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6 A LESSON Here's a school story combining fun, thrills and drama in such

FOR LODER !“ a tmigue fashion as fo sake i the 7 Dbest goarn of the weel”



Use Your Spare Moments to Good Advantage—See Below !

Farringdon Streel, London, EAL.4.

NOTE,— All Jokes and Limericks should ba

sent Io

clo " Magnet,” 5, Carmelite Stredt, London. E.C.4 (Comn.).

OW I'll kick off this weck with a
query that comes from o very old
reader of mine in tho North of

England who sigus himsclf P, C.

Ho wants to know
WHO ARE THE DIE HAERDS?

Well, I ean give you one definition of (hese
gontlemen, and that is, Editors ! Goodness
knows, they havo a hard time of it. But
serionsly, Die Hards is & nickname given
to the Middleacx Regimont, It was
carned by the lst Battalion (then known
as the 57th Foot) at Albuera, in 1811. Out
of 570 officers and men who went into this
potion, only about 150 came out alive, and
many of these were seversly wounded.
Although badly wounded himself, their
commanding officer, Colonol Inglis, cried
out: " Die d, my men—die hard ! *

W. Harriz, of 4, Garnden Terrece,
Trinity Road, West Bromwich, carries off
v loather packet wallot for the following
clever Limoriek :

Whan Bunier goes ouf for a walk,
To some fellow’s study ha'll staik.
Il the enpboard's unlocked,
And maybe well-stocked,
The *“*0wl™ wlll swoop down like a

LT3 ha“.'k I L]
Thoro are more of these useful prizes
waiting to be won, chumms.  Bend in your
cilorts to-day.

Do any of yon chaps know
WHERE PEOPLE LIVE IN TREES ?

Not a bad idea in the summer, by the
way. I shouldn't mind it myself, although
it. would be rather breezy on a stormy
Hi ht'\- 5

ﬁn New Cuinea in the South Seas it iz a
«ommon sight to find whole villages in the
irce-topa. There is & roason for this, of
coursas, The natives are sa enhject to
attack from war-like neighbours that they
build their housea high from the ground,
~nd when they turn in at nights, pull up
+ho Iadders after them. The linuses them-
rilyes are buile of inter-woven sticks
vovered with grass, and the general appear-
s of them may be geimed if you
visualise one of those pigeon cots that ore
1hatehed and aro 50 popular with landscape
vardeners. Oneo the ledders of these
: 1. New Cuinea dwellings ero drawn
up, the only things able to got Lnloors mre
ilies, ticks, mosquitaes, centipedes, ants,

ion®, heetles, moths, hornets, and
wood-hoe, Otherwize vou are fren from
trombles. Bo now you know, Hobeet
Homers, of Exeter.

el

If T were to ask you

WHAT IS A MAGOT,

I ]m-'l]-af}'nu wald ot say, o thing that

nomes fpom oheeze.”’ For you would be

wrong, for two peasons—and hera thay are.
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A Sunderland reader & very worried on
this subject. Now list to what he says in
the following pathetic letter which arrived
on oy desk in company with hondreds
more : Y Dear Mr. Editor,—My Uncla
Laniel haz been for some time in Southern
Europe on a busincss visit gnt.t;in:[gl ordors
for the supply to the Woung Turks of
saxophordes and banjuleles, Ho  has
written home to say he has suffered
saverely in outlying places and onee had
to live for two days on goat's cheese, Also
he spent half & day hunting a magot which
at last he caught alive after a desporate

struggle, and intends bringing it homoe as a {

hirthday present for roe (deep breath). Now
unecle’s spelling is weak, it would appear to
me a3 if his hards=hips have given him bats
in the beliry.  Aother is oven more worried
than me—eate, Jimmy Cola,”™ Now,
Jimmy, tell mother to worry no longer on
the score you have set out, and yoursell
cease from troubling. A magot is e
Barbary ape and the only species of monkey
that now exists in BEurepe. I am sory
your uncle has suffercd | 2o severely in
Turkey, but he can t2ke eomfort that it is
nothing fo what the relations of the Young
Turks will aufler when he has dolivered his
orders for the saxophonaes and banjuleles 1

Now we'll have a leugh with John Beid,
of 35, Dinghla Road, Ayr, who liag baen
swoarded a Maguer pocket-knife for the
following amusing joka :

*‘Anty remarks before Lsentence you 2 *°
asked the magistraie of the prisoner,
** Yes,'" bawled Burglar BIIL
pretty tough being ldentlfied by & seragey
blighte: that kept kis hsad under the
badelothes the whole time I was * blow-
ing * the safe ! '

Who's going to be the next reader to win
one of these useiul prizes 7 Get busy on
your attempts to-day, chums,

I wonder how many of you fellows know |

WHAT CAUSES AN EARTHQUAKE?

The main reason i3 nndounbtedly hocanse
the eerth shrinka a8 it slowly loses heat,
Comparatively spesking, the earth has a
very thin crmst which iz ool elthoegh
great firea burn deep down within the
globe.  Ho, es the fires die down slightly
within, the outer erast of the carth 13 [eft
ungupported in places amd is apt to sink
or crack. In some paris of the world, the
erust of the earth i3 very thin as, for
instance, in Japan, and here a grest
numnbet of carthguakeés oeene,  The eavth's
eruat is mich thicker in England and re
sarthquakes are very rare—and a goad job
too for all of us !

mear all you sporizmoen chouid know

WHAT A GOOGLY IS,
and Dow ta tey 12 an vial SpPRanent s,
But those of Lo wh don't will Bod the
angwer e, A peoely e n erieloting
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CHfice, P oyl

Atwags glad to hear fromn gou, chums, so drop me a line lo the jollowing address ;|
The Editor, The ** Maguet " Librgry, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., Fleetiway House,

l

1 right inta the bowels of the earth.

3
i

form for & bail that brealis
feany tha off, although the
aelion of the bowler in sends
ing it dowm has appearsd to
suggest that it will break irom
leg, - Conversely, it may e &
Eall lweaking from the leg with
an appavent gfi-break action
on the bowler's part. A
googly bewler is a very wseful
man to have in o team-——ithe
kind of clwappie to upzet a
sohek partnorship.

SCHUYT AND SCOOT !

On appearance theso fwo
wards are nothing like one
arrother, and, indeed, they mean
two different thing=. But they

are pronounced the same—" senotl”  Gob
that Walter Edraunds, of Ipswich ¥ Welll
take the first one, " Schuyt.” This is ilo
nemea of a Dutch boat which i¢ emploved
in the ecl trads Twiween Holland amd
the Thames. Thesa beats have peculiar
charabicristicn, too many to describe here,
which make them readily recognised from
any other kind of craft. Now for ™ scoot.”
This ia a slang word that you offen hear
one hoy- say L0 another when le sees a
master, meénitor or farmer entering the
horixon, 'E-EPE!'EIII'IHF when that horizon is
out of bousds—" scoot "

LIFE UNDERGROUND.

I am always on the look-out for new
cxil:gricnms, and when 1 was asked the
other day if I had e¢ver heen down & mine,
and was given an opportunity of downg 50
if T wi to, I jumped at the chance, So
lagt Bundiay sew mo desecnding one of the
despest mines in the countey, and in a very
ghort space of time I was three thousand
fect below the ground ! I had heen up in
an acraplane before, but I liad never been
g for underground, 20 T can now congratu-
lata mysell on having soared tu tle heighta

rand having descended to the deptha,

Somebody once told ma that if one stood
at tha foot of & mine and looked up the
shaft, one could see the skors, evon in
dayhghbt. I decided to put it to the test,
and go under the sheft, but—alas —
it happered to b8 raining, and, further-
more, & emount of water drains into
this particular thait, so all T pot for my
paing was my eyes full of dirty water!
Besides, at that depth the top of the shait
[noks to ba about the zize of a pin-head |

However, I zew something oi the con-
ditions- of lifo underground, and could
oot kelp wondering what people will think
in & eouple of thousend years time about
theza mysterious palleries whh:l-:tBFdeh'u

that
time I expect folk will have lorgotten all
ahout Gmg::c snd will wander why mines
wera ever dug, just es people wonder
nowadaya who first constracted thoso
caves at Chislehurst amd other places
which are now just show-places for inter-
ested aghtsecrs,

1 wonder how many of my readers have
heen

DOWN THE MIRE

on =imilar gxpeditions to that wpon which
I was ? Anyway, 1 thoroughly enjoyed
the experiendo, sltheugh I certainly prefer
my comfortable desk at Fleetway House to
erouclring down in e few {est at the coal.
fame. Tlis was ¢mite & modern mine,
end the galleries were constructed i a
wimilar mannér to the tubé pascages ona
sees i London's Undergrovund railwaya,
Coingdownin tha © cage "' was also simi

e ckescending in the lift to a tube station
-t what /& differonca there was in tha
spendd | We went down at a speed of almost
giglit yads o second | Some going, eb §

(Continued on pags 28.)



GET GOING ON THIS GRIPPING YARN OF SCHOOL

LIFE AND ADVENTURE—

—featuring Harry Wharton & Co., the world-famous chums of Greyfriars, By FRANK RICHARDS

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Chingachgook of the Sixth!

i HE worm!"
E “'f'he rotter!”
“The slinking toad1™”

“We're not standing 16!
exclaimed Harry Wharton wrathfuolly.

It was exaspersting.

The best-tempered member of the
Famous Five, of the Creyirars Re-
move, was oxasperated,

Not & man in the famous Co. was
disposod to “stand it" if it could be
helped. The trouble was that ib
couldn’t.

It was a hali-holiday at Greyfriars
School, mnd Harry Wharton
& Co. had started nheerili: on

them along the shady footpath through
the wood, And they knew that they
were being kept under observation by
the suspicious prefect.

“The worm!” repeated Bob Cherry
wrathfully,

“The unspeakable toad!” said Frank
Nugoent,

“The toadfulness of the esteemed
Loder iz terrifie,” remarked Hurreo
Jamset Bam Singh. “Tho worthy and
absurd besst is tracking us like the
ludicrous Chingachgook in the ridien-
lous story.”

