“Right-ho, Smithy! I knew you'd be
an, as Loder’s going to get you bunked
to-morrow ! Bort of farewell jape on
him, what? He, he, ha!”

“You fat fool

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Get out !

“ Beast I ]

Bunter got out. Smithy had been

lad to extract that information from
Ehe Peeping. Tom of the Remove—but
he looked rather dizposed to handle the
oricket stump, all the same,

Left alone once more, the Bounder
5;1'11111 d, a savage grin. He had little
oubt that Bunfer had it right—Loder
of the Bixth was going out of hounds
that night. Anvhow, i1t would be casy
to make sure, later.

And 1f Loder of the Sixth went out
of bounds that night, he had Herbert
Vernon-Smith o reckon with. The
Bounder was not thinking of a jape,
such as jam and pickles put in the
prefect’s bed during his absence, like
the fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove,
Drarker thoughts were in Smithy's mind.

If this was true—if he was able to
catch Loder out—the bully of the Sixth
would be sorry for having cornered so
dangerous a customer as the Dounder
of Greyfriars, If Smithy was sacked
on the morrow, and went, he would not
go alone. He would be sacked in com-

ny—and the fellow who would keep

im company would be Gerald Loder,
of the Sixth Form!

The Bounder waa smiling when he
went up to the Remove dormitory with
the rest of the Form that night. But 1t
was not a pleasant smile.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Shut Qut!?

LEVEN strokes boomed dully

through the misty October night,

In the Greyfriars dormitories
silence and slumber reighed.

In the Remove dormitory, fellews
were fast asleep, and the deep and
steady snore of Billy Bunter rumbled
like the roll of distont thunder, DBut
there was one fellow wheo was not asleep,

Never had Herbert Vernon-Smith
been more wakeful,

As the last stroke from the clock-
tower died away the Bounder sat up.
e =hpped quietly from his bed an
drezzod 1n the dark. Silent, mn rubber
shoez, he crept to the door,

The dovmitory door opened and shub
wrthont a sound.

Outzide all was dark, At that hour
ail Greyliriars had turned in, unless a
masier or {wo might be sitting up later
v his study.  Staircascs and poassages
wore plunged in deep davkness,

Darknesz and silence had no terrors
for the Bounder., ITe crept away by
passape and stairease, silent as a spectre,
The guarter chiimed while he waz on the

staire. A few minutes later he ghded
n tiptoe along by the Bixth Form
<fidiez,  Sixth Form stodies were bod-

voonrz at night, and at that hour every
Sixth IPerm man shonld have heen in
bod and asleep. The Bounder trod very
Lightly past the doors, At Walker's doer
o paused and listened.

All waz dark and silent therns, as was
natural at that hour. VYernon-Smith
silently opened the door a few inches
and listened intently, and caught the
Lreathing of a sleeper within,

He closed the door again without a
sound.

EVERY SATURDAY

17

Loder had gone his pal had not gone a startling surprise. The Bounder conild

with him.,

On tiptoea the Bounder crept on, and
stopped at Loder's door,

It was as dark and silent as the rest.
Wotselessly the Bounder opened the door
a few_ inches, as he had done with
Walker's. He listened with intent ears;
but no sound of breathing within
reached his cars this time.

His eyes gleamed like a cat's in the
gloom,

If Bunter had heard aright, and if the
blackguard of the Sixth had not
changed his plans, Loder was gone. But
the Bounder had to make sure. He was
almost sure; but he had to be guite
sure.

For full five minutes he stood in the
darknessz, listening lest, after all, the
bully of the Sixth should be there in
bed. Buot not the faintest sound came to
his ears from within.

He stirred at last,

Quietly, softly ss a cat, he stepped
inside the study. He knew where
Loder’s bed was in the aleove, and he
approached it stealtluly, lListeming for a
sound. There was no sound,

If Loder was there he was sleaping
soundly and very silently. Smithy knew
now that he was not there. But he had
to make assurance doubly sure by the
evidence of his eyes,

There was a sudden gleam as he
turned on a tiny electric torch, His eyes
glittered at an empty bed.

He shut off the light at once, There
was no doubt now. Gerald Loder was
out of bed, out of the House, at nearly
half-past eleven o'clock at night!

“By gad!” breathed Vernon-Smith.

He groped to the window.

He knew, from Bunter, that it was by
way of the lobby at the end of the
ﬁassaga that Loder had gone—un.

oubtedly leaving a door or window un-
fastened for his return. But it was quite
likely that he might have left his
window unfastened, too, as a second
string to his bow in case of accidents,

e could hardly afford to take even
the remotest rizsk of being shut out for
the night. For the penalty of “breaking
out ™ at night at Greviriars School was
expulsion—and especially for a fellow in
the position of a prefect there would
he no mercy. der was detected,
Loder would be expelled from Grey-
friars tha following day.

That was the risk he was running—
the risk he had run a good many-times.
Now he was running i1t once too often.

Smithy's hand glided over the window,
The Sixth Form studies were on the
round foor, but the windows were high
romt the ground. It was possible,
though not easy, to climb in from out-
sigde.  Buf 16 was not possible i the
window was fastened.

The Bounder grinned, a mocking grin,
as he found that the catch was open.
FEvidently the black sheep of the Bixth
had left his study window unfastened
in case of some mischance.

The Bounder snapped the cateh shut.

There was no ingress by that window
now, Smithy mmﬁa quite sure of that.
Then he crept zoftly from the study and
down the passage to the lobby at the
end.

In that lobby there was a door and a

window. Tt was intensely dark there,
but a glimmer from Smithy's torch
showed him that the bolts on the door

were withdrawn, ‘The little window was
fastened ; it was by the door that Loder
had gone, and he had left it unlocked
and unbelted for his retyrn.

With a steady hand Bmithy shot the
bolts and turned the key in the lock.
He laughed soitly,

When Lodor of tha Sixth came back

Walker was o at all events; if he was going to meet with a surprise—

nnaging his dismay and terror when ha
foend himeelf shut out of the House,
facad with ahsolutely certain discovery.
And he had no pity.

His work was done now. Silently,
like a fitfiing spectre, he made his way
back to the Remove dormitory.

All was dark and silent there, as he
had left it. He had been absent hardly
more than a quarter of an hour. He
shut the door, crept back to his bed,
and began to throw off his clothes.

“Emithy "

He started violently as his name was
ntiered in a low voice. He stared round,
and saw that Tom Redwing was sitting
up in bed, ﬁeeriﬂg at him in the gloom.
He caught his breath.

“You ass!™ he muttered. " You
startled me! Did you wake up when I
went "

“*¥os M

“Well, don't wake the wheole dorm ™
grunted the Bounder,

“¥ou must be an ass, Smithy " mut-
tered Bedwing., “ If you'd been caught
out of the lﬁ'::rrm. it would dish any
chance you may have left.”

The under chuckled.

“1 wasn't caught,” he answered, " and
I can tell you, Reddy, I've rather nn-
proved my chances for to-morrow.™

“By playing a fatheaded jape In
Loder’s study 7 asked Tom., 1 sup-
oze that's what vou've been at—I've

ieard Bunter's gabble. You ecan only
have made matters worse, Smithy [”

“That's all you know([” said the
Bounder, with a mocking grnin. A
fellow who's taken before the Head on
the charge of resisting and kicking »
Sixth Form prefect 18 pretiy certain to
be booked for the sack—unless—"

“ Unlers what 1™

“Unlezz that jolly old prefect is up
for the sack himself at the same time!”
said the Bounder viciously., “Is Loder
going to report mo to the Head while
he's gett: the sentence of the sack
himself ? nauitﬁ likely the Dig DBeask
won't be interested n reportz from a

refect he's expelling from the schoo]
or breaking out at night. What do
you think

Redwing staxted.

“ What do you mean, Smithy ¥ You're
Lna;ﬂ! Loder's not up for the sack, is

{&.""

“He will be—in the morning, after a
night out I" sneered the Bounder. " He's
ot of hounds now, and he can't ges
back into the House, unlezss he can
squeczn through a keyhole, or drop
down a chimney 1™

"EBmithy! You've shut him out ™

”%m.-t. thﬂ.t]ﬂd 2y

“Oh ™ pas Redwing.

“1 ratlﬁar pfl;ink that improves my
chancea for to-morrow 1” sneered the
Bounder. “Anyhow, 1if I'm going,
Loder will cateh the same train—and
that's a comfort] We'll go in com-

pany :* ;
And the Bounder chuckled again as
he turned into bed.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Game's Up !
GERALB LODER dropped from

a wall, grunted, and tramped
through the sty darkness
towards the House.
Midnight had chimed. Not for the
firzt time, tha black sheep of the Grey-
friars Sixth heard the n%‘timr.'s at mid-

‘”f}’.t

113 faco was sullen and overcast as

be tramped towards the House. An

howy in the company of his sporting

{riends, in the stuffy atmoephere of the
Tune Maower Lisrary.—No. 1,490
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back parlour at the Cross Keps, did not
seern o have cheered Loder of the
Sixth. !

Ho had lost money; he was tired and
sleepy, and he was not in a good
temiper.  Iis chief wish, now, was to
get to hed and go to sleep, and he
withed that he had done so & couple of
hours carlier.

He skulked along by the House,
reached the door of the Sixth Form
lohby, and turned the handle,

Tlhe door did not open.

He scowled savagely and wrenched
at it. But the door did not give a
fraction of an inch, and it very quickly
L{ut}aiu:.'! npon Loder that it was fastencd
inside.

Ho gritted hia teeth.

Somre officious fool bhad come along,
found the door unfastened, and securcd
it. That was his conclusion,

He was glad, very riglad, to remember
that, unlikely as the chance was, he had
guarded sgainzt 1t. He crept away Lo
hizs study window. i

The night was dim and misty, but
there was a glimmer of starlight. He
loaked about him warily and uneasily,

No cne was likely to be up at that
hour of the night. But if, by any
chanee an eve looked from » window,
he was in danger of being scen. There
were masters' rooms over the Sixth
Forin  studies—Quelch’s, Lagden's,
Prout’s. Prout was not a sound siceper,
and he often sat up with a book. A
swift upward glance, however, showed
Loder that the windows were all dark.

Quickly, he reached his own window.

It was not easy to clamber on the high
zill, but he managed it, and knecling
there, he pushed at the sash.

As he had lefs the cateh unfastencd
ingice, the sash should have rizen under
the preszure. But it did not rise.

He muttered savage words between
his teeth, What was the matter with
the rvotten thing? He pushed and
preszed, and pressed and pushed, till his
fingers were aching, But the sash re-
matned tmmovable, )

He stopped at last, panting for
breath., His rage was deep, but deeper
‘than his rage was his terror,

e knew that the window must be
fastencid—fastened inside since he had
left the House. Otherwise it would
have opened,

Who had fastened it?

There was only one answer to that
guestion. in Loder's startled mind, A
servant might have made a late round
of the House, found an unfastened door.
and bolted it.  But no servant could
have gone into a Sixth Form study,
where a Sixth Form man was supposcd
to be in bed, and fastened the window,
Thiz meant=—it conld only mean—that
hiz absence had been discovered, and
that he had been shut out!

Loder slipped from the sill, and stood
leaning on it, weakly., All was known
—and his game was up !

That was his terrifying thought., Ic
had risked it often enough, for the snke
of hiz blackguardly pursuits, and now
ho had risked it _onee too often.  He was
ghut out of the House—ond all
known.

He suppressed a groan.

A master had spotted lis  absence,
and now was sitting up, watting for lim
to knock at the door. The Head him-
sclf, perhaps, It seemed to Loder that
the blood turned to water in his veins

For long minutes, he stood leaning on
the stone sill, a prey to despair. In his
mind’s ove, he saw the scene of the

Wils

morrow—tha Head's stern, scornful
fuce, and heard the grim sentence:
“You are expelled, Loder,” What elsc

had he to expect? .Aa & prefect, he had
THe Bicxer LIBRARY.—No. 1,496
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peen trusted, and all the more because
he had been trosted, there wounld be no
mersy for him. In a matier of hours,
e was poing to be kicked out of tho
sehpol—sent home in disgrace to face
hia father |

He groaned.

He hardly knew how long he stood
there.  But he pulled himseif together
at last.

His first thought, on finding himself
shur ont, was that all was discovered,
and that a master was wairing for him
—-that there was nothing to gIm done,
but to kiock, and give hunself up. But
it cdawned on Lim that there was not a
light at a single window—and a master
sitting up for him would eertainly not
have sat 1 the dack.

He felt a throb of hope. s

Sumeone had shut him out. Dut if it
was not a master, there was s chance
vet. Who else could have done it, he
could not begin to guess. No one knew
of his intention of breaking out that
night except  Walker—an Walket
assurcdly conld not have played such a
trick on him. Somcons must have found
it out, somehow, and playod this deadly
trick on him—some encmy-—and he
knew only too well that he had made
himself many cnemicz, But if it was
not a master, he still had a chance—
if he could only get in.

Could he, somechow, get 1uto the
House * : ) ;
He clambered on  the window-sill

again, He had heard of window-cateheg
heing forced back by the blade of a
kunife slipped between the sashes. He
could try it, at anv rate, ~

He opened o penknife and tried. The
blade slipped between the sashes; he
felt it grate on the catch within. But
the eatch was strong, and the sudden
enap that followed was nol the ‘spap of
an opening cateh, but of & breaking
blade,

Loder breathed hard,

He tricd again with the other blade

of the penknife. For several loug
minutes he worked that blade belween
{lwe sashes, pressing on that obstinato
aateh-—in vain, Apain there was &
EHAT.
“?ith feelingz too deep for weords,
Gerald Loder slipped the penknife, with
both blades broken, back into his
pocket. It was useless .

Ha dropped from the window-sill

That-brief hope had left him, What
was he to do now ? It was a cold night.
but the perspiration was thick on his
forchend.

There was a last, desperate resource
—to tap at Walker's window, in the
rope that Walker might awaken and
let him in. Walker, 1f he awakencd,
vertainly would let him in, but would
he awaken without sufficient nolze to
awaken others?

