The Tuckshop Raiders!

A Splendid, Long, Complete Tale of School Life.
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Varnon-Bmith opened a largs cricket-bag he had brought with him, and the raiders bagan to pack Mra. Mimbla's good things into
It Beps of tarts and puffs, jars of jam and marmalade, bottles of Jelly and proservod fruits wers rapldly packed, In splle of thelr
oaution, the raiders mada soms nofsa; but there was no alarm, and the bag was soon packed to overfiowing. “'I say, we.sha'n't get
that away very easlly,”" muttered Stott. (Sge the Splendid Tafe of School Lifo in this [ssue.)
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A Splendid, New, Long, Complete School Tale of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim'’s,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Do not miss reading this grand sfory in our companion
paper, * The Gem’ Library. Outon Thursday. Price 1d.
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A Complete ﬁehunl Story Book, attractive to All Readers,
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The Editor will be obliged if you will hand this beok, when finished with, to a friend. ‘i

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Something Like!

it AM-TARTS !
“{yinger-beor '
® Ddoughnuts 7
“1 say. you feliows, make room for a chap—"
" on't shove !
“ Jan-tarts—twopenny onges !
“ Hurrah ™
The Greyiriars tuckshop was crammed.  Seldom, or
Nnever, had that little establishment behind the eling in &
corner of the old Close at Greyfriarvs been so crowded before.
Mrs. Mimble, behind the counter, was serving as fash as she
could, with Hushed face and busy handz. Juniors stood up
in ranks ot the counter, and sat upon everything that offered
the slightest seating accommedation, and, in fact, filled up
avery available inch of space. .
Outside the tuckshop there were crowds more, wating
their turn, There was not much chance for Billy DBunter,
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A Splendid, New, Long,
Complete School Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at
Greyfriars.

BY FRANK RIGHARDS.
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the fottest fellow in the Remove, o push his way in; but he
tried it. Tt was tho biggest feed that had over beon stood at
Greyfriars, dand Billy Bunter did not mean ic be left out
if he could help it

Prominent among the big crowd in the tuckshop were the
Famous Four—Harry Wharton, Nugent, Johnoy Bull, and
Bob Cherry. They were the founders of the feast, and they
wera honoured accordingly. The  Famous Four were in
wonderful funds, and they were celebrating that circumstance
by standing refreshments—solid and liquid—to every follow
who cared to walk up. And, needless to saj, every fellow
Tllkﬁd up who ocould possibly sgueeze himeelt into the tuck-
shop.

Remove follows were in tho majority, aa Harry Wharton &
Uo. belonged to the Remove. But Tubb and Paget, of the
Third, were there with 8 crowd of their Form, and Nugent
minor had brought along a swarm of the, S8econd. There
wore Fourth-Formers and Shell fellows, and Coker & Co.,
of the Fifth, had condescended to join in the celobration.

Beptember tdth, 1912,
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Only the Bixth were left out; but the Sixth Form, of course,
worg far too great and lofty fo take part in a junior feed.

There was a buzz of voices, a tramping of feet, and an
meessent munching. The musical sound of gurgling
lemonade mingled with the pnptiug of corks. Ordors were
impi:.!r d:a.ined upori Mre. Mimble, quite bewildering that

ady.

“ Jam-iaris !

“ Ginger-beer 1"

" Buck up with those doughnuts, pleasc!"

“ Where's my veal-pis?"

“Yes, ycuﬁ entleman; all in good time, young gentle-
men [ gasped Mrs. Mimble. **Dear me! ¥Yes, Master
Coker! [n & minute, Master Hobsom! Certainly, Master

Temple !

1 say, you fellowg—"

* Heep back there, Bunter 1"

* Bhove him out!”

“' Oh, really, you kpow!” said Billy Bunter indignantly.
“I'm on in thie goene, you know. You might make room for
a fellow !

** Rats ! .

“ Kick him out!”

Bolsover, of tha Remove, gontly insinuated hiz boot againet
Billy Bunter's ribs, and Bunter disappeared. There was a
roar of laughter. ‘

“ Order, gentlemen!” said Harry Wharton. % There's
lote of time, and lots of tuck I*”

il Hurrﬂ-h !Jh

“ My hat!"” exclaimed Tom Brown.
ripping of you fellows!
bring your Ehl}i{uﬂ'-hﬂﬂk e

“*Ha, ha, ha !’ .

* Lots of tin!"” said Bob Cherry cheerfully, taking a five.
pound note out of his pocket and fluttering 1t on the counter,
“We're rolling in money like Vornon.Smith now, so I don't
sec why we shouldn’t swank a bit. Behold !

** Ha, ha, ha l”

Vernon-8mith, the Bounder of GroylIriavs, was there. He
pcowled at Bob Cherry's remark.

Vernon-Smith was the son of a millionaire, and he never
allowed anybody at Greyfriars to lose sight of that impres-
sivo fact. Ho had a way of pulling banknotes out of his
%oeket. slong with old letters, as it were, carelessly. Buat

ernon-3mi was ocompletely outdone—in  faet, quite
oblitorated—by the chums of the Remove on this special
occagion. Vernon-Smith had plenty of banknotes, but he
never expended them in starding big feeds to 2 whole Form
at & time. PBut the Famous Four were determined that all
Groyfriars should share their good luck—and all Greyiriars
sharod it, with much pleasure.

“ Behold a fiver ! gaid Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“1s it & goodd one 7 asked Vernon-Smith, with o eniff.

“(zood as gold.” said Bob Cherry, " and quite honesily
ecome by | It's the first time I've ever had a fiver of my own,
so 1 think I'm entitled to swank.”

“ Hear, hearl”

YA fiver won’t cover this giddy feed!” grinoed Tom
Brown. ; .

“ Plenty moro I'" said Bob Cherry. * Heaps! Mountains!
You need not look at me like a giddy gargoyle, Bmithy!
You're done this time! I could cover all your quids with
fivera this time, and have some left. So could Wharton., So
could Franky. So could Johnny Bull. Gentlemen, we are
the giddy millionaires, end the Bounder will have to hide
his diminjshed head for once ! ]

“Oh, rats!” growled Vernon-8mith.
any of your rotten feed, either!”

“Well, if you den’t want any, make room for a chap who
docs,” enid Penfold, from behind., "1 do! Thanks!"

And Dick Penfold jarked the Dounder away from the
counter, and cheerfully took his place.

The Bounder tuﬂmg upon him with & snarl.

Buzz out M

“ This iz really
I hope you haver't forgotten to

““DBlessed if T want
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“ROUGH ON RATCLIFF!” .

“You cad, Penfold—"

“ Order 1" exclaimed Frank Nugent.

“ Bhut up, Bmithy 17

“ Get out !

¥ rder I ]

Vearnon-Smith subsided. The crowd ir the tuckshep were
not disposed to have the harmony of the foed interrupted by
the Bownder's bad temper. The unusual wealth of the
Famous Four, and the way they were cxpending it, made
them extremely popular, and it was no time for the Bounder
to back up against the lendess of the Remove,

Vernon-Smith squeczed his wey out of the tnckehop, and
Billy Buntor squeezed his way in. He got hali-way to the
counter, and there he stuck fast in the crowd, panting for

breath. He was simply wedq&?d if.

“ O 1" gasped Bunter. "I say, you fellows, I'm suffo-
cating V" :

“ Good!” zaid Bob Cherry. * Suffocate quietly, there’s a
good chap !’

#* Ha, h-ﬂ-, ha 1

“Oh, really, Cherry——"" :

“ Don't you ehove me, Bunter,” roared Ogilvy, who had o
glass of lemonade in s right hand and two jam-tarts in
his lefl, * Gerpout!”

* Ob, really—-" . : 3

“ Bit on ti"’mt fat bounder and keep him guict ' said
Bulstrode. :

#1—1 say, you fellows! You might make room!” said
BSII;:.-;? Bunter pathetically. “I—DI'm suffecating, I tell
you | .

But nobody was likely to meke room for Dunter. In the
crowd it was every fellow for himself, and nobedy [or Billy
Bunter. But the Owl of the Remove was equal to tho
occasion, He slid te the floor, groaning, 5 g

“ Help 1" he mosned. “1I'm fainting ! Air—air!”

L Hallh:n, halls, hallo! Give him room !’ exclaimed Bob
Cherry, forcing his way towards Billy Dunter. ' He's
fainting !’

“Rats!" said Opilvy.

Bunter moaned. s

“ Are you fainting, Bunty " asked Bob Cherry, signing to

[
]

“It's only spooi

Harry Wharton to hand him a syphon of soda-water from the
coungter. ,
0w ! Yes ! moaned Banter., Y Water! Ahl!"

“ Good 1’ said Bob Cherry, taking the syphon. “ Btand
back, you chaps, while I revive Bunter. We can’t let a chap
expire under cur eyes.”

1222222 2% | .

Bunter's low moaning was changed all of a sudden into a
furious yell. ) . . .

Tha soda-water was fizzing into his face, and it tore in a
torront over the fat features of the Owl of the Remove.

“* Yar-o.oh! Oh! 8top! Gri-rrrrr!”

““Ha, ha, ha!"” .

Billy Bunter Jeaped up as if he had been eleetrified. Bob
Cherry shut off the soda-water. Dunter was streaming with
it, and he blinked furiously cver his dripping spectacles
and shock his fists at Bob Chorry.

Yw! Groo! Beast! Yah! Oh!”

Bob Cherry looked astonished. )

“Well, I call that ungrateful I'" he exclaimed. * Here,
I've revived the fat bounder, and perhaps saved his life, and
instead of thanking me—"

“Ha, ha, ha I"’

“Yaht! Beast! Owl”

“ It's hysterica ! grinned Bulstrode.
air! Shove him out into the Cloge I
“Gowd egg ! :
“¥Yow " roarcd Dunter.
need air! 1 dont—yarcop!” 1

Whether Bunter needed air or not, he had to have it. A
dozen feet helped him out of the erammed tuckshop inte the
open air, and he rolled ameng the waiting crowd outside,
And the Juniors, yelling with laughter, closed up to prevent
the Owl of the Remove from coming in again; and the feed
went on with great enjoyment.

“ He needs the open

“I=—Fm all right! I don't

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Litile for Loder.

ODER of the Sixth stopped cutside the school shop and
h stared at thoe crowd there. Loder, the prefoct, was the
least popular of the Greyiriars prefects, and juniors
generally avoided him when they could. Although it

was o rule at Greyfriars that nobody above the Third Form
gshould be fagged Loder frequently fagped Removites and
Fourth-Formers, and even the Eheiyl. His authority as pre-
fect enabled him to administer canings, or to impose lines;
and 50 the juniors found it more prudent to fag for him

MARTIN GLIFFORD, In this Thursday's
of "THE OEM " LIBRARY. Ones Penny.
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his eyes. “Grooooh!" he gasped.

Loder was rolled out of the tuckshop on to the grass in the Close. He sat up rubbing treacle and jam from
“Wha's that?" gasped Wingate, as he stopped and stared in amazement |
at the flgure on the grass.

(See Chapter 2. |

sometimes than to stand upon their rights. Harry Wharion
& Co., however, had never given in; and, as a consequence,
[ander was very much “down ' on the Famous Four. He
stopped and stared at the crowd, and listened to the uproar
that was proceeding from the tuckshop, and then pushed his
way through to the door. In the excitement then reigning,
Ve ler was not made way for with much alacrity.
Voices demanded to know whom he was shoving, and
several fect were put out for him to stumbls over.

FLoder glared into the tuckshop.
* What's all Hus confounded row about?" he demandced,

*It'a all right,"” said Harry Wharton cheerfully. “ We'rs
in funds, and we'ro standing a feed. Will you have some
pan-tarts, Loder 7'

“Or some ginger-beer ¥ zaid Johnny Bull hospitably,

Loder scowled. The offer of jam-tarts and ginger-beer
did not tempt a prefeet of the Sixth Form.

“T'HIl have less row ! he exclaimed.

“Well, buxz off, and you won't hear it," suggested Dob
Cherry.

“Goed advice ! prinngd Johnoy Bull
chivvy snway with you, Loder.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder forced his way into the tuckshop, It was not an
easy thing lo do, for the fellows could hardly make room
if they wanted to. There was a yell from Tom DBrown as
Loder jelted his arm and upsct his lomonade.

Tue Maerer Linrary.—No. 240,
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: “Talee your
It worries us.™

“COKER MINOR SIXTH-FORMER!”

“Careful, you ass!” roarcd the New Zealand junior.

“*MNone of your cheels!’ prowled Lotler. * Stop this
E-{":"nrl:* ab once, you crowd of Bank-Holiday hooligans. Clear
out '

There was a yell of protest at once.  If their head-
master had ordered them to stop that gorgeous feed, there
weaid have been some hesitation in obeying. But to be
orvdered out of the tuckshop by the bually of the Sixth was,
as Dob Cherry expressed it, a little too thick,

“ Rats I

““ Bosh 1"

“Go and cat colo !

“Yah!"

Loder clenched his handa.

“1 won't have this row!"™ he exclaimed.
onee '

“ Oh, draw it mild,” said Harry Wharton scornfully.
“We're not doing any harm here. We're allowed to fecd
in the toekshop if we like.”

“ Yoz rather'

“The ratherfulness is terrific,” said Hurreo Jamzet Ran
Singh, the IMmndu junior. “ My dear and esteemed Loder
vou are talking out of your honouralle hat ™

“Are you going?" demanded Loder,

T H'U' )

“Rather not!"

“8hut up!”

“Clear off at

B
FRANK Hf&HﬂRDE.
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“ Muzz off M

‘Loder did nok say any more. He laid a powerful grasp
upon Bob Cherry, and swung him towards the deor, There
was o yell of indignation. Loder was a bully, and he
reldom lost an opportunity of bullying the juniors he dis-
hiked. Dut his interference in a big feed, for no reason
whatover, was too much., Even the nd-Form fags wore
bristling with indignation.

“ Reseus ! bawled Bob Cherry.
Harry Wharton sprang towards the prefact.

“Let him go, Loder!"

“ Let go, you cad ! :

“8tand back, you cheeky young sweeps!” said Loder.
I'll deal with you next!™

“ Will you let him go?’’ roared Harry Wharton.

“ No, I won't!"”

“ Then we'll jolly well make you.”

And Harr harton sprang to the rescuc of his chum.
lLoder dealt him a back-handed blow which sent him stag-
gering. But Nugent caught him; and he rushed forward
again at once. ugent and Johnny Bull backed him up,
and they piled themselves on Loder.

“Help V" roered Bob Cherry. ** Back up !

* Hurray 1"

“Omn the ball!” )

Juniors piled on Loder from all sides.

The prn?ect- struggled furiously. He realiscd that he had
been a little reckless in thrusting himself into the midst of
a hostile crowd, to bully the feﬁawa who were standing o
record feed. DBut it was too late to think of that now. Ie
hit out blindly on all sides, with a swarm of juniors elinging
to him like cats.

“ Dear mo!" gasped Mrs. Mimble.
young gentlemen ¥ .
The young gentlemen were yelling.

' Bump him !

* Roll him over !

“Xick him out!"”

“ Down with Leoder !

** Hurray ! i . ;

“ Lot me go, you—you young fiends ! gasped the prefect.
*I'll cane 3?&—-3.1’]1 hﬁ;w ;-&u all Hogged for this. I—I—"

" Down with him !"'

Bump !

Loder desconded upon tho Reor with a terrific bump, and
a dozen fags sprawled over him, He disappoarcd under the
torrent of juniors.  Nugent minor sat on his head, and
Nugent major on his chest.  Bulstrode and Bob Cherry
stooel on his legs, and half o dozen fellows had hold of his
arms, Micky Desmond had grasped his ears, which were
somewhat large and afforded a good hold. Loder yelled
breathlessly. .

* Now, are you gmn&lta be pood ¥’ demanded Bob Cheery,
tapping loder upon the nose, as the prefect lay gaspmg
on his back.

ik ?nrﬂ‘ﬂh !F" 5

" Will you make it pax?”

“ Yowp " :

“Is he talking Chiness?"' asked Bob Cherry.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha "

“Groo! Hoo—yoocop! Oh!™

“ s that Chinese or Esperanto, Loder 7"

* Ger-r-r-0-0-0-0-0-0-h !"’

“ Are you going to bo & good boy, and do as your uncle
tells you?'" asked Bob Cherry, still tapping gently on
Loder's nose with & jammy spoon.

“ Qe-r-rer-rererererer-r-h 1

“Well if he won’t, he won't,” said Dob Cherry. “1I
suggest {:&ing‘ hospitable to Loder. He shall have some of
the fecd, slthough he's been rude. Hand me that jam jar.”

“ia, ha, ha! Here you arc!”

Bob Cherry took the big jar of jam, and ladled out the
contenis into the spoen. or's eyes were fixed on him
with wild apprehension,

“"Don't you dare!" gasped the prefect.
ow—groo—yowp 1" : :

Bob Cherry dabbed s liberal spoonful of jam inte the
prefect’s open mouth.

Loder spluttered and choked,

““* Open your mouth again, Loder.”

“ 3-p-p-r-roror-r-0-0-0-p 1M )

“ Will you open your mouth?”

“ M-m-m-m-m-m-m-m ! c ] ]

Loder kept his lips shut, but wild weird mumblings came
forth. Bob Cherry continued ladling out the jum.

“ There's plenty more, and we're going to be g;:m:mus 1o
Lodor,” he said.  “If he won't open his mouth, I'll try his
hair."”

i IIa h“- !l‘l .

Jam'ilaa; dabbed on Loder’s hair, and down his meck,
and in hiz cars. Ho opened his mouth then, to emii a

Tue Maewer Lisrary.—No. 240
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“"Young gentlemen!

“Don't you—

g tmire: | ROUGH ON RATCLIFF!”

wild yell.  Bub Cherry instantly took advantage of the
opening. He lwdled jom into the prefect’s mouth agan,
and Loder’s yells disd away 1n & wild sputter.

The juniors shrieked with laughter.

* M-m-me-m-man Y mumbled  Loder.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Faith, and it’s jammy he 21" grinned Micl-:‘s;el‘jiesmnm!-
“8ure, and why not give him some ginger-beer for s
change.””

“"Good! Hand it over™

" Any old thing will do,”” zaid Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

" Bmallest contributions thankfully received.”

“ Ge-ropeyerereperer-r-r-h 1M

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"

Ginger-beer and lemonade were poured over Loder, and
fragments of farts and crean l}u}fa were plastered upon
him. He¢ was soon in a fearful state.

“ My word ! murmured Nugent.
about this!”

“Then we mav as well give him & thorough doing while
we're about it,"” zaig Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha! ¥Yes” )

“The thoroughness of the osteemed doing is terrific!™
grinned Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

" Grer-rererer 1M

“What did you say, Loder?”

“ Gro-ro-ro-ro-ra-eo-oh B

B talking Chinese,” satd Bob Cherry. We'll try
him with everything wo've got till he says what he likes
Jam first.”

Jam was ladled upon Loder.

“"Do you ke that, Loder?™

“Gr-rep-roreraoh 1

Bob Cherry ladled marmalade upon m,

Do you like that "'

" Yow-w-w-w-w "

“ Troacle ! supgested Mark Linley.

“{zood! Do you like that, Toder?”

*Yow-w-w ! Owowowew !

“ Try scda-waker

“Good 1"

Biz-z-2.2-2-2-2-2-2.% |

“Yar-o-o-0-0-p 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!l"”

“Ungrateful beast ! said Bob Cherry.
to like anything ! Turn him out ™

" Ha, ha, hal”

Loder was relled out of the tucksheop., The Juniors outside
rotted hitn further on, and he rolled at last mlo the grass
in the Close, under the chus, and lay there gasping and
sporfing. Ile sab up in the grass at last, amd rubbed treacle
and jam oud of hiy eyes, panting with rage. Wingale, of
the Sixih, the capiain of Greylriars, stopped as he crossed
the Close towards the Schoaol House, and stared at the amaz-
ing siyrht. .

Ly \.\ﬁm.t’a that #" guspﬂ‘d Wingate,

“(Gr-o-0-a0-0h !

*Who 13 i7"

“Grrroh! I'm Loder!”

“My hat! What have you been doing with yourscl{ ¥
demanded Wingate, mm amasement, .

“Grrero-o-ch ! Ow! Those young villains have tfreated
me like this!™ sputtercd Loder, gouging away at the eticky
mass on his face. " Yow-ow ! I'l smazh them! P'II—"

“Do you mean to say the juniors have dono that?”
demanded Wingate,

“ Did you thank I did it myself, you fool 7" shrieked Loder.

Wingate frowned.

“ A hittle more carefal with your fancy names, pleass,’ he
eaid sharply. " You may get a thwk car to add to your
collection, otherwise,”

“Those young fiendg-——" :

" What were you deing to them !’ demanded Wingato
contempluously.  * Bullying, as vsual, I suppose ™

“ 31 told them to stopr their row in the tuckshop——+

* Well, why couldn’t vou lot them alone 7" snid the Groy
friars captain. " They're not doing any harm.”

Loder staggered to his foet, his face glowing crimson with
rag 1hmug$| the jam and marmalade and treacle.

“Tin going to the Ilead!” he snorted. “I'll have them
licked for this!”

“Better not,”” said Wingate quictly. *If you do, T shall
have 1o point out to the Head that you were bullying them
for nothing, you know."”

Loder glared st hin. But Wingate was head prefect of
Greyfriars, and Loder felt that ho could de nothing if
the captain of the school chose to speak against him,  He
clenched his fists with rage. : . ]

“You'd better go and clean yoursell,” said Wingate, with

“ AM-n-mem-m-m "

“There will be o row

“He doesn™ socm
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a grin. -“'If the fellows sce you like this wou’ll be laughed
to death."

And Loder, gritting his tceth, went to clean himself. It
was not an easy task.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Surprising Invitation.

ARRY WHARTON & CO. left the tuckshop at last,
and strolled towards the School House, The fecd was
still proceeding, and the Famous Four had given
unlimited orders. Mrs. Mimble was atill very ﬁua:r,

and the crowd in the Littlo shop had not diminished in
?l.l.mhlﬁl.'di. There were still {fellows outside weiting for their
urh.

Wharton and Nugent entored their study—No 1 in the
Remove passage. Harry Wharton uttered an exclamation as
he entered. Loder, of the Bixth, was there, sitting in the
armchair, his face red and his hair damp from recent
acrulibing.

“ Look out!™

Wharton and Nupgent clenched their fists.  Their only
thought was that the prefeet was waiting for them on
vengeance bent.

But thoy wers mistaken.
genial smile,

“ Execuse my coming into  your
Wharton,” he said genially.

[ 11 Eh ?Fi

“1t's sll right," =aid Loder, smiling most agrecably,
“I'm not going for you.”

“ Better not!" aaid Nugent, picking up a cricket-bat out
of the corner of the stud{‘.

“ I don’t bear any malice for that—that little joke in tho
ﬁmkshﬂp,” aaid er. ‘*.As a matter of fact, I was rather

asky."”

Tha juniors stared at him blankly. Loder spemed to be in
earnest ; but it was cortainly tho first occasion upon which
the bully of the Sixth had been known to admit himself in
the wrong.

“You haven't gone off vour dot suddenly, I suppose?”
vantured Nugent.

Loder laughed.

“Nao; I'm sorry I interrupied your feed."

“Oh, good!” zaid Wharton, *It's all right. -DBut—but
what's the matter with you?"

“The fact i3," said er, with an appearance of great
candour, * I'm sorry. 1 was in the wrong, and I want to
toll you so. I think there's been a lot of unnecessary
trouble botween the Bixth and the Roemove. I'm going to
change all that. I-—1 think it's better for juniors anl
m:.ﬂr%ra to try to pull together.”