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

“We're not standing it!"” he repesated.

The penaltiea for “heandling’™ =a

Sixth-Form prefeet were dire.  But
Harry Wherton was strongly inclined
to turn batk and call the bully of the

Sixth to mocount, Loder had vanished
in the trees: but the juniors knew well
enough that he had not gone far.
He had get out that afterncon to ke
an eye on them—an absurd and undigni-
fied proceoding on the part of a prefect.
They knew that he would crop up
sraitit that he was devoting his after-
noon to keeping an eye on them.

“What doecs the rotter think ha is
going to find out?” exoclaimed the
captain_ of the Remove angrily.

Bob Cherry grinoed. i

“He's got it inlo his sall»

. head that we ?n lr_:uhhnurst--

an afternoon ramhl?. : hgp Times innumerable has Gerald Loder, ing o8, & hs-it-}m ;E& .;’d hu?.
i t = BRICL. o8 ) o

gﬁ;:‘:nvglllgndgr E:. enr?:liffs? the ,b‘.i'ac I'dlf,l" pI:EfECt of the Sixth h'iﬂ- poor litﬁrlu brain ever

quite a harmless and healthy qualified for expulsion from Greyfriars. since he caught us taking a

way of passing & sunny suin-
met’'s afternoon. :

They had started with
cheery faces. Now, ns they
gtood in the feotpath in
Friardale Wood, looking
back, their brows wore clowded with
wrath and indignation, )

Coming along the path, et a distance
bohind them was Loder, of the Bixuth
Form.

Loder, as he saw them at a halt,
stopped suddenly.

Ho turned from the footpath, and
disappeared into the wood, looking—
or trying to loolk—as it he toock no
special interest in the chums of the
Removo. .

ut the juniors wera quite aware
that Gerald Loder was taking & very
particular interest in them that alter-
noon.

They had noticed lim stroll away
from the schopl gates when they left.
‘They had secn him again in Friardale
Lane. Neow they found him following

But never has he so narrowly e:st:ape_d
that dreaded fate as is instanced in this

enthralling story.

“Let's go back and have it out with
the rotter.”

“Hold on, old chap!” said Nugent.
“We can't handle a S8ixth-Form prefect.
Easy does it17 ’

“We're not going to be watched like
this!"" snapped the captain of the Re-
move. *It's not a prefect’s business to
play the spy.”

It was intensely exasperating. It was
not only the annﬂ_vingl fact that & sus-
picious prefect was following them; but
the fact that Loder believed that thero
was something to be found out. In the
view of the Famous Five, Loder had no
right to believe anything of the sort.
No doubt he judged others by himself;
but there was the rubl Loder had ne
right to judge the chums of the Remove
by himself.

short cut by the Cross Keya.”
* And the fathead thinks he
will ecatch us out!” growled

Johnny Bull. “Ho wanta to
catch ws red-handed, and
teke us to Quelchy.”

Harry Wharton laughed iwmpatiently.

Lodoer’s procoedings were ridiculous
as well as exasperating. Dut they were
very <xasperating indeed. The sue-
pictans he entertained were an insult
to tha Famous Five.

“My estecmed chums—" murmured
Hurrce Jamsot Ram Singh

“We're not goiog to stand it!" said
Harry. “Prefect or not, he has no
right to spy on us, and we've a right to
stop him. Quelchy would give him =
royal jaw if he know what he was up
to. So would the Head, if he know."

“My esteemed Wharton, a wheezy
idea has occurred to my absurd and
idiotic mind."

HiZive it & name, old black bean!™
said Dob.
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Hurree Jamset Ram Singh smiled &
dusky smile.

“Lownd moe your ridieulous ears, as
'oct Shakespoare r-:murlmbli observes,”
ho said. * 'ﬁiﬂ excellent and disgusting
T.oder has zct out to treil us like the
ridicnlons Chingachgook. Let us lead
him ¢n an esteemed donce.”’

“1'd rather punch his cheeky head!™
growled Wharton,

“ Quitefully o; but the punchiulness
of an absurd prefect menns the terrific
livkfuluess from the Head, which 1s
neither grateful nor comlorting., More-
overfully, wo can pull the cxcellent leg
of the a{ﬁurﬂ Loder and make a terrific
[oo] of him."™

“ How's that 1" asked Harry.

“'fhe preposterous Loder 1s after us
to bowl us oub!' said the Nabeb of
Bhanipur. *“There is nothing to bowl
ot ; Eur. the excellent Jer believes
ptheewiscfully, Let us gratify him. If
l:a is so keen on making a discovery,
why should he not make onc?”

“Oh! A jape!” said Johuny Bull.

"Tho japefulness will be terrifie, if
my osteeiced chums will follow my
abzurd leadfulness.™

Harry Wharton did not speak. Ie
was savagely angry, end inclined to
“* have it out ” with Loder of the Sixth,
at tho risk of a Head's licking. Baut
ihe uther {fellows realizod that, 1n
dealing with a prefect, discretion was
unduugtedly the Eﬂtl&l‘ part of valour.

“ Leave it to Inky!” said Bob Cherry.
“Inky's got a lot of pumption in that
old black noddle of his."

“Oh, all right!" grunied Wharlon.
“You lead, Inky!" _

Aund Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh led,

The janiors resumed their woy along
the footpath: but instead of keeping on
towards the cliff, Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh struck off by another path that
led towards the river.

When they came out on the tow-
path by the Sark the juniorz glanced
hack, and werg not swrprised to see a
hat appear for & moment among the

trees behind them. Leder of the SBixih,
m*idcnblf; wes  still  understudring
Chingachgook,

“Which way now, Inky?* asked
Frank.

" Up the river, my eatcemed Franks.™

“Then we're not going 1o the
caves?”

“The answer is in the preposterous
rlcﬁaﬁvm”

Oh, all rightt”

Up the river, by the towpath, went
the chums of the Romova. They passed
the Greyiriars boat-houze, and pro-
;::m_ipd anward up the bank of the
tark.

“ Look here,” said Wharton restively,
“1 don't seo walking about all the after-
noon, just to lead that fool & danee.”

“ Ok, leave it to Inky,” said Bob,

“"Wall, how far are we going, ITuky?”

“Half an csteemed mile!” szaid
Hurrco Jamset Ram SBingh. “Then wo
shall reach the disreputable and Indic-
rous resort known as the Three
Fishers.™

The juniors stared at the nabab.

“You howling ass!™ cjaculated
Johuny Bull, “That's the show where
they havo prize fights. A Greyfriars
nen was sacked for gIain thera. Wiy,
you chump, it would Eﬂ just pis to
T.oder to catel ns in such a place! Are
yonu off your rocker?”

Ay esteemed Johnny——"

“I'm not going to tha Threo Fithers,”
gaid Johnny Dull g':uﬁljn “1 think
vou're a silly asze Imky., DPlaving into
Lader's hands.™

“The playfulness inte  Lodet's
estoemed hands 1= the proper caper,”

Tag Maigser Lismant,~—No, 1,115

cxplained the rabob patiently. " Thero
is no law against passing tho place on
the towpath. DBut it would be tho
esteemed sack for any Greyfriars man
goung mto the place. We are going to
give the spying and preposterous Loder
tho impression that we have gone in.'’

“0Oh!” said Johony Bull, "I see™

“Time vou did,” remarked DBob
Cherey. **Get on with it, Inky”

The chums of the Hemove walked on
np the towpath, grinning now.  Even
the captain of tho Hemove's angry
frown had given placo to a smile. There
was no deoubt that it would be “pie ™
to Loder to cateh his ald encemies of the
HRemove entering such o place as the
Three Fishers. It was e place where
surreptitious prize-fights took place—a
meating-place for all that was shady and
disreputable for miles around. It was
Saturday afterncon, and on Saturday
afterngons there was always something
“on " at the Three Fishers—a plove-
fight, or a cock-ight, or something un-
lawiul and disseputable,  They could
imaging Loder’s delighted feelings when
he saw them maeking for such a spotb
Certainly, as a dutiful profect, he ought
to e grieved and shocked. But they
had a very shrewd suspicion that he
would be pleased,

Az they drew nearer to the inn, the
juniora found & good many other pedes-
trians on the path. They werc not, most
of them, very respectable to  look at.
Obviously, there was *omething on”
at the Three Fichers that aftornoon,
and it was drawing disreputable
hounders from all quarters, uife a
little mob was going in at the gate that
opened towards the towpath,

But the Famous Five passed the gate,
bevond which lay the fenco of the exten-
sive gprounds for a good distance, Here
there was nobody on the towpath, and
the juniors had it to themsolves,

Tha fence was high, and covercd with
thick 1vy and creepers. Hurrce Jamsch
Ram Singh came to a half.

“Do not look back, my csteemed
chums,” he murmured. *“*We do not
want to put the spyiul Loder on Lis dis-
gusting guard.”

The nabob stooped and tied his shoe-
lace. Whilo in that attitude ho took a
swift and surreptitious glance back
along the towpath.

As he expected, he had a ti]i:m.\v,-slm of
Loder of the Bixth, still faithfully fol-
lowing the methods of that celebrated
Ited Indian tracker, Chingachgook.

Loder was coming slowly along the
towpath, kecping as much as he eould
among the trees that ﬁrﬂw along the
fence. But as he saw that the juniors
had stopped, he stopped alse, and
backed behind a  tree. here  ho
remained out of sight—watching.

The nubobl rose agan, with & dushy
grin,

“The esteerned Leder is shkulking
behind a tree, watching wa, my excellent
clums,” he remarked. ‘WNow 1z the
timﬂh*?

“But what?" said IHarry doubtfully.

Tha nabob whispered a fow words.
The chums of the Remove chuckled, and
praceeded to carry out the scheme. They
selected & spot where & thick free,
heavy with foliage, grew over the high
fence. In full view of the hidden pre-
fect, they climbed the fence, malllg one
by helding on to the masses of ¢ m!gmg
vy und virginia ereeper, On top of the
fonce they were hidden by the thick,
Iow-hanging boughs of the tree. And,
instead of gruppmg down on the inner
sida of tho fence, as the watchor
naturglly supposed, they climbed into
the tree, and tock cuver among the
highest branches. . .