The Sixth Form studies were close
together—and above were the masters
voomns. If Wingate woke uwp—Loder
shivered at that idea, Wingate was
head prefect, and it was his duly to
hand over any Greviriars man break-
ing out at night; and he was a man to
do his duty. Or if Prout woke, or
Quelch—or worse still, Lagden, who
oceupied Larry Lascelles’ old rooma!

In & stake of wretched, shivering funk,
Lader stood undecided, while the stroke
af onc boomed through the October
night. ,

Ho made up hiz mind at last,

He crept to Walker's window, reached
up to it, and tapped with his knuckles
on tho lower panes.

Tap. tap, tapl

Walker, he Enew, was rather & sound
gleeper. He dared not tap loudly, but
he knew that those light taps would
never wake Wallker, if he was asleep.

By some happy chance, he might be
owake, however |

Tap, tap, tap!

Lhere was no such happy chance.
Walker, evidently, was fast asleep. In
sheer desperation, Loder tapped more
loudly.

Tap, fap!

There was no sound from Walker.
But, to Loder’s utter horvor, there was
the sound of a window opening above
Itz 1

That tapping had not reached
Walker's ears, but it had evidently
reached other ears—the ears of a lighter
sleeper, or of & man who, perhaps, had
not been asleep,

At lthe sound above him, Loder's heart
missed & beat, His hand dropped help-
lessly to his side, and he stared upward
with haggard eyes.

He had no time even to senttle away
out of sight. The window above him
was open; a head leaned out.

The October night was dim, but thera
was starlight enough for him to recog-
nise the games master. It was “ Stephen
Lagden ¥ who was looking down at him.

“Who is that I came a guiet voice.

Loder did not answer., He could not
speak., He could only stare, dumb, at
the handsome face that glitnmered in the
starlight.

But he did not need to answer, for the

ames master's next words told that hoe

new,

“Loder! Is that vou, Loder ¥

Loder could enly stare—dumb.

The games master gave him a long,
searching look. Then he spoke egain,
i low, quiet tones:

“Wait! I will comte down !

The window elosed.

Loder leaned on the stone wall and
groaned. The game was up now; there
was no hope for him. The leaden
minutes passed, and then, faintly, he
heard the sound of an opening door.

THE TBIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Friend or Foe ?

0. 22 of EBlackmoor, known at
N Greyiriars Bchool as Stephen
Lagden, stepped out from the
door of the 3ixth Form lobby.

His handsome face was very grave in
eXpression.

der of the Sixth came almost
iottering towards him in the starlight.
There was a guiet contempt, with a
touch of compassion, in the games
masier’s face as he looked at him.

It wa: pas: ome in the morning, but
the games master had not been slecping.
Thera were problems on the young
master's mind of which no one knew—no
one, at all events, except Vernon-Smith
of the Remove. In the silent hours he
had lain wakeful, thinking, and the tap-
ping from the window below had come
sharp and startling to his wakeful ears.

He was not, perhaps, surprised to see
Gerald Loder out of the House at that
late hour. He had not been long at
Cerevfriars, but he had been there long
enouglt to observe something of the
black sheep of the SBixth and his ways.

Indeed, the fact that Loder wos—litila
az the prefect dreamed il—his cousin,
had disposed him to take a friendly
interest in the Sixth Former, in the first
place. That he had soon found to be
nu}gl:nssil.lle- ]

MNow, as he stood looking at the black
cheep’'s hapgard face, 1n  the dim
glimmer of the stars, he felt a touch of
compassion for the wreiched ellow., He
knew what this meant to Gerald Loder—
the sudden and disgraceful end of his
school career; a journey home on the
morrew to face his father, And No. 22,



being the nephew of Loder’s father,
knew Major Loder, and knew what it
would be like to face the hard, grim,
unbending man with & story of having
been kicked out of school in disgrace.

Loder had made himself hisa enemy.
He disliked the fellow, and he despised
him—as a bully and as a blackguard.
Nevertheless, blood was thicker than
water. Gerald Loder, though he did
not know i, was his cousin.  Major
Loder, upon whom the blow would alse
fall, was his uncle. Thoughts which
Loder did not suspeet were passing
through the young master’s mind.

*Bo it is youl™ he said, in very
tones., “I need not ask you if vou have
becn out of bounds, ¥ou are returning
to the school—after midoight.”

Loder gave him & black, bitter look.

In his despair and misery his hatred of
the young master flamed up.
‘ “You're glad of ihis " Ee muttered.
"You've got me! 1 dare 54Y FOu wers
an_the watch, spying. Was it yvou who
bolted the deor "on me? T suppose it
was ™

“I have been in my room since half-
past ten,” said the games master coldly.
‘Iflf somneong shut you out, it was nob

uiet

Loder gave a savage sncer.

“A lat your word &2 worth I he mut-
tered. “T know wyou! Yeu gave it
eway 1n the school that that beastly
convict, James Loder, was my cousin,
though I asked you to keep it dark, and

o said you would. I'm likely to
lieve you !

“I have already told vou that I said
nothing to a single soul an the subject
of your relationship to the Blaclkmoor
conviet, Loder, It was found out in
some other way.”

No. 22 smiled faintly as he epoke,
Had Gerald Loder known his name, he
would have known that “ Mr, Lagden ¥
was not likely to talk on the subject of
James Loder if he could help it.

“Let me go in ! snarled Loder. The

ames master's stalwart figure blocked
the doorway. “You've caught me.
You've only pot to pass it on to the
Head to get me turfed out of Greyfriars.
Youw'll be glad of the chance, I know
that. Now lebk me go in.”

The games master did not stir.

“I ¢hall not ba glad of the chance,
Loder,” he said, very quietly. “I am
rorry—more sorry than I can say I®

“Are yeu?" sneered Loder. * Well,

if you're sorry yon can give me a.

chanee by keeping it dark "
laughed savagely and scoffingly.
rests with you.
if wou like.”

“That iz what I was thinking of.”

Loder started violently as he heard
that quietly spoken reply. Hea stared
scarclingly into the grave, handsome
facr before him.

Not for o moment had he imagined
that this man would think of sparing
kim—that this man would be anything
but glad to hand him over to what he
deserved, and see {he last of him.

e scanned the handsome
cagerly, almost Dbreathlessly,
ghitnpe=e of hope,

“Yon mmean that # he mottered,

“T shall bave to think, DBui—but *—
the games waster spoke glowly—"1 am
unwilling, for reasons you would not
understamd, ta see von Kicked out of the
school, as would eertainly happen if
your headmaster knew of yvour proceed-
wwgs this night.  Whether 1 am justified
m allowing you te pass inta the Honse,
and saving nothing of what I know, 1
cannot foel sure™

His hrowsz were weinliled i tyonbled
theanzht,  Lawfer gave o pasp.

Phe forget ol b was

He
. ‘HIt
You can lkeep it dark

_ face
with a

thi=

s
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enemy; forgot everything but that thera
was & chance for him if the man would
be silent. _

“Give me a chancel” he breathed.
“"I've been a fool—a reckless fool!
Think I don’t know thatt Give me a
chance. What's happened to-night will
be a Jesson to me. 'l be jolly careful
to toe the line after this! Ob, give me
a chance—just 2 chanca 1

Hiz voiece trembled with eagerness.

“If you mean that——" said the
games master slowly. Hea scanned the
Sixth Former’s faee,

Loder was in earnest—i{or the time, at
loast. When the effect of this terrible
scarg had worn off, no doubt it would
ba a different story. But for the time
Loder was sincere, He would have
agreed to anvthing, promised anything,
only to get out of this fearful scrape.

“{zive me a chance, and you'll sce ™
he muttered. “I know I've boen a fool.

9

“If I keep silent about this,” said the
games master quletly, “I am taking a

reat responsibility. Can I trust you to

eep your word I

“Yes, wyos, veal” hreathed Leoder.
“Oh, yes, yes, yes, I tell you!l Do you
think I want to go through this again 7"

"I imagine not!” said the pames
master, with a faint smile. "“If I can
trust you, if this warning will not be
fost on you, Loder, I may be justified
in saying nothing of what has noccurved.”

o swear 1" muttered  Loder
huskily.

“Your word is engugh, if vou keep it
I will take your wcarg and trust youm,”
g,m::?l the games master. * You may go
in.

He stepped aside from the doorway.

Loder passed him and entered, rlilh:ﬂ
hurried away st once to his study with-
out another word.

The games master followed him in

Never again—mnever ! Give me this one 20d closed and sccured the door. Then,
changce 1 {Continued on next pone)
- -y

{1}

And now, just for & weak or Lwo,
I do not bave to interview
Soma big and brutsl blightee who

May kick me without warning :
I've dealt with Greyfriars, A to 2,
I’vn {old you what they all bave said,
S0 now I'll try the girls ingtead,

I started it this morning.

I (2)

Clif Housa lies, ax its name implies,

Upon the cliffs just where thoy rise

To precipices huge in sizs,
Which often look slsrming ;

And Mariorio was standing thars,

Her faoes Anshad by the ocean air,

Tha wind was blowing through her hair,
And making her look charming,

1 (3)

Har brother Pater, as you know,
Is in our Form at TS, EO
We see her preiiy olien, though
We're not {oo fond of Peter,
Ho isn’t an attzactive sort,
E&;_: ﬁ:ll;r.‘mi his {emper's :tl,hn“ :
B fjorie’s & ripping spo
We all delight to meet her,

(5)

Where cliffs are steapsr than & wall
On which no chimpanzas could crawl,
There samphice grows, or not at all,
Ap awln to gather.
That’s why the Bower is such & prize
In every natnrs student’s eyes,
It Marjorie reguired sopplies,
I'd get them for her | Hather |

mad ?

rope,

(8}

The sight of silver did the trick,

He roped me salely in a kick,

And 1aid : ** Now down yvon go and piok
The Aower wol you ara after [

You’'re sale enough while I'm up ‘ere,

Just *ald the rope and keep it clear,

I won't let go of U-—no fear I M
Baid he, with hearty langhter.

(7}

A coasiguard, looking kind of sad,
Came up and said : ** 'Ave you gorn

Keep back or! them thers cliffs, my lad,
Or I"! be on your collar | **
“ Look hera 1 7 T zaid,

And you conld help ma down the slope.
It’s zafe enough with you, I hope.™ a3
1 gave him balf-a-dollar.

This week's clever effort by the Grayfiriars
Rhymester is devoted 10

MARJORIE HAZELDENE,

Harry Wharton & Co.'s girl chum at ChLfl
House School, and sister of Peter
Hazeldene of the Remove.

She amiled guite cheerily gt me,
" I'm rou'va come along,” said she,
“* You're just the boy I want to ges [
At which I smirked politaly.
“ Yon ses," she said, ' I want to get
Some samphire, and {o my regret
I've found none near igh as yet.
“ 11l find some ! ' T gaid lightly.

(6}

I saw some samphirs growing whers
A rock was poised mid sea and air.
I told her T would climb down there.
Bho swiftly stopped me going.
* You won't,"” she answered with & frown
“ Yoless you want to tumble down
Six hundrad lest or ko, and drown,
¥ou'll leave it where it's growing ! ™

“ You've got &

{8

Ha didn't, and 1*m glad of that !
I picked that samphire, but, my hat !
I'd hate to be an acrobat

It that’s bow they get batierad.
I felt quite giddy for an heur,
My I§S wats laft without their power,
But orie had got her Sower,

And that was all that matierad |
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slowly and zilently, he went up the stairs
to his room,

Gerald Loder breathed freely at last
when he was safe inside his study. He
turned .in in the dark, but it was long
before Lie slept.

He had ‘been seared—decply scared.
Fven now ha could -hardly believe that
he was safe out of that terrible scrape.
Why had the man gparcd him? Loder
could not understand. True, Lagden
had promiszed nething. It was open to
him, if he thought fit, to report the
matter to the headmaster in the morn-
ing.” But Loder knew that he did not
intend to de so. The man he hated, the
man he suspected, had spared him, and
not only spared him, but saved himl
The very last man at Greyfriars whom
he would have expected to extend him
%"F Ilie]%‘.ning' hand ha.gc pulled him through.

1y

It}rwus a puzzle to Loder, but it was an
immense relief to him. e slept at
last, and was still gleeping when the
rising-bell elanged out in the sutumn
morning. It was not till the bell rang
for .prayers that Loder awakened, as
Walker opened his door and ealled in to
him, and he turned out, still tired and
sleepy, and late for breakiast.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.
A Surprise for Smithy !

LANG, c!anﬁ t ;
The early sunrays glimmered
in at the windowa of the

Remove dormitory. Bob Cherry
sat up in bed: but for once Bob was
not the first out in the Remove. Herbert
Vernon-8mith juraped from his bed at
the first clang of the rising-bell.

The Bounder was anxious for early
news that morning. Exactly what had
happened in the night he could not
know, but he had no doubt that Gerald
Loder had been caught out of bounds
after midnight, and no doubt of what
tho result would be.

The Removites turned out, and many
curious glances were cast at Smithy.
That morning, after third school, he had
to go up to the headmaster for judg-
ment, and few fellows doubted that that
interview would mark the finish for the
Bounder at Creyfriars School.

But Smithy seemed quite copl and
golf-poszcssed.

Wﬁatﬂver his inward feelings might
be like, he was not the fellow to show
a sign of weakness. He was first out
of the dormitory, and he whistled as he
went.

*Bmithy's got o nerve ™ remarked
Skinner, when he was gons, “ Bet any
man nere ten to one in Jdoughnuts that
it’s the long jump for him to-day1”

“Qh, shut up, Skinner!” snapped
Redwing.

Redwing was not long in {following
his chum down., He joincd him in the
quadrangle, where he tound the Bounder
sauntering, with his hands in  his
pockets. : :

Smithy gave him & nod and a grin.

“I wonder when we shall get the
news, Beddy ™ he remarked. 1 wonder
who let Loder in last might? Quelch,
perhaps ! Faney Quelch's face if he had
to come down and let a man in just
before the milk in the morning [

And he chuckled.

“You think Loder
asked Redwing.