Loder rose to his feot, with a

study in this way,
“1 wanted to speak to you.”

“What chap was it said that the age of miracles was
paal;,'i’” murmured Nugent. ** Whoever he was, he was an
aga '

“T want you two kids to come to tea in my study,” said
Lodor. “ That's what I wanted to sea you about. We shall
have rathor o good feed, and I should be really glad if
you would come”

dl Eh ?‘.

“Tea ab half-past six," sad Loder.
you '

A invitation to tea to o junior from a Bixth-Former was
gomething in the nature of a2 Royal invitation. It was not
supposed to bo refused.  But the two juniora were so
estounded by Loder's inexplicable change of front that they
stood staring at him instead of replying.

*I should like you to come," said Ln-cgler.

* You—you're very good!" stammercd Wharton,

“No larks®" said Nugoenk, suspiciously.

“No,” said Loder, laughing; *“no larks! Wil yon
mmc?!?

“ Yo-g-os:; with—with pleasura.”

“Good ! spid Loder. “ I'Yl expect you at half-past six.”

And with a friendly nod he quitted the study.

Harry Wharion and his chum looked ak one another in
silenes for some moments.
greatest astonishment.

“What on carth does it mean?' demanded Frank at last.
" They say that a leopard can't change his skin—I mean an
Ethiopian can't change his spots ; but if Loder's genuine,
he's changed his spots with a vengeanco.'

B Must s dodge,’”” satd Harry thoughtfully. “1 don't
want to be suspicious, but I really can’t help thinking it's
a dodge. He wants to get us into his study to haminer us”

“ Looks like 1t."

" Let's ask the fellows.”

They went down the passage and found Bob Cherry and
Mark Linley and Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh io their study—
Neo. 13.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!” exclaimod Bob Cherry. * Where.
fore that worried look ™"

“ Lodor's askeed us to tea.”
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“ Loder's invited vs to tea in his study.”

*“Oh, don't be funny!”

“Fact " said Wharton. * Honour bright!"

“Then it's a dodge to get you trapped thers!" said Bob
Cherry ¢emphatically., * Remember that chap who said he
feared the Greeks when they came with gifts in their hands?
You want to bo careful of Ij:‘ndar when he's too good.”

“¥Yes. rother!" said Mark Linloy. And Hurres Jamsct
Ram Singh remarked that the ratherfulness was terrific.

“ Not going, are you®"' asked Bob.

“Well, we've said wo'd go,” said Haw thoughtiully.
* But—but I suppose it must be a dodge. e shall have to
keep our eyes open,”

“ You'll need to,"” said Mark Linley. **You'd better be
prepared for trouble. Loder will very likaly heva a lot of
the Sixth there—all hiz pals—ready to jum’g on you.'"

“You could go armed,” suggested Bob Cherry, with a
chuckle, * Eum,:u:ra-:a vou take a poker each—"

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“ It would look a little {:ﬂd; going into & fellow's study to
tea with a poker in one's fist," grinned Huganh

“ ¥ou ecould hide them,"” eaird Beb. “ 8lip them inside
your bags, you know, and whisk "em out if you want ‘em !

% Gﬁ-o-g @ i!” exclaimed Nugent. ** Weo'll do that !

“The reg- ot poker would be the ripping idea," suggested
Hurrea Singh.

**Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Nugent. “1I can sce myself putting
a red-hot poker inaside my bags, you ass! Ha, ha, ha!'

“Weo'll hang about in the Close, if iou like,"” said Bab
Cherey. **If there's trouble in the study, you can yell—or
pitch something through the window, and we'll come to the
rescua.”’

“ That's a jolly good idea. Loder may mean fair a;t#.
though,” said Har:ri!' Wharton. * You never know! el
giva him a chance.” i

““He won't give you much chance, I think."

“'We'll take the pokers, mrw?." .

And when Harry Wharton and Nugent made their way to
Gerald Loder's study at half-past six, ecach of them had a
serviceable poker hidden inside his garments, ready for action
if called upon.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The Splder and the Flies. ~
ERALD LODER'S study presented quite a festive aspect
when the chums of the Remove arrived there.
Tea was ready, and Loder’s fag, an inky-fingered
youngster of the Second Form, was making piles of
toast. Gatty of the Becond simply stared at the chums of
the Remove. He was the only person in the study so fur.

“*What do you Remove chaps want?’ he domanded.

“We've come to tea!"” said Wharton.

“ Oh, cheesa it!” said Gatty incredulously. ** You'd better
cut before Loder comea back. He's only gone to fetch Carna
end Walker."

* We've come to tes.” ]

““ You don't mean to say that ﬁuu‘m the guests I'm making
thia giddy toast for!" demande Clatty, in mingled surprise
and 1ndignation.

“Yea we do!” .

* Well, what rot!" said Gatty. ““ What utter rot! Fagging
for Remove kids! Yah!"”

iy E-:} you want & thick ear?' demeanded Nugont wrathfully.

4k !t!-!l'

Loder re-entered the study just in time €0 prevent trouble.
He smiled genially at tho chums of the Remove. Walker and
Carne, two fellows very like Loder in hig little ways, followed
him in, and both of them were very polite to the Removites.

“Glad to see you,'' said Walker affably.

“ QOuite s pleasura!" said Carne.

Gatty of the Sccond was so much astonished, that he stood
with lis mouth wide open, staring blankly. Loder cuffed
him, a~d he roared.

i {}‘1 r"l'

“ Finished that toast?” demanded Loder.

i i}w ! YF‘E.,'

“Then vou can clear off."

Geatty cleared off, slamming the door after him. Loder
pulled out chairs for his guests, and handed up the tea from
the grate. Nugent and Wharton stoppod towarde the table—
g little stifily, owing to the fact that neither of them ecould
bend his right leg. The legs thomsaelves would have bant

in the usuel way, but tho pokers would not.
oder started a littla,
“Vou fellows hurt?' he asked.
“ Hurt?! No,"” said Wharton. " Why?"
U Gona lame?"
Wharton colouraed.
5
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“MNauo! Oh, not"

1 theught you were hmping,” said Loder.

00, na! Noib oat alli”

Lader, (hrne, amd Walker stared at them as they movedd
tor the fable.  Thoar eft 1!'.1.;5 were [ull of action, but thetr righi}
It'gj; enmnined =0l as t.:|u:-_:,.' moved, and the result was ver
curious to see. The chums of the Remove looked rather reod
as they sat down,

Clunip!

The end of I"-Iug;mﬁ’:i paker cscaped {rom the trovser-leg.
and clumped on the floor under the table with a loud con-
cussion. Nugont made a clntch at his leg to save the poker
from slichng out,

“ Whowhiat on earth’s that?” ejaculated Waiker.

Y Nenothing 7 stammered Nugent,

The juniors sat at the table with their rvight legs stretehed
vt stifily under it., The seniors sat round, and kicked their
feet agamst the outsireiched legs. Wallker stooped and
looked nnder the table to aseertain what it was he was kicking
his boota against.

“My hat! he said rather coarseliv.
vour hoofs in a bit, you kids,

I supposc!”

“Neno ! stammered Nugent.

* Well, move yvour giddy hoof, then.”

MNugent moved his vight foot, but he did not bend the
knee, and the leg stuck out guite straicht in another direc-
tion, Walker looked at him very steangely. He began to have
a suspicion that Frank Nugent was not guite right in his head.

However, he made no [ucther remark apon the peculiar
conduct of the guestz. Tt was evident that ihe bullies of the
Eji{th, for some mystertous and unknown TS0, had made
up their minds to bo very nice to the heroes of the Tiemaove.

Wharton and Nugent sat feeling very unecomfortable, Their
right legs were heginning fo feel rather siiff, but they conld
not move them without swinging them round at full length.
Anel the pokers had slipped down as far as to allow their
ends to rest upon the floor, so they were not very handy to
et ab im case of need. Both the joniors began 1o wish that
Bob Cherry had not thought of that brilliant idea. They
were afraid to move, almost, in ease the polers should fall
cut and crash on the fAoor. Swch a contretemps at a tea-
parly would have been exceedingly awkward.

“¥You bke yvour tea strong?®’ asked Loder, handling the
berpsoi.

“Weak, please,” said Whavton.

“Bame here,” zaid Nugent.

“Good! Ilelp yourselves to sugar.
sam pattics, they're good.™

* Leb me help vou,” said Carne.

* Thank you™

Tho juniors began to fecl 2 little more at their ease
as tea eommenced, The three semors were so oxeeedingly
affable that the guests began to beliove, amazing as ib was,
that they had mizjudged Loder. The cad of the Sixth
evidently hiad some good points, after 2l And the feed was
decidedly good.

“1 hear that you've been painting ihe pleee pod,”
Walker. ' Btanding cnormonsz feeds, and so on.”

“*We've stood freds te the chaps,™ said Wharten, 13
wag something in the way of a celebration, yon know.”

* Rolling in money?” suggested Carne,

* ¥Wes "

“Jolly mice to have heaps of tin,” said Toder, pressing
jam-tarts upen the juriors. ** This won't seem much of a feed
after what you've been having, Dot we do our best,”

“ Thanks; we're having a good time,” suid Nugont, * Wo
don’t get fags to make toast for us every day, vou know.”

“Ha, ha! I suppose not. I hear that you kids have made
Ehabwpmnw out of the steamer that went ashore the other

ay?

“ That's i1, zaid Wharton.

“You young bounders have claimed salvage on it

“That's i, said Wharton. It was might enough, you
know. The steamer was a derclict, and wo wero first on
board. There's a lot of ceremonics to go through yet, but
we'ra cortain to have a big whack in the monev, my unele
says; and he's advaneed us ten pound cach off what we're
going to get. That's how we're 0 such funds. The rest of
the money, when it comes, 15 poing te bo invested for us
by our people. Dut wo wanted some of it to blow.”

U Maturally 1" said  Loder affably,  "Ten quid, ecach!
That's an awful lot of money for Jumors. And 1 suppose you
could get some morve by asking for t.”

“Yeu, I dare say wo ecould.”

"Well, T envy vou. It's vioning to be rvolling in moncy,”
said Loder. " Another cun of tea®?

“Thanks; yes.™

Loder changed the conversation to feotball. That was a
subject the Hemovites were more interested in than in monoey.
Football was coming on abt Greyiriars, and much thought was
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Being given to the appreaching seezon, Loder asked many
kind and nterested guestions about ithe prospecis of the
Hemave clever, and the bxtures they had alicady arranged
for the foothall scason, Wharton and Nugent never imaegined
fhab the bully aof the Sixth ecanld be so agreeable, and their
consciences smole them a httle for their hberality with the
jam and treaclo m tho tuckshop,

The feed i Leader’s stady passed off very agreealily,. When
b was hnished, Loder suggested a chat, and a further indul-
gence i femon-squash, to wlich hia guests cheeriully as-
sentod, Leder eleaved the table himself, refusing to allow the
juniovs to lend o hand.,  Walker looked thoughtind,

LRty to break up oa cheerful party,” be sabd. Y What
about o litile s;a.mﬂ of nap o pass away an hour®'

Wharton and Nugont looked nncasy.

Cards woere nef allowed as an amusement at Grovfriars,
and it was Lodec’s duty as o prefect to be very much” down
on anything of the kind. They were not there, of cowrse, to
feach Loder his cuty. © Bal they odil not feel at all inelimed to
vreak a very sevious rule of the college. It was an open
secret that Loder and his friends played cards for meney.
But the chums of the Hemove did not mean to be drawn
mito anything of the kimd. An uncomfortable suapicion of
Loder's real modive o inviting them inte his study was
diewning upon thoe mineds at fast.

* Would you care for o game, yen kids ! askod Lixler
affubly,

“I=I fhink not,” sai! Wharton.

SWe'll wateh you play,” saiell Nugent politely,

Foder bit his hip for o moment. )

Perhaps he thowght the sight of eards would tempt
the junices. 1o nodded assent, and the thire seniorvs, after
lockme  the oo, began 1o play nap. Laosier solvinnly
brought out o bur of covuters to play for.

“Oh, take w hand, yon kid=1" he saul, after severnt ronnds,
“Welre only playing for counters, vou know. There's ne
ey i that @ ared P oo prefeet, vou know,”

The fact that Loder was o prefect made the matter worse,
not betier ; Lue his pucsts did not Like to Wy 80,

“ You play rownd games at Christinas for nnts, T sirpose,
don’t vou ™ suiel Carn . '

“Waoll, yos™

*Take a hand, thon, and be saciable”

AN gl

Wharton and Nugent reluctantly joined in the game. Thoy
didd not like it; but they had s natural hovror of appeiring
pwiggish sl putting on airs over their elders. But they had
url uncasy snward suspicion of what wos coming—and their
forchoding: wore soon realised.

1"!‘!-’&"“.’*1' vawned portentously afler a few minutes of wlla
BHUR

" Bit slow playing for nothing.” he remarked. ** Supposa
we have peony points, Just lo give us somelhing to play for?”

*Right-ho ! said Carne.

CWelll only pennwes, then,”™ sand Taoder
any gambling n my study,
duesn’t aimonnt to anything.”

Wharton tuined red,

" Execuse me,” he sad, T can’t play {for money.”

_ Loder laughed. He was alecady dealing the cavds: and
it was & most awkward moement for Wharton to speak.  But
he felt that he had been entrapped, and a fecling of anger
wats risinge o s breast.

“It's net playing for money,” sand Loder veassuringly—
“only pennics, yvou know.'

* Pennies can soon mount wp of this game,”” said Harry.

“ Well, of vou're afraid of losing a few ghillings——"" saild
Walker, with a sneer,

Whartow's lush deepened,

U Is net that.” he smd. ¥ Bul plaving cards for money
i prambling, and T den’t want to do it

“Bame here,” said Nuopgent, eising from the table,

“Oh, st dewn?’ smd Loder. ' Let's have just the ono
round.”?

Wharton shook his head.

I rather not, thanks"

“ My dear lad A

“Take your cards.” snid Carne. **I call three”

Y Foar,” said Walker.

Y Your call, Wharton,” satd Leder.

Wharton set his lips.

"U'm not gpoing to call” he said; Y 1'm not paing to play,
I den’t want to be disagrecable, but I'm oot seine ic
erarmible.”

“ No feace!™ said Nugent,

“T won't have
Iut, of course, penny points

“1 think we'd belier he gottling

along. We've ot our preparation to do.’”
_ ;".Hm.'! the two juniors stepped back from the tahle. Taoder
& Co. exchanged glanees, and Loder rose to hizs fect, Uhiere

wis & very ugly gleam o his eves,
“ 1 think vou’d better plag,”” he sad.
“We don't want o,

“ROUGH ON RATCLIFF!” .2 turrceo, in e thuraaye |
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“1'm not going to call!" said Harry Wharton, se-ttlng his lips, * I'm ot golag to play, [ don't want to be dis-
And the two juniors stepped back from the table. Loder & Ca. ex-

| agreeable, but I'm oot going to gamble,"”

changed glances, aud Loder rose o his feet., There was an ugly gleam in his eyes.
(See Chap. 4.)

he sald.

“| think you'd better playl™ i
]

£ -] —

1 ask vau to.”

" Sorry 1

“ Look here,” excluimed Loder savagely, “ will you take
hand, o will you not?"

“ Not!" satid Wharton and Nugent together promptiy.
“You cheeky voung rads!” exclaimed Loder, losing hia
toemper completely, as he saw that his deviee was guile In
vain. ‘" If you put on any of your cheeky airs herg——"

“We didn't ask to come here,” said Wharton, his cyea
flashing : ** and if you asked us here to gamble it's your own
lagk-out. You oupht to have known us better."

“1 told wou yvou'd get nothing but a sermon out of tho
young cad, Loder!” growled Carne.

“Then it was all arranged in advance, was it™" sawd
Wharton scornfuily. © [ began te thionk so. Well, we're not
going to play. We're in funds just ar present, I know; but
weo'te not going ta ook vid of the money, gambling.'”

“Good ! satd Locler, botween his tecth. ® Put away the
eards, Carne. And then lend me a hand; 'm going to give
those chesky oung scoundrels the licking of their lives.”

Wharton and Nugent backed awaz.

Cluman ! Clumn !

 What on earih—"

The two juniors geonod for the pokers.  Tader starved
blank!v at tho iron end of a poker sticking out of Nuoent's
teovaeradeg close to his bnot,

“ Ay hat! Collae them ! ho shouted.

Tha throe seniors rushed unon Wharton and Nugent.
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juniors were collared long before they could get the pokers
out. Cherry's brilliant ides had not been a success,
after all. Walker and Carne held the two Removites, while
Loder dragged away the ﬁoluzra and tossed them into the
grate, with & mocking laugh. ]
““8o you came prepared for trouble?’ he jecred.
“Yos!" said Wharton, his eyes blazing. *“We knew what
a cod you were. Look here, you asked us into this study
as guests, and if you touch us you're a rotten blackpuard !™
Loder did not reply. He selected a cane, and stepped
towards the Removites, 5
“ Hold them!" he said unpleasantly. * I've got a littlo
score to pay off for what happened in the tuckshop this
afternoon! And I'm going to poy it now—with interest!"
THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Licked.
(1]
B The two Removites began to struggle.
Juniors a3z they were, Carne nnﬁ Walker hind a
great deal of trouble to hold them, and they plunged
to and fro about the study, panting and gasping.
Walker, who was strugeling with Harry Wharton, "1 can't
manzge him ! .
Loder had grasped his cane, but he laid i down now to
londd Walker a hand., He grasped the caplaiu of the Remove

ACK up!” shouted Harry Wharton.
““ Here. lend us o hand with this young sweep!™ guspad

e
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from behind, throwing an arm round hiz neck, and pulling

him backwards, Against the two seniors Wharton was quite
powericss. He was dragged upon the floor, and they turned
mm over on his face, and Walker put a kace into his back

and pinned him down.

“Got hina " pasped Walker. © Now the other rotter 1

Locder sprang up. Nugent was still sivuggling furiously
with Carne. Carne was o powerful fellow, but Frank Nugent
wias giving him plenly to do. Nugunt’s object was to got
loose for a monment wil hurl something at the window. Baob
Cherry & Co. were waiting in the Close for a zignal that
help was needed, and that was the only way of attracting
their attention. Escape from the study without aid was im-
possible. The door was locked, and the key was in Loder's
pocket.

Nugend made a sudden effort and broke loose from Carne.
The senior aprang to intercept & rush to the door, but Nugent
darted townrds the window.

{Crash |

There was a Inud‘rinﬂng of broken glass in the Close.
Nugent had driven his clbow through the nearest pane,

Carne gaanoed.

" Why, you—you young ruffian!"

His grasp was upon the junior the noxt moment. Loder
ran to his aid, and Frank Nugent was tossed down upon
the carpet, and Carne knelt upon him.

“Got them now!” said Loder, with a grin. “Keep them
tight whilo I get my cane. I'm going to give the young
cads somcthing to remomber !’

“Go it!" gasped Carne.

Loder gras his eanc and stepped towards Nugent. His
cyes were gleaming cruclly. Never had he had such an
opportunity of punishing his speeial enemies in the Remove.

Thwack !

The cune descended epon Frank Nugent with a cruel lash,
and tho ;uninr yelled :

L 1] nﬁ I]‘

Lash! Lash!

“Yarooch! Qoch!”

Lash, lash, lash, the cane came down vpon Harry Wharton.
- Wharton set his tecth.

“Oh, you coward!” he muttered.

YT give you some more for that ! said Loder, with a
grin.

“Help " velled Nugent, as his turn came apain.
Rempove! Ow!™

Lash! Lash!

* Yarcoooooh! Oh!"”

The bullies of the Sixth chuckled. TLoder was getting his
hand in now, and he wns making rapid play with the cone.
The two juniors, pinned down under the weight of Carne
and Walker, struggled in vain. They tould not get loos:,
and they had to take the licking, Amd Loder laid it on with
o heavy hand. .

But rescue was coming. ‘There was a rush of feet in the
Sixth Form passage, and a loud bump at the door. Bob
Choerry bawled through the keyhole.

“ Open this door, Loder, you cad !

Loder started.

“My hat! There's the whole crowd there ' he exelaimed.
“T'11 pive these young cads some more for that! Take that !
And that! And thas !V

“Youw! Ouw! Help!"

Bump! Bump! Crash!

The door shook and groaned under the attack from with-
out. Loder pavsed in inflicting the punishment in hiz sar-
wise, For juniors te attempt to forco a way into a Sixth

orm study was something new; but Gob Cherry was
evidlontly reckless.

"o away, you young sweoeps!” roaved Loder.
out to you m o minute 1"

“That's what we want you {o do, vou cad! vellwl Tob
Cherry.  ** Open the door, or we'll bust it in !

Y Clear off I

“Rars I

Crash ! Crash!

“I—1 zav."” stammered Walker, " they’ll rouse the whole
place! We shall have Wingate coming along to poke his
nose into the matter.  Better chuck 161"

“Yos, they've had enough, anyway," suggested Carne.

Loder pritted his teeth.

“T'm ging (o give them some more,” he aauid.

Thye eano lashed down savagels.

" Regcue ! yelled Wharton, " Beeak in the door!”

Crazh, crash?

Somae heavy article was evidently being used to azzault the
door, for tho lock creaked, and tho stout cak groaned under
the blows,

“It's giving " gasped Carne, " Chuek it, Loder!™

There was a sudden eessation of the uproar in the pasange,
A sharp voice was heard—that of Wingate, of the Sixth,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 240,

“ Rescue,

“1'I conie

wmane s - ROUGH ON RATCLIFF!” .

. “You young sweeps! How dare you make a row like this
in the Sixth-Form passage? Clear off at once!”

“They've ot Wharton and Frank Nugent in  there!”
bellowed Dol Chervy,  “ They're bullving them., We'ro
going to have ‘em out."

“What 1"

“ They're bullying Wharton and Nugent '

E_'”l';he bullyluiness is tevrific?”” gasped Hureo Jemset Rem
ingh.

Wingate rapped shasply at the door.

** Loder 1’

* Hallo " sasd Loder sullenly., e tossed Wis cane upon the
table and signed to his comrades to release the juniors. It
was time to g@ve In now,

““Let mo in !

* Certainly,” said Loder.

He unlocked the door, The captain of Greyiriars strodo
into the study, with a dark frown wpon his brow. He waved
his hand to the juniors outside to keep bhack. Harry Whar
ton’s friends were there in a swarm; Johnny Bull and Beob
Cherry and Mark Linley in the lead. But Wingate's gosturo
kopt them from invading the study.

yingate glanced at the broken window, and then at the
two juniors, who had risen to their feet, white with prin,

“Well™ said Wingate sharply.

“Well,” said Loder, with an assumption of indifference,
“what's tho row 1’

“You have been hicking these kids?”

“*Certainly.”

“What for?

Loder pointed to the shattered pane in the window,

** Look at that I"

" Did these kids do that

LL] YES-”

“1 did it!"" yrlled Nugent. "It was to get holp. Those
rofters got us in here to have tea, and caught us. It was
a8 rotten trick.™

“0Oh! You came here to tea, did you? zaid Wingate,

" Yes "

“ Liook here, Loder——"*

“1 don't want any interference from you, Wingate!'' said
TNoder savagely. "1 know yon're head prefect, but I'm a
prefect, too. 1'm quite willing to account for my actions to
the Head., I uszked these kids to tea, and instead of behaving
themselves, they started acting like hooligans, I licked them.
That’s all.””