There thoy waited, in cheery silence.

Two or three minutea later there were
footsteps below the tres, and Loder of
the Bixth was standin ‘t.i:crc, staring at
the spot where the Famous Five had
climbed the fence, with gloating eyes,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Pulling Loder’s Leg !

ODER chuckled.

H His chuckle was quite audible
{o five juniors hidden in the thick
folinge ebove, and they grinned

at one auotner blissfally.

Loder really could not help chuckling,
Nothing succceds like success, and

Loder had been suecessful beyond his

hopes,

For o long timoe he had suspected
these juniors. He had actually caught
them in the precinets of the Cross Ke:,:i

and they had got off with m story
taking a &hort cut, Mr, Q

ueleh, the
master of the Bemove, had believed
that story—or, as Loder suspected, pre-
tended to believe it, to avert disgrace
from his Form. Some senior, Mr.
Quelch had ssid, had secn the juniors
taking tho short cut, and the Hemove
magter bad chosen to aceept that Himsy

evidence as conclusive. Loder won-
dered what he would say to this. The

rankest favouritism would nob serve,
when he received tho prefect's report
that the five juniors had been scen-—-
actually scen with Loder's own eyes—
climbing over the fence into thoe Three
Fishers' grounds. They could scarcely
palm off o story of a short cut this time.

Leoder fairly glosted.

To do him justice, Loder really
believed that the Famous Five were a
st of young rascals. e disliked them
go intensely that he was willing to
believe anything, The wish was fathar
to the thought. Circumstances that
wera merely suspicious were sbsolutely
conclusive to Loder’s mind.

Ho chuckled again., Now he had got
them where he wanted them.  Five
Greyfriars juniers had climbed surrept:-
tiously over that fence; and by this
time, of course, they were mingling with
the disreputable mob who bhad gathered
at the Three Fishers that afterncon to
see the Friardale Chicken tackling the
Courtficld Pug, without gloves, Making
boks on the fight, as likely as not. Loder
had hiz own reasons for knowipg what
blackguardly fellows did, when they
at.tanged the fights at the Three Fishers,
Had he not set himaelf the task, that
afternoon, of tecking down these young
rascal: and showing them up, Loder
would bhave been at the Three Fishers
himsalf.

Well, it was worth missing the fight to
bowl these sbady young scoundrels out
so completely. The beet of it was that
they were early for the fight, so they
would remain in those lawless cincts
for some timo to come—qguite  long
enough to be caught there. Loder
might have followed them in, and
hunted for them among the L'mwdj. But
that would lizve been & task rather like
looking for & necedle in e haystack, as
there were some hundeeds of peoplo
gathered at the place, and the young
sweeps, of course, would be on the lock-
gut, ready to dodgo and hide. At the
sight of a prefect they would scud, end
meke up some story to satisfy a _il“?rm
master who was, in. Loder's opinion,
only too casily satisfed where these
juniors were concerned. Loder knew a
trick worth two of that, if not three.
They were there. Ho only wanted to
make absolutely cortain they were there.
After that, his plan was cut and dried.

He had made absolutely certuin now.
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“ 1 say, you fellows,”” said Bunier eagerly, ** are you [gnlﬁg to the bun-shop ¢ '* ** Right on the wicket,” sald Bob Cherry.

* Go
eordially.

He had secn them climb the fence and
disappear. Tondrils of ivy, dragged

e, showed where they had climbed,
if svidenco was wanted.

Loder waited under the tree for
several minutes, gloating. hen he
turned and walked swiftly away down
the towpath. He was heading for Grey-
friars, with a report for the Remove
mastor, Quelch might like it or lump
it; but ho could not refuse to act when
he heard Loder's roport, The vision of
» flogging, perhaps the “sack ” for five,
snd & complete showing-up of theso
mng spoundrels who had fooled every-

y but Loder, made the prefect feel
happy as he trod his homeward
"""'*'i.g+ o

rom the top of the tree the juniors
had a glimpso of Loder in the distance,
vanishing along the towpath.
E;‘Therc he goes!"”  grinned Bob
erry.

“May as well get down!" chuckled
Nugent.

The five juniors slithered down the
branches to tho top of tho fence, and
dropped back to the towpath. .
Thera they looked at one another with
grinning, gleeful faces.

“That fathead has gone back to tell
q’ueiuh:,r that wo're at the igiddjr fight at
the Three Fighers,” chortled Bob, *I

quite

wonder what. Quelchy will say "
“He may believe him,’" grisned
Johony Bull. “Quelchy's face will be

worth watching when we tell him that
wo only climbed a tres to pull Loder's
jolly old leg.'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My estcemed chums,” murmured the
nabob, “in the ridiculous circumstances
we cannot be too careful, We must be
abla to prove a ludierous alibi.”

“That's s0,” agreed Wharton, * The
Bght doesn't come off yet—the people
are still going in. When it comes off
wo must bo somewhere else, and able to
prove that wo were E-'Elmﬂ“'.he']'l} alse. ™

17 5ald the Owl of the Remove, rubbing his
*“ No larks, though ! ** sald Bunter suspiclously. (Ses Chapler 2.)

t hands together.

“{Good egg !” said Bob. “What's the
programme, Inky?"

“There i3 a short cut acrosa the fields
to Courtfield, my esteemed chums. We
can be in Courtfiold before the estesmed
and absurd Loder arrivefully reaches
Greyfriars. We shall find plenty of
Greyfriars men in Courtfisld on a half-
holiday, and we will gatherfully collect
a party for tes at the bun-shop. The
more the better——-as we shall want
absurd witnesses.™

“Ha, ha, hat"
 HMCome on!" said Harry Wharton,
laﬁhing.

The juniors hurried up the towpath to
the spot where a footpath led through
the woods of Popper Court to the Court-
field road.

They mnegotiated tha footpath as if
thoy were doing the school mile.

In a 1-2?' short time they came out

on_the road over Courtfield Common,
_ There, as they walked into the town,
it was easy enough to colleet Greyiriars
men for a party at the bunshop. There
Wero F!emt:,r of Greyfriars men about on
s halt-holiday.

The first one they met was a fat youth
with a pair of large {:[a::l;a::}es perched
on a fat little nose. He grected them
with an expansive grin.

“1 aai;, you fellows!"

 Halla, halloe, halle! It's Bunter.™

“I've been looking for you fellows,”
said Billy Bunter brightly. *“Glad I've

found you. I say, are you going Lo
Courtheld

“Just that!”

“Good! Going to the bun-shop?"

asked Bunter eageﬂﬂ'.
“Right on the wicket.,”
“Is 1t a feed?™
“You're a iolly old thought-reader.”
“Good! T'll come!”
“Do!" said all the Famous Five to-
gether, cordially.
Bunter blinked at them.
He was not accustomed to a hearky

‘I"lecoma!l™

““Do 1*" said the Famous Five

welcome like this when he added hime
self to a spread.

“I say, you fellows, no larks!™ he
said suspiciously.

“My dear old porpoize,
come as tho flowers in May
Cherry. * We're clubbi
& roval a_pruud at the
everybody's welcome,
merrier.’

B:ﬁ'.lumu on, Bunter!” grinned Johnny

you're wel.
["" said Bob
together for
unshop, and

Tho more the

And Bunter came on gleefully. Tt was

uite a happy meeting for William

corge Bunter,

A few minutes later Vernon-Emith
and Tom Redwing of the Ramove were
sighted on the cothmon. Bob Cherry

shouted to them.
hallo ! Bmithy !

“ Hallo, hal!n’,
R-Edd;.i"! Join up. 2

“VWhat's on?" asked the Bounder.

“Spread at the tuckshop. Wo're
gathering a party.”

1 Ruﬂxt-hn; wea'll come.”

By the time the party reached Court-
field' Peter Todd and Russell and
Ogilvy, Tom Brown and Hazeldene

ark Linley and Lord Mauleverer, and
five or six ‘other fellows had been
gathered in. Loder could fardly have
reached Greyfriars by the timo the
Famous Five marched into Courtfeld
with their army.

Tha object of the party was not kept
a secret. All the fellows knew that an
alibi was to be proved, and they roared
over 1t. Loder was hurcying home to
report that the Famous Five were in the
disreputable crowd watehing the fight
at the Three Fishors, and nearly half
the Hemove were prepared to swear
that the Famous Five were in Court-
fiold while that ﬂgﬁﬁ; was going on. It
was a scors over the bully of tim Bixth
that made the Romovites rejoice.

It was yet enrly in the afternoon, and
nobody was ready for tea except Bunter,

HE Magrer Lirrry.—No, 1,115,



6 JNTRODUCE THE ‘' MAGNET" TO YOUR CHUMS—THEY'LL THANK YOU!

who was always ready. So the numerous
arty put in an hour at the Courtficld
E‘ir:t-um Palace, an establishment which
had the spproval of their headmaster,
as it showed wholesome English films,
instead of the usual Americen crook
rubbish. )

After an hour =t the pictures the
“army * marched along to the bun-
shop 1n groat spirits. In the High
Street they picked up more Greylriars
follows—Hohson and Hoskina of the
Shell, B8hell fellows, as 8 rule, rather
disdained the company of the Lower
Fourth; but circumstances nlter csses.
A spread made all the difference. After
all, as Hobson nobly said, they were all
Groyfriars men. and why not
friendly 7

S0 they wero friendly, and when they
arrived at the bunshop it wae quite a
rush of custom. Greyfriara men often
ggve little parties at the Courtheld bun-
shop, but never had there been a
merrier party than this, The Farnous
Five were in funds, the spread was
extensive and good, and every fellow
enjoyed himsell; but most of all they
enjoyed the happy thought of Loder
of the Sixth and bis report to Quelch.

— =

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Quelch is Not Taking Any !

“" ONSENEE I
N Mr, Queleh’s remark

short, if not sweet.
Loder breathed hard.