“I know he was, fathead] Must hava
been! Think he could squeeze in
ﬂ‘l"ﬂ“%h a keyhole? They got him all
right !*

edwing nodded slawly.  There
seemed bardly a possible doubt on

Tre Maigxer Lisrary.—No. 1,496

was gpobted *”

THE MAGNET

the subject. Loder had been shut out
of the House; and if he had got.in at
all, ‘he miust-have knocked ‘to be let in,
and that was a complate shmiﬁ‘u‘f‘

1f that was what had happened, Grey-
frinrs Bchool was ‘going to hear the
riews that morning that & prefect of the
Sixth Form was up. for the “sack ¥
Buch ‘an’ item. of news would create a
tremendous sensatioh, quite putting the
affair of Vernon-8mith into the shade.:

Smithy was looking forward to it with
vindictive satisfaction,

As he had told Redwing, it improved
hiz chances. Loder’s report to the
Head, in ordinary cireumstances, meant
the sack for the reckless rebel of the
Remove. DBut ~ with Loder himself
sacked, the position was s very peculiar
one.

It was quite probable that the Head
would listen to no report from a prefect
he had to expel from the scheool. In
any ecase, tha report would carry much
lesz weight, in the cireamstances,

It seemed to Smithy that the outlook
was hopeful, if only Loder had been
spotted and was u[g for-the long jump.
And about this, so far, the Bounder had
no doubt.

Other fellows came out—fellows of all
Forms—but Loder of the SBixth was nob
among them. Bmithy wondered whether
he had been loacked up in the punish-
rment-room till the Head should deal
with him.

‘When the bell rang for prayers Loder
did not appesr, and that eettled the
matter, in Emit'h:,"’s mind. Tt .did not

‘occur to him that the explanation was

that Loder, tired out by loss of sleep
and nervous strain the previous night,
was still in bed and cutting early
chapel.

At the same time, Smithy could not
help noticing that there was no sign of
anything unusual going on..

If a Sixth Form man was booked for
expulsion, the other members of that
Form could hardly be unaware of it—
at all events, the other prefecis. But
the prefects did not look as if anything
urusual was on the carpet.

After prayers Smithy noted Wingate,
Crwrynne, and Svykes talking together in
the qiiad, and passed near cnough to
catch a few words. Buat they were not
discussing Loder or a ::!ummF gensation ;
they wera talking football, snd the
Bounder grunted in angry perplexity as
he walked on. Surely Wingate, the
captain of Greviriars, must know what
was on—if anything was.

3Mr. Queleh and Mr. Capper passed
under his eyes, walking in the gquad
before brealkiast; but when he caught
a word from them, it was only on the
subject of the weather.

When the breakfast bell rang, and the
Gireyfriars fellows went in, Iilly Dunter
grabbed at the Dounder's sleeve, and
blinked at him inguiringly through his
big spectacles,

1 say, Bmithy, did you reg Loder’s
study last night?” asked the fat Owl
“1 was Ignm,g' to stay awake, but
somehow I dropped off. 1 say, did you
put the jam and pickles in his bed 1

* Ieliot T

“h, really, Smithy | T say, Loder’s
late this morning! He cut prayers”
satd Bunter. *“He's done that before,
thc:néﬁh. I zay =

“Dh, shut up

Smithy jerked his arm away and went
moodily inta 1lall. He was lmginnin.g
to have a doubt. When he took las
place with the Remove for breakfast he
glaneed up the Hall at the high table
where the prefects sat.

Loder had not come in.  But the
other Sixth Form men looked just the
gamg &3 usual. If there was anything

“on,” they clearly knew nothing of is.

Then there was a footstep at the door,
and a late-comer walked up to the pre-
feots' table and dropped intoé .3 “seat
there.

The Bounder caught his breath.

It wis Gerald Lioder.

Smithy rose from his scat, staring at
Loder. ‘Evidently the black sheep of the
Zixth. was not in the punizhment-room
or geparated from the rest of the school
in _any other way.

He¢ looked a little pale, as if be had
had & bad night's rest. but otherwise he
Wwas quite normai.

Most certainly he did not look as if
he was “up for the sack.” The Bounder
stood staring at him blankly,

“8it down, Vernon-3mith I” snapped
Mr. Quelch,

uelch breakfasted with his Form,
and he was séldom in his bonniest mood
early in the morning. On this especial
morning he was more pcid than was his
custom. The prospect of an expulsion
in “his Form was not pleasing or
gratifying to Henry Bamuel Quelch. He
snapped st the Bounder,

But 3mithy, his eyes fixed on Loder,
was deaf to his Form-master's voice,
Loder was sitting thers at breakfast,
late for his morning meal, but tucking
into eggs and bacon with an appetite
that he certainly would not have dis-
played had he been booked for a patnful
:{I':hte-rzmw with the headmaster and the

m '?l'

Something had gone amiss. The
Bounder realised that now. Against all
Embablhty, against all certainty, the

lack sheep of the Bixth had somchow
got out of the trap.

“¥Yernon-8mith, do you hear mef”
rapped Mr, Quelch. “8it down at
onece I

Vernon-8mith  sat down, with 8o
savage and bitter a look on his face
;:Jlgat all the Bemove fellows glanced ab

irm.

He had failed.

He knew that now.

Loder had not been spotted. SBmithy
had counted on success as an absolute
certalnty. e had never doubted it.
and he had failed. Loder, somshow,
had pulled through, and the Bounder's
last chance was pone.

When the. f!ﬁluws went out after
breakfast Billy Bunter hooked on to tha
Bounder again. Billy Bunter was
anxious to know whether that "rag”
had taken place or nat.

“]I say, Smithy—" began the fat

wik.

Why the Bounder kicked him, Billy
Bunter did not know. But he knew that
the Bounder did.

“Ow! Beast! Ow! Wow!” reared
Bunter, in anguish and indignation.

The Bounder tramped out, scowling,
into the gquad.

When the bell rang for classes he went
into the Remove Form Room with the
rest, Mr. Quelech gave him rather a
grim look. The Bounder, savape and
gullen, was in a mood for trouble.
But his Ferm-master passed him over
very lightly in elass, and Smathy knew
why, only too well., The Remove mastor
was thinking that it was very likely
Vernon-Smith's last dav in that Torm-
room, and Smithy, reading his thoughts,
wondered bitterly whether he was right,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Friend in Need !
said  the paincs

11 OME ini®
master -
He was  zeated at his

el |fm1.'.i1|_,:." ciet ikitor ”‘_‘H!
quadrangle, erowded with fellows o
break, when a tap catse at lus door.



EVERY SATURDAY

QL

21

|

| : E[HJ!J

| -l _T T ”
II JII'” - -i-hr"-"‘ ::ﬂf_.“ s
= o )
| TR ! )
RS | b
-l." af

& i

jn.rr,, “W .

Z . .
//;“f D

I: -

Loder’s heart I.’I'IIE-EEIi a beat at the sound of a window opening above him, He ceased tapping on Walker's window and

stared upward fo see the new games master looking down at him,

He glanced round, and raised his eye-
brows s little as he saw that it was
Vernon-8mith of the Remove who had
comae in.

The Bounder, as he cma%ht tha expres-
gion on the young master's face, smiled
sourly. He knew that Mr, ‘Lagden
was thinking of his last visit to that
room a week ago. On that occasion the
Bounder had given a wvery ﬁiam hint
of what he knew, and he had been
unceremoniously turned out of the TGO,
with & hand on his collar. Whatever
Mr. Lagden was, or was not, he had
mada 1t elear that he was not a
man to take insclence from a checky
schoolboy

“Well, what iz it, Vernon-SBmith?”
asked the games master quietiy.

“T want vou to help me—if you can,
gir I said Smithy.

Heo zaw the young man knit his brows,

“1 hope that does not mean, Vernon-
Smith, t %mt you are h-:.-re to repeat your
impertinence I zaid the games master,
raising his voice a little,

i Nﬂ $"I"' LR

“I am glad of that! If I can help
vou in any way I shall, of course, be
glad. What can I do?

“T don’t know that vou can do any-
thing. sir. But—if you can, I want you
to. suppose yvou know how I'm fixed.”

“*1I have heard that you are in soma
trouble, Vernon-Smith. 1 hope that 1%
is not very sertous.”

“Ouly as serious as the sack ™ =zaid
Smithy, Litterly.

The games master’s face became very
grave,

“You know what happencd in the
wood ;-.'estt-'r'da}', s, went on the
Bouuder. “ You chipped in to stop that
rotten bully—"

“There 1s no need to speak of that,
Vernon-Smith, neither must you use
such expressions in speaking to me of &
prefect.”

““Walt ! 1 will come down !*

“0h, all right! Well, you may have
noticed that Loder had a damaged
nose,” said Vernon-Bmith. “He tried
to stop me from going out, and got the
heel of my boot en his nose. I'm to go
before the Head after third school—
that's the time when the Big Beak sits
in judgment. Loder’s going to call 1t
an assault on a prefect, and get me
sacked.”

“What elze could he call it, Vernon-
Smith i asked the pamos master, very
quietly.

Smithy was silent for a moment or
two.

“This 15 =urely not a matier in which
I can infervene, Vernon-Smith,” went
on the games master, as Smithy did not
speak. I have no authority or influ-
enee  outside  games.  Your  Form-
nraster——-"m

“That’s no use!  The fact is, I've
been a fool, and put myself in the
wrong,” said the Bounder, with a burst
of frankness. “I've got a rotten temper,
and I've never learned to keep it in
hand ; 1t's landed me in trouble before,
and now it's happened again ™

The pames master smiled faintly.

““I have no doubt that that 1s the case,
and I am glad vou ean realise it,” he
said, “I hope wery sinecrely  thatb
matters may not be so bad as you fear.
There may be extenuating civennmnztances
you may plead to vour headmaster—"

“There arve. sir—but I can’t mention
them te Dr. Taocke ™

“Why not

The Bounder paused.

“Well, I can't, sir,”™ he said. “ But
you ll'il]ght speak to the Head, perhaps,
and put in & word for me. It's no good
azsking Quelch. You know that Loder is
s brute and a bully, as you had to chip
in and stop him. That might help.
And—and if you knew——"

“*If 1 knew—what ¥

** Loder ! Is that you, Loder ¥ ** said Stephen Lagden.

“I'll tell you, sir, and I think you'll
see that il's up to vou to do anything
vou can. 1 could get off, if 1 liked, if
I chose to go to Loder now, and do what
he wants.”

“What does he want

“He wants me to tell him anything 1
know about our mew games master”
satd Vernon-Smith, very quietly.

“Mr. Lagden ™ sat still. There was a
long moment of silence.

“¥ou hed better make yourself a hittla
clearer, I think, Vernon-8mith,” said
the games master, speaking at last, in
B quiet, even tuna.

“Very well, sir. One day last week,
like a fool, I was speaking to my pnI
Redwing, sbout something [  npever
meant to mention. No harm would have
come of that—Heddy wouldn't repest a
word of it. But that cur, Loder, was
Listening—and he heard !

The games master compressed his lips.

“What did he hear?”

“He heard me say to Reddy that I'd
seen our new games master before he
came here, and that he wasn't called
then by the name he bears now.™

Theve was another long silence.

Y Loder's been chewmg on that ever
since,” went on the Bounder at last.
“I suppose vou know that he dislikes
vou, sir. I made him believe for a time
that I was pulling his leg—never mind
how—but 1t was ne nse.  Hince you
licked him vesterday, he's got on to 1t
again. He's got it fized 1n his head
that you are here in a false name, and
he thinks I can tell him the facts, I've
only got to go to him and tell him, and
he will let the whele thing drop, as far
as I'm concerned.”

“And you have refused to tell him
what you think you know "

Lf YEE.I-J

Another long silence.
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Vernon-8mith stole a look st the
gamoes  easter’s faee.  Jt expressed
nothing Lut deep thought. No. 22 of
Blackmoor had learned how to hide his
thoughts and his feelinge.

“ And why, Vernon-Smith, do yon not
go to Loder, and tell him what he de-
sires to know ¥" asked the games master
at length, :

“Beeause that Blackmoor conviet
pulled e out of the river, sir!” zaid
the Bounder steadily. “Because I feel
that I should be sn ungrateful cur to
give him away.” i

“If you believe that a guilty man 1s
hiding in this school, under an assumed
name, it i3 your duty to give him
away, as you express it, Vernon-Smith.”

“Do yvou think so, eir?”

“I certainly do™

“Well, if vou come to that, I don't
believe that Mo, 22 of Blackmoor was a
guilty man,” said Vernon-Smith. “A
guilt:,r man wouldn't have acted asz he

id. T don't understend it all; but
what I believe 13, that the police got
the wrong man in the first place, and

that thev've got the right man now.”
“Inceed ™

“When I spoke to you on this subject
before, sir, you said that fo your own
knowledge, that man at Courtfield is tha
man whoe committed the robbery at
Okeham.™

““That 1s true, Vernon-Smith !

“That can only mean one thing, sir.
1 h]elim-e what vou said, and there's an
encd.”

“T1 understand.™

The games master sat silent again,

“Don't think I've come here, like I
did before, with the idea of making
any uze of this,” went on the Bounder.
“I was a fool—I could have ent out my

tongue afterward:s for what I said to
vou. Wou turncd me out of the room
—and it served me jolly well right.
It'= not that at all. But if you can

put in & word for me, I think you might

do it, sir, after what I've told you.
Tt's not as if Loder was a -fellow like
Wingate or OGwynne—ha would be
sacked himself, if the Head knew him as
well as some of the fellows know him.™

“I1 am glad you have told me this,
Vernon-Bmith,” said the games master
quietly. “I shall speak to Loder on this
subject. I have, owing to certain cir-
eumstances, some little influence with
him. I think you may depend on it
that Loder will take no further sction
in this matter.”

The Bounder opened his eves—wide.

“Now that I know how the matter
stands, Vernon-S3mith, I feel fully justi-
fied in intervening,” said the games
master. “You may leave this to me—I1
think I oan arrange the matter. Leave
it at that.”

Vernon-8mith looked at him blankly.

He had hoped, vaguely, that the
games master might speak to the Head,
and that it might have some effect.
That was 2!l he %md hoped—and it had
been a very faint hope.

“¥ou—you think Loder will listen
to vou, sir ! he asked, in amazement.