* Yoa—all Lies ™" sawd Harey Wharton, " You wanted us to
ga:l‘nh'h'-, and we wouldn't, aned that's why vou licked us, you
caed 17

Loder shragrred his shoulders,

"1 shouldn’t comndescend to voply 2o an accusation of that
=ort,” he samd. " You had better pet ent of my  study,
Wharton,™

Wingate laked from ene to the other in doubt and amaze-
MCmr,

“TI've been irving o bo kind to them,” said Loder, with
virtuous indipnation. I asked them to tea, and tried to be
pleasant. They ascted like hoolirans—they actually brought
pokers with them, hidden in their trousers. to break the
things up with, They've broken the window, and weuld
have done o ot moroe ﬂam:u{t‘ if ’r}'u':,.r hado't been sto p-l:-d,
They took advantage of my inviaation to try to wr.:-:ig my
stugdy,  I've pumshed them, and I've done with them.
They'd betrer o™

Wharton amd MNogent simply gasped,. They had never sos-
pected even Gerold Loder of having such an astounding gift
of misrepresentation.

*Woll, vou'd better go,” said Wingate., T recommend
vou not to mecept any more of Leder’s invitations to fea.
And, look here. vou'd better keep clear of Loder. We can't
have these vows continually poinr on. Buzz off."

Whartun and Nugent left the study, Wingate had done
all he could for them, but with such contradictory stories 1o
tlocide beiween, he could do no more. The chums of the
Femove limped very painfully as thev departed. Walking
was 2 painful exercise, and sitring down was mere painful
=11, There was no doubd thar Lader had scoved thiz time
with a vengeance. The chams of Na. 1 Study had had the
lching of their lives, and the cads of the Sixth were left in
e enjoyment of their triumph.

“We'll make them st up )lnr it, thoongh ' Nugsont gaspedd,
a5 he sank into the armechair in Ne, 1 Stndy, and then imme-
diately rose arain, with an cxclamation,

“¥Yoer, rather ! groaned Wharten, ' Ow !
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“Hurt very much? asked Johnny Buli sympathetically,

“Ow! Yeg!™

“It's rotten " said Bob Cherry indignantly. * We'll make
them squirm for it, somchow. The awful rotters! Why
didn't vou lam them with the pokers?"

“Ow! Wo didn't have & chance! Yow!"

“ It will pass off in time." said Mark Linley comifortingly.
“You'll feel better presently.”™

“Ow! Wao want to feel better now!" groaned Mugent.
“Groo! Oh!"
. And the voices of the chums of No. 1 Btudy for a long time

wero like unto the voice of Rachel, who mourned and would
not be comiorted.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Trouble In the Dormitory,

HE chums of No. 1 Study limped very painfully when
they went up to the dormitery that night. They were
aching all over from the castigation they had recoived
at the hands of Loder.

camo into the dormitory.

“ Iere come the lame ducks!” he remarked.

There was & chuckle from Vernon-8mith’s spoecial friends—
Hnoop, and DBolsover major, and Stott. Wharton glared at
them,

“1 don't seo anything to cackle at!" he growled.

“But wo do!” said VernonSmith cheer ully. It seems
to me that you've got what you desarve. You were always
too chocky.”

*“Yes, rather,” said Snoop.  ** ¥You can't cxpeet to be
allowed to bust a prefect’s windows, you know, even if you
arc rolling in quids.”

" ¥You ought to behave yourselves, you know, when you go
into & senior’s study to tea,” satd Bolsover major. “'It's a
kit thick to atart wrecking the place.”

“¥You know jolly well what the trouble was about!” seid
Nugent angrily. * Leder asked us there because he'd found
out we'd gob money, and he wanted to got it off us at cards.”

“Well, it's no business of vours to give him sermons,” said
Vernou-Smith. I play a little game myself sometimes.™

Wharton's lip curled.

“Yes, and you'd jolly well get sacked from the school if
tho Head knew about 1! he exclaimed,

The Bounder shruggred his shoulders cavelessly,

“I'm willing to rsk that,” he remarked. *° Anyway, I
don't wani any preaching from you. I think you've got what
vou've been asking for” )

“Hear, hear!” sad Bolsover najor,

“(h, shot up!” said Beb Cherry. **You're asking for
trouble vourselves now, and you'll get it pretty soon.”

" Hats 1" said Bolsover.

Whiz!

Toh Cherey's pillow Hew through tho air, and Dolsover
tnajor velled, Ido was bowled over like a ninepin, and sat
town quete suddenly upon the Aoor.

“0Oh! Ow!” roared Bolsover. ** You—you—I'Il—I'Il—"

“ 1l ha, ha!"

Bolaover major jumped up like a jack-in-the-box, and made
n owild rush at Bob Cherry. Nugent put out his foot, and
the bully of the Remove went sprawling agsin,

** Ha, ha, hat”

Bolaover major sat ;.l-_})

“Ow ! he said, ** Yow!"

“Go for the cad " said Vernon-Smith. “ I'll back you up.
1t's about time those cheeky rollers were taken down a peg.'”

* Quite ready,” said Bob Cherry cheerfully. * Harry, old
aon, take care of the Bounder, while I attend to Bolsover.”

* What-ho!" said Wharton promptly.

Vernon-Smith'a malicioua jecrs, whila Wharton was aching
all over from hia castigation, had roused his temper ver
much, and he was very willing to come to blows with the
Bounder. Bolsover major jumped up again and rushed at
Bob Cherry, and 1in 8 moment they were fighting. Harry
Wharton and Vernon-Smith were fighting the next moment.
Nurent and Johnny Bull rushed at Snoop and Stott, but those
wweo allies of, the Bounder promptly doedged round the beds,

“Hold on!"" yelled SBnoop. “ I'm not in thia. Keep off 17

“J—I don't want to fght anybody!" howled BStott.
Y Hands off I

Mugent and Johnny Bull paused, laughing, The followers
nbit?lm Bounder were evidently not ready to follow him tnto

tile,

Bob Cherry and Bolsover, Wharton and Vernon-Bmith,
were fighting furiously, Micky Deamond looked round for an
conemy, and rushed towards Snoop, who had dodred behind
him to geb away from Nuagent,

“Come on, Snoopy ! shouted Micky, putting up hia fists
and advancing upon the sncak of the Remove in a very war-
like way,

“Hold on! Keop off 1™

“Put up yo're Eandm SNeony |

fE“ I—I'm not going to fight vou!" yellod Snoop.
oft I —
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Vernon-8mith grinned as they
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“ Faith, and ye are, Yc'ro backing up Smithy, and I'm
Emcr!:imﬁ% up Wharton,” explained Blicky, ™ and sure ye'vo got
0 :

ﬂ'E“” 'm not !" velled Bnoop, scrambling over a bed. ** Keep

Micky ran round the bed.

“Ain't you backing up Smithy 1" he demanded.
“Nol"” ronred Snoop.

“Are ye backing up Wharton "

Y YE:-{!S.”

“Then I'm backing up Smithy,"” said Micky Desmond.
“Come on!"

" You—you asg—— [=J—n"
“That’s for your nose, intirely,” said Micky Desmond,
tu.[:rpmﬁ 33{)':-1 upon his somewhat thin and promincnt
an 5

noae ; at—
Eeop off I

“Yaroch! Yah!

“Let him alone, Micky, you asa!" exclaimed Nugont,
gasping with laughter. * What the dickenz are you tight-
ing 3noop for?”

“Sure and I'm not going to stand by and sec a [ight
E‘ithnut joinin' in it,” said Micky Desmond. * Come on,

noopy !

.~ But }:?rnuup did not come on. He dodged the excited Irish
junior, and rolled under & bed for safoty. Micky Desmond
charged at Stott.

“Lome on!" he roared.

“Ow! Keep off, vou Irish lanatic!™

“ Faith, and I'll lick ye for calling me names!"

“I—I take it back!" gasped Stott, retreating before the
onslaught,

“Then I'l lick ye for being a funk."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Keep him off "' bawled Stott. " Ow!”

Micky Desmond smote him on the nose, and he sat down,
He dldy not get up again. Micky Desmond pranced round
him, shouting to him to get up and have some more, buk
ho doclined without thanks. Then the Irish junior locked
round for fresh worlds to conguer.

“Come on, Ogilvy "' hoe roared. i

“You as!"" roar Ogilvy, catching up hia
“Kecp off ! What do you want to fight me for$” .

“ Faith, and there's a fight going on, and I'm not going
to be left out of it," said Micky Lesmond. * Come on!™

“You fathead—ow-—" :

Ogilvy swept his pillow round, and Micky Desmond rolled
on the floor. Ogilvy sat on him and kept him there.

Meanwhile the Lghting was geh‘,ins fast and furious be.
tween the captain of the Remove and the Bounder. Bob
Cherry had already swept Dolsover off his fect, and the
bully of the Remove was sitting on the floor holding his
nose, which ran red in his fingera. But the DBounder was
sticking to his foe with undiminished encrgy. VYernon-
Smith was & good boxer, and he had plenty of courage; and
he had more than once tackled the captain of the Remove,
in the hope of licking him sconcr or later. But ho did not
geem to have much prospect of success.

A terrific right-hander from Harry Wharton swept the
Bounder off his feot, and he bumped over on Bolsover.
There was o wild roar from the bully of the Roemove as the
Bounder’s weight crashed on him and knocked him fAying.

“Oh! You clumsy ass!"™

Yiaroo!" gasped Vernon-3mith.

Bolsover strack hun savagely and knocked him off. Ver-
non-Smith sat up dazedly. At the same moment the
dormitory door opencd, and Loder, the prefect, came in to
sea lights out for the Remove.

Lnd%:r pauscd, and stared at the scene.
a rush for their beds.

“In trouble again, Wharton?" said Loder, in & very un-
pleasant voice. * There never scems to be any trouble in
the Remove without you being mixed up in it."

Harry Wharton did not reply. He knew that it was no
use teying to justify himself to the prefect; and he disdained
to make the attempt, i

“¥oun will take a hundred lines {or fighting in the dorm-
tory, Wharton," snapped Loder.

Tharton turned towards his washstand to bathe his face.
Vornon-8mith had had the worst of the struggle, but he had
hit protty hared, and IHarry had not come off scatheless.

“Do you hear me, Wharton "

T YE‘E."

“You will write out & hundred lines of Virgil.™

“Yery well'

“And if there s any more trouble in this dormitory, I
shall report your conduct to the Head ! said the pm?&ct,
spitefully.

Wharton bit his lip 1n silence. The Remove turned into

bed, and Loder, with a frown, turned out the light, and
retived.
9

B
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* Nige dear follow, I don't think." remarked Bob Cherry.
*We will make him szit up for his cheek before long.™

“0Oh, shut uvp,” grunied Vernon-Smith.

* Hallo, halle, hallo! Do vou want another licking,
Soxithy ¥

*(io and eat cokel”

“ Quict, Bob,” said Harry Wharton. *“ Loder's looking
for a chance to have us up belfore the Head, and Smith
knows that. Let him run on.”

And the chums of the Hemove remained silent, and de-
clined to allow the Bounder to “draw " them. The buzz
of voices died away in the Remove dormitory, but it was
a long time before Wharton and MNugent slept. They were
aching and stff from their caning; and even when they
elept, it was uneasily; and they woke in the morning feel-
ing stiff and sore. And their fechings towards Loder were

not pleasant.
R
.,M fast-table the next meorning.

Mr. Quelch disliked fidgeting; and undoubtedly
both Wharton and Nugent were fidgeting that morning.
They scemed unable to keep still in their places. The
Romove-master glanced at them several times with frowning
brows, and at last rapped out at them.

“ Wharton ! Nugent!”

“ Yes, air.” ] :

“Keep still! What ave you fidgeting for? Kimdly stop
it ab once.”

“ Ves, air,”” said the unfortunate juniors.

Bome of tho Removites grinned. They knew the reason
why the chums could not ait still, although Mr. Quelch did
not. Wharton and Nugent were very glad when breakinst
was ovor, and they were able to reassume a perpendicular
attitude, :

“8till hurting ¥ asked Bob Cherry, sympathetically, as
they came out of the dining-room,

Whearton grunted.

“¥Yes. I'm stiff from my neck to my knees. That awiul
beast gave us & [earful walloping. I'm marked like a
giddy zcbra.”

“ Serve him right if vou let Quelchy see you," exclaimed
Mark Linley. *“If Mr. Quelch saw tho marks, he-would
come down on Loder fast enough.”

* Yes; it would serve him right, buti——"

“HBuat it cin't be did,” said Nugent. * Weo con't sneek,
cven about Loder—and that's what it would be called.
We'll make him wriggle for it by curselves.™ i

“It won't be easy,” said Johnny Bull. " He's !mkms
for & chance of bringing us into trouble with the Hea
alrendy.” 1

“I've got an idea,” said Wharton quietly. “TI'll tell
you chaps presently. Loder is going to be put threugh it.”

When the Remove took their placez in the Form-room,
tho same uncasiness was observed in Wharton and Nugent.
They wriggled continually in_their seats through the first
legson, in apite of the glances Mr. Quelch gave them.

The Form-master lost patience at last. ,

“ Wharton and Nugent, I must insist upon your kecping
etill I"" he oxclaimed. ** I cannot have this ingessant fidget-
ing. Keep still I”

“* Yes, air”

The unfortunate juniors kept still for five minutes.  But
they could not keep it up longer than that, and Frank
Nugent was the first to wriggle again.

r.fr_ Quelch’s eye was upon hin at once.

* Nugent !"" he rapped out.

* ¥ea, gir,” said peor Nugent. _

" You are pnrsist.mﬁ in that ridiculous fGdgeting.”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton Has An Idea,

: %UELOH, the master of the Remove, glanced at
Wharton and Nugent when they sat at the break-

* [=—I'm sorry, eir.

*“ [f vou do not regard what I say to you, Nugent, I shall
punish you.”

“ Ye-eg, sir” . _

““ Why, you are fidgeting again, even while I am speak.
ing to you,” Mr. Quelch exclaimed, in angry gstonishment.
*“ How dare you, Nugent?”

“ J—I—if you please, sir—"" stammered Nugent,

* Are you ill, boy 1"

" N-no, sir” )

“Then why cannot you sit still ¥

“ [—I—I've got a pain; sir.”

“ Indeed ! hat kind of a pain?”

" A—n sort of ache, sir.” )

Mr. Quelch looked sharply at Nugent’'s crimson face.
Then his countenenee relaxed a little in expression.

“ Have you been punished lately, Nugent "

“Ye-es, sir”
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“(0Oh! And
“Yeoooe
Mr. Quelch smiled.

“Very well! I did not understand that.

*Th-th-thank ycu, sir.” _ :

And the twe juniors were allowed to wriggle without
further reprimand. They tock full advantage of that. It
was painful enough to sit down at all, without keeping still.
They almost gasped with relief when third Jessen was over,
and the Remove were dismissed. .

Vernon-8mith & Co. were prinning with satisfaction.
Vernon-8mith had had fifty lines for bringing a black eye
to the breakfast-table; and Boisover had been sharply
riprimanded for a swollen nose, Both of them were feeling
the offects of the fight in the dormitory, and their feclings
towards the chums of No. 1 Study were not amiable.

Eilly Buuter rolled up to the Famous Four 1n the passaze.
He was blinking in his most agrecable way through s big
e1rcctacles,

7 sav, you fellows,” he exclaimed, * 1've pot something
to tell you 1?7

“ Go and tell it to somebody else, Bally I grunted Nugent,
who was not in the best of tempers.

*Oh, really, Nugent! It's very important !”

“ Expecting a postal-order?’’ asked Frank sarcastically.

“Well, as o matter of fact, I am,” sgaid Bunter. ** But
that’s not what I was going to say. Hpeaking of postal-
orders, howrver, I'm expeeting 2 good big cne this evening
from o {itled friend of mine, and if you care 1o czsh it in
gdvance—""

* Br-r-p-v-rr B

“'Well, as you're go flush with meney now T think you
might do the decent thing for once,” said DBunter. ™1
should have the postal-order now, cnly there is some delay
in the past. 1 am frequently kept waiting for my remitiances
in this way—"

“You are!” n.#reed Beb Cherry. * Sometimes they don't
come at all—ch?

“However," said Bunter, without replying to that remark,
“4hat wn't what I've got to say. 1 was going to tell jou

you, Wharton "
g’

I excuse you.”

shout Mre. Mimble. 8She's got in o fresh stock to-day. The
shop was pretty nearly cleared out :;ﬁterdzhﬁ- I've seen
sonw of the things—jmm-tacts, and cream-pulls, and cakes,

and things—snoply ripping.’

" Well, let them rip 1" )

“ What [ was going to say is, that T &dn't get enough to
eat when you were standing the feed yosterday.  The
fellews are o greedy, you know, they woudn't make room
for a chap. I suppose I can go and bave a bit of a enock
now, can't 1%

“Certainly,” said Bob Cherry.

Bunter's eyes glistened behind his big glasses.

“Good! Can I have same jam-taris—zay a dozen?”

“* Better make it two dozen.”

“ Good 1 sawd Bunter again.

“ Certainly.”

“ And what about doughnuts "

“Oh, say a hundred.”

e ,.%nd cakes—one currant and onc seed 777

4 ﬂg_l‘?

“* And a pot of jam—-”

“Half a dozen.”

“ And a tin of pinecapple—="!

11 TWE‘.”

“Good! T'm really very much cbliged lo you fellowse—"

“ Nothing to be obliged to us for,” eaid Beb Cherry, in
faamnishmenb. “"What have you got to be obliged 1o ea
or?”’

“ Why, vou're going to pay—""

“ Oh, no, we're not,” said Bob coolly. ¥ Yon can have all
those things you've mentioned, and any number nmore—in
foct, you can have anything you can pay for.”

n Eh l.ir?l

“ And I hepe you'll have a really good feed,” said DBob
Cherry. And he walked away with his chums, leaving Billy
Bunter rocted 1o the floor.

“Well, of all the uiter rotters!” gjaculated TDunter.
“ Fancy leading a fellow on like that! Beost !

The Famous Four did not go out mio the Close with 1o
rest of the Form, They went up o Study No.o 1, and
Wharton closed the door as they enicred.

“I've got something to say to you chaps,” he said. * Loder
has scored over us this time, and we've got 1o make him sit
up. He's got to be made to understand that it's safer to
let the Bemove alone.”

“Hear, hear !" said Bob Cherry.

“I've got an idea, We can't tackle Loder. because he's
a prefect, and he would bring the masters down on us. He's
cad enough for anything. But we're }gning to punish him all
the same. We'll pay him a2 visit in his room to-night.”

“ And rcme creany-puffs i

“ROUGH ON RATCLIEE " 0 o, o e .
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The lady—otherwise Kerr of the Fourth—made a sndden rﬁsi:. and before the amﬁx_&d-hﬁi;;;;{aﬂter could du.:ig.a;,
she threw her arms round his neck. * Oh, Horace, haven't you a kind word for your poor little witey?" she
sobbed. The housemasier struggled furiously to release himselt,

intoxicated ! You are not my wife!

— e

—

I am not A married man !
(For the gbove incident see the grand, long, complete tale of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim's,
entitled: *'ROUGH ON RADCLIFF,'" by Marfin Clifford, which is contained in our popular

companion paper, The " Gem '* Library.

The juniors looked zerious.

“ My hat!” said Johnny DBull, with a whistle, * That's
rather thick, Fou know—raiding a prefect’s room.  Thera
will be a row.’

“Only he won't know it's uz"'

“TEh* Why won't he?"

“ Beeause we're poing to black our faces 30 that we sha'n't
be recognizedl,” said Harry Wharton,  * Je won’t even know
that it's Greviriars fellows at all,  We'll black our faces and
put on old coats, and there you are !

!.3-:11'[1- {:'yl-ll‘*rr_}f -L-hlucginci_ ,

"1t will give Loder a bit of a jump when we walk in on
hin,” he remarked. S

“We'll give him something more than a jump,” said
EHaorey Wharton, " The cane ho licked us with 1= still in his

THE Macwer Lisrary.—No., 244,
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“ Madam, let me go! You are mad, or—else

Release me Instantly | "

Qut on Thursday. Price One Penny.)

s

sludy. What's sauce for the goose is sauce for the pander.
He can have a taste of his own medicine.

“There'll be trouble,” said Nugent. “But T'm game,
I'in simply aching to go for Leder. I'm aching all over!"

“Tll get soine bleeking into the dorm, to-night, and we'll
gtn !al'r.!er“!.ha other chaps ave aslesp,” zaid Wharton. " Keep
it dark.

‘* What-ho 1™

“ITallo, balle, hallo ' murmured Bob Cherry softly. e
made & spring to the door and threw it suddenly open.
There was a yelp of surprise, and Billy Bunter rolled over
in the doorway.

“ I thought so ! exclaimed Bob Cherry wrathfully. * You
fat cad, you were listening

“I—-I wasn't!"” stuttercd Bunter, sitting up ond groping
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for his spoctacles, and putting them steaight on his fat little
nose. ' I—I'd scorn such an action! 1 was coming to
speak to you fellows about the feed. I—I never oven heard
you mention Loder's name.”

You—you fat bounder, how do you know we were talking
ah{?tlt Loder if you weren't listening ?" roared Bob.

11 don’t know it," gasped Bunter. * Besides, I sha'n’t
say o waord about the blacking. And—and look here, 1—
Ow! Yow!"

Bunter scrambled wildly out of tho study as Bob Cherry’s

ta came in cortact with his plump limbs. He gained his
feet, and blinked into tha study furiously.
s You rotters ! he roared. " I'Il-—"

diold on, Billy,” eaid Harry Wharton laughing.
d{*-st-rvedl what you've got, for listening.
good pointing out to

! M ¥ou
suppose it's no
; ou that that's & cad’s trick? You
wouldn’t understand. But don’t repeat what you've heard,
or you'll get the biggest ragging you ever had in your life.”
" Of course, T shouldn't dream of repeating an%';hing.”
said Bunter. “ Y hope I'm not that sort of fellow. Did you
say that I could have a enack at the tuckshop, Wharton i
“ No, I didn't.”
; “Ahem! One good turn deserves another, you know.

“Oh, go and feed, and hold your tonguel” exclaim
Wharton, ** Cuatch 1" : ’ «
_ Ho tossed o half-crown across to Bunter.
it on his nose.

“Ow! What's that "

“ Half-a-crown, fathead !**

" Thanks! Bhall I fpu.ﬂt. this down to the old account, or
will you have it out of my postal-order when it comes? Of
wwourse, you understand that I eannot accept it as o gift 7"

Harry Wharton did not reply. He picked up a ruler and
made & stride towards the Owl of the %.emm'e.

Billy Bunter went down the passage at top spoed, Jeavong
ungettled the important guestion whether he should repay
the two-and.six out of his expected postal-order, or put
it down to the old account.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
And Vernon-Smith Has Another,

ERNON-BMITH & CO. camo into the school shep and
found MHilly Bunter there. The [at junior was losking
rather Jammy and sticky, and he was Rnishing a plate
of jam-tarts with & somoewhat dizeonsolate wir.

Vernon-8mith ordered four gingers, and sat on the high
siool at the counter. Bolsover major, and Snoop, and Stott

lounged up to the counter. Bunter blinked affably at the
Boundcr.

* How many gin
“ Four " snapped Vernon-Smith.

“Oh! 1 t-hmlqht perhaps you said five,™
“Well, I didn’t soy five.”’

“You might make it five,"” ruggested Runter. "“Jam
makes me thirsty. You koow, it's up to you to stand the
Form a fced, Smithy, since Wharton and the rest have eome
df.::'ﬂ sz handsome. They ain't the sons of millionaires,
eithor™

“Well, there's something in that,” remarked Snoop, look-
ing at the Bounder cut of the corner of his eve. ™ ll']'l-:l:.-"ra::n
fluzh of money just at present, but they haven't really got =0
much as you, Smthy., It's up to you to show them that you
can como down guite ss handsome as they can.”

“Good idea " aseented Stott.

Vernon-8mith smiled disagreeably.