It was not customary for & Sizth-Form
prefect’s remarks to be described as
nonsense by the most testy Form
mauster. But Mr. Quelch, in point of
fact, was out of ]fatr.ence with Loder.

To put it in language used by Mr.

uelc:lf:s Form, though never by Mxr.

uelch, he was fed-up right to the chin,

Ho sat back in his chair, looked at
Loder across s writing-table, and re-
peated :

* Nonsense [

It was rather a facer for Loder.

He had not expected Quelch fo he

leased. He had anticipated that

ach wounld bo annoyed and irritated.

hat had not made him hesitate. Ha

rather liked the idea of snnoying and
jrritating Quelch.

was

But whatever Quelch’s feelings might
be Loder had expected him to sit up
and_take notice, so to speak. The report
ha Brought in was a terribly serious one.
It involved the good mame of Quelch’s
Form, it involved foggings for five of
his boys; it might involve the “mack®
for some of them, But instead of sit-
ting up and ta.kmg notice Mr. Quelch
sat up and glared at Lodor hke a
hasilisk, .

“ Nonsenso !” he said, for the third
time. “You are mistaken! ¥ou are
deluded by your personal dislike of these
juniors godur! ¥You are making an
absurd blunder. ‘The less you say on this
subject the better.” i

Loder was almost pale with suppressed
rege. Dearly he would have liked to
tell Quelch what ho ihought of him,.
But that was imapossible. Such language
was not permitted at Greyfriars or any
other zchool.

My, Queleh waved a hand,  That
afternoon was a half-holiday for Mr.
Quelch as well ps his Form. He was
spending it in ls own happy way with
that juﬁ}f hoon companion, Sophocles,
Sophocles would have made the toughest
head in the Remove ache. But to
Queleh it was simply pie. ;

Loder had buotted in at a very in-
opportune momenf. Pictura a scholarly
gentleman, deep in the “ Seven against
Thebes,” who had just lighted on a
possible explanation of an obscura
passage, such as tho festive Sophocles
delighted to leave behind him to puzzle
succeeding generations.  Picture that
scholarly gentleman about to rise from
his chair, take his hefty Sophiclean
volumo undor hizs learned arm and trof
off to the Head's study, there to compare
notes on this entrancing subject with
ihe headmaster! And pieiure an excited
prefect butting in at the psychological
moment with an incredible réport about
a number of juniors in whom E-ulir.
Quelch had the completest confidence !

It was no wonder that Quelch was
angry. The wonder was that he did not
smite Loder to the foor with the
Sophiclean volume, .

Form masters, of course, never give
way to their feelings. That was fortun-
ate for Loder. Had Quelch followed his
natural impulse Loder and Sophocles
would have coma into violent contact.
Sophocles. no doubt, would not have

i |
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minded: but Loder would have been
hurt.

Lodar stared and stared as Queleh
waved him away. Quelch seemed to
think the matter at an end.

But it was not at an end. Loder of
the Sizth was not tv be waved away liko
& troublesome bluebottle.

“Mr. Quelch [ he gasped. "1 repeat
that—""

“¥You need repeat nothing ! snapped
Mr. Quealch, “I have already stated my
opinion of what you have told mue,
Loder 1™ o
The prefect set his lips,

“1 repest, sir, that with_mg
I saw hLive ﬁemnm boys clim
of the Three Fishers—"

“ Nonsensa |”

“Their pames are YWharton, Cherry,
Nugent, Bull, and Hurree Singh. I
recognised every one of them.”

“1 fully expected to hear those
names " snapped Mr. Quelch. " Now,
1 will speak plainiy to you, Loder.
Some time ago you brought me a report
concerning thess very juniovs. ou
found them in hiding, as you stated, in
the purliens of the Crozs Keys Publio
Houze. The matte woro a vory seriguy
aspect. There wa: much vnpleasnut
talk and comment, _

“The boys explained that they had
teken a short cut.  You stated o positive
opinien to the contrary. In spite of my
high opinion of these jumiors, I allowed
myself to doubt. 1 was greatly dis-
turbed., Then came the statement of o
senior boy, which comnpletely exonorated
thesa juniors. You had mada a
mistake I

“I——" Loder tried to get a word in
edge-wise, as it were. Dut Ilonry
Samuel Queleh was %ﬂing stronp, and
there was no room for romarks from

Gerald Loder.

“ Allow mo to speak [” hooted rSu.l:'.f.ﬂi'.!.
“You made & mistake. A foolish wmis.
teke! I cannot help thinking, Loder,
that you would never have made such &
mistake but for your personal fecelings
of enmity towards these juniors.”

“*1 have Do = 3

“I differ [ said Quelch. *These fcel-
ings may be unconscious on your patt,
but they bave becn only toe much in
evidence. You wers misled by thens,
Loder. You have been misled again.
On the last occasion, Loder I allowed
you to waste my time and disturb my
serenity. On this oceasion I shall allow
nothing of the sort.”

Loder drew & deop, dwabreath.

Ho had te admi: that had como
rather a “mucker”™ in that Cross Keys
affair, But thiz was really rather too
thick.

“Am ] to uonderstand =ir, that you
refuse to take up this matter, now that
I have reported it to wyoui" he
exclaimed.

“You aro to understand precisely that,
Loder, I decline to have my time
wasted with theso frivolous reporis.”

“It 12 not a frivolous matter, sir, for
a number of Greyfriars juniors to attend
& prize-fight at 8 low 1esort uot only out
of school bounds, but outside the law of
the land.”

“Nonsense I*  Mr. Quelech glared,
“You seem to be well acquainted with
the peculiar proceedings at the Threo
Fishers, Loder. May I ask how you
know that o prize-ﬁght is taling placo
there this aiterncon ™

Loder caught his breath for a
motent.

“]—I—I have heard so,” ho stam-
mered. )

“Hearsay i3 not proof,” said Mr.
Queloh, “If tho fact wera known for
certain, it should be reported to the
police.”

owWn cyes
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“It would scarcely be good for Grey-
friars, sir, for a number of boys of this
school to be found there by the police 1™
said Loder venomously.

“ Nonsanse | _
“The boys are actually there at this
moment,” said Loder. *“If proper

measures are taken, they may be de-
tected either 1n the place itsclf, or as
they lcave, and the matter placed be-
yond any possible doubt. I have no
doubt that wyou, sic. as their Form
master, would be eagor to establish the
facts—>"

“I1f I trusted your report, Loder, I
sinould take instant measures. If 1 be-
lioved that boys of iay Form were in
tuch & place, I ghould not waste a
momient. I should see that they were
discovered, exposed, flogged, and that
their leader was expelled from the
school. But I do not.” said Quelch, with
& glare, “believe a word of it 1"

“8ir! You sccuse me of—af—of false-
hood ! stuttered Loder.

“Do not put words into my mouth,
Loder. I aceuse you of nothing of the
kind. I believe that you are deluded
by your inordinate desire to cause these
juniors to be punished. I presume that
you fancy yourself to be actuated by a
sense of duty. Yo. arc decelving your-
eelf, Loder. You are, in fact, talking
nonsense, as I have sgaid.”

_"T'Eﬂu refuse to take the matter up,
BIC

* Most emphatically !”

“Then,” said Loder desperately, “I
shall go to the Head "

“What 1"

“T shall go to Dr. Locke ! said
Loder savagely. “As you refuse to act
on my report, sir, you leave me no
choice. You practically sccuse me of
slandoring &8 number of juniors, from
feelings of personal ill-will. I shall
place mysell in Dr. Locke’s hands.™

A sound came from Mr. Quelch, which,
if Form masters could be supposed to
snort, would have been described az a
snort.

*You may do as you please, Loder!
You are well aware that Dr. Locke
leaves matters apportaining to every
form, in the hands of the Formn master
congerned. Dr. Locke will doubtless
refer you to me, and I warn you in ad-
vance, that I will hear nothing further
on thiz subjeet,”

“1 trust that Dr, Locke will see justice
done, =ir,” saild Loder, his voice trom-
ling with rage. “If he should refuse
meo his support, I shall resign my posi-
tion as o prefect.”

“That would involve no loss to the
school,” said Mr. Quelch caustically.

Loder moved to the door, He would
hkave given ten years of life—anybody's
life but biz own-—to tell Quelch what he
thought of him,

Queleh’'s glance followed him primly.
But &3 Loder reached the door, the
Eenove master spoke again, in a kinder
tone,

“Loder, pray listen to reason! I
assure you that there is no doubt in my
raind thoat you are making another

foolish misiake, ¥ou will serve no pur-
pose by troubling your headmaster 1n
the matter.”

Loder gave him a bitter lock., He
had no doubt that Quelch was unwilling
for his rank favouritism to be brought
to the notice of the Head.

1 have no choien in tho matter, sir,”
hie zaid eoldly, “My good faith and
ability as a prefect have been ques-
tioned. I am
my headmaster's hands.”

Mre., Queleh eyed him dubiously.

Loder was in deadly earnest, and the
Hemove master certeinly did not want

und to place myself in -

the Head to be dragged into Lower
Fourth affairs. If it was barely possible
that Loder was right. and that Quelch
was wirong in passine over his report
unheedod——

That was a disconcerting reflection.
It was unlikely, almost unthinkable,
that Harry Wharton & Co. were as the
suspicious prefect described them. But
no doubt the bare possibility existed.

Loder, as he saw the doubt creeping
intc]:_ Queleh’s face, allowed his lip to
curl.

M you decide to take the matter up,
pir—="" he began, and he could not keep
a note of trivmph out of his voice.

Quelch hardened again at once. He
was not the man to admit defeat, What
he had said he had said!

“Monsense, Loder! I deecline to have
my time wasted by any such absurdity
he snapped.

“Then I shall go to the Head!"

Mr. Quelch’s lips tightened.

“Very well, Loder, you will, of course,
do as you think best. But I warn vou
that Dr. Locke will npt liston favourably
to such an absurd story.”

Loder's eyes glinted.