“1 think so, Vernon-Bmith.”

“ But—but i

“leave 1t at that!™

“"Very well, sir 1™

The Bounder went out of the room
utterly astonished. But though he did
not begin to understand, he was re-
assured. Somehow—he could not
imagine how—the man was able to geo
him through; he was not & man to speak

e
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idly, and raise false hopes. Herbert
Vernon-Smith went out into the quad as
if he was wallking on air,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Luck !

e ODER 7
I “Well 27
“I1 wish to epeak to you.

Please walk with me a few
minutes.” _ _

Loder of the Sixth was with Carne
and Walker, in the guad, when the
games master came out of the House
and spoke to him,

He eved the :;ﬁun% master with sub-
dued hostility,  What had happened
the previous night had net softened
Loder’s feelings towards the man he
bitterly disliked. X anything, his dis-
like was intensified by the Lknowledge
that he was in the power of the man
whose enemy he chose fo be.

““0Oh, all right!” he said uwngraciously.

He left his friends, and walked away
by the elms with the games master. He
was wondering, with a palpitation of
the heart, what he was going to hear.
S0 far, nothing had been said about his
ezcapade, and he had no doubt that the
man was going to keep silent about what
he knew. Now & doubt smote him.

“Well, what is itT” he muttered.
“You—you did me s good turn last
night. kpnow that. You're not going
to give me away—now i’

“I am going to speak to you about
Vernon-<3mith, of the Remove,”
Loder caught his breath.

“Vernon-S3mith! What about him®**

“I think there are scme extenuating
circumstances in  that Junior's case,
Loder, and that, upon reflection, you
may decide not to report him to hia
headmaster for his conduct wvesterday.”

“If he's been telling you—" breathed
Loder.

“We need not go into that. With anv
otltor prefect of this school T should not
dream of interfering,” szaid the games
master. “If Wingate, or Gwynme, or
Sykes eonsidered 1t hiz duty to report
8 junior in a matter involving expul-
sion, I should not think of interveming.
With vou 1t 15 different. You are well
aware, Loder, that if the f[acts were
known, you would stand before your
headmaster to-day to receive the same
gentence as Vernon-Smith 1™

Loder licked his dry lips.

“You—you're not gomg—"
muttered.

“I told vou last night that I should
give yvou & chance, Loder, on your pro-
mise to amend in the future! I think
it i3 up to vou to give that junior a
similar ¢hance. I hope that you can see
this for yourself,” said the games master
gravely.

Loder looked at him,

Never had his feelings towards the
man been so bitter. DBut he had.to toe
the line, and he knew ik

“Very well,” he mutbered. “I—I will
do &3 you aszk, of—of course. Lot it go
at that.”

“Thank you, Loder ™ said the games
master in the same grave, guet fone,
“Then I may take 1t that the affair of
Vernon-3mith 15 at an end, and that he
will not be called before his head-
master 7" ;

“¥Yaes!" said Loder between his tecth.

" Very good M

The games master walked away with
a nod. He joined Wingate and Gwynne,
and stood chatting with them i1l the
bell rang for third school. At a littlo
distanco zome of thse Bemove were punt-
ing a footer about, and the Bounder waa

he
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joining in the punt-about with a face as
cheery as that of any fellow m the
Remove., Swmithy was smiling when he
went in with the Form for third school
that morming.

“Well, some fellows have got a nerve,”
remarked Skinner. *“Looking f[orward
to seeing the Big Beak, Smithy ™

“He, he, hel” from PBuanter.

The Bounder laughed.

“I1 mayn’t be sceing the Big DBealk,
after all,” ke said carelessly. * Loder
may have got over his tantrums by this
time. llts nose looks a little better this
morning.”

“His temper doesn’t!™ remarked Bob
Cherry. “1 spotted him in the quad,
and he was scowling like a demon in a
pantomime.”

“The scowlfulness was terrific,”™
agreed Hurrea Jamset Ram  Singh,
“The esteemod Loder seemed (o0 me to
be terrifically infuriated.”

“Oh, bother Loder!” said Smithy.
“Who's afraid of the Big Bad Wolfi”
A az Mr. Quelch came along to let lus
Form in, S8mithy went in with the reat,
evidently in o cheery mood.

Every fellow in the Form was in-
terested in Smithy during that * school.”
Evory fellow knew what was to follow
1t: when the Head sat in hiz study to

udge delinquetits reported to him—
mithy the most serious delinguent of
all. But the Bounder certainly looked
like & fellow without a care on his mind.

The Bounder's nerve was well known,

and nobody expected him to show tha
white feather, Mozt of the Remove con-
cluded that this was merely a display of
Smithy's well-known nerve.
Mr, Quelch glanced at him seveéral
timos with rather a puozzled glance.
When the Remove were dismissed he
ealled to the Bounder.

" Vervon-Smath 17

"Yes, gir!®

“You will remain in the House,
Yernon-Bmith, till vou are called in to
the Head !"

¥ Very well, sic,” said the junior, with
a glimmer in his eyes. And hoe followed
the jumors out of the Form-room.

He strolled into the Rag, a good mony
of tho Removites following him there.
Every moment they e:':rpc-!:te:d & Message
from the Head that Vernon-Smith was
wanted,

But the message did not comeo !

The Bounder knew that it would not
come. In whet mysterious manner the
games master had been able to prevail
on Loder to let the matter drop he did
not know and could not guess,” But he
knew that it was so.

“1Hallo, hallo, hallo, there's Loder !
exelaimed Bob Cherry, E[ancinfiz fram
the window of the Rag. “Jolly old
Loder's not with the Head!™

A dozen [ellows stared out at Laoder.
He was walking i the gquad with Carne
of the Sisth. s nosze, still red and
rather swollen, glowed in the autumn
sunshine.  His face did not express gouod
temper.  But there he was—cvidently
nat with the Heacd.

“Loder can't have forgotten!” said
Ilarry Wharton, quite puzzled.

“Tho forgetfulness is not likely to be
tervitic, considerine the state of his
esteemned  and  ridicnlovs boke?  re-
marked urree Jameset BHam Sinch.

“What the dickens docs it mean
azked Tom Redwing, puzzled but greatly
relieved.

"I told vou it was all right, fathoad 1™
answered the Boouder.,

" ¥Yerz; but i

"Right as rain! Dear old Loder's
lebting it drop!™ grinned Smithy,

" Loder’s not the man to let it drop,”
said Redwing, shaking his head, * 8nll,
it lowls Iike it. I can't make it out.”

* Blessed if I can, either ! said Bob
Cherry.  “Queleh told Smithy to wait
in for the Big Beak to send for himg
but the Hea-cf will be going to lunch
glrebt soen. Loder ean't have seen the

ead; and if he hasnt——"

*Ha hasn't 1" drawled the Bounder.

“Well, why hasn'¢ he, theni" asked
Skinner.

omithy shrugged his shoulders.

Harry Wharton gave him a very
curious look. He had not forgotten
Smithy's startling statement in Study
No. 1. The Bounder caught that look
and understood it, and laughed.

“I haven't seen Loder,” he eaid.
“Haven't spoken & word to him since
yesterdey. The dear man’s changed his
neind without any help from me.”

“Blessed if I cateh on, then!™ said
Harry., “I should have thought that
Loder was the very last man st Grey-
friars to let a fellow off—without a jﬂlf}'
good reason, at any rate.”

“With that tomato nose, too!™ said
Skinner i wonder, “It beats me!
You're in luck, Bmithy.”

“The luckfulness is terrific.”

That Loder had laid no report before
the Head; that the Bounder was not to
be called on the carpet, was pretty clear
now. And it was quite certain when the
dinner-bell rang and still nothing had
transpired.

At the dioner-table Mr. Quelch gave
Vernon-8mith & very long and very hard
look. But he madae no remark. ILIe was
probably as perplexed as his Form, but
no doubt he was relieved that the ques-
tivn of an expulsion in the Remove was
not, after all, £ arise,

It was a mystery to the Remove.
Loder of the Sixth, for some unknown
and mysterious reason, was displaying o
forgiving lemiency which no fellow at
Greyiriars would bave expected of
{(Gerald Loder. Buot there it was—and
that was that. ©Once more the Bounder's
proverbial luck had held good and
pulled him through.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Cousin James !
£ SAY. vou fellows—he, he, he!”

i “What—"

“IHe, he, ho!"” gurgled Billy
Bunter. “Loder—he, he, he!
OUh erikey! He, he, ha!”

Bunter was almost doubled up with
merriment.  He eackled, he gasped, he
gurgled—he shinost wept!

Harry Wharton & Co. stared ab him,
and then loocked round in scarch of the
cause of Bunter's extraordinary outburst
of mirth.

So far as Lthey could sec, Lhere was no
juke on.

1t was after class, two or threo days
siice tho affair of the Bounder and
Loder. During those days Smithy had
Leen *minding hia step,” as he describod
it and af or was looking [or ancther
chance at him, he did not find it. The
Fatnous Five were in the guad, and
Smithy was with them; they were talk-
ing footbatl, the special topie boing the
Highelille match which was now nearly
due, DBut they coaszed to discuss Soccer
as Billy Dunter arrived on the zpot,
doubled up and exploding like o serics
of Ulinese crackers. :

Loder of ihe Sixth had come out of the
House, m hat and coat—appareutly in-
tending to go out.  But there was
nothing  of o particolarly  mirth-pro-
voking nature about Loder, so far as the
juninrs could sce.

“I say, you fcllows, look!™ gurgled
Bunter,  “I say—he, he, he! 1 say,
fonk at Lodor—lie, he, he 1
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"What's the matter with the burbling
fat ass?" asked Vernon-Smith in wonder.
“What's up with Loder, you bloated
blitherer 1™

“He, he, he! Did you do it, Smithy ?

“Did I de what, you fat ass#

“You haven't en larking with
Loder, surely, Smith sald Harry
Wharton, “1I should think he was safer
left alone.®

“Of course I haven't, fathead !

“Hallo, hallp, hallo I” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, “Coker's got it now |* Look st
Coker "

The jumors locked at Coker. Coker
was standing near the door, and Loder
E_Iamed him, coming a.'n'a]{ from the

ouse. Coker stored at Loder as he
passed, and burst into a sudden roer:

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Harry Wharfon & Co.,, and a dozen
other fellows, gazed at Coker. What
had ecaused that sudden roar from
Horace was & mystery to them. Cokor's
mirth was as inexplicable as Bunter's.

Loder %Iﬂﬂmd st the yelling Fifth
Former, but he did not, apparently,
connect Coker’s merriment with hime-
self. He walked on, leaving Coker
roaring.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Ilorace Coker.

“ e, he, he!™ cackied Bunter.
“What the thump——" cx¢labned
Frank Nugent.

Then thera was & sudden vell from
Temple, Dabrey & Co. of the Fourth as
Loder passed them. Cecil Reginald
Temple, Walter Dabney, and Edward
Fry burst inte a howl:

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hallo, halle, halle! Those Fourih
Form swoba have caught it now 1™ ex-
claimed DBob Cherry, jn sstonishment.
*“It's Loder; but what's up with Loder?
I can't see—"

“He, he, he! Wait till he passes
youl” chortled Bunter.

“Oh!” exelaimed Harry Wharton,
He noticed that the fellows who roared
had & back view of Loder as he passed
them. *Is thers something on Loder's
back 7"

*“He, he, he!” gurgled Bunter. *“His
Cousin James—he, he, hel”

“His Cousin James on his back ™
gasped Bob,

“He, he, he I

“Ia, ha, ha!l” came a roar from
Hobson of the Shell, as Loder passed
him. He had a view of the prefect's
back, and what he beheld there seemned
to have the same effect on Iobby as on
Ucker of the Fifth and Temple & Co.

It seemed te dawn on Loder by this

fimo that these outbursta of merriment

had sommething to do with hinsclf. He
aused, and turned round towards
obson with an angry glare.

That movement brought his back ta-
wards the group. of Removitez,  Then
Harry Wharton & Co, Led & view!
And they roared:

"Ha, ha, hal”

In  the wunddle of Loder's back,
hooked on to his jacket Ly o Bsh-heok,
was & square of cardbhoard.

Evidently some fellow lhad brushed
behind him, and hooked it on, unseen
and unsuspected by Loder. The Sixth
Form man was bhssfully unconscious
of ik

There was a pieiure drawn on the
cardboard. TL was that of a conviet in
Lroad arrows, with an  cxtremely
villainous-looking  face, TInderneath
that interesiing picture wos written in
capital letiers:

“MY COUSIN JAMES

Harry Wharton & Co. langhed—they
could not help it Loder of the Sixth
Tne Magxer Lismany.—No. 1.496.
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was fearfully touchy on the subject of
hizs Cousin James—No. 22 of DBlack-
moor. -Indeed, it was hiz belicf that
“Mr. Lagten ” had let out the truth
about that relationship, which had
gtarted his feud with the games master.
All the Bemove knew that it was
Skinner whe had nosed it out; but
Loder did not know that, and was not
likely to learn.

Ever sinca Loder’s convict cousin had
been the talk of the school, Loder had
been rather like & bear with a sore
head. A whispered word on that topic
was to Loder like a red rag to a bull.
Bo 1t was rather extraordinary to see
Laoder walking in the quad, awith that
picture of hiz Cousin James on his back,
for all the. school to zen.

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
"Cousin James—hsa, ha, ha!”

“Bmithy, you ass—" breathed
Nugert.

“MNol gnilty '™ grinned the Bounder.
" That j;-lij: old pieture looks fo me like

one of Skinner's artistic efforts, Loder
licked Skinner yesterday Y

*Ha, ha, hal”

Loder, havin lared at Hobson of
the Shell, walﬁcg on; frowning, and
~ paunsed

to ﬁlurﬂ at the hilarious Re-
movites. is. look showed that he
would have beén glad to whop the
cheery Co. all round. Still, even a
bully like Loder could hardly call

fellows to unmunt_fﬂr'lh.ughin? in ihe
quadrangle. A fellow could lanugh if
he liked.

Yo glared at them and stalked on.

Then there was & roar from a crowd
of fags oz ho passed them, Tubb & Co.
of the Third shrieked.