“Fools and their money are soon parted,” he remarked.
“1've got more money and more sense.  I'm not wasting ten
guid on jamn-tarts for a crowd. No fear!”

“ It would keep our end up against them, you Ynow ™
urged Snoop, with a hungry glance at the good things dis-
ilayed in Mrs. Mimble's Tittle shop.

“1'Il find a cheaper way of keeping my end up,” said the
Bounder. ) '

“Well porhaps vou're right,” said Snoop thoughtfully.
" Perhaps it's better to atnn%l a feed 1o us, only, and leave
the Form out of it."’ ]

“ Yea: that's rather & good idea,” said Stott,

Vernon-Smith did not take the hint. He paid for four

inger-beers, and put the change of & sovereign away caze-
ully into his pocket. Snoop’s eyes followed it in a famished
sort of way. The Bounder was little liked by anybedy in
the Romove, but he had his followers on account of his
wealth: but he handed his wealth out with a very sparin
hand indeed. He had, as he sometimes remarked, plenty o
money, and plenty of sense to take care of it ] .

“Give me o ginger-beer, Mre. Mimbic, please,” said Billy

e,

Bl:" Yes," said Mrs. Mimble, waiting to see the money fitst,
as she always did when she was serving Bunter.
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rg did vou arder, Smithy I he asked.
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“ Ahem ! I haven't any change now,” said Bunter. ** Youm
had beiter put it down.”

“1I ean give you change, Master Bunter,”

“Ahem! I—T say, Smithy, you might settle for this, and
I'l} let you have it when my postal-order comes,” suggested
Bunter.

* Hats!” zaid Vernon-Smith.

“¥You can put it down to Wharton’s account,
Mimble.”

B" Not unless Master Wharton tells mo so himeself, Master
unter.”"

Tha Owl of the Remove grunted peevishly.

* Where have you been getting money from, Bunter?”
asked Bolzover, glancing at the remains of the fesd befora
the fat junmior. ** You seem to have been doing vourself
protty well”

“Wharton made me a small advance upon my postal-
order,”” said Billy Bunter, with dignity., " Some fuflﬂwa can
take my word.”

** Must be silly asses, if they do!” remarked the Bounder.

M Oh, really, 3mithy! I could get a tip out of Loder,
if 1 weren't such an %’lﬂnmtrahlu gap. He would bo jolly
glad to know what Wharton's going to do to-night.”

The Bounder looked interested,

““What iz he going to doi” he asked.

*1 decline to tell you. If you can’t trust me with the
price of a ginger-becr, you ean't expect me to trust you with
a secret, exicles, it will make a fearful row: there's cer-
tain to be trouble about it.”

* Another ginger-beer, please,” gaid Vernon-Smith. * Now
go ahead, Bunter.”

“Can 1 have a tart with it?™

“Yes, you fat bonnder.™

::%_nd somie more cake."

03, poTpoise,

' Good !“1‘11':'

Cake and tart and ginger-beer were placed before Bunter,
and Vernon-Smith threw another sovereign on the counter,
m a princely way. Billy Bunter devotod his attention te
the eatables and drinkables, and scemed to have forgotten
that he had undertaken to tell the Bounder anything., Mirs.
Mimble had gone back into her little parlour, and Vernon-
Smith gave Bunter & poke in the ribs to remind him that
he had not yet disclosed the seeret. Bunter was drinking
ginger-beer at the moment, and the poke in the ribs made
him give a wild gasp and gurgle.

* Gorrrrrooch I

“1I'm waiting,”” said Vernon-Smith.

“Groocooch! You ass! You've made me chech-choke."

“1°1l pour 1t down tho back of your neck i you don't keep
your bargain,” sad Vernon-3mith threateningly. Y MNow,
what are those bounders in No. 1. up tol”

“Groch! I don't know whether I really ought to tell
you, ¥ou see—"  Billy Bunter broke off as YVernon-Smith
clenchod his fiet, " All right; I'm just going to tell youl
It's a yape cn Laoder, you know,™

* Loder ! What kind of & jape®®

* Thevy're going to glgt into his room to-night,” whispered
Bunter cautiously. ' They'ra igﬂins; ta black their faces so

l a

Mra.

that they won't be recognised, and rag Loder. What do
son think of that for a Jape?”

Vernon-Bmath whistled softly.

“My hat!’ gjaculated Bolsover, in amazement. *f That's

ratner thick ™

“¥You'd better keep your head shut about it, Duntee™
sanl Vernon-Smith coolly. *If they knew that you had told
us, you'd get a fearful ragging.”

“You're not going to give me awayi’ oxclaimed Dunter,
in alarm. " I—I was telling von in confidence, you know."

* You'd better not tell anybody else in eonfidence.™

Vornon-Smith cigned fo hie followers, and walked out of the
shop.  They stoppcd under the shady clms outside. The
Bounder's eves were glittering. .

T faney we can get even with those cads in No. 1. now,"
he mattored.

Bolsover frowned.

“¥au're not thinking of giving them away to Loder™ he
asked. "1 bar sneaking, Smithy. I'm up against them as
murch a2 von hke; but 1 draw the line ot that.”

“Wha's talking about sncaking?”

“Well, 1 thought—"

“Well. con't think, then " prowled the Bounder.
the thinking fo me:

* Lok herp—" :

* ¥You chaps think 1 ought to stand a big feed, to_lkeep
level with Wharton & Co.'* said the Bounder sarcastically.
“Well, I'm not throwing money away, if I know it. DBut
I've got a wheeze; it came into my head as Dunter was
jawing. 1 thirk I can promise you that we'll have a [eed
after lights out to-night, as big as anything that Wharton
and the cthers could stand, i they blucd all their tin”

| r. ‘*Leave
T've goi the bramms {0 do it with.”

“ROUGH ON RATCLIFFI” . iums s il



“ You're thinking of raiding them?™'

“I'm thinking of a raid—not a study raid, though.” The
I;mt::rd{-r lowered his voice. * What about raiding the tuck-
shop?"

"I}Phﬂw !TF

“Mrs Mimble has got in a {resh stock—heaps and heaps
of things. We could carry off enough to stack away some-
where, and feed as we liked.”

Bolsover hesitated.

“But I—I say," he muttored. *“ It's all very well raiding
a study—that’s among ourselves, and it’s understoed on both

sides. But raiding the tuckshop—that-——that comes to the
SR thm[g a3 stealing, you know.” : : : y
t‘;(}h, it you're gomng to begin preaching in Wharton's
atyle——

Bolaover reddenad. ]

“I1 don't call that preaching,” he said. I call that being
barely decent. Raiding Mrs. Mimble is stealing, and there's
r: other way about it. If you're proposing to pay for the
thinga, there's no need to raid them, And if you'ro not——"

“1'm not—no fear!™

“Then I'd rather you left me out,” said Bolsover.

“T'Il leave wou out, with pleasure,” said the Bounder,
with & sneer. “ I suppose I can rt.-l;e‘ on yvou to held your
tongue? You're not going to sneak?

“Na,' said Bolzover savapely. *“I'm not going to sneal,
But I won’t have a hand in it.”

* Pleaso yourself."

Bolsover swung angrily away. But Snoo
apparently, were less particular, for they listen
ness a3 Vernon-8mith unfelded his plan.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
In the Dead of Night.

and Btotk,
with eager-

¥ g OT it
‘FYE-E--”
G Harry Wharton showed the neek of a bottle from
his jacket pocket, and then shpped it out of sight
again. Bob Cherry chuckled. ) . .

“Good. I say, [ya.uppusa the stoff will come off all rllght’i 4

“Yes; it will wash off ecasily cnough afterwards,’”” said
Harry, laughing. We can slip into the bath-room alter
wa'vo seon Loder, and clean it off before we get back to
tho dorm.”

“ Right-o!" .

In the Remove dormitory, Wharton slipped the bottlo of
liquid blacking under his pillow. Loder camo in to seo lights
out. He bestowed a scowl upon thoe Famous Four.

“ You havoe not done your lines, Wharton,” he said.

* No,"” said Harry.

“They are doubled.”

*"Thanks I'

Loder gritted his tecth.

“And if they ave not donp to-morrow I shall report the
matter to your Form-master,” he said.

“ Right-o!" ) )

ILoder dropped the subject. He put the lights out in the
Remove dormitory, and guitted the room, with a Iast scowl-
ing glance at the chums of Study No. 1. There was a chuckle
from Billy Bunter’s bed.

“ Loder doesn't know,'" ho remarked.

“Shurrup " growled Bob Cherry.

“Oh, I sav, you fellows, there's no necd to keop the
seerck mow, you know—"

“ Dy up 1

“Oh, really—I think—yooop "

A boot descended upen Billy Bunter, and he left off his
remarks to yell.

“Tf you want the other boot, vou'd better go on jabber-
ing,"’ said Bel Cherry.

“Yow! DBeast! Groo!”

“Bhurrup, and go to sleep, Hﬂrﬁﬁisr."

And Billy Buntor snorted and shut up, He did not want
tho ather boot.

“What's tho giddy sccret?” asked Vernon-Smith.

“Mind your own bizuey,” said Bob Cherry cheerfully.

And he went to sleep,

The Removites dropped off into slomber one by one,
Harry Wharton remamned awake, He still had an ache in
sevoral places, reminiscent of the terrific licking he had
receivod in Loder’s study, and it helped him to keep awake.
Ho lay in bed listening to the clock as the hour tolled again
and agsain, .

Tt was not fall mifimﬁht had struck that he sat up in bed.
Tho dormitory was dark and silent; only the sound of steady
breathing was heard, with the
William George Bunter.

“You felows awake®' whispored Wharton,

anoro !

Wharton smiled, and shpped out of bed. Ho shook Bob
Cherry and MNugent and Jobnny Bull in turn, and they
woke up, and turned out of bed without n word., The chums
of tho Bemove did not intend to let the rest of the Form
know anything about the intonded expedilion, if they could
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help it. IF there was an inquiry aftcrwards, the fower that
knew anything about it tho botter it would be.

he juniors dressed themselves guietly, without exchanging
a word, and stepped softly towards tho door of the dormitory.
Wharton opened it with great caution, and they passed on
tiptos into the passage. arry closed the door almost with-
ou; & sound. :

e drew a docp breath in the passage.

* That's all right!” he murmured. ' Nobody was awake,
I think.”

" Good egg! Come on!"

The chums of the Remove stole along the aimdawf _pas-
sage. At midnight all the lights wers out at Greyitiars;
the Head himsell had long gono to bed. There was no
sound in the great huiidin%. ,

The éunmrn reached the Remove P.usaagc ond stepped into
Neo. 1 Study. Wharton had carefully closed the blind before
going to bed; and now he lighted the gas, without danger of
the light showing in the Close without. o )

He poured a quaniity of the liguid blacking inte a basin,
and added water to it. Then he dipped a sponge into the
m_i.‘r:}l,u_re, and, standing beforo the glass, daubed his face
with 1k,

In a couple of minutes he had transformed himsclf into a
very good imitation of a Christy minstrel.

Bob Cherry grinned as ho looked at him. .

“ My only aunt!" he murmured. ''It's enough to give
auyhcﬁy a Jjump to sco a chivvy like that at night time.”

Wharton grinned. The effcct of the grin upon his black
faco was ludierous, and Bob Cherry roared.

“ Bhut up, you ass!” said Nugont.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bob Cherry proceeded to dsub his face, and Nugent and
Johnny Bull followed his example. The four blackened
juniors grinned at one ancther. c-rtainli they had obvisted
the danger of recognition. In the broad daylight it would
havo been difficult to say with certainty who thoy wore.

‘““ Now, shove tho coats on,”" said Harry. ) _

Four old coats had been provided by the chums in readi-
ness. They slipped them on, and buttoned them up, quito
concealing their ¢lothes, Harry Wharton took a last glance
i'ft:: the glass, grinned at his reflection, snd turned out
tho oag.

 Follow vour leader !’ ho murmured. .

The juniors left the study, and strode away cautiously to-
wards the Sixth-Form passage. The Sixth had the privilege
of cccupying separate bed-rooms, their rooms being studics
by day and bedchambers by night. Each of the Bixth had &
room to himsalf, therefore; and 3o the juniors knew that they
would cateh Loder alone. FLoder was not a believer in the
old proverb which tells us that it is wize to go te bed and
risn early in order to obtain health, wealth, and wisdom. He
was penerally one of the last fellows to bed, and when he
mado his little excursions out of bounds—as he sometimes did
—hizs hours were vory late indeed.

Harry Wharton & Co. reached Loder’s door, and pauscd
there, Wharton tried the door, and found it open readily.
There was a slight creak of the handle as ho turned it. The
door opened, and Wharton put in his head and listened,

There was no sound in the room., If Loder was asleep, he
was sleeping very soundly, Wharton stepped in, and the
juniors followed him cauntiously. Bob Cherry was the last,
and he closed the door.

Wharton listened apain, with his car cocked towards the
bed in tho aleove. Ile could hear no sound.

Crash !

Bob Cherry caught lns legp aganst a chair in the darkness
and it went over.  lle clutched at it to savo it, and succecded
in knocking it at full length on the foor,

“0Oh!" gasped Bob,

“You ass! murmurcd Wharton,

“Well, he's got to wake, anyway.”

“ Listen!"

Strangely cnough, there was no sound from the bed. Even
the crash of the falling chair had not swakened Lodor.

“He's slecping jolly soundly,” said Nugent, in amazement.
f']“ We'll give ham something to curs all that " grinned Bob
“herry.

o an, ha, ha!”

“ Mustn't awaken him with faces hke this' said Harry.
“Weo don’t want to give him a fright. Call him firat,”

“(zood! Lodert!™

* Lapdor 1

* Lioder I

There was no veply from tho bed, The juniors ralsed their
voices as high as they dared, for fear of awskening the
fellows in the adjoining rooms. DBut Loder did not awaken.

* I=—I say, that’s quecr!” muttered Nugent uneasily. * De
you think he's gone to bed squiffy, sand can’t wake up?™”

13
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“ T shouldn't wonder. It would be like him"”

‘“ Perhaps he's ill.”

“Then wo'll make him iller. Loder! Loder!”

Still no roply, Harry Wharton picked up » cushion from
the armehair, and tossed it upon the bed. Thud!

Thc-_:,.l' heard the pillow fall upon the bed. Still there was
no voice from Loder., Harr harton, very much puzzled,
stepped towards the bed at last, and groped over it. Then
he uttered a sharp exelamation,

“ He's not here '

41 Whﬂtl?:”

“ The bed’s empty 1

“ Great Seott ! .

The four juniora groped over the bed together. Certainly
it was empty, and had evidently not been slept in. The
left amears of blacking over the bedclothes as they groped,
but they did not see them in the darkness.

“ Well, my only summer chapeau ! ejaculated Bobh Cherry,
“ Sold 1™

““The rotter is out on the tiles!” prowled Nugent. 1
know hé sometimes goes down to Friardale of a night. That's
where he's gone, for & cert.™

" Tho rotter!™

“ Yes, it's specially rotten of him to be out of bounds when
we've taken all the trouble of getting vp in the middle of the
night to wallop him!" grinned Johnny Bull,

‘Ha, ha, hal”

“ Hark " exclaimed Wharton suddenly.

There was a faint sound in the paﬁﬁa‘ﬁf.

" Bomehody’s r.::;umin;}‘ " whispered Wharton.

““Tt must be Loder !

i ?EE.”

. “Time he got back. Past half-past twelve,’ murmm:f_u:l
Nugent. “* Well; let him come. I don’t suppose he’ll strike
a light. It would show from thoe window. Keep close against
the wall here, and mum !”’ ] 1

The juniors Aattoned themselves in a row against the wall.
There was no time for more words. The door opened, and a
dim, shadowy form cniered stealthily.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Raiders.

FTER Harry Wharten & Co. had quitted the Remove
H dormitory the great room remained in dead silenca for
Then a bed ereaked as one of the

somie minutes. .
Remove sat un.  The eyes of the Bounder of Greyfriars
olittered in the darkness.
Ho stepped softly from the bed, and shook Bnoop, who was
in the next bed. =noop opencd his eyes and grunted.
* Wharrer marrer?”

* Wake ap !
“Oht Is that you, Smithy T’
“Yes. Quiet!” ,
“ Have—have they gene?’ murmpred Snoop drowsily.
“¥ez. Get op!”
“1--T say, Smithy,” muormuored
Snoop, “I—I don’t think it's such a

ripping scheme, raiding the tuckshop,
vou know, after &sll.  Bupposo we
chuck it ?"

“Do you want me to e¢mply your
washstand  jug over you, Bnoopt”
asked Vernon-Bmith, in a lew, concen-
trated tone.

“ MN-n-no, of course net.”

“Then got up!”
: “Oh, all right!”
aignedly.

He turned out of bed. Vernon-
Smith shook Stott in his turn, and
Btott woelte up, There was & murmur-
ing remonstrance from Stott, and &
savage growl from the Bounder., Stott
followed SBnoop's example, and turped
out, :

“Don't make n row,” whispered the
Bounder. " This thing has geot to be
kept awfully dark. Carry your beots
in vour paws, and follow me.”

*“All ri h{:.”_

“ And don’t Jaw.”

Vernon-8mith led the way, and in a
few minutes they wero safe 1n the pas-
sage outside, and putting their boots
on in the dark. 'Then the Bounder led
the way to the box-room at the end of
the Remove passage, on the next Boor
below, and opened the window. Snoop
snd Stott followed ham, dropping
f_rrﬂn the window to the ground out-
Blrda.r
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Thera was & glimmer of starlight in the Close, Snoop and
Stott looked white in the dim light, and Vernon-Smith sneered
as he glanced at them.

“ What are you afraid »f 7" he demanded.

“ N-n-nothing,"” stammered 8noop, * I—I—I'm not alraid.”

“*And I'm not, either, S-s-s-smithy " said Stoit.

“ What are your tecth chattering for, then?"’

“It's ¢-c-cold.”

“Pah! There's nothing to be funky about,”” satd Vernon-
@mith contemptuously, * We've going to muke a jolly good
raid, and the blame will be put on those rotters.  It's as
casy as falling off a form.”

“I'm r-r-r-ready,” said Snoop.

“Como on, then, and get o Little pluck from somewhers,
for goodness’ sake”

The Bounder led the way. He stopped at last in an angle
of the old building where great masses of ivy grow thickly.

** Here's the place.™ :

_ He drew a paclket of lampblack from the recesses of the
ivy, and an old jam é'ur full of water, He took a soft sponge
from his pocket. noop and SBtott watched him while fio
madeo a mixture, and daubed his face with it. They shivered
us he daubed their faces in turn,

Y*I=—1 say, how arc we going to get this of again beforo
we go back to the dorm.?" Snoop mgl..ltkered um:ras%l]r.

Y Wash 1t in the fountain in the Close.” '

“0h! All r-r-right.”

Vernon-8mith grinned as he surveyed his companions,

. You'lll do,”” he said. He put the jar and the packet back
into their hu:im%-fnlam in the recess of the ivy, and led the
way across the Clese.  The three juniora kept as close as
they could in the shadows of the buildings.  Suddenly
Vernon-Smith paused, with a quick, gasping breath, and
graspod both his companions, and drew them close to the wall,

“Hush ! he scarcely breathed.

Snoop and Btott crouched against the wall, scarccly daring
to draw breath. They did not know what Vernon-Smith
had seen in the darkness of the Close; but in their excited
imagination the dreaded form of the Head loomed up.

A shadowy figure passed within six paces of them.

It was not tho Head. It was evidently a senicr, but Snoopn
and Stott did not recognise him. He was walking near the
buildings, and with stealthy steps. The two juniors shivered
as he passed by, and disappeared into the gloom,

It wasz full ten minutes after the figure had passed that
Vernon-Smith ventured to release his grasp upon his com-
rades, and move. !

: Tt's all right now," he muttered.

% EE&:;};I‘:G wasz 177 gpasped Snoop.

“loder! My hat! He's been out, then.'”

“Yes, out on the tiles, T suppose.” gr
O ol N e ki-uj:w_h gritmed the Bounder.

“Then there's nothing to be afraid of,” said Stott, with
mora courage. ' Ie wonldn't darc to
say he suw us here—he'd have to own
that he’'d been breaking bounds.”

“Ass! If he saw us here, he'd run
ug 1, amd pretend that he heard us,
and got wup specially ! growled the
Dounder. * But it's all right =ow,
Come onl”

They skirted the Close, and reachedd
the tu-:l-:shup in the correr, under the
old elms. The shadows of the trecs foll
thickly on the front of the little shop,
and the raiders were sccure from nE-
servation now, if thero had been any-
bedy in the Close at such an hour.

Brnoep  and  Stott were  trembling
agamn. They felt very much like
burglars as they paused in the dark-
ness before the little shop, and only
the influyace of the Bounder prevented
them from bolting, and giving up the
enterprise,

But the Bounder was perfectly cool.

The little window in_the door of the
gshop was lus object. It was made to
open, and the catch was a simple one.
Yernon-8mith forced it back with the
blade of lis pocket-krife, and opened
the window, and put his hand through
and unbholted the door.

“There's anly one bolt,” he re-
marked. “It's all simple ™

Y Geg-good I muttered Snoop.

Vernon - Smith pushed the door
cautiously open.

Mra, imEIc-a had a room behind the
little shop, and the raiders did not wish
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Mrs. Mimble was clinging to the counter, shrieking.

“0h, Master Wharton, thank goodness you've comel”

she gasped, ceasing to shriek at the zight of the familiar face of the Remove captain.

to risk awskening the good lady. If she awakoned, and
should see them, they would certainly not be recognised,
with their blackened faces—but Vernon-8mith did not want
that to happen uniil the booty weas safe. .

He led the way calmly into the shop. He lighted the gas,
turning it high enough to show them !ight te move sbout.

“ Mow, then, buck up with the stuff I he zaid. ]

He opened a large cricket bag he had brought with him,
and the three raiders began to pack Mrs. Mimble's good
things into it.

Bage of jam-tarts and puffs, jars of jam and marmalade,
bottles of jelly and preserved fruits, wero rapidly packed
away.

In spite of their caution, the raiders made zome noise in
maving the articles.

But there was no alarm, and the bag was soon packed
full to overflowing. :

‘1 say, we sha'n't get that away very easily,’
Stolt. .

“Weo can carry it between us”

“Where are we going to hide the stuff?
into the dorm.”

Tae Macwer Lisrary.—No. 20,
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muttered

We can't get ik

“YWe can siick it in the old cell in the Cloisters till
morning."

“ Oh, good.™

“Got it outside now." ;

The heavy bag was carried out. Vernon-Bmith turned
out. the light. T%.a three juniors carried the plunder away,
and it was safely stowed in the old monk's cell in the recesses
of the Cloisters of Gr&;,lfrin:rs.

“We'd better get in,’’ said Snoop.

' N{l‘t' yﬂt 11:

* Why not e

“ Weo've got to go back to the shop”

“ Why—what for?”

“ For Mra. Mimble to zee us.”

"'Ey}h, my hat!™ i s

“You're m-m-mad " gas Snoop.

¢t Oh, come on. If ﬂh&g{]ﬂ?}ﬁ“:t sce fellowe with black faces,
how i3 she going to identify Wharton & Co. as the raiders
to-morrow '’ demanded Vernon-Smith.

[FY i-'f-r';'!r b‘ut- ia

“ Bhut up, and come on.”

The wealer natures obeyed the stronger one.

Vernon-
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Smith led the way baek, and Snocop and Stott followed him
with wildly pulsing hearts. The Bounder led the way into
the raided tuckshop and lighted the gas. Then he picked
1’;h'ﬁ 121 jar of jam, and allowed it to fall from his hands upon
tha fioor,

Crash!
HM-m-my hat!'" stuttered Snoop.
Crash! Crash!