“If the Head thinks my story is
absurd I am prepared to tender my
resignation,” he said. “But I don't
think he will1*
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tﬁand with that, Gorald Loder left the
study. _

Mr. Queleh glared at the door after it
had ¢losed behind Loder. Sophocles lay
unheeded on the teble. The Bemove
master was intensely irritated, and not
wholly ot case in his mind. If the
Head, after all, toch the report sericusiy
—and certainly the matter was scrious
enough, 1f well-founded—it would be
very uncomfortable for Quelech., Even if
the Head doubted, he might think—he
probably would think—that Quelch
should have investigatoed, after receiving
o formal report from a prefect of the
Sixth Form.  And if, by some horrid
and unexﬁicmd chance, it should turn
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out that Loder was right—
Mr. Quelch breathed hard. F¥o sat
and glared at the door. And on the

table Sophocles lav—packed with those
gbscuritics which delight the heart of
the investigating scholar, but gquite un-
likely to havo any more of his obscuri-
tics elucidated that afterncon by Henry
Samue!l Quelch,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
By Order of the Head !
T EMP{}EEIBLE in

That was the Head's first com-
ment, and 1t did not sound very
encouraging to Loder. It seemed
to hint that he would have as much
difficulty with the headmaster as with
the master of the Remove, )

Loder carcfilly suppressed bis irrita-

tion and gave no sign of the contempt
ha fel.

Dr. Locke pronounced it imposzible
for a Groyfriars man so to disgrace
himseli aa to bhe present at a prize.
fight at a low resort like the Threo
Fishers. So far from being impossible,
Loder could have told him that it was
very possible indeed, and on the very
best of evidence—Loder himself having
attended such functions soveral times,

That, however, he was not likely to
tell the Head, even to convince him that
it was *' possibla * that the BRemovites
were there,

Dr. Locke looked troubled.

Likow Mr. Queleh, he was taking his
ease on that half-heliday, school matters
dismissed from his mind and a classical
volume open on his desk, Me did not
desire to be interrupted; he did not
desire to bo bothered, Still, it was his
duty that the prefect was doing—and a
very important duty, if his statements
wers true.

“Are yvou abzolutely certain of what
you sey, Loder!” asked the Hend, peer-
ing at the profect over his glasses.

Absolutely, sic.”
_“You actually saw five boys belong-
ing to the Lower Fourth Form clim
the wall into a disreputable resort
which is etrictly out of school bounds?”

“I did, sir.”

“Why did you
Loder?™

Loder, of course, could not explain
that he had been keen to sce the Famous
Five land themselves in trouble and
disgrace. That sort of cxplanation
would not have done for the Head,

“They were well ahead of me, eir,
and they nipped over tho fence almost
in & twinkling,” he explained.

“That implies that vou were follow-
ing them, Loder?"

*Quite zo, sir! An incident oeccurred
o week or,two ago which placed these

not etop them,

boys under serious suspicion.  Their
Form-master was sati with thoir
explanation—I could not help feeling

that they had abused hiz confidence, sir,
and deccived him. For that reason I
kept them under observation this aftoer-

noon. '
“I1 have every faith in Mr. %:E!lﬁl:?
or,

judgment and discernment,
suid the Head stifily.

“Certainly, sir: but these juniors nre
very wary—very wary, indeed—and I
may say cunning. I thought that they
deluded Mr. Queﬁp en the last occasion,
This afterncon, air, their actions left no
doubt in my mind that they contem-

tated breaking bounds, They started
i the direction of the eliffs an nhn.ugcd
that direction in the middle of Friar-
dale Wood, and then made for the
Three Fishers by way of the towpath.”

“That certainl M looks suspicious,”
gnid the Head. “If you actually saw
thern elimb the fonee ond diseppear in-
sido—" o

“I saw them, sir, with my own ayes.
Thoey are there now, to attend the fight
that ia to take place—there can no
question of that'” said Loder. “They
cotlld have no other object in going
there on this special afterncon.”

*Vaory well,” Loder—the matter cer-
tainly must ba loocked into. You wall
place the factz before Mr. Quelch, I
am, indeced surprised that you came to
me instead of the Form master con-
cernpd.™

“T heve been to Mr. Quelch, sir, and
he refuses to take up the matter at all,
or to take any notice of my report.”

“Indced,” satd the Head, raising his
eyebrows in astonizchment. "I do not
understand why™

“Mr. Quelch has an impression that I
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have & personal feeling against these
juniors, sit. I nead not say that is a
unstekae.”’

I'lhe Head drummed thoughtiully on
inis desk.

“My. Quelch must have gosd reazons
for declining to act in the matter,” he
seid slowly.

Loder breathed hard. He knew that
ihe headmaster's reliznce on Mr. Quelch
was complete; and again he feare that
his vietims would cscape him

“May I point out, sir,” he said, “that
ny own honour as & Greyfriars prefect
i3 ub stako. Unless it is concluded that
1 have made a falte stalement, my
report mnust be acted upon. I Arust, sir,
that you do not presumo that I have
spoken false in stating that I saw these
juniors enter & place out of bounds.”

“ Clertainly not, Loder.”

“In that case, sir, I cannot ses how
my repor’ can bo passed over,” said
Loder. *If I em not trusted, I I_uq?ﬂ
no alternative but to resign my position
us a prefect. If that is your desire,
sir——" went on Loder, with an air of
martyr-like patience and resignation.

“Nothing of the kind, Loder. On
what ground: did Mr. Quelch refuse to
take note ot your report?”

“On the grounds that I had made a
loolish, mistake, =ir,” said Loder. " As
if there could bo any mistake in the
matter. My report is either true or
[a]lso—there is no room for mistakes.”

“Thal cortainly seems to be the case,”
said the Head slowly. *“H vou are
positive that you yourself watched these
boya climb over the [ence into a for-
bidden giu

“1 did, sir.” _ )

“The matter must be inr.imred into,”
said the Mead decidedly. ™ If the boys
are there they must be convicted of this
sorioug dereliction of duty, and un-

doubtedly the ringleader will be ex-
polled from Greyfriars™ .
Loder drooped his eyes, conscious

of the blaze of triumphant melice in
Lhem. The expulsion of Harry Wharton
would pay off many an old score agninst
the captain of the Remove, Loder conld
have chuckled alond at the thought of
it. To do him justier, Loder had no
doubt that Wharton deserved to be
snicked—as moch as he himself deserved
it. He had not the slightest Goubt that
Harry Wharton & Co. in these very
moments were mingling with the shady
mob st the Thres Fishers. probably lay-
ing the odds on the fght between the
Friardale Chicken and the Courtfield
Pug. Heo had no doubt that such a
scene had as muck attraction for. the
Remove men as it had for himself,

“The matter is difficult,” said the
Heatl, drummiog on the desk again. “1
cannot allow Greyiriars prefects to
enter such a place in search of the boys
—that iz ont of the guestion.”

“ And it would be useless, sir, as they
would dud%a out of sight and deny
afterwards the truth of my report,” said
Loder. *As tha metter stands, they
have no suspicion that their presence
thera is known; and they may be easily
detected when they leave.”

“No doubt,” said the Head. "1 will
a::ghin to Mr. Quelch, personally, that
I desire this matter to be investigated,
Loder. I shall trust the investigation in
yvour hands, and vyou will bava the
assistance nf‘ the other prefects. No
doubt the exits from the place may be
kept under obecrvation, and the boys
caught as they leave. Inform Wingate
that I desire him to give you every
aid—in fact I will speak to Wingato
myzelf.”™

*Thank you, sir.”

The Head suppressed a sigh and left
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the quier =eciusion of his study to
attend tu this troublesome matter.

Loder was not & witness of his inter-
view with Ay, Queleh, but hae smiled as
he imapined the feelinga of the Remove
master in being thus over-ruled by his
chief.

1t was a blow for Quelch—a * facer ™
for him, as Loder expressed it to hun-
gcif.

Mo doubt Queleh would attempt to
pooli-pooh  the matter, and talk rot
about his confidence in those young
scamps. He <ould keep that up until
they were marched back to Greyirviars
with proof of their pguilt, But what
would he say then?

Ho would have to admit that Loder
was right: he wouid have to admit that
he had been careless in his duty. Cen
tainly it would shake the Head's
confidenee in him.

Lodor smiled ot the prospect.

After Mr Queleh, the Head spoke to
Wingata of the Sixth. The captain of
Greyiriars may or may not have been

leased thereby; but he had no choice
ut to earry out the instructions of his
headmaster.

There was a general gathering of the
profects.  Luoder joined them in the
gquad. As they went down to the gates
Loder glanced back at the House and
saw Queleh standing 8t his study
window: MNever had Queleh’'s brow
looked sc black—and Loder smiled
again. This was his day for smiling.

Some of the Sixth-Form men were
frowning, irritated at this duty thak
had been thrust upon them on a half-
holiday. But Loder did not frown; for
onee ha was all smiles.

E————

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

On Patrol |
i< UBBISH!" grunted Winpate.
“Rot " agrecd Gwynne of
the Sixth.

“ Tommy-rot ! said North.

Out of hearing of the headmaster,
they did not hesitate to express their
opinion of the matter in hand. 1

Of all the Creviriars prefects, in
fact, only two were in accord ‘with
T.oder, and they were his own friends,
Carne and Walker. And even Carng
and Walker had lingering doubts
whether Loder might not have mada
some awful “hbloomer.” They did not
like the cheery heroes of the Remove.
They considered them cheeky young
sweeps., But they were not so blinded
hy &nimosity as Loder. And they
lknew, or at least felt sure, that the
Famons Five were not the shady young
rotters Loder believed them to be.
And only shady young roiters would
be doing what Loder reported the
Famous Five as doing.