Loder stalked on with a red and
angry face, He stnp{md to speak to
Walker of the Sixth, who was staring at
him and at the laughing fellows,
wandeting what was up.  Walker was
not laughing. He had not seen Loder's
back vet.

“Is there & smut on my nosa, or
anything, Walker?" asked Toder.
“Those young ticks zeem to have some
joke on.”

“No,” answered Walker., * Blessed if

I know what thev're cackling at!
Bome sort of a rag, I supposc.”
Loder nodded and walked on. Then,

te his surprise and annovance, there
was & sudden howl from Walker—as
that vounth saw his back,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder spun round savagels.

“Yau sillv fooll What ore Fyon
cackling at?” he snarled.

“Oh gad! ¥a, ha—I say—ha, ha I--
didn't you know that—ha, ha M
Walker pasped. ™I say, your Cousin
James—— Ha, ha!”

“What ¥ roared Leodor.

He made a stride at Walker, with his
fist clenched. Walker jumped bacl.

“I—I say—" he gasped. “I mean
your——"'

“You cheeky cad!”

Loder stalked away savagely. His
friends in the BSixth were gencrally
tactiul on the subject of hiz Cousin
James. It was really hardly safe to

riention that relative to Gerald Loder. -

Walltery's nose had had a narrow
e3eane.

“1—1 say—" called out Walker. *I
was going to tell vou—

Loder stalked on repardless, Walker

was léft grinning. About fifty other
fellows were grinning, or chuckling, ar
langhing now. As Loder walked down
to the gates, more and more fellows
had s view of the striking picture on
his back, and howls of laughter fol-
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lowed him. Loder’s utter unconscious-
ness of 1t added fo the gencral hilarvity.

“AMr. Lagden ” was standing by the
orter's lodge, speaking to Gosling.
oth of them glanced at Loder as he
carne along, wondering what was the
cause of the ripples of merriment
behind him.

He scowled at the games master in
passing, and then they saw, as he
turned out at the gateway. The games
master smiled, and then frowned, and
old Gosling gave & rusty chuckle,

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Loder's going out with that on his
pack ! Bomebody ought to tip him I*

“"Ha, ha, ha®

Loder’s not safe on that subject!”
grinned Johnny Bull, “Let him rip!”

“Ha, ha, hal* .

But the games master hurried out of
the gates after Loder, Evidently some
playiul, or venﬁeiui junior had been
jesting with the bully of the Sixth; but
carrying that joke out of gotes was
really carrying it rather too far. The
voung master hurried after Loder, and
overtook him as he stalked away
towards Courtfield,

“ Loder " he called out.
The SBixth Former stalked on.
“Loder! Btop!™

The games master caught him by the
arm and atnp}:e& him. Loder turned
on “Mur. Lagden,” with a blaze in his
eyes,

“Leave me alone, confound you!” he
snatled,

“I was going to tell you—=*

HIhon't speak to me! Keep your
distance 1Y Leoder gritted his teoth.
“INo you think you ean hold it over
my head what you found out the other
night? It's too late for that. You've
left it too long to make any use of it
now. How are yvou going to explain not
veporting it before? I'm not afraid of
anything you can say—now !

“I did not mean to refer to that,
Loder, as you ought to know. I was
gcoing to warn you—"

“Keep your warnings!”  sneered
Loder. “You need a warning yourself,
if what 1 heard the other day is
correct 1™

“Will vou lek me speak? There iz a
placard on your back " exclaimed the
games master impatiently, “Deo vou
want to walk inte the town with a
ridieulous picture stuck on your back "

“Oh1” gasped Loder.

_ He reached round to the back of his
jacket, felt the cardboard, grasped it,
and hooked it off. Then he stared
at “it, and at the sight of the picture
of the convict in broad arvows, with the

inscription  underneath, his  face
crimsoned with rage.
“Who—who=-—who did that? ho

panted. “I-T'll H

He cholked with rage as he Lore the
cardboard inte fragments, and flung
the pieces savagely into the road.

The games master, with a faint smile
on s face, turned and walked back to
the school gates,

Loder gave the bhack of his head a
glare of the deadliest animosity, per-
haps by way of thanks, and stalked on
towards Courtheld.

When he reached the warvside seat at
tlie corner of Clourtheld ecommon he
halted, and sat down there. He glaneed
up and down the road, and then setiled
dovwn to stare in the direclion of the
town, abeut a mile away across the
Ji__{!'{!f‘h common. And a gleam shot into
us eyes at the sight-of a purl-],v. Etﬂt‘k}r
figure on the road—that of Inspector
Grimes, of Courtlicld.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
What Smithy Heard !

£k ALLD, hallo, hallo ! Held on 1™

H “What—-"

“Jolly eld Loder ! said
Bob Cherry.

“Blow Loder ! growled the Bounder.
“ Let's keep on.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

A cheery bunch of cyclists came sweep.
ing up the road from the schocl. 'The
Famous Five, Bmithy, Redwing, Peter
Todd, and Tom Browr were in that
cheery bunch. They would have swept
on by the road over the common had
not Bob Cherry spotted the Greyfriars
prefect on the wayside seat at the
COTNer.

Then there was a gencral jamming on
of brakes.

Excopt on half-holidavs, Courtfield
town was oubt of school bounds, save by
speclal leave, Rather regardless of thar
fact, the cheery juniors started on
a spin to Courtfield. Really there was
no barm in it, so far as that went, but
it happened to be agaiost the rules—
and rules were not to be lightly broken
under the eye of & prefect like Loder.
Only the reckless Bounder proposed to
ride on regardless,

“Chuck it!" said the captain of the
Remove terselv. "“We doen't want
trouble with that brute,”

“Oh, rot!” growled WVernon-Smith.
“I don’t see chucking it Keep on and
chance 1t ¥

* For goodness’ sake, Smithy, don't be
such an ass!? exclaimed Redwing. “It's
only a couple of days since you were
cxpecting to go before the Head to be
bunked! Do you want that all over
again 1™

“0Oh rats!®

“"Yes; don't play the gpoat, Smithy !
said Harry Wharton., “I don't know
wh:,:rBLCIder let you off last time, but—m™

“Blow Loder !”

“Fathead ! Ile will report the lot of
us if we go out of school bounds, What's
the good of asking for trouble?” ex-
claimed the captain of the Remove
impatiently. * Let's turn off here and
go round by Popper Court; that's
within bounds and no harm dene."

“Tet's 1" agreed Bob.

The Bounder grunted angrilv, Lbut he
nssented. The bunch of eyelistz turned
off at the corner of the lane on the edge
of the wide common.

Loder had not looked towards them:
his face, as he sat on the wooden bench,
was turned towards Courtfield, his eves
fixed on a stocky figure that waz coming
along from the town.

But certainly he would have seen
them had they ridden on and passed
feirly under his nose; equally certainly
he would have re ﬂrt.mle?hem for break.
g &chool h::run(‘}ljs—-—'n'hich would have
meant lines, or detentions. Even the
Bounder, on second thoughts, realized
that it was useless to ask for avoidable
trouble.

“What the dickens 1s Loder stickine
there far®' said Peter Todd., *“T.ooks
as 1f he's waiting for somebods.”

“One of his sgurtlng fricnds, pos
haps.” grinned Bob. “ A quid each wiuv
on Nobbled Nick for the Swindlem
Stakes.”

“ Anvhow, we'd betier koep clear of
him,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
“He can't have been pleoased by thae
jolly old piciure on his back, and he
would hate a lot of fellowwa to barge T
while he was chatting with a bookie.”

And the juniors, grinning, turned tiin
corner and rode on cheerily down Qal
Lane, leaving the high voad.

Herbert Vernon-B8mith slowed down
and dropped behind.

Loder was still sitting with lns Face
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* Mr. Lagden has heen suddenly called away, Mr, Grimes ! ** said Br. Locke, tapping the note that lay on his writing-table.
** 1 am afrald I eannot say when you will be able to see him. He fells me, in this note, thai circumstances have compelled

him to leave very suddenly. But he does not leave any addresg——""

towards Courtheld, without looking
round, and it was casy to guess that he
was expecting somebody to join him.
And Bmiuthy’s keen eyes had picked up
the stocky, portly figure that was com-
ing down the road from the town,

The other fellows thought it guile
likely that Toder was there to meet
gome sporting friend, at a safe distance
from the school. but the sight of
Inspector Grimez had put quite another
idea inte Bmithy's sharp mind.

Ho was wondering whether it was by
chance that the police-inspector was
coming along to that corner while Loder
was watting on the wayside seat,

Smuthy slowed still more, and the
other cyeliste shot ahead round & bend
of the lane, leaving him behind. As
soon as they were out of s=sight the
Bounder dismounted and packed  his
machine in » clump of willows,

Then he cubt across a corner of the
common, keeping his head low, to get
8 view of Ioder again. Behind that
wooden zeat at the corner waz a clump
of trees, and the Bounder was able to
apf)rmr;h quite near wnsect,

fo wonted io koow-—amd he was
to know—whether Loder of the
businezs with the police-
inspector. If he had, Bmithy did not
need telling what it meant. He glided
quietly into the trees and came to a stop
wot more than s few yards from the
benel: where Leoder sat. Peering out
from hiz cover he watched Mr. Grimes
dmwinﬁ; nearer,

Was e going to step? The Bounder
folt almost =ure of if, and =0on ho knew,

Mr. Griimes. as he reached the corner,
camo {0 a halt. Loder rose to his feet;
and Smithy =zaw the inspector zive him
a keoen, curious logk. Then, with a curt
nod, My, Grimes sat down, and Loder
dmwed on the bench again,

“Well, Master Loder,” jerked Mr.
Grones, ““here T am.

oln

Sixth had aufy

T was surprized—

grimly,

vory much surprised—hy your call on
the telephone this afterncon. However,

“I'm_glad sou've been able to come
along, Mr. Grimes,” said the Greyiriars
prefect. I couldn’t speak freely on the
phione, of course, and I can’t very well
comie 1o the police station.'

“If vou have, as wou stated, informa-
tion for the police, I do not =zes why
not,” said the inspector.

“If I were sure, 1f 1 had proof—ves.
But I haven't,” muttered Loder., “1'm
practically eertain, but it may all be &
mare'snest.  I'd rather keep clear of
it 1f there’s nothing tn it. I don’t want
to risk a row with my headmaster.
But I think vou ought to know. If a
man's passing in a false name, it's a
matter for the police to look into, isn't

] i
“I should Eﬂ¥ g0, answerad BMr,
Grrimes, with a faint grin. "1 should

mrtainiy zay s0. well, I'm prepared to
hear anything you may have to say,
Alaster Loder, and I will judge [or
myvself.™

“You've heard of Iagden, our new
games master at the school; I think you
saw him the day he came, over the affair
of that conviet—="

“Mr. Lagden. Oh, quite ! He found a
conviet injured on the road half a mile
fream this very spot, and Hagped Sir
Hilton Popper’'s car to convey him to
the station. I have not seen him since.™

“I dpre say you never noticed him
partienlarly; you'd be thinking of the
convict chiefly, I dare say,” said Loder.
“But Lagden 12 the man T want to speak
about. It's come to my knowledge that
somie juniers in the school saw  him
about this distriet before he was esup-
posed to arrive here. It's understood
that he came straight down from
London, but several boys saw him about
here the day before; and, from what
one of them says, he was looking very

**Then he's bolted, sir ! ** said Inspector Grimes

different at the time—so different, in
fact, that some of the junicrs who saw
him did not know him again when he
came to the school.”

“ Indeed 1 zaid Mr. Crimes.

He eved Loder of the Sixth curiously.

Mr. Grimes was a keen gentleman:
he knew at o glance that there was
personial dizlike 1n this matter.

That, however, mattered litile or
nothing if theré was anything in the
information that was given,

“One of the boys,” went on Loder,
“stated in my hearing that Lagden was
not the genuine Lagden at all, but
another man who had taken on his name
and como to the school in his place.
that's true, Mr. Grimes, it's a protty
serious matter,”

“1 should say s0,” nodded the inspec-

tor, “But & foochsh and thoughtless
rﬂmu]’::;?:,"s talk, Master Loder—
BTVl .

_ “The boy I mention is no fool; he's
lkeen az a razor, [ dare say you've seen
him—young Vernon-Smith, He won't
speak out about what he knows—>="

“Why not ™

“1 hardly know. But I know this—
that the ﬂ[fi&l‘ day the man Lagden got
him off a punishment he richly deserved,
He may make it -vorth the young
rascal’s while to keep his sccret, in one
way or another. He i3 a rtather un-
scrupulous young raseal.”

“PBut, my dear Master Loder, if this
man—this pamos mastar—has assumed
the name of a2 man expected to arrive
at vour school, where is the man whose
name he has taken " osked Mr. Grimes,
“Hasz nothing been heard of him #7

“Nothing—or the Head would know,”
seid Loder. I can't make that out—
whether the man is acting in collusion
with the real Lagden, or whether he's
got rid of Lagden somehow.”

Mr. Grimes coughed. He had taken
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the trouble to walk a mile fo see Gerald
Loder: but the junior hidden in the
trees behind the scat had an impression
that By, Grimes believed that ho had
only his walk for his pains,

“If youw'd seo the man somehow,
gir—" ‘said Loder, fecling, perhaps,
that he was not getting on. “ He may
o known to the police, if he is an
impostor——""

*Oh, quite )™ sard Mr. Grimes, " After
what vou have =aid, Master Loder, I
ghall certainly make it a point to sec
thia Ay, Lagden, A dittle conversation
with him eertainly can do no harm.”

“He was once a master at Okcham
School. in Devonshire; vou may have
heard his name in connection with the—
the conviet—" Loder pauvzed and
colanred.