Two or three bottles of preserved fruits followed the
jam ({ar, crashing and breaking on the Boor. There was &
sounid of movement in the back room, snd a cry. If was
avident that Mrs. Mimbla wazs awake. Varnon-Smith
dropped another jar. .

¢ door at the back of the shop opened, and a terrified
face looked out. In the gaslight in the shop, thres juniors
with blackened faces were distinetly visible. ,

“Oh!" ghricked Mres, Mimble. * Help! Burglars! Firal
Thicves! Halp!*

" The three raders ran for the door. )

They belted into the Close and vanished from Mra.
Mimble's sight; and the still night air rang with the shrieks
of the terrified old lady.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Licklog for Loder.

ARRY WHARTON & Co., motionless in the study in
the Sixth-Form passage, held their breath as the dim
figure entered at the door. They could barely make
out the outlines of the figure in the deep gloom, bus

th%)' knew that it was Loder.

he prefect closed the door behind him, and qmpaﬂ his

way to the bed and zat down on the edge of it. The juniors
heard him taking his boots off.

Quite unconscious of the presence of the juniors in the
room, Loder was preparing to go to bed. X{Jarr:,' Wharton
reached out his hand towsrds the closed door, and fapped
on it. Loder gave a jump as he heard the tap. The tap
was on the door, and he did not suspect for a moment that
it came from within the ﬂtudﬂ', and not outside. He started
to his feet, and the juniors heard his gasping breath.

;Wi}n—who'a thera 1" called out Lo

ap!

The prefect came groping over towards the door, and
Wharten squeczed back ocut of sight close to his chum.

Loder opened the door, and peered out into the dusky
passage. .. ) . .

“Who is 1t?" he asked  his voice shaking. Ifiz natural
thought was that & master had discovered his return from
an absence in the middle of the night, and had come to
ﬂg:uk to him on the subject; though why he did not enter
the room was a mystory.

Loder peered up and down the passape.
he could not see very far; but he coul
no one nesr the door. i

He at-edpped back into the study, and closed the door again.
Ho stood for some moments listening, and then went back
townrds the bed.

Wharton had discerned a cene lying on the table, in the
gloom, and he had takem it in his hand. Reaching out
towards the door, without moving his body, he tapped on
th% lmluela with the end of the cane,

ap:

Ioder gave & gasp.

“* What—what—who—"  Heo¢ rushed 1o the door and
flung it opon, and dashed out into the passage.

The jumors chuckled softly,

Loder came back in less than & minute, breathing hard.

“The young rotters!"" he muttered aloud. * It must be
s trick of some of those juniors. I'll make them squirm for
it to-morrow,"

And he went back to the bed, and sat down, and resumed
taking off his boots. Wharton reached out with the cane
again, and tapped the door.

T:E! Tap!

Loder did not move this time.
boota.

Tap! tap! tap!

Wharton rapped on the iable with the cane this time.
That made Loder move. He realised that the sound was
ingide the study. He leaped to his fect,

“8o you're in here!” he panted. * You checky young
acoundrela! I'll—'

A doep voice, the nearest imitation Wharton could assume
aof the Head's stern tones, came through the gloom.

“Todar! Where have you been?”

Loder atarted back.

“Dr Locke!" ho muttered.

‘:iLmilﬂr! ”Ln{lﬂr! Where have vou beon i

“ Have you been on the tiles, Loder?™
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Loder staggered. That such a ridiculous question should
be put to ?um in the deep tones of the Head was too
amazing. He rcalised in & moment or two that it was a
tricl, and that it could not be the Head who was in the study.
Ho struck a match. _
Four black faces looked at him in the sudden light, and
he gave a startled well, and stood staring, until the match

burnt his fingers, and he dropped it with another yell,
louder than the first.
“Ow! Ow! Ow!"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.

“ You—you—you—"" gasped Loder. *[—I—[—"

“ Loder ! Loder! Loder! Where have you been, Loder?
Are vou squiffy, Loder?®” epmne the decp tones agam.

Loder struck another match, and lighted the gas this time,
Aa he lowered his hand from the gasjet the four juniors
rushed at him.

The ﬂrefacrt hit out wildly.
But he was overborne by the rush ond he went with a
bump to the Aoor, and he struggled there in the grasp of
the Famous Four.

“ Leggo!" said Toder, in a suffocated voice. ¥ Groo:
Help! OGhl"

e broke off as a thick wad of paper was stuffod into hia
mouth.

“(Groo! Ocoooh!”

Loder apluttered and struggled fiercely, but the grip of the
four sturdy juniors was not to be broken. They held him
down, &m:i arry Wharton drew o cord from his pocket,
dragged the prefect's wrists together, and tied them tightly.
Then he tied cach of thwaimp'& ankles to a leg of the bed,
Loder being spread-sagled on his face on the floor.

Loder gasped and spluttered, trying to get rid of the wad
of paper in his mouth, but in vain.

* Now give him what he’s been asking for for the last few
days!” said Bob Cherry.

€ Grm !FI

Harry Wharton grasped the cone. The buliy of the Bixth
was I'm‘:u:.!liy chj:m] or taking a licking, and the juniors, who
were atil *“"""5 the effects of their own late castigation,
wera not disposed to apare him.

The cane rose and fell.

“ Yow—ow—ow 1" came in a splutter from Loder. * Yaroo-
goooop "

* Btick some more paper in his mouth ! said Harry.

“Ha, ha! Good!"
* Grooooh !
Lash! Lash! Lash!

“ Yowowowowowowooooh I

19 Hﬂ., h-ﬂ-, hIl- tn-

One dozen sharp cuts the captain of the Remove adminis.
tered. He was greatly inclined to admimister more, as ha
thought of the licking he and MNugent had received when
held helpless in the grasp of the bullies of the SBixth. But
he was more merciful and generous than his enemy, and he
contented himself with a dozen., But they were well laid
ol

Loder gasped and groaned. He ejected the gag with a
great effort, and spluttered wildly.

“Groo! T know you, you young willning!
Wharton—I know that "

“ Ha, ha, ha!*

* One of you's Cherry

One of you's

LE3

or! erd’ sal arton, stdl in {udiieronz umata.
“Loder!” Loder!” said Wh i1 in ludi imi
tion of the deep tones of the Head. ** Arve you sorry for your
mizdeeds "’
“Groo! I'll slaughter you—>=""
ash !

*ﬁhe- cane descended sharply, and Loder gave a fendish
yell.

“Are you sorry?" said the deep vaice,

“Ow! Yes!

“Will you be a good boy in future?™”

“T'll smash you—-""

Lash!

“Yown!

“ Will you bo a good boy?”

“Oh!” gasped Loder.  Yes!”
There was no holp for it.
wiall you ba a very good boy?'

“ ¥Yeos!" proaned Loder.

* An awfully, fearfully good boy?™

“Yeg!" saig Loder, between his grinding teoth. “OL ™

“Good! I hope you'll keep your word!" came the deep
tones agamn.  * Qtherwise I shall be compelled reluctantly
to administer this severc chastisomont again, or."”

Tho imitation of the Head's voice and manner was 39
num{ilete that Wharton's chuma shricked as they heard it.

“ ¥You can get lonso now, Loder! [ dare say you can untio
yoursell in half an hour or so! Meditate upon your sina,
and think how to become a deeent chap "

By MARTIN GLIFFORD, in this Thursday's
number of “THE QGEM " LIBRARY. One Penny.



“Qh1” gasped Loder. *I—1—-"

His voice failed him.

The gas was turned ount, and Harry Wharton & Co. quitted
the study, closing the door behind them. Loder was Jeft
wriggling in his bonds in the darkness,

o could have obtained help by shouting, but he did not
care to do that, He would have to explain how it was that
he was up and dressed in the middle of the night. It was
safer for him to keep the matter gquiet at present; and he
struggled with his bonds, frantic with rage, and muttering
the most lurid threats against the juniors

Who they were he could not tell, but he was guite certain
that Harry Wharton was one of them. The others might be
any members of the Remove ; but he was certain that Harry

rton was the leader in the daring enterprise,

He understood that the jumiors must have come to the
gtudy expecting to find him in bed, and intended to thrash
pim there. By returning from his nocturnal excursion while
they were in the study he had to some extent placed himself
in their power. He was very reluctant to have to explain
his midnight excursion to the Head,

He wriggled and wrestled in the cords, and at last suc-
cecded in getting his hands loose. Then he untied his feet,
and roso.

Ag he rose he suddenly started and listened. From the
dark Close withont eame the sound of shrill screams and
shrieks for help.

“M-my hat!" ejaculated Loder,
now? That's Mrs. Mimble 1™

He stroade to the window and threw it open. Clearly across
the Close, through the still air of the summer night, came the
shricks,

“Help! Help! Burglars!”

“What are they up to

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Suspected !

o ALLQO, hallo, hallo! What's that row ™
Bob Chervy uttered the exclamation. The Famons
Four were in the bath-reom, with a mere glimmer
of gas, cleaning off the blacking, They had cleaned
themselves down, and removed all traces of the disguise, and
taken off the old coats, which were plentifully sprinkled with
black. They had been about to leave the bath-roomy, and
Bob Cherry had opened the door, when they heard the shricks
from the Close,

“Help! Help! DBurglers! Thieves! Help!

£ M.!I' g1

“ Burglars '”

“Come on ' shouted Harry Wharton,
That's Mrs. Mimble !

The coats, which they had intended to take back to the
study for conccalment, were tossed into a corner of the bath-
reom, and the four jumio:s rin down the possage.

Doors were opening in several directions now, and voices
were calling.

Harry Wharion & Co. did not stop.

They dashed down the stairs and tove at the fastenings of
E;Ilﬁ door. They drageed it open and dashed out into the

Qe

Two or three windows opened.  Mr., Quelch leaned out.

“ Whet 15 that?’ he shouted. " Who is there?” He had
canght sight of the moving figures of the junicrs In the
gloom.

“We're going to help, sir!”’ shouted back Wharton, without
stopping. ' It's Mrs. Mimble calling for help, sir!™

They ran on,

Lights were flashing and gleaming in the House windows
now, Wm{ﬂtﬂ of the Bixth came dashing out of the House,
with a ericket-stump in his hand. Loder foliowed him with
a poker. Courtney and Valenee dashed after them, and then
camo Coker of the Fifth, m his shirt and trouscrs.  The
alarm of burglary and the shricks of Mrs. Mimble brought
the fellows crowding out; bovs of all Forms turned out to
the rescue, and pourcd into the Close with what weapons
they could catch up in their haste.

But the Famous Four had a pood start, and they were
first. The gleam of light from the window of the tuckshop
guided them, and ﬂ‘mﬁf" dashed across the shadowy Close, an
grrived breathless at the open doorway.

“Mrs. Mimble, what is the matter ¥

The stout lndy was elinging to the eounter and shrieking.

_ 8he ceased to shrick at the sight of the familiar faces of the
Juniors.

“Oh, MMaster Wharton, thank gnaﬂnnm you've come, sir!”?

“It's all right now, ma’am!’ said Harry comfortingly.
" Where are the riddy burglars? I can’t see them™

“They're gone, Master Wharton ™

“"Gone! Where?!

“ They ran off into the Close!” panted the good lady.
" They—~they're there somewhere!  They've robbed my
?hpli!l” Oh, dear! Oh, dear! I—I feel as if I'm going o
aint !
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“Tlan't, ma'am " exclaimed Bob Cherry, in alarm.

“Hold on, Mrs. Mimble 1™

Perhaps Mrs. Mimble was not able to ‘“hold on” B8he
slid to the floor, and Wharton cought her and lowered her
rently. Her weight was a little toe much for the junior to
suport.

** Buck up, Mrs. Mimble—"

Mrs. Mimble moaned faintly. ]

**Dash some water in her face!”™ exclaimed Nugent,
“That’s the best thing when they faint."

“* Neo water here—""

“ Here's a bottle of ink—that will do!™

“ Good ! Why, she's recoveringI'®

Mrs. Mimble opened her eyes guite quickly.

“I—1 feel better now, she gasped. * Oh, dear! I've had
such & fright! Oh, dear! The wicked villaina! Oh!”

The crowd had arrived by this time. Mr. Quelch, half-
dressed, with a dressing-gown over his scanty garments, strode
in, with Wingate and two or three other prefects.

Mrs. Mimble was sobbing softly now. Bhe had had a
fright, and the reaction hm:lE set in, and she showed stron
symptoms of going into hysterice.  Perhaps the dread o
being revived g; means of the bottle of ink restrained her.
“What s exclaimed Mr, Quelch. ““What has

hanpened ¥°
e Burglara, Mr. Quelch! O

* (Oh, dear, me! Burglars! : !
I never had such a fright in my life—with their dreadf

black faces!” sobbed Mrs. Mimble.

Loder uttered an exclamation. ,

“*Plack faces, did you say, Mra. Mimble?’

“* Ves, Master Loder. Oh, dear—oh, dear!” _

Mr. Quelch gazed round the shop. The smashed jars on
the floor, and thoe articles upset on all sides, betrayed the
work of the raiders. But Mr. Quelch did not put it down to
n gang of burglars, as Mrs. Mimble did. he Remove-
master did not consider it likely thot crackemen would break
into Mrs. Mimble's little shop to raid cakes and buns and
jars of jam, Mr. Quelch suspected that the dclinquents
would be found nearer home. -

1 do not think therc is any cause for alarm,"” said the
Remove-master, frowning. **'This is not the work of
huridars. WH] you asecrtain what has been taken, Mus.
Mimble? 1 thin{ you will find that nothing is missing that
is not eatable” i .

1 think so, tos, sir,”" said Wingate.
juniors have been raiding the tuck.™

“Yes; that is my opinion.™ ]

** I3 there any money in the till, Mrs. Mimble ¥

" Yer, Mr., Queleh.’ )

* Please ascertain if it is still there.” ;

Mrs, Mimble did se. The money was intact. Mrs.
Mimble began to recover herself now. She understood that
the peeuliar burglars she had scen most probably belonged to
Greyfriars.

“{an you describe to me the persons you saw, Mis.
Mimble?” asked the Remove-master. = j

They had their faces blackencd, sir," said Mts Mimble.
“Now I think of 1t, they were not tall enough to be men;
they looked like boys, but——"

*1 thonght so. ow many were there?”

“f saw three, sir.”

Mr. Quelelh compressed hiz lips. i

“1t is perfectly clear that this raid has been committed b
bovs belonging to the school, and not by burglars,” he said.
“ Thoy hlacked their faces to avoid recognition. I suppose
vou cannot say who they were, Mrs. Mimble "

“ Oh, dear, no, sir! % thought they were burglars.”

“i¥ell, I shall ascertain,” said Mr. Quelch. ** There will
be a very strict inquiry into this matter, and the young
rascals will e severely punished, and your loss will be mado
vood, Mrs, Mimble. It should be easy to discover which
boys were absent from their dormitories, and had their faces
blncked.

The Famous Four looked at one another in dismay.

They had been absent from their dormitory, ar:u]y had had
their faces Llucked, and they realised at once that they were
in danger. Loder came forward, with a spitein]l look at
Harry Wharton.

“I think I know something about this, sir,”” he said.

Mr., Queleh looked at him sharply.

Y What do you know abount it-,rf.odﬂr,i”-

U1 was up, sir—""

“Indeed 1

"I was awakened by a noise, sir,” said Loder calmly. “X
rose and dressed, and let myself out of the houss to ses what
it wie. I conld not’'see anything amiss, 50 I went back to
my room; and when I cntered it I found four juniors there,
with their faces blacked.”

My, Queleh looked amazed.

J—
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# In vour room, Loder "

“ ¥es, air."

“Who wore they 1" ; .

“1 could mot recognise them, sir, as their faces were
blucked with soot, or blacking, ‘or something of the kind.
They seized me, and tied me to my bed, sir. I had only
just succceded in getting free when I heard Mrs. Mimble

serearning, and came out.” v o
“Tiis is very extraordinary,” said Mr. 1Quf.-|-c*hi “ Has
er '’

anything boen taken from your room, Lod

“ Nothing, sir. The young ruffians attacked me savagely,
for rovenge, sir,” said the prefect. I suspect whom they
were, but I prefer not to mention names. It is bettor that
you should inguire, perhaps, sie.”

“ It you only suspect, it 1a certainly better not to mention
omames,” said Me. Quelch drily, ** We want facls, not sus.
pigjons. "'

“Quite o, sir, But it might be a3z well to ask thesn
Remove juniors how thoy came to be up and dressed before
ovdrybody clse.”

And Lodor made a gesture towards the Famous Four.

Mr. Quelch fixed his eyea upon them.

“Were you out before the others?' ho asked. **Yea: I
remember now you called to me at my window, Wharton.”

“ Yoa, sir,”” said Harry.

S You must have been up and dressed when the alarm was
given, then?"”

Wharton was silent for a moment In the hurry of run-
mng to the rescue, when Mrs. Mimble screamed for help,
tho chums of the Remove had not thought about their own
posttion. Tt woe all ot now,

“Yog, gsir. we wora up!"" said Wharton.

“What wero you doing out of your dormitory ?''

Wharton was silent.

“They lovk as if their facea had boen just washed, sie,”
said Loder, apitefully. * You can sce that, sdr. And thers
is still some black on Cherry's ear”

Bob Cherry's hand went up unconsciously te his ear. In
the hurricd washing in the bath-room in the dim light, thoe
chums of the Remove had left several traces of the b%a{*[-:ing.
It was not casy to pet vid of completely.

Mr. Quelch frowned.

¢ Hlave you boys had your faces blacked "' he demanded.

Every eyo was upon the Famous Four now. Their faces
Wers Crimson. hey felt that they had somehow been
entrapped; they did not know how, but they were fairly

cau%'igt.
“Yes, sir," said Harry.

: You, then, were the boys who raided this shop

“Na, s

“What! You admit that you wers dressed, and out of
your dormitory, and had your faces blacked "

“Yes, that is true, sir.”
g “13‘3 vou deny that you were the boys Mrs, Mimble saw

e

“ Yeos, sit. We were ont of our dernutory, but we haven't
keen outside the School House, sir. We didn't leave the
House ull wa heard Mrs, Mimbls calliop for help.”

Mr. Queleh locked at them grimly.

“ That 15 3 very extraordinary statement, Wharton. You
wish me to believe that cther boys, then, wore up and out of
the House, with their faces blacked also®''

#I—1 suppose so, Bir.'

Harry Wharton spoke falteringly. Even na he spoke, ho
realised how lame and unconvineing it must sound. It was
asking Mr. Quelch to believe a great deal.

“Did vou know that any other party of
blacked their faces and left their beds to-night,

“ No. sir.”

“You know nothing about them 7™

" Nothing, sir.”

“You do not know who has raided this shiop 1

Mo, st

“Then I am to believa that two parties of boys, unknown
to one another, blocked their faces for a secret excursion
upon the same might 7"

Wharton was ailent.

““ And if it was not for the purpose of a raid here, why
di-l you act in that extrsordinary manner, Wharton?  What
was vour object in leaviog your bed and blacking your
faco !

juniors had
harton 1"
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“Loder's told vou, sir. We ragged him because he had
been bullying us.™

"“Then your object was to attack a proefect in the middle
of the night 1"

“N-not exactly, sir.  That sounds rather strong,” said
Harry. “ Loder had been bullying -us, and we wanted to
give him some of his own medicine. That's all, sir. 'We
blacked our faces so that we couldn’t be recognised.” i

“ A very wufhanly thing, if your statement 13 correct,” said
the Remove-master. * But it is incredible to me that while
you were in Loder's study, with your faces blacked, another
party was here with their faces blacked also, unknown to
you. '

“ They were the same party, of course, sir,” sanid Loder.

“T must say I think so. I{ however, they. deny 1t—-""

“We do deny it, sir 1" exclaimed Nugent hotly. * Do you
think that we would rob Ars. Mimble? The fellows who
f?-okl the stuff from herve ave rotten thieves, and nothing
else 1"’

“That is quite trie, Nugent. Everything that has been
taken from this shop c?ms been stolen, and 1 hope, for your
own sakes, that you arc not puilty. If you persist in denial,
the matter will be left for the Head to investigate to-
morrow.'’

B"I;ﬁe know nothing whatever about it, sir,” said Johnny

il

“* Mra. Mimble says there were only three!” exclaimed
Wharton. " There are four of us

“I saw only three, sie,” said Mrs. Mimble. “And T can’t
belicve that Master Wharton would do such a wicked thing.
It isn’t like him.™

“Perhaps one of them was outside, keeping weatch, sir,”
suggested Loder,

**¥es, that is very probable.™

“* They managed to get their faces washed, and then came
back here, and pretended they knew nothing about it," said
Loder. ' It scems quite clear to me, sir”

* That's rot 1" said Coker of the Fifth,

Loder glarcd at him.

“ What do you mean, Cokor 2"

I mean that they wouldn't have had the time to get o
lot of blacking washed off their faces,” said Coker sturdily.
“Let Mrs. Mimble tell us how long it was after the thicves
had gone before Wharton arrived here.”

“ Quite right,” said Mur. %Imlﬂh, witle a nod. **That is a
oint well taken, Coker. Do you know how long it was,
rs, Mimble ¥
“* Master Wharton and the others yan up while I was

screaming for help, sir,” said Mrs. Mimble, * It certainly

wasn't more than three or four minutes after the young
wretches with the black faces had gone.”
“That is & very short allowance of time for washing the

Llacking off their faces,” gaid Me. Queleh thoughtfully.

“ They couldn’t have gpot to tho house, and got in, and
washed their chivvies—I mcan their faces, sir—and got back
here in three or four minutes,”” said Coker,

“They could have washed in the fountsin in the Close,”
sald Loder, * and not gone back into the house at all. They
were out of doors when you celled from your window to
them, sir.”

“In ihat case, wo can tcll by looking at the fountain!”
exclaimed Wingate. ' The water is shut off of o night, and
the wator in the busin will show whether blacking has been
washed off in it."

* Quite true,” said Mr. Quelch. " We shall see.?

He tock a lamp from ono of the seniors, and led the way to
the fountain in the Close. In the daytime a jet of water
played over the fountain, but at night it was shut off, and
the water in the basin remained undisturbed. Mr. Quelch

lanced nt the wide stong basin, brimming with water,

ven in the uncertain light it was cosy to see that the water
was discoloured.  Black foces had been washed there,
whether they were the faces of the Famous Four or net.

“0Oh!" said Coker,

“ That proves it, sir,” said Loder, with salisfaction. * They
hed ample time to wash their faces here and to get back to
the tuckshop and pretend they were coming to the rescue.”

Mr. Quelch nedded,

“*Quite go, Loder.
raidoers of the shop

“Yes, gir,” anid the Famous Four, with one voice.

H“!IIWE washed our faces in the bath-room, sir,” said Johnny
ull.

* Aoy traces left there?” asked Loder sarcastically.

] "hN-nu; we were careful to wash all the blacking out of
Bz .7

“ Enough 1" said Mr. Quelch sternly. * Go back to bed at
once, all of you! This matter will thoroughly inguired
inta in the morning. Enough '™

And the Famous Four, with downcast faces, returncd to
the Remove dormitory.
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Who Were the Ralders.

ERNON-SMITH sat up in bed as the Removites camea
back inte the darmitarff. The light was on in the
Remove dornutory. Half the Remove had gone out at
the alarm, and they followed Harry Wharton & Co.

back now. The Bounder looked at the ret.u'rn_in%c]unims
with an air of inguiry. Snoop and Stott were in bed, and
apparently asleep. Billy Bunter was sitting up in bed, with
his spectacles on, and a grin on his fat facc.

"Well what was thoe row sbouti" asked Vernon-8mith.
“Was it burglars?"

HNe," sand Torn Brown.
the tuckshop.”