Towever, Head's orders were Head's
orders, and all the prefects had heen
gathered for this job of work., All of
them were needed. 1f the culprits were
to bo canght. It was fortunate, Loder
considered, that they were all within
gates that afterncon, and ready to be
called - on. For the task was not a
small one, The Three Fishers had two
exits—one on the towpath, tha other
on & lane leading to Courtfield Com-
mon. Both exits had to be watched,
snd they ware at a considerable diz-
tance from one another. Added to
that the grounds were extensive, sur-
rolinded by a tree-lined fence, and at
any point of the cireumference, the cul-
prite might climb that fence to pget
away. It was, indeed, very unlikely
that they would leave by either gate,
in thae midst of the rowdy mob that
would be pouring out afier the fight.

Rascals as they were—in Loder’'s valus
able opinton—they were certain to be
all the more cautious for that very
reitEorl, .

Ho every fence round the extensziva
grounds ot the Three Fishers had to
be patrolled, 1f the young scoundrois
woerg not te eseape. :

Loder was buterly determined that
they should not escape. 1 they got
away unscen, thoy would, of course,
deny pownt-blank  that  they  had
ever been in the place at all,  They
would say Loder had been mistaken,
and in that, a3 Loder realized, they
would have the whole-hearted support
of their Form master. Quelch would
be only too glad of a chance to make
Loder out to be in the wrong., A pre-
fect’s report should have clinched the
matter beyond gquestion; but in  this
case it did not, owing to the cxecellent
reputation of the young villsins, and
to the rotten, rank favouritism of their
Form master. Loder realised very
clearly that they had to be caught in
the act.

There was a plentiful lack of en-
thusiasm on the part of most of the
prefects, But they were ready to &1113
up-—there waz no choice about that
Being a prefeet did not mean merely
that a man carried an ashplant under
his arm, and was entitled to give a
Lower boy "six.” There were dutiey
attached to the position, as well as
privileges. Grumbiing and grousing,
to a ve.y considerable extent, the pre-
fects were prepared to carry oub tﬁnir
dutica all the same.

“Well, what's the programme,
Loder?’ asked Wingate pgruffly.
“¥ou're in charge of the job.”

“You'ro head prelect,” sneered
Loder. “But if you're not keen on
catching those isreputable  young
rotterg—r-="

“That's all bunkum 1” said the Grey-
friars eaptain. "I don’t believe
they're anything of the sort. And I
pelieve you've mede some idiotio
mistake.”

“1 suppose I capn believe my owe

said Loder,

eyes,”

o ":‘E"E!l, you ought to be able to," ad-
mitted Wingate. " All the sama, I
faney you've made s bloomer. Daon't
think of a.QELH:'r.im; this on me. The
Head's ed me_to give you every
assistance. Well, T'll give it. I'm not
acting now a3 head Ernfﬂch As head
prefect 1 should chuck the thing, here
and now. Bo give your directions,
and we'll carry them out, leaving it to
yvou to look a silly ass when it all turns
out to be tommy-rot.”

“Hear, hear!” grinned Gwynne.

S0 Loder gave his directions. That
he was guite willing to do, preferring
to trust ﬁis own judgment in the matter
of tactics.

Wingate, Gwynne, and Lawren
were posted on the towpath, to patr
the length of fonce on that side,
Walker and Carpe were placed in a
little shady lane that divided the Threa
Fishers' grounds from Popper Court;
more men patrolled the lane that led
to Courthicld Common, aiong which the

Three Fishers fence ran for some dis-
tance. Three or four uﬂ]crs were
posted at wvarious strategic points,

where Loder considered it possible that

the young rascals might attempt to
make a break. ]
These arrangements having  been

made and carried out, Loder was satis-
fied that =]l escape for the five culprits
was cut off,

By that time the fight at the Three
Fishers was going on. How long 1t
was likely to lazt, and how Ian% after
it was over the juniors might linger,
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Gerald Loder gave his directions, and every fence round the extensive grounds ol the Three Fishers was pattolled by Sixthe

Formers.
are in the place at all.”

there was no telling. The Greyiriars
prefects, grousing more irrvitably than
¢ver, settled down to waste a golden
summer’'s afternocon.

Needless to say, the
clans, as it were, had not escaped
attention at the scheol. It was a hali-
holiday, and all the fellows were at
liberty. And the marching forth of all
the school prefects in o body naturally
drew many glances and exzcited wide
comment.

Naturally,
what was on.

Thuz it happened that the great and
lordly Sixth-Form prefects, performing
their duty on sentry-go, found them-
selves objects of attention from crowds
of Greyiriars juniors.

Some of the Shell, having nothing
particular on that afternoon, interested
themselves in the proceedings of the

refeets.  So did Temple, Dabney &

0. af the Fourth. So did fags of the
Third and Second. 8So did & number
of Bemovites, except, of course, those
Bemove men who weres at Courtfield
with the Famous Fivo. The party at
the bunshop little dreamed of the
growing excitement that was going on
at Greyfriars, They would have been
greatly astonished had they known
that their little jape had set all the
Sixth-Form prefects in motion, and
half the Lower School as well,

Skinner of the Removo got s word
from Loder, who was by no means un-
willing to let all Greviriars know that

athering of the

fellows wanted to know

the prefects were after the Famous
Five, and that & “ecatch®” was &
certainty.

Skinner chuckled over it.

“ Loder’s got that lot at last, wyou
men,” he told Socop and Stotl.
“Fairly got them this time. I say,
they're at the Threa Fishers, and the
profocts are going to nab them as they
come out."

** I believe you've made soma Idiotic mistake, Loder,” said Winga
There was a snigger from the Removiles who wera looking on.

1&-

Snoop whistled.

“My hat! Lucky we didn't butt in
there to-day,” he remarked.

“dolly lucky!” agreed SBkinner. *I
shouldn’t wonder if somoa Greyfriars
men are thers. And they'll get nabbed,
toc, very likely. What grmﬂ geoing
Hilton of the Fifth sacked?”

“1 don’t believe Wharton's there,”
said Stott slowly. “He's not that sort,
Skinner.” ) )

“ Loder saw him go in, fathead.”

“Wall, 1 shall be surprised if he's
nailed there”

“Looks ns if they're bound to nail

ir

himn,” said Skinner. "1 don't ses how
he will get awav.”
Had ﬁarr_v Wharten & Co. been

within the borders of the Three Fishers,
certninly their escape would have been
very doubtful, for not only were all
avenues of escape watched by official
eyes, but swarms of Greyfriara fellows
were now on the scene, waiching the
watchers, as it were. The affair was
turning ifself into a half-holiday's en-
tertainment.  And {irowning plances
from the irritated prefeets could not
drive away the interested onlookoers.

More than one Greyfriars man had
rathor a poinfol shock when he dis.
covered what was going on. Blundell
and Hilton of the Fifth had been at
cricket practice, after which they took
e walk aleng the towpath, where they
cams on Wingate wsnd Gwynne and
Lawrence patrolling, with glum and
bored faces. And when DBlundell asked
the reason, and was told, Hilton turned
quito pale.

“Oh, gnd!"” he eaid under his breath.

Very nearly had Hilten of the Fifth
gone to the Three Fishers that after-
noon with his chum Price. Blundell
had provailed, and kept him to games
practico. Price had stalked away in =&
morose temper at being turnéd down;
but Hilton reflected that Price would

“ I don"t believe Wharton and his friends

(See Chapter 5.)

be jolly glad he hadn't gone, when he
heard about this. ‘The prefects were
isning for juniors, as it were; but any
Greylriars man emerging from these
forbidden precincts would have been
caught in the net.

A little later Aubrey Angel, of the
Fourth Farm, came up tho towpath af
o trot. The sportsman of the Fourth
was booked to ses the fight at the
Three Fishers, but luckily for himself
Capper had detained him, and he was

fate. At the sight of three prefects
g'atrnl'lm _the towpath, Angel of the
ourth did not stop at the Three

Fishers. He walked on wup the river,
with as careless gn =ir as he could
assume, Wingate staring safter him
rather suspiciously. Angol's henrt was
beating fast as he wont. He had had
g MATIOW QSCApe.

Later still, an angular gentleman
eame with long strides up the path by
the SBark. It was Mr, Quelch this timo.

Mr. Quelch was looking decidedly
oross.

The afternoon’s events had irritated
him r]uaf:!y. The Head had put it
gently, Lindly, tactfully; he was an
extremely courtecus old gentleman; but
kindness and tack and courtesy could
not alter facts, and the fact was that a
mattor appertaining to Quelch’a Form
had been taken out of Queleh's hands.

That was annoying, irvitating, dis-
composing. Sophocles no longer ap-
pealed to Mr. Quelch; ha had given
Sophocles the go-by, and left the groent
tragic poet forlorn on his study table.
In 2 mood of irritation he could not
deal with Bophocles. Bophoelea re-
quired a calm and concentrated mood,
like a crossword puzzle, for instance -
though, ot course, Mr. Quelch would
never hava dreamed of comparing the
great works of the mighty Greek witl
crossword puzzles.
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Hopiig that & walk in the sunny
supuner weather would ecalm his irrita-
tion, Mr Quelch walked forth—and
ecame on the patrol on the towpath.

He paused and looked at the prefects.
‘_‘.‘.:ifnguta met his grim glance sheep-
ishly.

“ Wingatel Are you on the watch
here " asked Mr. Quelsh acidly.

“Yes, sir.”

“On account of Loder's report—=>~
“¥es; the Head asked me, sir,” said
the Greyiriars captain apologetically.

“Quite so, Wingate; you are only
doing your duty,” said Mr. Quelch.
“I will only say that I am sorry you
are compelled to waste your time om
thizs nonsense!”

And Queleh stalked on.

“Lot of nzses he must think ns!™
Gwynne. “That idiot
Loder—-"

“That fathead Loder—"" growled
Wingate.

. Quelch pursued his wey, turning
from the towpath inte the lano that
led to Courtheld Commen and the
towni. LThere he was gratllied—or
otherwise—by & view of Gerald Loder
and several other prefects, on patrol.
He paused to speak to Loder.

“ﬁu have made no discovery, so
for, Loder?’ asked Mr. Quelch, in &
tone of acid sarcasm.

- “Not yet, sir,” said Loder. "I think
the fight ia not wet over; and those
boya of your Form, sir, will not leava
till the finish.”