“Na, 22 of Blackmoor ! James Loder !
said Inspeetor Grimes.  *Oh, certainly !
It is the same Lagden, I remember. I
necessary an inguiry could be made at
Okeham, It was BMr. Lagden whe
caught the man Loder—"hem !—the man
James Loder in the act of robbery at
Okeham School a year ago. A curions
coincidence that the same man should
have found him herve and handed him
over., Quite 1™

“If he is the same man,” said Loder.
“PBut if he i3 an impostor, the real man
would be known at Ukeham——"

“Quite 1" said the inspector thought-
fullv. "It was a strange case—a very
strange case. Mr. Lagden canght the
man in the wvery act—but the man
Loder accused Lagden of being the
thief—cach staied that he had inter-
rupted the otlher in the robberyr—buot
the stolen notes were found on James
Loder when he was searched—a very
peculiar case. Okeham i3 a wvery long
way from here—I should scareely he
justificd, on such very vague grounds.

owever, I will certainly make 1t &
point to see Mr. Lagden at Grevfriors
—a little conversation with the voung
man can do no harm in view of what
yon have said.”

“You will not mention—"
Loder hastily.

Inspector Grimes smiled.

“1 shall not mention vou, Master
Loder. The fact is, Mr. Legden feels
some interest in the convict, who now
lies in the prison hospital at Court-
feld, and he has once or twice inguired,
on the telephone, whother the man has
recovered sufficiently to speak.

“There i3 no reason why I should
not drop in for a chat on the subject
that interests him. Leave it to me,
Master Loder. If you have any
grounds for yvour doubts of the voung
man, you may rely upon ib that the
matter 15 safe m my hands™

“And vou'll come—~

“1 am at leisure now,” said Me
Grimes. “I will walk on to the school
now.” _

And, after a few more words the
portly inspector bestowwed another nod
on Gerald Loder, and walked on in the
direction of Greviriars. -

Loder, left on the wayside seat,
watched him a3 he went, wondering
what would come of it. But the
junior in the trees behind the seat did
not wonder—he knew. Quictly Herberc
Vernon-Smith backed ouk of the trees
and cut aeross to the spot where he had
left his bicvele.

Harry Wharton & Co., on their spin
round Popper Court Woods, missed the
Bounder. and wondered why he had
dropped out. They did not see him
again; but Mr, Grimes, as he walked
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to Greyiriars, saw ham for & moment
or two. Smithy passed the inspector
on his bike, going all out.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Too Lata !

13 AY 1 speak to you. sir®"

M “Mr. Lagden” glanced at

tine Bounder a little 1mpa-
tiently,

He was standing in the doorwar of
the changing-room, in eonversation with
some of the Sixth Form men there,
He did not scem pleased to be inter-
rupted.

LE] Lﬁ.tﬂ'r,.
eurtly.

Then he glanced a second time at-the
Bounder eurionsly, Smithy was erimson
and breathless after his ride at a des
perate speed to get in before Inspector
Crrimes conld arvive at the schiool. He
panted as he stood there.

“If—if yow'd come now, sir—it's
rather urgent, sir!"¥ said the Bounder.
“Please do !

The game: master’s evea narrowed.

“Very well,” he said quietlv: and,
with a mnod to the senierz in the
changing-room, he walked away with
Vernon-Smith.,

“ Now, what is it, my boy " he asked
curtly.

Smithy gave s swift glance round.

*“Go to your room, sir—I'll come with
you! IFor goodness’ sake, don’t lose
any time! m not plaving the fool—
it's important! For goodness’ sake,
sir "

The games master gave him a look.
Then, without a word, he went away
to hiz rooms, and the Bounder fol-
lowed him. Everv hour, at the back
of his mind, was the thought—the fear
—that the insensible man at Courtfield
might recover and speak. Mr. Grimes
little gucssed the real reason of those
kind inguiries on the telephone. Only
too well the man who had been hunted
knew the risk he was running by
remaining where he was—yet he was
unwilling to tear himself away from
what was like a haven of peace and
refuge to him. But he koew that the
time must come—and he knew that,
unless he was very warily on his guard,
e miight act too late.

The DBounder shut the door,
turned to him, panting.

“MNow, whar i3 it, Vernon-Smith®"
asked the games master, in a guiet, even
tone.

“T'm nat going to beat about the
bush, sit!” gasped Smithy. “1 know
you—and you keew that I know! You
pulled me out of the river—you've stood
by me since—and 'm standing by you !
I've gpot to warn you! Old Grimes——"

The games master drew a quick,
deep breath.

“Ave yvou speaking of Inspecior
Grimes, of Courtheld, Vernon-SBmith¥”

“Yes, siv! He's coming here!”
panted the Bounder. “1 passed hun on
the road=—on my bike 1"

0

The man was still cool and ecalm.

“He's comin to  see  vou, sir!
Loder—I heard Loder talking to him—
Loder's told him—what he heard from

YVernon-Smith ! he said

and

moe—ron understand ? He's coming
here to see yvou—he deoesn't bealieve
Loder, I think:; but—but—but

¥ou know best whether you can face
Lim, sircl” _
The games master stood silent.

It wa3 not what he had feared. The
man at Courtfield had »not spoken.
Nothing was known, But

“Old Grimes i3 no fool, sir. And—
and—and-—he must have had & descrip-
tion of No. 22 when the man was
being hunted about here. e thinks

he's got the man, I know—but—
b fr——’
The games master’s hand glided

over his little moustache. That, and
some other little changes, mads him
unlike the James Loder who had been
sent to Blackmoor. In his single intey-
view with Inspector Grimes, two o
three weeks ago, he had passed muster.

But would he pazs muster under a
keen and searching  scrubiny? Heo
doubted it. The Bounder more thau
donbted.

"Loder's hinted to him that vou mav
ba known to the—the police, sir—
Grimey never thought of anything of
the kind when vou szaw him at the
police station that time; but he will ba
thinking of it now. And—and-—""

The Bounder broke off.

The games master smiled fainily.

“Thank von, Vernon-Bmith,” he said.
“"You may go

*Yerv well, sir

Smithy went out of the room and
shut the toor after him. IHe had given
his warning—it was for No. 22 to act
on it, or not, a3 he thought fif.

The young master stood very still
when the junior was gone—ihinking.
Dared he risk it?

Inspector Grimes had no knowledge.
no auspicion of the truth. He believed
that he had No. 22 safe in his hands.
“Mr. Lagden ” was sufficiently unlike
James Loder to be =zafe from a cazual
glance.

But if the inspector was faking the
trouble, on Loder's information, to
come to the school, to see him specialls,
it was no casual glanee he had to expect.
He had to expect the keenest, most
searching serutiny from a pair of verr
gharp eves—exes that had lately restec
on the photographs of IMNo. 28 circulated
among the police. And if his Likeness
to the convict struck Mr. Grimes, as it
certainly would on such an inspection.
would not Mr. Grimes remember at
once that the captured man had been
disfigured by the motor accident. and
known only by the corviet garb L
wore 7

RN

The gzame was up !
MNo. ltnow that now.

He knew that if he faced Inspector
Grimes, alert and suspicious, he would
be suspected, 1f not actually known;

that he would be watched, while
inquiries were made at Leggeit &
Teggers, and at OUOkeham—ingquirics

which could only resmlt in  absclute
proof that he was not Stephen Lagden!

The gamo was up—and all that was
lekk to the hunted man was to go while
the roing was still good—which, thanks
to tﬁe ounder’s warning, he was ves
able to do.

TFor two or three minutes he stood,
thinking it out—undecided. Then, as
goon as he had decided, he acted.

In five minutes more he bad packed a
guitcase; 1n ancther minute, weritten a
note for the Ilead. A minuke more.
and he was descending the siairs, with
the suitease in his hand.

“Mauleverer ™

Lord Mauleverer, of the Bemove, wias
crossing  the landing. Tha pgarnwes
masier called to him.

1 inind maam i e L TP
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“¥Yaas, sir!1” sand Mauly, glancing
rownd.

“1I am called away rather suddeniy,
Mauleverer. Will you bavo the kind-
nesa to take this note to Dr. Locke?

“Certainly, aiet!”

Tho pames master walked out of the
House. Hiz manner was qu]ui!e ensual,
but hia eves were worily about him as
he ernierged.

It the distant gateway a portly figure
appeared; he was only just in time.

Haqd e walked down to the gates, he
wonkd have met Inspector Grimes Ince
to face; but he walked away in another
directian, angd the corner of the school
library was quickly placed between him
and the arriving police-inspeetor,

A Grimes arvived at the House in
happy ignorance of the fact that the
bird hac flown; ignorant, =o far, that
the man was his “%i rd 2 at alll

Trotter showed him in, and the
mspector watted, while the House page
went to call Mre. Lagden.

The Courtfield inspector eat and
waited more interested in the coming
interview than Loder of the Bixth sup-
osed that he would be. For, f.hﬂ-ll!i‘l
Ir. Grimes certainly had not had the
faintest suspicion of “Mr. Lapden® in
that interview two or three weeks apo,
he had noted at the time that there was
something vaguely familiar in his face.

That trifling circumstance he had dis-
missed from his mind; but what Loder
had told bim had recalled it.

He was verv keen indeed to give
“Mr. Lagden™ a close serutiny, and to
ask him & few leading questions,

If the man, in fact, waz known io the
palice—if s phutc-gr&eh had  ever
]}:aﬁﬂed under Mr, Grimes’ official eye—

o wonld not fail to spot the fact, now

that his attention was specially directed
to the man. Mr. Grimes was guite sure
of that—a= sure as No. 22 had been.

Trotter returned. He came slone.

“T think Mr. Lagden's gona hout,
sie,”? said Trotter., “He ain't in the
'*Ouse now, sir !V . .

“Indeed] I will wait!  said M.
Grimes., “Plense inform Mr, Lagden
that I am here immediately he returns.™

U ¥eesir I Trotter left hins.

Mr, Grimes rose from his chair and
walked to the window. There was sus-
pician in his mind now. True, the man
might have gone out—he +was not
E‘.'i‘fe.ﬂtlﬂg a visitor. Bub it was a coin-
cidence—and it was quite possible that
he had seen the inspector arrive. Mr.
Cirimes wondered—while he walted.

He waited long. He saw a bunch of
cheery juniors come in—Harry Wharion
& Co. He saw Loder of the Sixth come
in, Soon afterwards it waz lock-up, and
the gates were closed. Still Mr. Lagden
had not come 1n. ] )

Alr. Grimes was growing very reslive
by this time. He was due soon at his
duties in Courtfield, and could not wait
much longer. He did not want to
leave without seeing Mr. Lagden,
especially as a suspicion was strength-
ening in his mind that this man’s
absence was not a coincidence.

He rang at last, and Trotter
appeared, .

“¥las not Mr. Lagden come in}” he
asked.

“Not vet, sir 1™

“Then I will see Dr, Locke I grunted
the inspector; and he was shown to the
Head's siudy.

The Head of Greviriars grected him
with his uvsual courtesy, tinctured with
& slight surprise,

“1 desire to sec Mr. Lagden. siv!™
gaid the inepector. “In—hem—in con-
nection with the affair of the conviet,
whom, you may remember, Mr, Lagden
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handed over to ws. e appears to be
absent, but—mo doubt you can tell me
when T can eee hinn ™

“Dear me,” eaid Dr. Locke, ©that ic
somewhat unfortunate, Mr. Grimes.”

“How so, sir?®

The Head fapped & noie that lay on
hia writing-table,

“Mr. Lagden has been suddenly ealled
away,” he explained. “Bo suddenly
that I did not even see him before he
1uitll\.|-'? :

“ Left 1"

“Hea sent me thiz note by a junior
boy,” said the Iead. “It i&-reallé?—'—
somewhat surprising, and a little dis.
concerting. I am afraid, My, Grimes,
that I cannot sav when von will be able
to seq him—he tells me 1n this note that
circumstances have compelled him to
leave wvery suddenly—he apologises for
tha inconvenience caused, but he does not
mention any address.

Inspector Grimes set his lips.

“Then he's bolted, siv®”

“It appears so—yes.”

“And gives no address?”

“None; but T have no donbbt that
Mesara, Legpett & Teggera will have his
address, fﬁf‘ Grrimes, a5 they secured
him his post here.”

“0Oh, no doubt, sir!” said Inspector
Grimes grimly, “No donbt 1™

He took his leave of the Head, and
went. Az he left the House, a junior
of the Remove watched him angd
grinned. DBut Mr. Grimes did not
observe Vernon-Smith, and. was quite
unaware of what he owed to the
Bounder of Greyiriars,

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
A Startling Announcement !
H'E BAY, wou fellowg—

“But, I say——"

“luiet, assl We want to hear
the news!”

Loder’s coming I

squeaked Bunter.

And from the juniors assembled iIn
Tom Brown’s study, came the reply,
with one volce:

It was a2 week szince the sudden, and
rather surprising, deparvture of Mr.
Stephen Lagden, the new games master
at Greyiripys,

Btudy Ne. 2 in the Remove, to listen to
the news on the wireless. It was rain-
ing, and Tom Brown's radio was a great
resouree in ramny westher.
caused a good deal of surprise—though
not to the Bounder, and perhaps not to
Harry Wharton or Tom Redwing, in
view of what Smithy had told them.
surprised, either—indeed, ho had little
doubt, or none, that ha was the cause
of that sudden departure—concluding
that Inspector Grimes' visit had scared
Which was a source of wvery great
satisfaction to Gerald Loder.

Most of the fellows had been sorry to
lose the popular-games master. But as
gone, he was rather relegated io the
backs of their minds. :

At the present moment, gathered in
Tom Brown's study, Harry Wharton &
news comng through., And when Billy
Bunter, whoe was npearest the door,
squesdked out the alarm that Loder was
coming, there waz a genoral growl of

“Shut up, Bunter ¥

“But 1 =y,

“ Blow Loder 1

A crowd of fellows had gathered in

Mr. Lagden’s sudden departure had
Loder of the Sixth, perhaps, was not
the "impostor ™ away from tle school.
a week had now elapsed since he had
Clo. were thinking chivfly of football
wrath.

(Continued on page 20.)
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COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRIS!

Your Editor s alwayas plaased to
hear from hiz readers. Wrils to
him: Editor of the MAGMET, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4. A stamped, addressed
envelope will ensure a reply.

5 nsusl, chums, there wil be
A another grand extra-long ysarn
- of Harry Wharton & .y I

next Balurdey’s Maower. This,
incid&ntaliﬁl,r will he a request story
featuring Frank Nugent and his scape-
grace minor of the BSecond—" Dicky,”
the youthiul ** orther ! of the bright and
breezy ' shockers *! now appearing in the
" Groyfriara Heorald.". As different as
chalk is to cheege, theso two characters
have always had a great appeal.