' Phew ! -Anything taken "

"¥es; an awful lot of Mra. Mimblo's stock., They've
roped in jam, and pickles, and cakes, and tarts and things.
{uelchy has made ap his mind that it wasn't burglars.”

" Well, I den't suppose burglars would burgle jam and
h“”f'” salgd Vernon-Smith. " Any of the raiders found
out ¥’

“MNo; they had their faces blacked, and couldn't be
recogniged.

“ Lucky for them,” soid the Bounder.

" Rot ! snid Trovor, *“ We all know who they were, and
Quelchy knows. You fellows don't mean to keep it up now
we're by ourselves, do you 1"

Wharton turned upon Trevoer savagely.

* Do you think it-was us?’ he demanded.

* Well, wasn't it¥"™

ETd N‘}.’J‘

“Whe was it, then?”

“1 don't know., We went down to Loder’s room and
ragged him. That's all we did. We know nothing what-
ever about the raid.”

" Well, if you say go, all right,” said Trever. *I don't
want to doubt your word. DBut you must admit that it was
o bit thick."™

“ Micht have been fellows in some other Form,” said Bob
Cherry.  * Whoever they were, they were rotten cads,
Rawling a fcllow's study 13 all very well; but raiding the
tuckshop iz simiply stealing.'

“ Faath, and yo're right "' said Micky Desmond. 1 don't
belave it was anybody in the Remove gt all. Did ye give
Loder a hiding, darlings "

“ ¥Yes, rather ! said Bob Cherry, with & chuckle.

' Sure, and he'll fix this thing on you, then, if hic can”

“ ¥es; it's jolly unlucky that it happened the same night,”
said Frank Nugent ruefully. ** Two partice out with
blackened faces dore sound rather steep.™

“Jolly steep,” said the Bounder. *' I think Quelchy will
ﬂ“”fj a lot of convincing on that subject, and =0 will the

en KL

“ We are telling the truth ! gaid Bob Cherry angrily,

" 0Of course.”

" Look here. Smithy

“T'm not denying that you're telling the truth,” eaid
Vernon-Smith, with a yawn.,  * But the truth sounds so
jolly sleep that the Hend may not be able to swallow it,
ihat's aull. They say that truth is stranger than fiction. This
bit certainly is.”’

Some of the Removites laughed. In spite of the denial of
1ho Famous Four, a good meny fellows inchined to the
belief that they were the tuckshop raiders.

Harry Wharton fxed his cyes upon the Bounder.

"I havo an idea of what's happened,’ he said, between hia
teeth. *f Bomebody else got to know that we were raiding
Loder to-night, and fixed up thizs tuckshop raid to happen
at the same time, with the intention of throwing the blame
on ug."’

“ What a deep scheme!” 2aid the Bounder lazmly. “I
t:mk_ you'll fnd it a bit difficult to make anybody believe
that, too."

“X don’t know. There's going to be an inguiry, and it
may come out that other fellows wers out of the dormitory
as well ae ourselves,” said Harry., * ¥You and Bolsover, any-
way, will have to spesk up."”

“ Leave me out of it,” said Bolsover harshly. “I had
nothing to do with 1t."

“VYou'll have to prove that.™

“I haven't been out of bed.”

“Well, if you haven't, it'a all right. But somcbody has
been putting this on us, and the truth is going to be shown
up,” said Wharton. "It means a flogging for whoever
raided the tuckshop, and we're not going to take it.”

“It might heve been somic of the fags,” supgested
Bulstrode.

“1 believe it was some of the Remove,” said Ilarry—
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tgome fellows who Lknew about our idea of
Loder.” :

“ But did anybedy know aboub 169"

“ Bunter did. He was IistE!}'trl%‘{nt‘- our door when we were
talking it over yesterday,” said Harry Wharton savagely.

“Ha, ha, ha! It couldn't have becn Bunter raiding the
guckshop! It's just the place he would raid, but be hasn't
the pluck."

““Oh, really, Bulstrode—" i

“ Mra. Mimble didn't mention anlyh-udy among the raiders

wearing goggles,'" remarked Russcl

raiding

““*Ha, ha, ha!" ! —
“1 haven't been out of bed!” yelled Billy Bunter indig-
nantly. “I say, Wharton, I think it's rotten of you to

try to put this on me !

“Don't be an ass!” growled Wharton, “1 didn't mean
that. But you must have blabbed to somebody else about
what we were going to de.”

'T 'ﬂh, Tﬂﬂ"j" 1] -

Wingate cntered the dormitory.

* Bed—sharp " he said terse‘g. ]

And the juniors turned in. ingate put out the hght and
left them, but the Removites did not po to sleep. There wasa
buzz of talk for an hour or more. Bunter was the only fellow
who did not jein in i, Perhaps he did not want to be
questioned. A deep and unmusical snore was the only
answer to questions put io Bunter,

Harry Wharton thought the matter out as he lay wakeful,

That Bunter had told of his discovery, and that some of
the juniors had taken advantage of the Famous Four's raid
on f.-odrrr, scemed guite clear to him., He suspected both
the Bounder and Bolsover, but he realised that there was no

roof. Even if Bunter admitted having told them what he

new there was no proof that they had taken advaniage of
the knowledge to get themselves up in & sumilar disguise at
thesame time and raid the school shop. Vernon-Smith & Co.
had ecertuinly been in bed when the Famous Four left the
dormitory. They were in bed when Harry Wharton & Co,
returned. Wharton firmly believed that they had been out
of bed in tho interval—some of them—but it was evidently
impossible to find proof of it. If Vernon-Smith had played
this trick on his {)ﬁ! egncmices, he had covercd up his tracks
with hiz usual cunning.

It waz a long time before Harry Wharton wont &o sleep.
He was fecling very uneasy about the morrow. But for the
untoward events at {he tuckshop, the juniors mu{_ht. hava
kept the socret of the expedition to Loder's room. Now they
had to face that, as well as the consequences of what they
had not done. Ragging o prefect was a scrious matter,
though not so serious as purloining Mrs. Mimble's property.

When the rising-bell clanged out in the moerning, and the
Remove turned out, the Famows Four were looking inuch
less cheerful than uswal. They were generally very bright in
the morning, but they looked worried now.

Bob Cherry groaned dramatically as he drew his boots on.

“GZet ready for the giddy exceution !” he said.

"1 don’t know," said Harry Wharton, * We're going to
get the facts cut if possible.'
Bob Charry locked round.

“1If the fellows who raided the tuckshop are in this dorm.,
they ought to own up,” he said. “ Now, what offers?"

“ The offerfulness iz not terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamaset
Ram Sinzh.

“ You do it well,” said Vernon-S8mith sdmiringly.

Bob Cherry glared at him.

“I1 do what well?"" he demanded, )

“ Keeping up that you didn’t raid the tuckshop,” said the
Bounder coolly. “ Only it beats mo how you expect ua to
pwallow it."’

“ Why., you rotter— ) .

“(h, shut uF, Smithy I'"" said Bolsover major sourly.
“"You know jol Y well that they didn't do anything of the
sort! Bhut up! i

Vernon-Smith looked uneasy., Bolsover major had kept
out of the raid, but ho knew, of courze, who the raiders
were. And although Percy Bolsover was not a parcticularly
scrupulous fellow, he was far from possessing the brazen
nerve of the Bounder. Ie¢ did not intend to give the
Bounder away, but his look showed very plainly that he
would not keep silent while Vernon-8mith was lying. The
Bounder joined Bolzover as the latter strode out of the
dormitory, and tapped him on the arm,

“What do you mean, Bolsover” he muttered. “If you
sneak about us—"’ ;

Bolsover interrupted him without ceremony.

“T'm not gainf to smeak,” he said; “but it makes mo
sick to hear you lying. I'm not a saint myself, but & fellow
ought to draw the line somewhere.” .

" Can't vou mind your own business "’ smid the Bounder,
between his teeth.
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“ It is my business, when I know wha really taided the
tuckshop,” said Bolsover. *“And I tell you plainly, if you
pilo it on too thick I shall open my mouth on the
gubject.”

A:lud Bolsover swung away nngrig- In the Remove
dormitory, the Famous Four exchanged glances of surprise,
The last thing they had expected was that Bolsover would
speak in their favour.

“ Wonders will nover cease.” murmured Frank Nugent.
“T supposs Bolsover was ono of them, ehf™

Harry Wharton nodded. 3

“Or else he knows whe it was,” ho said. * Buntor!”

Billy Buntor had dressed himself quickly, and he was
sidling towards the door. He blinked round nervously as
Wharton called to him.

“IHuillo!" he said. ]

“ Whom did you tell yesterday about what you heard in
gur study " _

“Nobody. I hopo you don't think I would tell aftor I
ﬂrumiaad not to?"" said Billy Bunter, with a great desl ol

ignity.

%'&'gu told somebody,” said Harry savagely. . _

“T decline to enter into a discussion on the subject,” said
Bunter, very loftily. “If you can't take my word, I've
nothing more to say." i

Wharton made a stride towards him, but the Owl of the
Remove dodged out of the dormitory and ran, and did not
stop till he was safe in the Close.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Knows.

2 MITHY, old man—-"
Vornon-8mith scowled at Bunter.
in a pood humour that morning.
worked very well—better, indeed, than he had anti-
cipated, for ho had not foreseen that the Famous Four
would be drawn to tho tuckshop by Bbrs. Mimble’s screams,
aftar she had scen the supposed burglars. That incident
had had the offect of completing the case against them, as
the inguiry upon the spot had made it necessary for them to
admit that they had been out of the dormitory, with their
faces blacked. But in spite of the success of his plot, tho
Bounder was feeling uneasy. Ho was uneasy lest Dolsover
should spealt incautionsly, and tho Remove bully seomed to
find some pleasure in leaving him in doubt.
“* What do you want, Bunter!"” he snappod.
“Tyck 1" said Billy Bunter.
* What 2"
“ Halves I™
“ What are you talking about?"
Billy Buntor winked.

Ho was not faeling
His scheme had

“It's all right,” he said, reassuringly. *° Nobody can
hear us. What have you done with the grub?”

“ What grub?”

“0Oh, don't be funny,” said Bunter, peevishly. * The
grub you raided from DMrs. Mimblo's last might. I want
my whack !"

“Tt was Wharton—""

“Yes; that will do for Mr. Queleh,"” said Bunler, © but
it won't do for me. You knew Wharlon was going Lo raid
Loder with blacking on his mug, and you and Sncop and
Stott blacked your mugs, and raided the tuckshop at the
samo time."

Vernon-8mith forced a laugh.

* You bave guecr ideas, Billy,” he saud
into your head?®"

“It's a fact.” .

“Not at all. Tt was Wharton raided the tuckshop, and I
knew nothing about it till they came back to the dorm.,"
explained the Bounder. **I had forgotten what you told me
yestorday about them.”

“ My word I"" gaid Bunter. “ I've heard chaps tell whoppers
before, but you are a coughdrop, Smithy. ¥You don't ovon
turn red.”

“ You cheeky young rottor—"'

“Oh, draw it mild. I know that you and Snoop were
out, instead of being in bed; and there was a third chap,
too, I didn't see him clearly because I'm & Little short-
sighted. But I saw you and Bnoop plainly cnough.”

Tho Bounder caught his broath.

“You saw ust"

“Yes,” said Bunter, with a nod.

“ When " _ e

“ Last night, when Mpys. Mimble was squalling,’ said
Bunter. “1 wolke up along with the other fellows, you see,
and wondored what the row was about. Everybody rushed
downstairs excepting Bolsover and me—"

¢ § didn't,” said Vernon-Smith. 1 didn't get up at all”

Bunter chuckled.

*

“ What put that
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“No, T know you didn't,”” he agreed, * becaunse you
weren't in bed. After the fellows had buzzed downstairs,
vou three came into lhe dorm. ¥ou'd been waiting up the
passage fo sneak in quietly.”

H¥You were drecaming .

“ Mo, I wasn't dreaming,” said Bunter. “I1 had my eyes
open.  Only I dide't have my glasses on, of course, so I
didn't see very elearly. But 1 recognised you and EBnoop,
beeause you had to pass close to my bed to get to your own.
I supposa the other fellow was Stott. And I know why
Bolsover didn't get up and rush downstairs with the rest.
It was because he knew jolly well that there weren't any
rezl burglars, only you and Snoop and Stolt raiding the
tuckshap. Isn't that so?''

“You fat cad—spying as usoal!” _

“Well, I couldn’t help being aweake, could I%" said Bunter
indignantly; *“and 1 Sidn*t say anything then. 1 kept it
dark, didn't L%’

“You wore mistalken. You—you see, we were firstb out
of the dorm.,’”’ Vernan-Smith explained, * and—and we came
back beforo the other fellows, that’s all.”

“He, he, he!”

“ What are you cackling at, you fat 1diot 7"

“Tt won't wash, Smithy. You see, all the fellows wore
gut of the dorm. in two or three minutes, most of *em only
half dressed. You and the other two were dressed up to
tha chin, when you came in, and you undressed as quick as
aﬁthing to get inte bed again. If you'd only pot up when
old Mimble screamed wou wouldn't have had time to put
| ' I thought it all out before 1 went to
gleap.’

Vernon-8mith clenched his hands. Billy Bunter, at that
moment, was very near to being rolled in the grass and
hammered soverely. But the Bounder realised that it would
not do to make an enemy of Bunter. The fat junior held
his fate in the hollow of his fat hand. Buntor watched his
face with an irpitating grin.

“Don't you touch me,” he said “If you do, T'll go
etraight to Mr. Quelech and tell him that vou were out of the
dormitory. In fact, I don't know that I cughtn't to go to
him new and tell him. It's really my duty to do so.”

“ 1 i’ﬂu sneak about me——"'

“Well, be rcasonable, then. You've raided the tuckshop,
and I want my whack. Where is the stuff

“I tell you—hold on! Where ave you going 3"

“I'm going to see Mr. Quelch.”

”'E"mp 1%

“Where's the stuff, then?”

“Tt's n the monk's cell, in the cloisters,” muttercd
Yernon-Smith, helplessly, * Keep 1t dark.”

Bunter grinned,

“I'N keep it dark,” he said. “ What-ho !

And the Owl of the Remove started at & run for the
Cloisters. In two minutes he was seated in the old cell
there, and feasting fo his heart’s content upon the contents
of the erickei-bag.

Vernon-Smith remained. with & moody brow, Snoop and
Stott joined him in the Close, and both regarded him with
curiosity.

* Anything up?" asked Snoop uncasily.

“ ¥Yes," growled the Dounder. * Bunter knows™

“"Oh, my hat!"

. “The fat cad was awake, and watching us when we came
in," muttered the Bounder. ** He's mado me tell him where
the laot s, and he's gone for it.”

“My word! He won't leave a ecrumb for us," cxclaimed
Stott, m alarm.

(M, never mind that,"” said the Bounder.
the tuck so long as he holds his tongue.
prxious about.”

M Well, if he has the stuff he’s made a party to the
hm‘?’:’* saidd Bnoop. ' If it comes out, he'll get as much as
we  do,

Vernon-Smith looked relieved.

“Good; that’s true. He'll have to keep mum for his
own sake."

all those things on.

" He can have
That’'s what I'm

“We'd better go and have some of it,” said Stott. * Tt's
not safe to leave it with Bunter.,”
* Bafer to leave it where it 15" said Vernon-8mith. “One

can't be too carciul”

Stott shook his head obstinately.

* What's tho geood of raiding the tuckshop and letting
Buntcr have all the loot?” he demanded. “ YVou did it to
score off Wharton—but I want the grub. I'm not going to
let Bunter scoff it all.™

*{h, go and eat coke!" aaid the Bounder testily.

“I'm jolly well going to have my whaek 1"

And Bfott started off towards the Cloisters to save z part,
at least, of the loot from the Owl of the Remove. He knew
Bunter, Snoop, after a moment’s hesitation, followed him.

He «did not fecl any move disposed than Btott to lose the
fruits of the raid.

The Bounder
Tre M
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went moodily into the housa.
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AGKET LIBRARY.— Na. 240,

“COKER MINOB, SIXTH-FORMER!"

| -svsmy,, Che ;MRagnet™ gu,
Wharton & Co. i

wern in the hall, and the Bounder gave
them a scowl. He realised that he was treading on very
thin ice now, and that his success was by no means a0
certain as it had seemed to him the previous night. Hoe
remembered, a little too late, the old saying that the best
laid schemes of mice and men gang oft agley.

Mr. Quelch passed the Famous Four on his way to the
dining-room for breakfast.

“You will come with me to the Head's study after break-
fast, you four juniors,” he said curtly.
- Y ¥es, sir,” said the Co, ) _r

They followed Mr. Quelch disconsolately into the dimng-
r{HoTT.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Stolen Goods.

R. QUELCH sat at the head of the Remove table.

The Remove had all eome in with one exception.

Mr, Quelch was & very exact and punctilious master,

and he was always annoyed if & member of his Form

was late for meals. Certainly Billy Bunter had never

offended in that way before, and as Bunter was the fellow

who had not turned up to breakfast his absence was all the

more remarkable. For Bunter to be lete for a meal was a
very remarkable phenomenon.

“Where is Buntor 1" demanded Mr. Queleh. :

Nobody answered. Vernon-Smith compressed his lips, but
did not speak. He knew very well where Bunter was. He
was feasting on the mnl'u:nitaav-.?7 supplies in the cricket-bag in
the Cloisters, and he had been too busily en%ged to hear or
heed tho breakfast-bell. It was very like Bunter to draw
attention to himself ot the very moment when it was most
m{ud:clﬁus io do so. )

‘ Does anyone know where Bunter is?” asked Mr. Quelch.

No answer.

“ Wharton, pleaso go and lock for Bunter."”

'\Turnun—ﬂmiﬁ’i rose quickly. If Harry Wharton looked for
Bunter, and found him, the secret would be out with a
vengeance, .

* Shall I go, sir?”" asked the Bounder. *I think I know
whero he 15" )

“ Then why did you not reply when I asked the question ¥
rap]i_atl out Mr. Queleh. :

7 ,_I wWas juﬁt. Lh;r;]:ing. EII,‘-__i

“You may go, Smiath.’

“ Ve, sir.” _

The Bounder quitted the diningroom. He refurned in
five or six minutes, bringing the Owl of the Remove with him.
There was a smear of jam on Billy Bunter's fat face, and his
countenance had the shiny appeerance that followed a iﬁﬁ
feed. Ha grunted as he sat down at the table. Mr. Quele
fixed hiz eyes upon him.

“You are late, Bunter "' he rapped out.

“#I-—TI'm sincerely sorry, siv,” stammered Bunter.

“ Where have you boeen #"

" In—in—in the Cloisters, sir.”

“Indeed ! And what occupied you so much in the Cloisters
that you could not come in to breakfast when the bell rang?”

“I—I didn't hear the bell, sir.”

“ Are you growing deaf, Bunler 7"

“N-n-no, sir.”

““ Then why didn’t you hear the bell 1 .

“ I—I was thinking over my lessons, sir,”” said Bunter.

Myr. Quelch stared at him. This statement was so extra-
ordinary that the Remove grinned from one end of the tabla
to the ather. Billy Bunter gave as little thought as possible
ta his lessons, even in the class-room ; and out of that apart-
ment he was never known to waste a thought on them if he
could help it,

“ Indeed !” said Mr. Quelch grimly. 1 am glad to see
that you are making a new departure, Bunter, and I hope
your explanation is true. Take fifty lines.”

" Ye-g-es, sir.”

Billy Bunter began his breakfast. Breakfast was & subs
atantial meal enough st Greyfriars, and Billy Bunter wos the
only fellow who fid not find it big encugh. The fellows
ware allowed to bring in snything they l?he-i to the meal,
and they often provided themselves with pots of jam, or
sausages, or saveloys.

Whenever Billy Bunter was in funde, or when he had been
upon & successful borrowing expedition, he brought in extra
supplies, and always finished them up on the spot. He was
not supposed to be in funds just now, but he had eviden
brought in supplies. His pockets were all bulging out, a
he proceeded to unload them upon the table.

ernon-3mith watched him in alarm. Billy Bunter

declined to meet his eyes. He put half a dozen ham pies

and vea]l patties on his plate, and began to eat them with
' 21
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reat relish, When they were gone, a bag of tarvts came ont
rom under his jacket, and he extracted 2 cake from a
bulging pocket.

“Halle, halla, hallo " murmured Bob Cherry.
has Bunty been roblong #*

“The robfulness must have beon torvific I said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. Iz it possible that the esteemed
Bunter hizd an honourable hand in raiding the tuckshop of
the estimnble Mrs, Mimble "

[lurry Wharton's eyes gleamed as he watched the fat
jumor. e glaneed ot Vernon-Smith, and read in his face
the alorm he vainly tricd to disguize.

From another pocket illy Dunter produced a bottle of

reserved fruits, and still the supply scemed unexhausted.

Yharton leaned over the table,

“Whore did you gelb those thinegs, Bunter 3

Billy Dnuter blinked nt him.

Y They're mine,"” he said.

“ Pat where did you get them

* Bought them, of course " said Bunter.
they worg giveny to mo?™

“When did you buy them?”

H, just now ! osaid Bunter airily.
had a postal-order, yvon know.™

“Have you?" gaiedd Wharvton grimly. ¥ As fhe post isn't
i yed, 1 don’t know how vou conld have received it

ST mean last night,” said Bustor.

“Lost night vou tried to boreow soeme money of me,
Imr.-nr_-.:: vou said a postal-order you were expecting hadn's
Col,

: “.I'.E‘In. that--that wns another postal-order I said Bunter
cil v

“Dhul Ares. Mimble eazh the postal-avder ! went on
Wharton mereilezsly. ¥ You certainly haven't been down to
the peast-oflies,”

A e che aad ™

“lhts mormng ¥

P el

“Lioand | T will ask her after bveakfast™

Bapiter blinked at him in alarme.

“Jawk here, Wharton, I 1 1n [net, vou see, it wasn't
exactly o postal-ovder. L -1 happenced to find some mouney
1 an old pocket; that's how it was™

% ou are Iving

“Oh, veally, Whartrn . —""

“What s that? What iz that?" exclamed My Quelch
bestily,  “ Wharton —-"'

Hurry Wharton stood up, and turned towards the Forn-
tastar.

“1E you please, sir, [ think Bunter ought to be made to
explain whera all these things came from. He's loaded w
with tuck, and he saya he boupght it at tho tuckshop this
morning. We know he hade't any moncy.”

COh P said Mro (aeleh, glancing at the fat junior,
Y Indeod ! Bunter, stand up !

“Yao-r-es, sir"

Billy Bunier stood up in dismay.

“'Turn out your pockets.”

“Oh, sir!"

“ Dbhey moe ! thundored Mr. Queleh.

“ Yoop-p-08, sir,'" spluttered Bunter.

He turned out his pockéls. It was amazing tho amount of
eatables he lind contrived to cram into tham. After all ho
had eaten, thoy still mado quite o pie upon the breakfast-
tabla.

“Do you suggest, Wharton, that those things are probably
what wors taken from tho tuckshop last night ! demanded
Mr. Queleh. * Is that what you mean?"

“Yes, sir,” said Wharton firmly.

“Vory well. Punter, where did you got those things ¥
“1--1--I bought thom, sie"’

" Where?''

AL -at—at the tuckshop, sic.™

W harm

“Tro you think

“The fact is, I've

“Did you pay for them ™

“ Yeg—no, sir."

‘Yes or no "

“Yas, sir I stammored Bunter desperately.

“Veary welll I will send Wingate to inquire of 3Mes.
Mimble if you have made puechases at the tuckshiop this
morming ; that will settle the matter.”

Billy Bunter almost collupsed.