EHEﬂl‘j‘ -Bamuel Quelch compressed his

“I have not tha slightest halicf,
Loder, that any boys of my form are
within those walls!" he snapped.

Loder smiled maliciously.

*“The Head seems to think it possible,
sir,” ho spid demurely. “I am pow
carrying out the Head’s instructions.”

It was not for Mr. Quelch, of courss,
to say snything that could be con-
strued into eriticiam of his chief. He
walked on, leaving Loder grinning.

He proceeded acrosa the sunny
common, and walked into Courtfield.
The walk had not had the eflect of
m»thin% his irritated nerves. Ferhaps
at the back of his mind was a faint,
lingering dread that Loder might, for
onca, be 1n the right; and, if it proved
g0, Mr. Quelch undoubtedly would bao
placed in & very awkward and painful
position, He frowned his wey aloug
Courtfield High Street.

By that time Mr. Quelch was tired.

He decilled to step in at the bun-shop
for & cup of tea, and then take a taxi
back to the school.

Ha stepped In at the bunzhop.

Then he jumped.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Tea at the Bunshop !

e ALLO, hallo, hallef”
H “ Quelchy 1

Harry Wharton rose to his

feet smiling, Remove men

were not always glad to see their Form

master. On thia ocecasion, however,

there were five Removitea who were
vary pleased indeed fo see him.

A number of small tablea had been
placed together, to accommadate the
numerous party of schoolboys. The
feast was going stronmp. Mr. Quolch
entering the bunshop, had a full and
gratifying view of & crowd of his boys
and some Shell fellows and two or three
of the Fourth at tes; and samong them
the five juniors who were su ed, at
that moment, to be watching the prizo-
fight at the Three Fishers.

Magrer Lisrany.—No. 1,115.

The frewn melted from Mr. Quelch's
brow.

Heo smiled,

It was quite an expansive smile. It
could almost have been described as a
grin.

It was cnough to make Rhadaman-
thus himself grin, to think of Loder and
the array of prefects, patrolling every
exit from the Threoe Iishers, on the watch
for these fellows, who were having tea
in the Courtficld bunshop.

Tho Famous Five siniled, {co. They
had gathered an army of juniorz to
place their alibi beyond question, But
the prosence of o Form master gave it
the f6nishing touch. An important
roember of Dr. Locke's staff was now a
witness on their behalf,

Wharton approached
master respectiolly,

“Will you join us, sir?” he asked.

“What—what ¥ asked Mr. Quelch,

“It will be an honour, siv, if you
would be kind enough to join us," said
the captain of the Remove.

“Oh, please, do, zir!" exclaimed Bob
Cherry, placing a chair for the master.

"Please, sir!” gaid a dozen cheery
volees,

Al the juniors were on their feet; all
of them looking as if the crowning touch
of felieity would be given to the feast,

the Hemove
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WHAT NAME?

The following Iletiers hava besn

jumbied togather purposely. Put in

thalr propor order, they epsil tha

nama of a3 well-known nior at
Grayfriars.
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Who ja it? The answer will appéar
in next week's MAGNET.

Laat wweek’s solubion roas—
Robert Cherry.
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if Mr. Queleh would condescend to join
it.

Mr. Quelch did not often relax,
he could relax. He did now.

“Why, my dear boys, I came in for a
cup of tea!” he said graciously., I
shall eertainly be very pleased to join
your little pariy for & moment or two.”

“{h, thank yow, sir!™

“Please sit down, sir!”

“Waiter! Wailter!™

“Here you are, sirl™

“"That's & comfortable chair, sir.”

“How nice to see you hero, sir!”

“I say, you [fellows, Mr. Quelch
would like some of those juicy jam-
tartsal I've just Brished the lasi——"

“Shut up, Bunter !

“Oh, really, Cherry——""

“A fresh pot of tea, waiter, and
some of those dry biscuits—"'

li?m;r'l!

“1 say, you lellows—— Ow! What
haast iz stamping on my foot? Wow!™

“Try the cake, sir!” )

Mr. Queleh beamed—he positively
beamed. He was so glad and relieved
to find the five accused members of his
Form thus harmlessly cecupied, that he
was in his happiest and most expansive
mood. ¥ven Sophocles was nothing to
this.

Anvons beholding Mr. Queleh ot that
moment would never have dreamed that
he was a Tartar in the Form-room ot
Greyiriars, Anyone listening to his
pleasant tones would not have guossed
that, in the Form-room, he was capable
of saying “Bend over!” in a voice hke
that of the Grest Huge Beor. .

It really was the happiest of meetings.

Still,

Mr. Quelch aceepted a cup of tea, of
which ho was in need; and a helping of
cake, of which he was not in need, and
which he judicicusly left on his plate.
But he courtcously consumed two or
three dry bisewits with his tea. Tn
matiers of digestion thers wae & cow-
siderable difference between fifty and
fifteen, Mr. Quelch had to be carefut,
He was in a very eatisfied mood; bur
his satisfaction would have been dashed
had he awallowed a tenth part of the
sticky provender that was hospitably
pressed upon him.

“It's simply jolly, you dropping io
like this, 5ii;!“ said the r:a.pt_aﬁl of tha
Remove, “It makes our little feed

quite 3 sucepss!”

“'l'l"}ltrr jollifulness 13 terrifie, honoured
gir 1

“It i3 a pleasure to me" said Mr
Guelch—'" an unexpested pleasure! Yon
have been here some time, Wharton 4"

Thas question was quite casually put;
but it told the juniors that Loder of
the Sixth had uedo his report.

“0h, quite a little time, sie!” =aid
Wharton inuocently. “Ever since we
came out of the pictures.”

“You have been to the picturesi®

“¥es, sir; we put in an hour ab
Courtlield Picture Falace. Quite a good
tilm showing there now, sir.’

“Quite " said Mr, Quelch,

Ha smiled more expansively than ever,
if possible. ''he juniors had been some
time at the bunshep, and before that
they had put in an hour at the pictures,
Obvioualy they could not possibly have
scen anything of the fight at the Three
Fighers. Indeed, ty a rapid mental
comparison of times, Mr, Quelch worked
it out that these junicrs must have been
at the pictures at the very time that
Loder was making his report at Groy-
friars. Loder’s repoct was all moon-
shine, as Mr. Quelch had said from the
first. Ile had made some egregious mis-
take—=1if, indeed, his prejudice against
thesc happy, inpooent schoolboys had
not led him into actual fabrication.

People teaing in the bunchop glanced
at thre party with interested looks. It was
pleasant to see a schoolmaster thus un-
bending in the company of his pupils;
it showed on what friendly—indeed,
affectionate—iorms they must be ag
school. Certamnly Mr., Quelch did not
look just then as if he had ever told any
of thess nice boys to.bend over a desk
while ke wiclded a cane. Appearances
are sometimes o little deceptive.

Mr. @ueleh did not stay long. One
of his moast valuable gifts was tact, Mr.
Prout would somctimes bore Fifth Form
men almost to ihe point of weeping.
The Remove master bad too much per-
ception for that. His boys werc pleased
to gee him, proud to have him sitting at
their feast; but a master's company was
liable to pall, Mr. Quelch remembered
encugh af his youth to be aware of that.
Every fellow was so carefully on his
best behaviour that the strain was likely
to became terrible if prolonged. Taet-
fully the Form master tock his leave
before the schoolboys wanted him to
clear.

With great respect they stood up to
watch him depart, and the captain of the
Remove utterad a Few well-chosen words
expressive of the general sense of the
honour they had received,

Mr. Quelch departed in high good-
humour.

His taxi bore a very pleased and cheor-
ful gentleman back to Greyiriars.

Arriving there, e went to his study,
emiling.

He might have called on the Head and
mentioned to him that he had scen the
pecused juniors, that he knew where
they were, and that the patrel round
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the Threo Fizshers might az well be
reealled. [Ie might have done so; but
he did not do 0. The Head had taken
the affair out of his hands, and 1t was
not for him to intervene.

Mr, Queleh ealmly left matters to tako
their own course,

In a soothed mood, he rcturned to

Sophocles, like a cheery schoolboy to a
jig-saw puzzle.
- Weary prefects continued to watch the
fences of the Thres Fishers. Crowds of
entertained juniors continued to watch
the weary prefects. In the bunshop at
Courtlield a happy party continued their
ied.

After which Harry Wharton & Co.
and their numerous companions took
their homeward way; but not in & hurry,
They did not want to get in much before
call-over. They had had quite a happy
hall-holiday, and a pleasant stroll home-
ward in tho summer sunset was -@fr&ta{ul
and comforting. But certainly they
would have hurried 'hewr steps had they
known of the excitement, now growing
intense, thut was going on at Greyfriara.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprlke !

KINNER jumped.

S IIe jumped almost clear of the
floor in his amazement.
“¥You!" he stuttered.

The Famous Five strolled inte the
ITouse locking as if they had not a care
in the world—as, indeed, they had not
juat then.

Skinner stared at them blankly.

They did not look like fellows whoe
had been caught “blagging ™ and were

hooked for foggings, or the sack. They
looked like anything but that,

“¥ont?  repeated Skinner almost
dazedly.

“Titkle ua ! said Bob Cherry. *“*Us;

not our ghosts, old bean! Did you tzke
ns for piddy spooks®”

Really Skinner could not heve looked
more startled if he had Dbeheld the
phantoms of the Famous Five, instead
of thase cheory youths themselves.

“How did yon do it?"” he gasped.

“What and which?”

“ T mean—bow Jdid you get away "

“Get away®™ repeated Frank Nugent,
staring at Skinner. “What do you
meant’’

“"How did von dodze out?™

"Out of where, faihead?” .

#The Three Fishers " gasped Skinner,
“¥You haven't been spotted—I-can see
vou haven't been spotied. Dot how did
you get clear, with all the prefects
watching for you?"'

“ ALl the prefects wateling for o=t
repeated Jobony Bull, “Are you off
yonr rocker, Skinner¥”

“You didn't kpow? demanded
Bhkinner. :

*“We don't know now,” said Bob, ™1
suppose you're trying to pull our leg.
What are von driving at, anyhow

Skinner stared. He could not make
it out.