Many readera have ce charactera
of whom they always like to read, and
Frank Richards does his best to introduce
them. It would be, of course, asible
to mention every character in each story.
But don’t thi for one moment, that
our prince of story-tellers i3 neglecting
the lesser lighta. You'll be learning how
thess are faring in future yarns.

Next Saturday’s masterpisce

** HIS SCAPEGRACE EROTHER 1 *

is going to proye & real winner. Our
talented author has excelled himsalf with
o vengeanco in this powerful and dramatie
story. Dicky Nugent, as you all know,"ia
a thoughtless young seamp who finda it
eagier to drift into trouble than steer clear
of it. Next weck fnds him getting
mixed up in the b waye of a
<ertain shady member of the Fifth, {o
wit Stephen Price, who has narrowly
egcaped the *' chopper 2 on more than ona

occasion. In the com ¢f such A
“ hig noise ! as Price, %?cir irom
bad to worse, and trouble fells thick upon
his shoulders. It is left to Frank Nugent
te get his _y{-ung-,hmthur out of the mire.
Doea he give the wayward youngster the
thrashing of his lile and then report
Price ! No; Frank Nugent has o different
method, as you will learn when you read
thiz peach of a san_‘:. Take my tip, chums,
end trot round to your newsagent right
now, and ask hita to regerve a copy of
next Saturday's:Macwer for you. And
iIf yonu want to ;kill,t.w'ﬂ birds with ona
stone, as the saying is, pet & copy of this
week's GEM aod’'read ;

“ THE STONY FIVE 1"
By Frank Richards,

a prand yarn, dealing with Harry Wharton
& Co's. early schooldays. Aa the title
suggests, the Famous Four and Billy
Bunter are broke to the wide. The gues-
tion of the hour is how to *'raise the
wind *? for their immediate needs. Billy
Bunter has his own original methods of
deoing this—methods which prove expen-
sive to others. You'll get & good laugh
out of this yarn, chums, take it from me }

Readers who are keen to possesa a
copy of

THE " HOLIDAY ARNUAL "™

should fake the precmution of ordering a
mlp:,r now, Orders are pouring in from
all over the world for this bumper Annuasl.
Think of it, chumas, 250 pages of rollicking
fine echool stories, huwmorous articles,
sparkling verses, and numerous other
{features—all for the modest price of five

shillings.
YOU R EDITOR,
Tur Macxer Lispary.—No. 1,496,
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"Rl the door '™ sard  Harey
Whartomn.

La‘::ler*a'imt&tegs wore heard coming
up “the passage from the stairs. Dob
Clerry slammmed the door, and Nugent

turned the koy 1n the lock.

“Mow carry on, Browney!” saul the
captain: of the Remove. = “If Lmlr-t
knocks, we're all deal, and ean't hearc!

6T he deaf-fulness will be teeeific I

“Ha, lia, ha!”?

Tom Brown grinned., and twiddled
dials, Tho carefully clegant voice of
the wircless announcer permeated the
study.

= Iaﬂu halle, halio ! einculated Bob
Cherry suddenly, as n familiar name
was heard on the radio. “What's
that 7" -3

“Lagden " oxclaimed IHarry YWhar-
ton blankly.

Bang, bang ! came at tiu:- door.

“You young sweeps!"” came Loder’s

Yoar,
“Shut wup, Lodert” shouted Dob
Cherry. “There's something about

Lagden coming an the wircless. Keep
your head shot!”

“Quiet] Listen ™

Loder ceased to bang and roar. i
tlere was something about Lagden aon
the radio, Gerald Loder wanted o
hear it, as well as the Reinove fellows.

There was silence as the ntegﬂ.ut
aecent went on  from Tom Drown's
loudspeaker. Bvery fellow listened
breathlessly,  Something  lhad  been

missed ; but they ecaught every word

ithat followed :
“, .. for several weeks in a comatose
condition, owing to coneussio RS

tained in & mofor nceident, bub he hasz .

now recovered sulliciently to speak, and
has made a very unexpected and extra-
ordinary statement to the police,
According to this statement the man
is mof, as vwas supposed, James Loder,
the convict of Blackmoor, at all, bDut
apother man with whom the convick
somechow contrived to change clothes.
Owing to the disfigurement of his face
no recognition was possible, and unntil
now the man has been supposed to be

Joames Lodop——"' _
“¥He, he, he! Leoder's Cousin
James !" came a fat chickle from Billy
Bunter,

“ohut up, Buntor !

. .. states that his name is Steplen
Lagden, & ganmes master, engagml at
a school in the Incu.ht_-,r-——-’

THE MAGNET—EVERY 5

“Oh crikey 'Y
“Qamt P’

formerly o master abt a eclwool

where the convict, James Loder, was

alzo a master. If appeanrs that on IZELI.":-
1

ATURDAY

gasned Dol Cherrr.,

way to take up his appo utmoent;

fell o with e escaped conviet. Iad
he remembers no mors afier hultlg
knocked down by a car. As he was

found in the donviet's garh, lowerer,
it is elear that Convict No. 22 must
have changed “elothe: "with him, pos-
sibly azsumhing lLis name, al-o, in arder
Lo uﬂect hns eatape.”

“Oh, "m¥ - hat [*~

o Lng‘ulrrn”

“ O games mastes !

“(freat pip!"”

“unict! Lel's kear!"

“This, however, iz mnol ihe only
extraordinary statement made by the

man now lyimg in the prison hospital
at Courtfield. Ile has made a full con-
fession that hio was guilty of the rol-

Every “ Magnetite "’ should
maka a point of reading:

“THE STONY FIVE!”
By Frank Richards

the grand yvarn dealing with
the early adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co. in the

GEM

MNew on Sale. Price 14,

Fﬁhﬂl‘m_ﬂmhtmnmmﬁlf

-Hlﬂﬁ-mmn“q

bery at Okciram, for which James
Loder was sent to three years' penal
geryitwde at Blackmoore.™

“0h pad ™ gaspoed the Hounder, I
knew it! I jolly well knew it' The
man was siraight as » shing, I koew
he was! Ho can't he[-ip being Loder's
COUSIAL; ]Jtl'i'- there's noflung  else
ngainat him. ™

“Ha, ha, hat”

“tht" Let’s hear!”

“I'his confession i3 m the effect that
il was not Lagden who caught James
Tawdar m the act of robbery, but the
cxact roverse, DBt in the :'-rh'u?glﬂ ihat

ensted, he conirived fo slip’ the slelen
niotea  into  James Loder's  poclkets,
where they were' *-'mhan:-qdmtlir dis-
covered on a scarch being made by the
police, Anr_'E this t"'_l-i'i[-.-:-lﬂﬂ i3 officially
taken as completely elearing James

Loder, and establishimge lus irinmcnc‘.«cﬂ’
“ Hurrah 1"

“lames Loder's present wheceabonis
ave unkuown; bat if s annoancomond.
should reach bis eavs, he 1= poguostied
fo  conpmmicate  at onee Twith  the
anfhorities.™

“And he wmaz here
casped Havey Wharvion,

“The man we ealled Lagden—

S0ur jolly old games tiastoe—"

“ Loder’s Cousini Joamez-—"

a woeok oapo !l

I

“Shut np!  Let's listen!” howlel
Tewn Brown,

Jhe voiee was going one donlhdless
frr the benefit of E‘mmu Nu., 22, if

Im was listening.
“ Tames Loder, Iately known as Cone-

vict No. 22, of Dlackmoor Prizon, 1s
requasted  to |, communicate  with  the
antbharit ez, um’{ he may také b as

um'mi'l that his name is 1"][“1“"1], and
his thwocence fully estabhslwed.™

S Prave ™

The radio volce ran on witli {lhe
prices of fat steck, which Jid mob in-
terest’ the Remove fellows, ouwd Tomw
Erown shul off.

UGood news for Loder,”  chuckled
Boh Cherrv., "Iz jolly oll eousin 14

15

all right—more crodhit to Lewler, ihan
Loder is 1o lim 1Y

“Ha, ha, hal”

Harry Wharton opeued ol door of

Stndy No. 2. Loder of the Sixih stood
thore, an exiraordinary caprossion on
his fiee.

For hiz velabive, Gerald Loder earcd
nothing: hat he was wdenkbiodly glad
fa. hear that thet relabive’s name had
heen oleared, and that e necd no
lemger egoirm at the mention of los
Clonsin James. - Amd 1 was o start
lange® dliscovery o hun that the games
masier, whoem "he bad suspecied  and
wisliked,” was Ing own cousin! Harry
Wiharton oved fhe bully of the Sixth
warily as he opened the doois  but
Loder nne spectediy silol,

“Folly -good  wews, Loder U sad
1favey.

- Anl-T, oder nodded, amd walked away
10" the dhairs; his nihnhuu still under
b= aieves.

TIEE EXTHL

(Werted ol nees Salvrduy for anollher
spanking fine yarn of EHurry TI'MFHE-M
& Co., entitled: “HIS SUAPEGZAD
AROTHER! featuring Frank Nugend
and iz troublesome wminoe "V Dieky ™
You'll engay every line of it!)
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GOAL!! WE'VE SCORED!!!—DON'T PASS!
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A MIDNITE

MISTERY'!

Another ** Eggsiting” Instalment

of DICKY NUGENT'S Hilarious Serial :
“UNDER SNARLER'S THUMB!™

Soon after morning lea.
sons on the following day a:
a furtive fipger in cap and

own mite have been ssen!
glinking stelthily along tho!
Faurth Form Fa&sid e As
a matter of lalt, he was
seen ; Jack Jolly & Co.
happened to turn up just as|
he reached Snarler’s study. |

At the sound of Jack
Jolly & Co's cheery voices
the furtive figger wheeled,
round—to reveel the well-)
known feetchers of Doector
Birchemall himself. There
was a hunted loock om the
Head's face. *As the Co.
drew nearer, it changed to
an eggaprossion -of baffled
rage, while his twisted lips
mouthed a furious oath.

* Bust it ! *' he growled.

In desperation, he flat-
tened himself egainst the
wall. But il he was hoping
to evade Jack Jolly & Co.’s
notiss in that way,‘}:.ia hopes
were doomed to disappoint-
ment. Jack Jolly spotted
him right away—and stared
at him in open-mouthed
distonishment.

" What's the idea, gir 1"
he asked. ** Playing * Puss
in the Corner' on your
own 1T Or are you meerly
using the wall as a back.
scratcher ¥ 7'

“ Neither 1" growled the
Head. “ As a matter of
fakt, just at present I'm—
er—studying studies. Do

you happen to know whem!

Boarler is &t the moment ¢

“ I fansy I saw him walk-
ing toweards the tuckshop,
gir,” grinned Merry. * Do
you want.to inspect his
study, then ¥

* Nunno ! Perish the
thought ! " said the Head
hestaly., ** I wouldn’t dreem
of entering Snarler’s study
in his absence. Whatever
you do, don’t sujjest (o him
ihat I ever thought of such
a thing, will you 1

Jack Jolly & Co. locked
at cach other epgepressively.
They couldn't help thinking
that Doctor Birchemall's
pekuliar behaviour fitted in
with ibe suspishuns they
had already formed, that he
wad in some mistorious way
under Snarler's thumb. But,
natcherally, they couldn’t
voice their thoughts to such
nn important personage as

the Head.
“ Rely on us, sir,” szaid
Jack Jolly. ** We shall be

08 murm as oysters.’

* Thanks awlully, Jolly !
Then the Head gave a sud-
den violent start and pointed
aﬁgaitedly fto the winder at
the end of the passidge,
* Bless my zole ! }}ust. look
et that aivoplane ! ** he eried.

Not wishing to miss any-

Jolly.

f

To their utter
amazement, they

A\

‘I.'.

o
%.u'. 'l.lll

-
—
L]

i

=¥

=y

=

i -;d'.Ji »

fi

G

. I

“'h-

——— e

=~ : ..,.:'ﬁﬁ-

b

y IR _.-'F-"'ﬂ"&'
Ly s I

!

No. 210.

ENFRIARS

EDITED BY HARH‘i’ VHARTON.

-

ik
el = Iz

13

October 17th, 1936.

arrived to find that

there was no sign of an
giroplane outsida ! Turning
round again, they were even
more mistified to find thal
the Head had vannished !
“What the merry
dickins | " gasped Bright,

“It's a ruse ! ' said Jack
*“ A ruge to distract
our attention while he snecaks
into Snarler’s study !

“ My hat ! ¥

“ Bes if I'm not right t
went on the leader of ihe
Fourth ; and he led the way
to Bnarler’s study and bent
down to have a peep through
the keyhole.

Sure enuff, there was Doe-
tor Birchemall in the middle
of the study, hurriedly turn-
ing
Bnarler's desl.

" He's sonrching for some-
thing 1 whispered Jack
Jolly., " And it looks asg il
he has found it, too ! ™

Lizsening with bated breth
the juniors heard the Head
utter a gloatine chuckle
from within the study.

“Aha! |Here it is!™
they heard him mermer.
“ I've got the all-important!
foto | But I'm afrai |
have to look elsewhers for
the remainder of the evi-
dence. I'm positive Snavler
has found another hiding-
place for the negativa ! *

The Head then clozed
dnarler’'s deslk and made a
move towards the door.

“Run for it!* hissed
Jolly, hurriedly leaving the
keavhole : and Jack Jnrl,ty &
Co. breke inte o run—nnd]

jdidn’t stop rungring till Lhey nowadays ;
were sgalely down in (he!

quad.
By a strange chance, the,

very first person they inel]
in the guad was the licad’s
charming dawter, Molly
Birchomall, Jack Jolly

prompily seezed the oppor-
tunity 1o speak to Miss
Molly about hor father's
eggstraordinary conduct.

*“ Spare s minnit, Miss
Molly 7" he asked.

* Two, if you like, Jolly 1
replied Miss Molly in her
rip{;ling, meowsical voice,
“ What's the trubble ¢ "

* It’s about your fathor—
the Head."

thing, Jack Jolly & Co. mado
g rush to lbhe winder,

1

over the contents of!