Y leJo—ee If you please, sir, [--I forpot,”" he stammered.
'l': I--I Enught. thege things vesterduy, sie, and—and kept them

¥ ma.

“0h, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry. ** What a stunner!
Aa if Bunter could keep grub by him without scoffing it."

“Ha, hn, ha?*' )

fBilence 1" excluimed Mr., Quelch sternly.  “ Bunter, it i3
impassible that you could have forgotten tﬁnt. You are not
spealting the truth, Bunter."

“0h, sie? F—I'm a very trothful chap, sie! T often pob
into trouble just throuph speaking the truth, sie”

“You will get into trouble if vou do not speak it now,”
sanl Mr. Qurﬁﬁi. YT am econvineed that vou did not pur-
chise those things at Mrs. Mimble's, Are you willing ta
adhers to vour statement if I send for Mrs, Mimble and
question her 77

DBunter sank into Wiz chair. e knew that Mrs. Mimbla,
of course, would remember perfectly well that he had nol
purchased the articles.  Indeed, it was quite possible that she
w_-:.nl;ld recognise them as part of the goads stolen the previons
nignt.

E"Hiau& up, Banter ! snapped the Remove-master,

Iunter stood up feebly, his knees knocking together.

Y Now, Bunter, as you did not purchaze those bHhings
kindly explain where you obtained them," said Mr., Quselch

Bunter blinked helplessly at Vernon-Smith,  But  the
Bounder could net help him now.  Yernon-Smith kepl Lo
eyes sullenly upon his p[[a,t&.

": iinﬁwe_lr me, Bunter I" thundered Mr, Quolch

“%ou cannot explain, Dunter ™

“0Oh, yos, sir. Uertainly, siv, I—I[—]—" )

“Did you share in the raid on the tuckshop lazt night,
Bunzoe?™ )

“ 0y, no, sir!” yolled Dunter, in alarm. 1 didat—I
wist b1 never .

“ 13 you abtam those things from the persons who raided
the tuckshop "

Y, sir=—no, sir—I—I mean—--"

Y Who woere they ™ .

“1 don't know, sir. T wasn't awake af the time, and [
never saw them come back into the dorm.,” groaned Bunter.
“I—I dou't know anvthing about the matter, sir” _

Mr. Quelch was on hiz fect now, his face very geim.
Masters and boys at the other tables were looking curiously
towards the Homove table now.  Billy DBunter was the
oynosure of all eyos, and he was crimson, and had com-
pletely lost his wits by this time. His blinking at the
Bounder for help was really pathetie.

% You aaw them come back inte the dormitory 7' said Mr.
Queleh. . .

“Ves, sir—I mean no, sir; cortainly not! Besides, 1
had my glasses off, and I couldn’t recogniso them, sic™

“Who were they "' 1

#1—] don't know, sir. I couldn’t possibly say.”

“ Were their faoces blackened when tha};'l.r edme bacl 2"

“ (h, no, sir. They had washed it off.”

ALl of them 1"

* Yes, sir.”

“How many were there of them "

“ Threee, sit=I—L meoan—I—I don't know—

“ Threae !™ said Mr. Quelch grimly.,  Not four!

When

did they come back into the dermitory, Buntor?"
¢ Just after the fellows had gono down, sir—""
“ Then they wero not Wharton and his companions  wi

(Concluded on page 25.)
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OUR THRILLING NEW SERIAL STORY.
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THE STORY:OF: THE
GREAT MAN-HUNT

= SIDNEY

L

Ferrers Lord. millionaire, and owner
i the Lord of the eep,

Peimee Chiing=baa), sdvenlorep, cocjuier anl
Yonbrijoguist,

TWICE ROUND THE

Nithan Gore, jewel collector
and mall-millionmce.
Ferrers Lord s terrible rival.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

“nY FOUL MEANS OR FAIR, I'LL wiIN®
Nathan Gore, millionaire and jewel-collector, elomcled his hands Toricusly and raved liks o madman on the deck of the liner ﬂﬂmﬂlﬁﬂﬁ;
Ha had started specially from America in order to be present st the sale-rooin in London where the costiy dinmond, ** The World's Wonder,

wasd to be pul up for auction.

Wonder ' privsiely. No biddern. Price unknown.™

I win yeh* shrieked the man.

! “ A tolegramn for Mr. Gore,’’ a voice rang out lhrough the darkness. The American was told the message, and as
he listened, his face came over deathly pole, and he gave vent o a terrible oalh.

“ Ferrers Lord purchased ° The World's
* By 1oul means or Iair, I'll win I ¥

The message was:

“ THE WORLD'S WONDER.”
In ths mognificent drawing-raom of Ferrers Lord's house in Park Lane was assembled a varied collection of individuals. Fwst of all thera

wag the celebrated milliongire himsell. and clase to bim sat Ching-Lung, & Chinaman, busily eagaged in making paper butterfiies
the greatl eneineer, was sipning (éa, and Rupert Thurston yawned io a chaie.

pzked the lafler. The millionaire smuled,

The priceless ﬁem pacsed from band to hand.
every facet, °°

** Moner and fair words, Baopeet,’’ be replied.
. A thonsand tire: barned in its crystal beart ; .
guess it wounld have been more moancy snd less fair words if old Gore had turned up,'* remarked Ching-Lung sazely.

Hal Honour,
“ How much Jdid you pay for that great diamond P* prescoily
' By the way, you have not seem it yet P

& thousand colours, ever changing, leaped lrom

“TLL TAKE THE CHALLERGE!™

The mullionaire’s bouse was wrapped in silence.
ery broke from him. A man lay face downwards on the floor.
" Ching—the diamond ! " came in a hoarse wolee. Chin

worst. 1 defy you, The stons is mine.—Nathan Gore.”
hont him down and win back my diwmond.™

A faint light shone trom the drawing-room. Ching-Lung pushed open the door, then a
Thersa was 2 ghastly crimson stgin on his collar,
apened Lhe drawer which Lord indicsted, but there was po diamond there. Buk
B message bad been Iell behind : * To Ferrers Lord, —Knpowing that you wounld not sell * The World's Wonder,’ I bave taken it. Do
The millionaire rose fo bis feet, { e |
He beging the chase after the diamond fhief, and rushes scroszz Germany inle Russia 1o & spacial

Tha man was Ferrers Lord

SOir
I take the challengs, Ching,’’ be said, “I'll

train, taking with him & number of lhe ¢crew of the Lord of the Decp, whizh vessel has been desiroyed by Nathan Gore.
Thay are not able to overloake Gore, however, and when they reash the estaie of Prinse Miguel Oliesorfl, the Enncu invites them Lo wiay at tha

mansion. Ferrers Lord, (hinking that Nathan
hi3 mad flighi throogh Russia to the Black Sea.
packet zloamer to Consltanlinople.

and they have hope of overbauling Gore at Constantinopie.

ore iz in hiding there, aceapts.
Fervers Lord follows, and they take s boal, on arriving, {0 pursae Gere, who b
The boat they bire is an old one, but Hol Honour puls it at ils best spead, at a great risk of burating ihe hollars,
In spile of the peril, the irrepressible Ching-Lunz cannot refrain from playiog &

an Gore sscapes, and continues

Aftor a stuy of a few days, Nat
az caught the

practical joke upon Prouat, Barry & Co., but he ia ecanght in the act, and. by way of ponishment, is trassed up to the rail of the ship batween

lwe planks, like o buman saodwich, with a bell tied to his piglail.
riegs out upon the dark, foggy night. ** Full speed astern !'' yel
Alarmed at what they have

Fasiening a thread to the bell, Prout gives it a pull, and & wild clang ng
Perrers Locd, ander the impression that the noise comes !rom another yessel.
one, Prout end his choms slip back to bed, and pretend (o be Tast asieep,

(Bow g0 on with the story,)

Sandwich a la Chinese and a Plumdut! a la Eskimo—Mopped.

There was a noise of stamprng on deek, yells in Russian,
Turkish, Toghish, and a woxtors of the three languagces,
']_1h1_"l"1_': arE O .e-{‘r.'_lltlhhl f{}f Iiﬁ‘l:ﬂ'lt.ﬂ, E!El "L, -E”'I{E IL]{J.‘!-I"' L'l I'!.f'l'ﬁ_"
anything that would keep a pinn afloat. The siren roared,
whisties pealed, and the Muscovy geese, imprisoned in a
bavpre hencoop, st np a quacking dowd cnguph (o have been
heard in (Constantinople, i

The decaded rending erash, the awiful jar, and the wild
confusion of w eedlision ot sea o fog did not occur. No
headlight booned up; no siren answered their owne Rupert
lamnsand the stren-cord, an which Lie had been wildly dragging,
awl silenee Foll egain, S

“She sl have slpped poast us ! osaid the patlinoaice.

v Parhaps it was only some wrerehed rowing-boat, and we
ran her down withour knowing i," sugeested Rupert.
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W st have folt her.
anyihing *”

“Not even my own hand when I held it ap ' answered the
cengineer. * What's all the fuss®?

They failed 1o exploan the mysterious bell. The million-
alre’s idea was the ozt foazible, but it was extroordinary
that the vessel had not answered them, It was certainly no
bell hxed on a buoy 1o mark rock or shoul, The waler wus
too placid to ring a bell, and an excellent new chart showed
a clear conrse. Ching-Long moght bhave explained  the
m;,'s’rrry had he chosen, Relying on Gan-Waga, and playing
*sssum,”” he thanked his stars that he had so far avoided
discovery.

The conspirators breathed again, and put their noses ocut
of the banks.

Iz that you, Hal? Can you sce

FRANK RBIJ;JHAH DS.
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*Troth,"” aaid Barry, breathing hard, **that lot made me
P‘Ili[)lt«ﬂ.tﬂ P :

* By hokey, I turned ccld all ever!" said Prout.

“And I quaked like a pineapple-jelly wi' o bad dose of
malharia fever!” added Joe, blowing bhis nose. ** They've
eooled down, sny'ow. Question number one on the buok is
this—What's the next move to ba?"”

Barry scrambled down, and alse bloew his nose.

'“Lit us thought barrd wid our thinkers ! he murmured.
“"Is it roight that we've gpot avin wid the prince over that
doin’ in the foresti"

¥ Not by lumps ! gaid Prout.
wipe that go out!” ] ]

“Thin, frinds that have sufiered," said Barry, *in the
language of Shakespears, who's dead, ‘ wance more to the
breach” ! DBein' a man of brain, Oi knows the wurrid. Oi
knows that av Ching-Lung was found loike that ut wud be
wurrse than batin' E}.im wid loive and wrigglin® shnakes !
To the breach, sez Oi—to the—"

[ L] E‘l.i_h Ifl
. Barry’a lips compressed.
in the distance, an
his hands and knees.

“ He's guessed about the colton," whispered Prout, ' and
the fat warmint is lockin® for-it."

“"And O'm lookin' for him ! muttered Barry., “Up wid
yez, Joe, and guarrd the rear. He darren't yell for puddin®,
We'll advinoe on our hambones in dithly zoilence, and thrap
the arrch-thraitor. Hoy! Be careful wid the cotton !

Joo was up the steps, across the deck, and down the other
steps in & twinkling. He nearly came down on the back of
his neck, but his hands found tf;a raill just in time, and pro-
vented s fall, Gan-Wage, dreading to stumble over the
cotton and raise another alarm by ringing the bell, erawled
along feeling the floor. He had heard the whispered remarks
about the bell, and he was pretty certain that it was sus-
pended from Ching’s ]pigtail.

Gan rumbled with laughter. In spite of his affection for
the prince, he apprecisted an occasional downfall Still, as
he had shared part of the fun, it was hiz duty to help his
accomplice. He was afraid to strike another match, and he
was very much afraid of the cofion. He passed his hands
hore and there, occasionally discovering a torrified and
scuttling cockroach, but otherwise the floor was as bald as
FProut's head, though very dirty.

Suddenly (Gan's outstretched forefinger touched something

puzzled him. It was a smooth and rather damp object.
He ran his palm over it, and found it of oval shape. It was
slightly warma, too, and Gan paused, trying to think what 1t
could be. Befors he could tﬂink any mora, his threat was
seized, and o hand was pressed over his mouth.

As & matter of fact, the smooth, round, damp, and slightly
warm object wag the bald head of T. Prout. Haq.

‘““By hokey, Barry,' said the steorsmean, " I've fun' it !"

“ And may O} ax, frind of me hearrt, what yoz are doin’
wid ut at this moment "'

h“ Comrade, I'm kneelin® on the bit of pigeon-pie it calls 2
chast."

“ Good!" grinred Barry.
winks "

A soft whistla heralded the approach of Joe. Gan wus
threatened with blood-curdling tortures if he moved or spoke.
Joa fetched more rope and a hammock. Gan was rolled up
ingido, and securely fastemed. He looked cxactly like a
long pudding ready to be boiled.

“g'i'gka him up gently,” ssid Barry, * and .carry him into
tha galley.” )

** Why the gallay, Irizh?™”

" Whoy, jest to label him !'" said Barry., * There’s somo
tar near ut, and a foire. Niver question the gont wid the
brains, who lades the way to glory.

fTaka him up tinderly,
Lift him wid care,

Fashioned so slinderly,
Fat and so fair !’

# Ages of torture wouldn't

A match flickered for a second
revenled the forin of Gan., e was on

“ Bthrangle ut av ut avin

Bring him along now, me Bunsey Boys, and don't tickls his
fate. Oi want to sarve him up at a big dinner. We've got
the mate, and whoy shouldn’t we have the puddin’ ¥

(Gan was borne into the galley. To create an ujlumar
would ba to batray Ching-Lung. The flire was still alight,
but it was some time hafors they found the rar. They malted
it on the stove, and, using a stick as a pencil, Barry wrote in
large letters on the human bundlo:

" ¥ery Plummy Duff.
A La Eskimo!"

The result was received with suppressed laughler,
“ Have yoz broke the thread oft, Joey "
Tae Maoxer Lipary.—No. 240,
A Story for ALL
" Magnet " Rsadersi

“ROUGH ON RATCLIFF!” .

“ ¥es,” aaid Joe, producing the reel.
Barry pocketed it and looked wise. On a sheet of Lrown
paper hi traced another legend :

“ Real Chinese Sondwich.
A D, 1336

Very i:[.ié'h Indeed.
Warranted to Hum.
No Mustard Required with this Lot !

Then Barry smearcd the back of the sheet with tar, and
stmiled gontly.

“The gamz goes loike this,” he explained. “ 0i'll take a
lanthern wid & cloth te douse ut, and Oi'll toie the cotton to
the cloth so that Oi can pull ut off. Then Ol lahe! Misther
Ching—yez twig? Bedad, afther that we'll ring the bell, and
invoite 'em all to supper ™

Prout and Joc shook hands with him warmliy.

“D'ye think there'll bo a row?"” asked Joe, with some
douht.
+' Not much, you bet!" chuckled Prout.
tale agen' him, ain’t us?
Taft 1"

They waited for Barry to light a lantern and muffie it in
an old hlack apron. Then they followed him into the fog
and gloom. Gan was silent and sad. They had not let him
hear the details of the plot.  Fortuno wes with them.
Barry felt his way along the scruppers, and pasted his
notice to Ching-Lung’s boarded back. They hitched Gan to
the lower iron rail, and the lamp was p[m:eg 50 that one pull
would removo tho cloth. Two minutes later all was ready.

“Tell me, darlint,” said Barry, stifling a chuckle, *can
yez play * Willio come home to yez supper, there’s a Lipper
awaitin’ for thee," on that

“ Easy !" chirped Joe.  * What can you play on yours?'"

“‘There’s o loight in the winder for me.”” grinned
O'Rooney. “Oi'm waitin’. Pull for yer loife. baby meine "'

Clang, clang, clang! Clatterelang ! Clang-clatter !
{Clang, clang, clang !

out of the bell was

¢ “We've got our
Laft, old bradaw! and tintacks—

The amount of noise Joo got
astonishing.

“ Muffing, more muffinsg!” said Joo.
warranted made wi'out sordust ™

Again there was a rush of footsteps across the deck,
cloth shot away, and the lanicern
the fog.

Al fresh, and
Tho

ashed brightly, even in
And then from above eame peuls and roars of
laughter.

" Come on wid yez!" ericd Barry. “Of wudn't miss the
Lﬂ:r’ and blisa for all the goold this worrld can show, and Ol
¢ shot and in the pit av () ain’t there in hall 2 mo’ ! Fut
ut, Joe !"

They raced above. There was a ring of !mafrhing men
round the twa ohjects. Thurston waa shaking with mirth as
the “ plum-duff " wriggled and squirined,

Y Marey  and mushrooms ! eried Barey. Do me owes
desave me, or am O dhramin’ in me cot ¥ Misther Ruport
—Joe —Tom, what 13 ut? Am 1 gomn' off 7 Fual me
pulse, somewan, and bring me a coolin' draucht in a bucket.
What is ut at all, at all?” .

“I'll ring the bell, and sce if anybody is at home!" said
Prout.

Ho goave the pigtail o tup, and o mullled and wrath-
choked wvoice said from between the boards:

“* Prout, you pig, I'll—-I'll— Oh, I'Il—" )

“(Och,” said Barry, “that sandwich must bz a thrifle
hoigh! Made in the yoar 1836—ch? What in the name of
yer [oive sinses, Misther Rupert, is a Chinese sandwich I™

“ You'd better consult a coolery-book,” said Rupeort. 1
pszure you L can’t tell”

“I've heard tell of Chinese erackers and Chinese ginger,”
said Joc.

“ And Choinese evackers and Choinese lantherns,” added
Barry. *“ Boy the wan-oied pig of me Unecle Donnis, this is s
baffler! And here’s another bag of mysthery intoirely !
*Very Plummy Duff, a la Eskinw. i wondher av there's
any curranta o out !

“Mo break you into bitses, Barry Rooney ! yelled tho
plun-duff.

“¥ez have no raison to spake, pudden!” roarcd Barry.
“Gintlemen and Misther Rupert, what shall we do wid theso
pervisions?  To ate thim 15 guite impossible.  Bhud we
dhrop thim overboard? Ax av he’s sthill there, Tommy ™™

Again Prout tugged at the pigtail. ;

*‘?"il murder you, Prout, I swear it ! roared the sandwich.
And shricks of laughter followed.

“ Batter gol them out of the WY, Darry.” whisperxd
Rupert. “ The chicf might interfere.™

“ Not for millions, sor!” answered Barry. “Wo'll git
gurselves away furst and lave the meal te yer honour.
Bhove, "tis toime to floy !V

MARTIN CLIFFORD, in this Thuraday's
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They hastened below. Rupert had promised them a brief
start %efﬂrﬁ he uncaged the two lions. They made frantic
cfforts to barricade the door, and they were barely s second
too soon. Bomething like a battering-ram struck it
“That's "im " chuckled Joe.

* Whisht I"* said Barry loudly., * Was that the cat scratch-

in’ to get in P’
“"at be blowed!" answered Prout. “Ii's only a fly
wallkin® up the door!”

" Bounded a bit louder nor that to me,” said Joc. * More
like a mouse.”

After that therc was o brief stillness. Then came & heavy
footfall, and the voice of Maddock was heard grunting and
chuckhng, Maddock’s chuckle was hard to mistake,

“Here’s old Ben!” said Joe. “1 hope the prince has
sheered off 1

* Hallo !’ said Maddock, trying the door, ** what's wrong?
Let me in, ladg !

“ Bteady on, Benjamin!™ said Prout.
elear #™

“Clear of what ™

“Why, the prince! Didn't vou twig what we did—hey?

“1 eculdn't, wuss luck! I 'ad to stick to the wheel; but
they telled me about it. Laugh? Fa, ha, ha, ha! ‘Ere,
let me m 1™
: I_'rila.{]dnck began fo rumble and roar like a high-pressura

atler.

"Have a squint round furst, darlink!” said Barry. “ Yes
miver know his thrieks; and, faith, he'll be madder nor &
woild bull wid & mouthiul of sauf and o bunch of erackors
tied to ut’s tail !"

“ Right, Irish " growled the bo'sum.

Fis foolsteps retreated, and they began to remove the
barriera. Gradually the sound of ks tread was heard again.
Jog pulled down the lamp, but could not make it burn, so he
Lehted 2 wretched Russian-tallow dip.

* He's done a puy.’” said Maddock, *“and I'll bet he's bad
rnough on it! Talk about a doin’?! Ha, ha, haz, ha, ha!
2an’t keep me out no longer, or I'll die of laughin’ on tha
wat! Ha, ha, ha, ha! Let me in, boys! You didn't give
tim no soft-ecap that time—eh ¥’ .

“* He'll Fi ve us eomo when we meet!” pgrinned Joe.
“Lome in ! Boft-soap—yes; he’ll cover us with it !”

“ He will—he will I'" roared a voice like unto the veice of
Uhing-Lung. ** Take it, brutes—take it 1"

“ [ gives 'em plurn duffers ! thundered Gan-Waga.

“ 2oak ‘em, Gan !’ :

Meddock was at the wheel, and Maddock would remain at
the wheel for ancther hour. Poor Joe opened the door. A
mop, clammy and sticky from a dip in the soft-soap barrel,
smote himm on the face and stifled his yell of dismay and
horror. In rushed Ching-Lung and the warlike Eskimo.
ian polished up Prout’s bald head, and the prince had a
small washing-day on Darry’s features.

" Farewell 1" 3E;r‘mmu:l hie Highness.

“*Tooral-roo ' grinned (Gan-Waga. ]

After their departure, Barry scooped the goap outb of his
hoir, beard, and mouth, and uttered a hollow groan.

“ To think of him bluffin® us loike that ["" he sobbed, * and
us takin® him for Maddock I’

“Ow, ow, ow!” monned Joe,
of !

" What's the use of t.h?'ing’ to do him " went on Barry.
“Ivey toime we gets fair :

3 c?:p?:d 1" gereamed the voices of Ching-Lung and Gan-
Waga from the darkness and the fog without.

“Is the coast

“I've swalleced a guart

Ashore In the Sultan’s City—A Glimpse of Nathan Gore—

The Wrong Man.

Maost of the cases of isinglass and caviare had gone to feed
the furnaces before the pilot-boat ran out. They were not
very much surprised to find the pilot a Scotsman, The
mement he was within hatl Ferrers Lord called to know
whether the steamer from Poti had arrived.

“ No!" was tho anewer. ** She's sight hours averdus; but
eight vears isn't much in these waters. We do travel [V

The pilot came aboard and took the wheel. They hove to
to awat the arrival of the medical and Customs' officers.
A fow notes earcfully distributed ameong the greedy officials
Lrought the vesscl into the beautiful horus.

' Mow, old dismond-chaszer,”” said Ching-Lung ﬂipﬁﬂ.ﬂtl}r,
* what's our port—Therapia, Pena, Bcutar, or which?’

“ Thero are only two,” answered the millionaire—'* Scutari
nr Constartinople. The packet stops at Seutari.. We shall
por on to the Sultan’s eity.”

“ And i MNathaniel ro—aoh, «sweel name, Gorel—pels
off at Seat”

* Wo thall hear about i, said Ferrers Lord, * It's hard
to hide n Scutari.”

They wore erawling along, followed by boals manned by
red-capped boatmen, who wapted to sell them sll kinde of
merchandise, from canaries to earpets. #They made such a
soise that Barry wanted to get them on deck in batches of
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six at a time and !::{ght therm. The vessel left & smell behind
her that set every dog snifing the air, for 1singlass and hides
do not burn without an odour similar to that of a glue-
factory. Towards evening they were before beautiful n-
stantinople, onee the capital of the civilised world, still & eity
of paiaces, but a city of eorruption. ,

Here again the health officer and the Customs’ officials mada
their appearance, and it took a long time to get rid of them.
Pedlars swarmed over the deck, thrusting their wares on
everyone, and cketing any small article they could find.
The voie of tﬁ: muezzin, calling the faithful to worehip,
eounided from a hundred domes.

“ Who's gpoing ashore?' asked Rupert. .

They were all willing. After a deal of haggling, two boats
wera procured. They landed on the é]u?{.

*“If you don’t mind, Rupert,” sai al Honour, " you
might come with me. I've got some English friends here,

* With pleasure, Hal.”

The engineer locked inquiringly at Ching-Lung.

* No, my son,” said the prince, shaking his d. " You
don't want the whole tribe with you. They'd think you'd
brought a boarding-school. You pay your visit, and I'll
look after the kids. 8ling vour pair of hooks, and be happy.”

“ Balaam! Me am s great g gurde. Ma talk him
Engleesh grammatic. Salaam! All tho cheap dear sights of
Constantinople gived away for & gift. Noble Englecshmans,

Yuseif IHamed will do you o treat for the small sum of starva-
tion price, Salaam! }-Ir.h is the old firm, and his customer 13
the Duke of London and some more crowned heads. Look
and read the glory they tell.”

It was a little Turk, with 2 patch over his left eye, and
ho was touching the ground with his turban as he bobbed u
and down, He pressed a few greasy letters in Ching-Lung’s
hapéi—teat:mcrmu!s from wvisitors for whom he had acted as
guide.

Ching-Lung did not know the domed city. He glanced at
one of the letters, and grinned.

“ TERTIMONIAL.—Yussef Hamid is the dirtiest rogue un-
hung. He showed me round the city. I advise you to kick
him.—G. Ropivsoy SMrIte,” :

Though the Turk could speak ' Engleesh grammatic,” he
evidently could not read.

A second letter advised everybody to wring hit neck, and
a third, from a Yankes visitor, told them to ““soak the little
¢“£E¢"

Hamid . did not get the job, although he warned them that
:51esr woitld be robbed, lacerated, and stabbed if they went

one.

All the same, they went, and had a splendid dinner nt a
French restaurant, the bill !h-c:ing paid by Ching-Lung. They
Lkept to the wider stroets, where there were Europsan names
over the shops, and where many European visitors and
resident: were driving and promenading in the cool of the
evonmg. - )

Gan and Ching-Lung caused something of a sensation,
cspecially when the Prince started a horrible dog-fichr in
the middle of & crowd. Of course, there were no dogs, but
thers might have been a pack of foxhounds by the way the
people scottered. _

**Let's have seme coffee,” rugpested Prout; "1 recken
it's good stufl in Turkey.”

“0i'm on ut!” said Barry.

Ching-Fung led the way, and they took their seats among
the marbletopped tables of an out-deor cafe.

“Come here, garcen! You ase—you idiet! Come, I tell

you! I'll have your life! Will you abey me, six? (Garcon—
garcon [

They all secemed to be shouting at once to the T waiter.
Naturally, Ching-Lung was the culprit. pee
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The waiter stood dumbfounded until a dog behind him—
an invisible dog—uttered s frightful yell. The horrified man
howled with fear, and gained the top of a table with cona
leap. The pile of orockery he was carrying descended in an
m.’n'l%:mhe to the ﬂuﬂ';'.c&: g P o

“ Timo to go,'" sal ing-Lung. “ I'll pay the damage
first, though, and 3se that the waiter du&;n’% got the aack."

{;'hinf-Lung went in search of the proprietor, and managed
to settle matters rather cheaply. N

“ We'd better got back to thoe ship pow,"” said his High-
neas.  ** There's not much to do after dark.”

“You buy me some cangles fust, hunk, Chingy?' pleaded

all.

“ If we can find a shop.” . .

The shops appeared to retail evervthing except “ cangles.’
They were not in the right district to purchase such articles.
A3z they went on, the lights became fewer and the streets
NIBTEOW.,

“ Right wheel, lads!" aaid Uhi‘::ag-"[.ung.
inte thoe low part of the town. o
mugx![na, Ganug, till to-morrow.”

“Hoot" said Gan. “ What dem? Oh, sausage—sausage !’

Turks do not eat pork themselves, but they do not mind
salling it at a profit to those who do. (Gan's heart was
gladdened by the purchase of a large polony—red, fat, and
shiny—and ho went on his way rejoicing. .

It was guite dark when they noared tho sca. Numerous
boats carrying lanterns were moving sbout. As they were
nﬁshing off thore was a slight collision and a volley of Turkish
abuse.

There was a European in the other boat, As it passed
them shorewards the lantern flickered for an instant on the
passenger's face, and Ching-Lung sprang to his fect.

The man was Nathan Gore, or else his éh:}ﬂ.

“ Back—quick—to tho shore!” gasped Ching-Lung.

He was out before the boat touched, and running across
the dark gquay. A sound of wheels reached him, and he knew

was too late. He remembored having Seen & carringe
standing there. He followed for a time, but was beaten by
taking a wrong turn. Then he flung himself into the boat
again.

g It was Gore,” he said, in answer to the questions.

Ho told Ferrers Lord the news, and the millionnire smiled,

“ Heo left the boat at Riva. [ suppose,” he said, " and took
the ferry from Scutari. Are you sure there is no mistake,
Ching #** ] ]

’ (gonﬁdc_-m;.' I could not mistake him ("

“ Was it a hotel carriage?”

“ No, I think not. It was a closed brougham.”

“ Probably from the American Embassy,” satd Forrers
Lord. ** W&'ll pay them a visit. A steamer leaves for
Brindisi to-morrow. It is due to catch the P. & O, boat. He
will travel by it, I expect. Cone with me”

They landed agein, and drove to the American Embassy.
Forrers Lord scomed to know evervome.  They were conr-
trously received, but the American representative could give
them no information. Then they visited the head of the
police.  He promized to send men to all tho hotels and report
at once, and also to keep an evo upon the shlrrim'rg-ﬂﬂ‘h-f-:.‘.

Hal Honour and Rupert dild not turn up until early n the
morning. About six o'clock the police-boat appearcd, and a
letter was handed to the millionaire. A man giving the nume
of Jonez: had booked for Drindiai in the steamer due to sail
it midday. Ho called himself an American citizen, and Ins
description tallied with that of Nathan Gore.

» Wettod at last ! said Ferrers Lord.

The millionaire never hurried. Nuthan Gore wounld probulily
only po aboard at the last moment, At twonty minutes to
twelve axaetly the millionuire. followed by Thurston, Ching-
Lung, Prout, and Hul Honour mounted the ladder of the
g.5. Bosphoruz An olficer came to meet them,

“* You have a gontleman hore-—a Mr, Jones!" sud Ferrows
Lord quietly. ) . .

“ Then,” drawled a voice, I guoss I'm thal identical man™

Thev turned swiftlv. It was not Nathan Gore: but it was
almost hiz double. Ferrers Lord's ayes twinkled,

“ Come below,” he said, " and have some champagne™

“ I pues: [ will, and T'll tell you something.”

Tho defoat was bitter, but there was plenty of laueghter.

“Wal," said Mr. Jones, " it seems you're after the old
hosa. I picked him up in Wursaw, and we're a bit alike. I
don't know what he'd done, but he ]}!.Id me well to go with
him to Bake. Then he sheoved, long before we pot thar, I
should say about now, onless he didn't ketch the boat, he's
maokin® hot tracks down the Suez Canal.'

“ Proat,”” said the millionaire, * signal to the others to
como aboard at onee. We are going to Brindisi"

Ching-Lung's face feil, and Rupert groaned. ;

““ Hang the mizerable dinmond!” thought the engincer.
* What a waste of timo!”

A splondid ingtalment of this thrilling serial again next Tucsday.)
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THE TUGKSHOP RAIDERS.

Continued from page 22.

e )

“ Mo, sir—yes, sir—that is to sgy—""

“They were three Remove boys, ﬁut. not Wharton, Nugent,
Ul:mrrﬁ, or Bull?" said Mr. Quelch. *“ And you saw them
come back into the dormitory. What wers their names?"

* I-=I say, I—I didn't say so, sir!" groaned Bunter.

“ Bunter, if you do not tell me the truth I shall take you
before the Head at once. Tell me the names of the three
boys who came baek into the dormitory.”

“ It—it's ne good, Bmithy!” gasped Bunter. * You see
he knows all about it! It's no good glaring at me—1I cau't
help 1t! I don't know how he knows, but he does know—
you can see that for yourself."”

“ Bmith " thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir?" said the Bounder, looking very pale.

“What do you know about this matter ¥

* Wothing, siv,”

:: Hid }.':::u”t-}ll Bupter where to find these stolen goods '™

" No, air.

“Oh, really, Smithy 1" Eas +d Bunter. © Dida't you tell
me they were in the ericket-bag in the monk’s -:EI[‘,I i the
Cloisters?  Snoop and Stott jﬁﬂ?l' well know you did! That's
where you put 'em last night '

“Buoop! Stott! Stand up U said Mr. Quelch. 1 thnk
wo are gotting atb the truth now. You thres boys raided ihe
tuckshop last might, and Bunter discovered you, and you
allowed himn to take o share of the stolen goods—as the price
of holding his tongue, I suppose.”

“There! You see lie knows it all 1" s;id Bunter., “[-1
hope you don't think I was to blame, sir. I just mentivoed
to Smithy, in a casual way, that Wharton was going to black
his chivey and pay Loder a visit. [ never thought that
Bmithy would black his chivvy, too, and reid the tuckshop,
amd try to put it on to Wharton. You never know what
Sunthy's going to do, siv. He—he's dangerous”

* 1t—it was only a lark, sir,” faltered Snoop, * and—nmd
Smith led us into it, sir. T only looked upon it as a joke, sir”

“ So d-d-did 1" stuttered Stott, A harmlesa j-j-jole, siv”

“ What have you to sey, Vernon-Smith¥” asked Mr
Queleh,  “You have acted in a rescully way, Not only L
you taken geoods not belonging to vou, bur vou have $fried
to throw the blame upon Wharton and s feiends. Have
you anything to say 7

:I'hﬂ- Bounder pgritted his tecth, e was exprosel now,
with a vengeance, but he did not lose his courage.  JHe was
rame to the lost.

i Nnt]:‘ling, sir he said. 1 supposge I may as woll own
up, a5 these rotten funks have done so. We raided the tuek.
shop—that's all.”

“Wharten, I am serry you should have been suspeetisd
vou and your friends,' said Mr. Quelch. ** Your action in
Loder's study was very unjustifinble, but under the circuin
stances, as you have been so nearly punished for what wou
did not de, I shall try to induce the Head to tuke o lenient
view of that matter. As for you, Swmith, Snoop, and Stout,
you will follow mo to the Head at onee!  Come I

And Mr. Quelch rustled out of the dining-room, with the
three voung rascals al his heels, Sooop and Siobe lookioe
very unhappy, and Vernon-Smith sullen and debant,  Tiilly
Bunter, muech relieved at being passed over, sut down at
tho brealkfast-table again,

“I—-1 say, you fellows™ he remarked, " I--T'm glad
Smithy’s been bowled out,  11e's an awful rovler,  Under the
circumstances, I suppoze there's no harm in my finisisinge
these things"’

And he finished them.

£

" - a ] ] ] - - ¥

The interview of the tackshop raiders with the ITead was
& very painful one—ior them,

Snoop and Stott were cancd severely ; but the punishment
of the Bounder, as the ringleader in the enterprise, waa
heavier, Fle was fogged by the Head, and thero were very
few who sympathised with him.  Harry Wharton & Uo. had
five bundred lines cach {or their raid on Loder's study, but
they did ﬂﬂ’f,"li!“* that very ""“1.']" Thov had got off
cheaply, m}nmd_r-r:ngl_ "n.*rn-:m-l‘.”:‘umrih had the additional
jleasure of reimmburatng Mrs. Mimble for her loss

In the Romove 1-‘4:-1-rrlgamnm t.h_ur. morning, three junicrs sat
through the lessons with anguished countenances,  Yornon.
Bmith & Co. were suffering for their sins. But the Remove
had no sympathy to wasto upon the tuckshop raiders.

THE EXI.

"ROUGH ON RATCLIFF!” .M nan s,
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NEXT WEEKS STORY.

Next Tuesday’s complete talo of Greyfriars School is a
story of exceptional interest sand unusual humour. As in-
dicatcd in the title—

“COKER MINOR, SIXTH-FORMER!"

the younger brother of the big Fifth-Former, with whom
Harry Wharton & Co. have had so many rubs, comes to the
school, and proves himseli to be the exact opposite of his
major in_almost every respeck. The position which the
younger Coker immediately takes in the great schoel is un-
precedented for a new boy, and leads up to many ¢uricus
situations. In

"COKER MINOR, SIXTH-FORMER!"

Frank Richards is seen at his best, and I anticipate that there
will be & great run on next Tuesday’s MaeseT Library, which
will coniain this grand and original story of school life. M%‘
readers are, therefore, once again warned to make a specia
point of remembering to order well in advance.

A LOYAL LONDONER'S LETTER.

The most pleasant of my daily tasks is always, to me, the
exantination of my morning postbag, which brings me day
after day the most charrming spontaneous letters of apprecia-
tion and encouragement from my staunch and true reader-
chums in every part of the world. Sometimes that same
posibag brings me letters of a different kind, it is true, which
arc not so pleasant to deal with; but this is, I suppose, only
natural when one considers tho wvast number of bovs and
pirls and grown-ups, young and old, who scan every issuc of
the ** world-wide weckly,” ThRE MacweT Labrary. r;"'.l reading
letters of the unpleasant kind, however, I am heartened by
tho fact that they are far, far cutnumbered by the other sort
—by the kindly messages of goodwill and hearty support sent
by my numberless loyal friends. I am printing below a
tvpical spontancons message of this sort from one of my
many hundreds of London chums. )

“ Kensington,

“Dear Editor,—I am writing this letter to let you know
what T think of THE MacweET. 1 have taken in THE
MagxET from the very first number, and I have found it a
very cheerful and bright paper. My friends also wish me to
tell you that they think THE MAGNET a thoroughly ripping
kook, and will always read it. On wet or fine days, THE
MaAcrET is always a true friend. The stories are always ox-
cellent, and the paper is the best one a boy or girl could wish
to read. I alwovs give the Magxers I have read to boys
who I know would like to read them, and nearly all of them
have hecome regular readers. 1 might add that vour
companion paper, "' Tho Gem” Library, is also an excellent
paper. I will do my very best to make Tue MaGNET an
oVED IOrs Fl)p-l.l]ﬂ_-'l‘.' papcr than it is by getting as many new
readers as 1 possibly can. Wishing you and THEHE MAGKET
every success, 1 remain, yours sincercly,

“Epwarp H.”

Thank d].'QU, Master Edward H. It is to the ﬁnemus help
amd good influence of fellows like you that THE Macxer
Library owes & large share of its unparalleled success.

Bl

TRICKS TO TEACH YOUR CAT.

Almost everyone hikes to teach his or her dog at least a
few simple tricks, but the cat is more often than not neglected
entirely in this respect. As a matter of fact, pussy will be
found to bo very quick and intelligent, and, by the expendi-
twe of nothing mors than a great deal of paticnce and kind-
ness, can bo rendercd guite accomplished in the number of
pretty tricks she can be taught. A cat’s education should
really begin, of course, when it is young. A kitien can be
taught to jump quite ecazily. Put down a saucer of milk,

and, as puss makes for it, bend over it from behind, hinking
Tur Maawer Liemary.—No. 240.
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your hands together so as to make a loop a few inches above
the foor. The kitten will usually

Jump through the Loop

without hesitation to get at the milk, and will very soon
learn to do so without any such attraction. The loop should
then be made by holding your arms ocut sideways to your
body, so that you form rﬂughiﬁ, the shape of the letier P.
By gredually raising the height of the loop above the
ground, you will soon teach pusay to make a clean spring
through your arms when held at the full height of your
shoulders. A small picco of fish, or some other dainty, should
reward the kitten after each lesson, which should not last
long enough to tive the pupil or make it indifferent. :

A good wey of practising a kitten in Jumping 16 to tie

A Hare’s Foot

to the end of a rod and line. Puss will jump up at it, and
by raising the lure ﬁuu can lead your pupil on io some
surprising cfiorts. The hare's foot 13 alse useful for teaching
a cat 1o retnieve.

If the foot 13 thrown about the room, Euss will go after it,
and can ba persuaded, with a little trouble, to bring it back
to you each time. The retrieving trick, once it is thoroughly
learnt, may give rise to some awkward situations at times,
when, for instance, puss brings you

A Dead Mouse at Dinner-time
or at some cqually inappropriate moment !
By attaching a piecc of meat to the door-knocker you can
teach the cat to

Knock at the Front Door.

Whenever puss succeeds in giving a rat-tat with the knocker,
vou must, of course, open the door to it at once. Bﬂ gently

ropping a kitten up against the wall, and holding the hand
ﬂg}lt under its front paws, it may be taught to beg as well
as & ffc- ; while it is a very easy matter to train a cat to come
when whistled for when onee you havo thoroughly gained its

affections,
REFPLIES IN BRIEF.

#The Daredevil” (New Bouth Wales).—Thanks for your
very interesting letter, and for the suggestion it conteined,
which I will bear in mind.

(. Bedford (Canada).—I sm sorry I cannot insert your Back
Numbers advertisement, as thig column was closed at the time
1 recoived your letter.

Australian Reader.—Please accept my best thanks for your
letter, and for the great help you have given me in trying
to further popularise " The Magnet™ Library.

Will the following readers pleaso accept my best thanks
for very interesting letters received during the last few weeks:
J. Walker, Australia; A. C., Hendon; J. Jones, Liverpool;
A Boy Chum, Yorkghire. ) _ .

C. E. M. {Thornaby).—The winner of the * Daily Mail™
£10,000 Flight was M. Beaumont.

P. H. (8heffield).—Thanks fﬂr_aqur posteard.
apace does not allow nf.m{l publishing 1. _

L. ¥. H. (Cradley Heath).—The only way you can obtain
a correspondent is by answering some of the advertisements
appearing each week in “ The Gem™ Library Free Corres-
pondence Exchange. .

Bessiec B. (Dublin). Thanks for your nice, long latter.
Ag regards vour request for a correspondent, see xcply to
L. F. H., above. e
Ardent Girl Reader (E. M.).—Thanks for appreciative
letter. Glad tﬁ hear T have such strong supporters r you
and your brother —

@ Iﬁtnreate.d " (Bradford).—Several 3d. boohs of Tom Merry
& Co., but none of Harry Wharton & Co., have been pub-
lished. The former are now unobtainable from this office,
being out of print. R

R. T. (Hove).—The issues you inquire about are now out
of print, and cannot be obtained from this office.

THE EDITOR.

I am sorry

B
FRANK RICHARDS.
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Seecral Gomic SUPPLEMENT.

1. Leer Reeders,—VWe'vo been sich good kids lately that 2 When wo'd fixed up tho trapdoor improvemont we in-
ma got up & nice litkle amuzement for us in e backvard, vited The round, YCockled erab-apples ! observed Tke.
as per engraving above. Y Georgie” remarked me, as we  “*That looks a hea.it.h;r kind of excitement. I'd like a trv
procecded to improve the thing—''Georgie, let’s allow Ike  at it myself.” * You're welcome ! sod us, before he had
A ha}l}f-&hm'ﬁ in tﬁa fun.”  ** Sertinly !” replide ths generous  timea fo change his mind,

youth.

3. Bo we was kind enuff to let him have s go, and— 4. Then I tried to explain fo Tke that the cobject of the
that's where the little improvement came in—directly he'd  game was to get past the hole. without bludshed. Afore I
got well started I pulled the string, and there was a draft  could properly show him what I meant he had dropt out of

ot that raleway, “ Gurr-rrre!” shricked Ike. " Now look  the game, so to speak. He jest I;:cti';t on his way rejoicing.
there, deer Ike,” sed me coolly, pointing to the improvement. CAN rite ! skreermed Georgie, “I'H fell muthor you broke

“There's a fine opening for a nice, pushiul young mant” a winder
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3. Ma happened to be having o dinner-party—there bein 6. As we had to bs in tho last picture we stopt closo
wme food in the house—and Ike dropt in quite unexpected.  handy to seo it through. Presently wé noticed Eko lrava
“ Pardon me, gentiea and ladlemen,’” he cooed, as he stopt.  tho house abruptly, He;{d: he was anxious to calelh himacl
"I hope I-don’t intreod.” " What " shouted ma. up.—Yours till next weel, FerDY, the Bunsey Boy.
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THE STORY OF A “BREAK-FAST” TABLE!
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1. The Tiddler Twins got a mee little joke ready for 9 ot weendpa had been watehing round the door, and
p;ra:}-ﬂ;::l. CWe'll tie this steinge to the lep, and when hels tumbled to their little game. 1 know!a trick worth twe
having breakfast: we'll pull the table away!™ snigeered of that ?' he murmured, as he fixed the tavle up, as above,

Tommy Tiddler. “Right sou arc ™ said Teddy.
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_ & 8o when the naughty boys pulled the strings, éxpect- 4, They found grandpa getting on nicely with his tea and
ing to find the t¥le move away with grandpa’s breakfast, tonsk. ' Ia, ha, hal” 'ie'}“-if-'k!:-'ii the old chap, 1 had you
they were considerably surprised when—— nicely that time, laddies, didn't I

A HINT TO THE REF.
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ALL HOT!
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- S W _I "‘I' hops wvou haven't been wasting

—R o F'— time at the football match, Toemmy !
Passionate Perey: ' Muriel, dearest,] “’Ow did yer manare to lick a strong C“Wasting  time, sir, Yyou're quite
my heart ig on fire!” toam like shat, Billi right. What with three men lzid out,
Muriel: " Excuse me, Perey, but I} * Why, it was simple enough. The fourteen fouls, and auite forty throws
fancy it's your coat-tails.” rof. has to pass through our street to | 1, it’s nothing else but wasting time,

git to the station. We told him where | The game's gomg to the dogs, sirl”
we lived t"!

MORE COMIC PICTURES ON THE NEXT PAGE. =




A HARD CASE.

he Tosa: “You want a rise, owing
fo the inereased eost of living?  Whal
the dickens do you mean, sir? I doun'b
understand ™'

The Clerk s ““Well, you see, siv. Tor
instance, when I went to a football §
match T used to mo in as a boy for
threcpence, Now I'm grown up a bit,
they charge me a tanner as a man!'

iv. The *Magnet” Library Special Comic Supplement.

THE DEAR CREATURES!

Joess: I den't care for men. IE's a
Fack, I've already 3aid “No’ to six of
them." i

Téag:  Really! What were they fry-
ing to sell?

No. 240,

A GOOD GUESS.

“Do yvou know your chickens coma
over into my garden?"

“1 thought they diwl.”

“ Why?"

“ Paeanse they never come bacl."

A KNOWING BIRD.

Wifo: “Seratch your poll, Polly.”
Hubby: My dear, if you keep
scratching his poll, he'll be quite bald.™
Pareot: * Haz she been scratching

your poll, toot"
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AN EXCEPTION,

=

F

wh 7

==
“YWhat do vou think of that cigar?

““0Oh, Edgar, don't you just love !.'HE

seazon when the leaves begin to fall?

“ Naw., Not the school-book leaves!”
&

T think s awinl— —”I
“ 8o do L It's onc of these vou gave
e last Christmas”™

A BROAD HINT.

Tack: YT say. uncle, are sixpences still made round?”

Unecle Tizghtfist: “0Of coursze they are!”

Jack: ** Well, you sce, uncle, it’s such
I saw ong''

a lopg fime singe l

HE KNEW SHE'D KNOW!
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Mz Piye: * When you were out a letter came, addressed
o you, marked *private and conlidential.” "~

Myr. Prye: © And what was in it?"™
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