I shallib

*Pop again ? I'm gat-{'rin,%i

very worned over him. 4

matter with him lately. ™

can't make out what's tha;tm glad to join in the vigi

. " Bame here, Miss Molly,"}it.
said Jolly, with & simper- Fourth Form dorm,

thetiok grin. And then he:
told her of the strange in-|
sident in the Fourth Form|
pasgidge.
Miss Molly’s eyes gleemed
with interost as she hasened.
* Reoally, one mito almost
think pop was off his nut,"|
she tinkled, when Jolly had:
finished. ** But if ho is, then|
there is raethod in his mad-|
ness. Youhave actuslly seen!
him nieking something that)
duzzent belong to him ; and|
I, for my part, have had a'
refuest from him to knit!
him & black mask and lend
him my pocket torch ! ™
“COan it be possibul,™
asked Jolly slowly, * that
your father is a berglar 7
Toars glissened in Moll
Birchemall's bright eyes.
T refuse to belesve it,™
she said tremulously. * Neo
Birchemall worthy of the
nama would ever dessend to
erglary. Forgery or black-
mail—yea ; but berglary—
never !
** Then why does he want|
o mask and pocket torch ¥
dermanded Merry. |
Misa Molly smiled through|
her tears as a bright idea
atruck her.

* Perhaps he'a poing to alfl

fansy-dress ball,”” she trilled,!
* Thoy any that old people
are becoming more {rivolous

and, after all,
op was only ninety-nine
ast birthday."

* Lel’s hope you're righi,
Migs Molly,” grinnced Jack
Jolly.

But after the Head's
charming dawler had da-
parted and lelt the Co. alone
azain, Jolly had to admit
that he wasn't grately im-
Emaned by the fansy.dress

all idoa.

* It'a far more likely that
mask and torehh have got

¥ |the direction of the door.

glars 1 ' he reared.

he turned turl and fled.

5 =
had no simperthy to wate

on Snarler, and they in-
tended to make sura shat

“ Good wheezo | "
Frank Fearlesa was un'tf'

when they told him eboutithe man in the wm.  was
S¢ that mite, in the given a sporting chancy to
four escape.

juniors remained awalke long
after the rest were in dresm-

land. ]
icollided violently with Jack
That was what theyirslly & Co. All five ihen

thought, anyway, But in -
actual fakt, there was one ﬁ;ﬂ:ﬁiﬁ tl'::ﬂﬁftﬂmb w:.:?n =

Bang ! Thud! Wallop!
In the darkness Bnerler

ather fellow who kept them| < Wooooop ! .
company — namely, 8Sid] oy 00000

Snarler, the cadd of the : .
Fourth. Whether it was| Then somebody switied

on the dormitory lights, and
Snarler jumped up agair,
“Quick ! We .7 Ml just
I“aa;t-:h him 1" e yelled a8 he
‘dashed Lo the door

But no masked beglar
wasd in site when Snarler
reached the doorwsr. In.
‘atead, 1t was the mejentick
figger of Doctor Birchemall
that was standing outside
in the passidge—andr»{ re
wis no sipgn of a masl & Jhe
Head's shollarly fizz |

meerly a case of trubbled
conshance on his part or
whether Snarler smelt a ratt
nohody ever knew, LDLut
Snarler kept awake.

Bang !

It was the first stroke of
midnibe crashing out from
the old clock-tower at St.
Sam's. Asitdied away there
wag & [aint “click ™ from

Jack Jolly & Co. strained|
t.h?;r eyes ;;1 t:;a da.r?:nelss-
an gaw the 00 S10WlY ® ennrlop! P
open, to admit a sinnister- iz (e mﬂﬂ_{;jug uE[ﬁ'F}fis ;,:‘S?ff
looking figger wearing ®ihe oried in his rosb uwe
mask and carrying & smallijpeniving voice,
pocket torch 3 Snarler oyed the Eiond

Brethlessly they W&-tul}hﬂd{y&ry éuspishe.lﬂl}"
the midnite marawder,. He! S
closed the door behind him| _ Ficase, sir, there was a
and tiptoed across the dorm,|@8ked berglar in th don,
his hoh-neiled boota making and——
hardly & sound on the parkes; * Masked Lerglar ficdls-
i sticks ! " snorted thes Head.

** You have been dreeming,
Snavier ! HReturn to oy ¢
once, all of you! -1 ¢,
kindly sao that the lip™ta are
awilched off 1

*“ Cortainly, gir ! ”g!‘lﬁi&d
Jack Jolly.

A pleem of light pesrced
the darkness as %e switched
on his torch. It seitled on
the foot of the bed in which
Snarler lay, laining sleep.
Jack Joily & Co. watched
fronm their beds, scarcely
daring (o breethe, They had] With that the
made ap their minda not tolappisode of the midras raid
butt in—but in that resolve!gn tho Fourth Form: dorm
they had reckoned withouwtlended. Snartler, retnrnirg to
Snavler of the Fourth ! his bedside, eggsaminec his
Tho man in the mask|pockets and found thew a
leaned over the bed-rail andicertein fotograflick negetive
dived his leng, eclaw-like,still intakt. With a graed of
hand into one of the pockets!satisfaction, he turned into
of Snader’s trowsiz, whichibed apain and was e_n fast
were hanging there. asleep. g
The next moment Snarler]  gpalers sleap that dite
sat up in bed with a yell. 1,04 not have been so sound
Help ! Terlice ! Ber- [y he known that a whtle
later Fearlesa erept owu; of
Lhere was an ordible gasp bed  and  eggschanged s

~$rim

ef fear rom the man in the'preshus negative for another

mask. Ho switched off his, belonging 1o Fearless him-
toreh and hezzilated for a'self)

moment ; and then, asl pug Sparder didn’r kKhow
Snarler jumped out of bed,' jat. That discovery wes to
ifollow later on——and in the
In a trice Jaclk Jolly & Co. meantime Snarler slépt the

somothing to do with the|wore also gut of bed, ‘Lhey sleep of the unjust
negative the Hend's so|didn’c altogether approve of)

anxions to find,” he said.[the iden of a berglar raiding] (Don't miss the last rolfich.
* I sujjost that we {hree and|the Fourth Form dormitory|ing  {nstalment o iy

Fearless keep awake to-nite:in the middle of the nite ;l."-"ug-m;’.-? funny serial in next

Miss Molly’a brow clouded.. to see il anything happens.” but, ut the same time, they week's ** Herald )

THE QUESTION of the
MOMENT at GREYFRIARS

In the last weel or two
“ stiking "' has become &
regular craze at OCrey-
friars.

" Btiking,” by the way,
in cage vou don’t know it
already, is hiking on stilts,

Skinner set the fashion
some little time apo, and
has been the enthusiastic
leader of the Greyfriars
* gtilera ' since. A “Grey-
friars Hereld” interviewer,
calling vn him yesterday
at the wood shed, found
him busily engaged in re-
peiring & stilt with all the
enthusiasm of & mere
DoVICE.

“ Would you like to say
8 word to our readers on
the aima and objects of
‘ stiking,” old chap ?*
asked the ** €. H." intor.
viewer.

* Delighted ! ' grinned
Skinner. * ‘' Stiking ' is
really only hiking with
the vigks taken out of it."”

“My hat! You don’t
say 8o ¢ "
“Faet ! Ordinary hik-

ing ia a dangerous pas.
tirne,’”” seid Skinner
seriously. ** But ' stiking '
i8 a8 sale as houses. Bends
in the road, for instance,
have no terrors lor tho
‘ stiker "—he sees the on-
coming traflie over the
hadgea ! And he doesn't
got wetb feet, sither, and—

g2 1oh, but there are too

many reasona to give in
full,. Can you walk on
ptilts ¢ !

" Well, I can, but L've
just remembered an im-
fn-rta:rﬂﬂ appeintment and

“ Forget it and comno
out *stiking ! srinned

Skinner.

How it happened the
“ G. H." man can't quite
2ay, but somehow or other
he found himself stagper-
tng down Friardala Lane
on stilts side by side with
Skinner,

* Bafe as liouses, what "
chortled Skinner.

Hardly had he said that
when there was a dealening
roar and Coker ap-

ared in the lane,

ong 50 m.p.h. on
his motor-bike and
coming straight to-
wards the *' G. H.”
maan !

“Jump out of
the way, you fat-
head ! " shrieked
Skinner.

Our interviewer
took one giant
atride. Before he
could bring the
other leg up level,
Coker. had flashed
under the arch
maide by the two
stilts and wasaway
again—with no
damuage done on
eithor aide,

L3 Phaw ! LR ]
ped the G, H,”
IMman.

“Didn't T tell youi™
chuckled Skinner. .* I said
all along that hiking on
stilta was safer than plain
hiking, didn’t [ **

* Yes, but look hera !

Further argument, how-
aver, was stopped by the
gudden appeavance of a
herd ol cattle heing driven
down the lane.

The next five minutes
was one of the most ex.
citing five minutes our
interviewor had ever apent,
He tells us that for real

ARE YOU A “STIKER"?

dizcomfort he can tho
roughly recommend wallk-
mg on stilta and getting
tangled up in & bunch o
cattle. In the end e and
Skinner escaped by step-
E"i over a stile into &
ald.

There they found Eol-
80Ver,

Bolzover, who was in a

3 .- .‘_‘-'1'

playful mood, pretended to
mistake them for a couple
of overgrown grasshoppers
and started chaszing tgllaem.
And eventually he grabhed
the ** Harald ' man by the
gtilts and brought him
down.in a bed ol stinging
nettles.

Sinco when our iater-
viewer has heen & con-
firmed anti-** stiker ** !

Bolsover, by the way,
disclains all liability for
this state of affairs, lle
says he was only * pulling
hiz leg *' !

JOCULAR

Claras Trevien tecently
surprised her Chiff House
mﬁagueﬂ by winning a
cash prize in an amatour
lariat - spiuning competi-
tiomn.

Evidently a ** laszo " van
“rope in ' the money !

- - o - -

Mr. Larry Laecelles,
who has been instracting

-juniors i musketry, gars

JOTTINGS

that Smithy’s an excellont
pupil.

smithy relorts: “ It's
aill my eye 1 7
Several  readers have

asked us how Muvk: Linley
132 getting on in a part-
timea job he hoz been tilling
ag assistant to a Courtlicld

chomist,
We really ean’t sey.
When we asked the

chremist about it, he said :
* I can ensily * dixpense?
with him ! 1

At o recent Remaove
dormn foed * coffee,” pre-
pared by Hake, conmsted
of 00 per cent ligquid and
30 per cont grounds,

When Skinner sugprestod
that it was just mud and
water, nobody would have
beon in the least surprizcid
if Kalke had confosaed that
that was what ho * zedi-
ment 'l

SECRETS of a

MAKE-UP MAN!

By WILLIAM WIBLEY

A theatrical costumier
and make.up expert like
myself sees a pood deal
that othors miza. I dare
gay I sharo more secrets
with Greyfriars mon than
anyone else in the school.

When a chap wants a
black eye painted out, or
wanta  his  appearance
altered in any way, I'm
the man to do it. So,
naturally, at timea I
come up against some

rather confidential buasi-
eas.

It's nothing for me to
have a chap burst into
mﬁ atudy pasping out
* Quick ! There'a a
erowd after me! Touch
me up s they won't
recognise me, will yon ¥ ¥
I never ask questions. T
just get out false whis.
kers, some crepo  hair,
grease.paint, and per-
hapz o pair of coloured
spectacles, end set to
work—and in a brace of
ghakezs T turni him into a
different  fellow  alto.
gether.

¥What a rumpus there

would be il T told half of
what I know!

Why, on cne occasion
& well-known eonior
called on me and asked
me to disguise him as a
window.cleaner, Half an
hour later most of the
valuables in the School
Houan had vanished !

Another time a Re.
roovite wanted to bo
made up to look like Sir
Hilton Popper. I made
a lifelike job of it—and,
within a {ew minutes of
hia leaving me, (irey-
friars was agog with the
news that Sir Hilten
Pﬂp}:or had chased My,
Quelch round the quasd
with & hunting.crop !

The tales I could tell ?
But 1'd hetter not tell
them,

Beerecy i8 part of tho
stock-in-trade of o 1nake-
up expert !

(We hate to sav it
about an old pal, dear
readers, but on thus
pecasion it mirikea us
forcibly that Wib, is beat
taken with o grain of
salt i—Ed.)

H. VERNON-SMITH ASKS and

ANSWERS the

QUESTION :—

WHAT'S THE GOOD
OF A GREYFRIARS
EDUCATION ?

Alter vewding iy ro.
cent wticls on the Old
Boys our Head admires,
Stott of the Remove
bumped into me, and re.
marked that a Greyfriars
eihucation  didn't  seem
munch of an advantage,
anywaey,

T was shocked—nay,
dispusted, ns 'Louzy
Todd used to say.

Fancy any  [lellow
doubting fur an instant
that o Greyiriars edu-
cation is helpful to him
in alter-lije !

I can tell you for a fact
that 1've heard plenty of
coscd whera a Lareyfiiars
education has paved the
wiy to suceess,

Thero's Dilgetis, for
matance, the great maths
scholar of vyenra apo,
Whila ha was at Crey.
Friars he waa always keen
on Y limeees Ve—anik now
he'a the owner of a
Pions " slimaing ™ pro-
coss )

Then there's Tones,
who was surh a dabarer
at classics and is now a
lard millionaire, He nsed
to be great at Giveelk, and
now lte has mado a for-
tuns out of " greaga M1

Again, there's Twist,
who waa always forging
ashead at sumething or
other. MNow ho's a cole.
brated forzer.

And T musin't forect
Seal, famous whilst at
Greyliiars for his studiea

1 genealogy. e spont
all his spare time study.
ing people’s heirs, and

now he owns a barber's
shop !

I hopa that by this
timo 1've seid encugh to
convince Stolt and any
other ecepiics that
theres a preat advan.
tage in having o Grey-
friars education !

{Wo hopo our readera
will make allowanees for
Smithy, He pots taken
lilea this now and agnin !
—Id.)