“Well, some follows havae all the
Juck I'* he said at lust.  “Can’t imagine
low you gof out of the place without
heing spotted. Every prefect in the
school is there, watching for you, and a
crowd of other fellows.™

“3My only hatt”

“Watching for ws?™' said Ilarry
Wharton. *0h erumbs! But what—
b ———"*

“"¥on didn't know Loder spotied yon
gnin}g in?™ grinned Skinner,

“"Ha, ha! ¥Yes, we knew that™

*"'Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if T should think it funny ™

said the puzzled Skinner., **If may mean
the sack !

“The sackfulness will not be terrifie,
my osteemed Skinner,” grinned tho
Naobebh of Bhanipur.

“Meoan to say Loder’s got the pre-
fectz watching that show, waiting for
us to como out?"’ yelled Bob Cherry.

“¥es, rathor!”

My oenly Aunt Sempronia !''

Fiva or six other fellows came up now,
as astonished as Skioner to seco the
Famous Five looking so cheery.

“Weren't you caught?” asked Snocop.

I Hﬂ-: h&, ha 1™

“What's it all about, you men?” asked
Eclmﬁ of the Bemove. “I knew it was
all bunkum, but I couldn’t make it out,
You fellows haven't been at the fight
at the Three Fishorsi”

“Ha, bal No fear!"

“ Loder thinks yon have——""

“Loder would I chuckled Nugent.

“He's got all the prefects watching
th[:j place to cateh you when you leave,
EJD ‘d___fl

“Ha, ha, ha!"" shricked the Fampus

Fivo.

“0Ok  dear, oh dear!” gasped Baob
Cherry. *'Fan me, somebody! This is
working out better thon we thought!

Poor old Loder ! :

“They're still at it,” said Polsover
Mg jor, “How you got out without
being spotted beats me ™

“Bimple enough " said Marry. “Wea
haven't been in the place at all. We've
been in Courtfield.”

“ Gammon 1

“¥ou silly ass!
twenty fellows,
Johnny Bull.

“But Loder thourht—=""

“We're not responsible for what
Loder thinks—if he thinks at asll!”
chuckled Bob. “ My opinion is that Le
doesn't—and ‘can't!’

We've been with

or more!” pgrowled

“Ia, ba, ho ™

“Mean to say tho profects are wandar-
ing round the Threo Fishers now, wait-
ing for us to drop into their honds?™
asked MNugent.

“¥es, rather! They'll keop it up till
call-over, I expect.”

“Ha ha, ha "

The Famous Five yelled. They almost
wept. They had planned to pull Loder’s
leg, but they had never dreamed of
pulling it to this extent. The jape had
assumeod undreamt-of proportions.

“They're still watching, and hall
Greyiriara are watching them,” said
Bolsover major. “It's a regular sensa-

tion "
“Ha, ha, ha!"”
"ﬁnt:l you zay you'vo been at Court-

ficld? gaid Skinner. “You've fixed it
up with some fellows to make out you
wore thore ™

“ Yo l?]unl{-hj is one of the fellows
we've hxed it up with!” chortled Bob
Chorry.
iy %u&l-:hjr?" howled Skinner.

“%Yeou: he hnﬁpﬂued to drop in ot the
bun-shop and had tea with s

“Oh, my hat! That does Loder in
the eye!l” said Squiff.

“1It doss—it do!” chucklad Bob.

“T say, you fellows—"

“Shut up, Bunter ™

“But, I say, you fellows, Lodor's just
¢ome in ot the gates—"

“Getting tired of waiting for the
fruit to drop!” chuckled Nugent, ™ Lot's
get up to the study, vou men. We don't
want to see Loder,”

The Famous Five wenut up the Romove
passage. Quite a crowd followed them
there, eager to know the happenings of
that eventful afternoon. Roars of
laughter awoke the echoes of the
Eemove studies when they were told.

Loder of the Sixth., when he come

(Continued on ncxi papge.)
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AN EARLY ORDER FOR THE “*MAGNET'' SAVES DISAPPOINTMENT!

into the House, saw nothing of the
Famous Five. He did not, of conrse,
expeat to see them. To the best of his
bolief, those young rascals wero still at
tha Threa Fishers—doubtless in 2 mood
of panic.

‘he fight was long over, the crowd
wos gone; but tho watching prefeets had
seen nothing of any Greyiriars fellows
leaving, ow it was close on call-
over, and Loder had rcturned to the
school to reli)ott TOETress.

Many smiling faces watched Loder as
ha strode, lofty and important, to the
Head's study. Many of the juniors
knew, now, that the Famous Five had
returned ; but they did not mention it
to Loder, Lofty, regardless of smiling
faces, Loder stallked to the Head's
study. It was quite s pleasant reflee
tion to him, that the culprits, about to
loave after tho fight, had discovered
tha watching prefeets on gtml, angd did
not dere to venture forth.

But Loder ropreozeed his glea as he
entered the Head's presene. His face
wis grave and concorned.

“Well, Loder "' asked the Head,

“The boys have not yet coma out,
sir,"” said Leder. “I've ne doubt they
found that the place was watched.”

“MNo doubt,” said tha Head.

“They cannot come gut without being
detected, sir,” enid Loder, “and 1 con-
clude that ihey will miss calling-over,
and remain till dark. After davk, of
conrse, they may escape undiscovered,
nnd - return to the schooi with same
lving tale of having been somewhera
elso. In the circumstances, =ir, if you
have any instruetions—"

“If thoss boys are missing from call-
over, Loder, it will ‘bo taken as proof
positive of their galt.” said the Head.
“I ghall myzelf toke the roll in Hall.
In the meantime, It the prefects
remein on doty, and yon may rejoin
them, Loder. Remain till dark.”

“Yeory well, sic”

Loder of the Sixth left the House
again, to convey the Head's instructions
to the prefests, who by this time were
not only tired, bored, and angry, but
getting almost rabaid,

From a Remove study window a
group of grinning f{aces watched him

gﬁ‘[ﬂder‘a still on tho job!® grinned
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Jolly old. Chingachgosk still on the
trail 1" chortled Nugent,

“"Ha, ha, hat” :

A regular blondhound, isn't he?"
remiarhed Johnny Bull, “What & pity
wa've got to turn up for call-ever!
They might keep it up till midnight!®

And the juniors roared.

S

il

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Adsuom !

. Locke entered DBig Hall with
D a grave brow,
All the masters were in their
places, and all wera looking
greve; though perhaps there was a faint
twinkle in the eyes of one—the master
of the Remove.

The ranks of the Bixth were consider-
ably thinned. Not & prefect was
prungnt.

With that exeeption, all Crexfriars
was present, Over most of the
nsﬂemblly hung an air of solemnity.
Small fags, in the Sccond and Third,
were quite nervous,

Every fellow knew that somethingz
was ﬂn—m;nnthih% unusual  and
solemn. Feilows belonging to the
mchoal were in farhidden precincts—and
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those  preecincts  were
guarded by the Sixth Fomn prefects
that the delinguents were unable fo
cacape; and therefore had to draw
attention to themselves, and practically
awnounee their guilt, by cutting call-
over.

Many fellows knew that the Famous
Five of the Remove were the parties
concerned. Other fellows didn’t know
that—and wondered who the guilty
pariles were—surmises ranging from
Angel of the Fourth, to Hilton of thu
I"ifth, and even to Loder himself.

Somo fellows thought Price was the
chief offender—itill they saw him, look-
ing as cool as ever, in the ranks of the
IFifth. Others thouwght of Walker and
Carne of the Sizth—in fact, there wera
all sorts of wild rumours.

Before the Head entered thers twas a
buzz of whispers, and fellows ecraned
their neeks to zea who was missing from
his place; but the odd thing was that
nebody seemed to he missing, excopt
tha Sixth Form prefects, hercupon
there was o whispercd rumour that the
offenders were Sixth Form men and
prefocte—and  suspicion  centred on
Walker and Loder—whom, for a brief
space, quite a lot of fellows believed
were at the Three Fishers, cut off from
cseepo by the rest of the prefects,

But the fellowa who Lnew that the
Famous Pive were the goods, so to
spealk, were amazod to see them in Hall
with the Remove, looking merry and
bright, as if calling-over were a very
enterfamning  function,  Shell fellows,
Fonrth-Formers, fags of the Third and
Sceond, stared at the Famous Five and
wondered.

Most of the Remowe, by this time,
knew all about it, though a few wero
still “in the dark. There were many
smiles in the Remove—a contrast to tho
uncasy solemmity of the rest of the
school.

Dr. Locka did not often take the roll
at calling-over. Generally that duty
was left to another master or a prefect.
Only on special oceasions did the Head
eall the roll. So this, evidently, was n
special occeasion.

There waa =till & bnzz of exeited
whispering going on when the Head
entered. Tha masters called for
silence.

There wasz stillness when the Head
began to coll the names. Hiz volce
was not loud, bubt it was deep and
clear, and heard in the farthost
recesses of Hall, Of the names of the
Famous Five, that of Johnny Bull came
first alphabetically, and =0 was the first
of tha five to ba called,

“Buall 1™

“ Adsum 1?

Tho Head started.

From where he stood it was diffienlt
for him to pick ont one junior amid
& swarm. He had called the nams
without expecting an answer. Were not
the prefects still %keeping watch and
ward round the spot where Bull and his
companions were eornerod

g0 carcfully

In his surprize, the Head repeated the
name.

“Rull ¥

*Adsum!™  repeated Jobhnny, In a

londer tone. as if he suspected that the
Head was petting deaf.

The Head went on, a strange cxpres-
sion on his face. Cherry was the next
of the Famons Fiva to bo called, and in
reply came Bob's powerfnd voico:

" Adsum !

When Huorree Jamset Ram Singh's
name came along the reply was still the
EAINE. Mugent, In cheory tones,
answered to his name, Wharton came
later, and answercd when his pame
came, ‘ ;

Quite an extraordinary expression

was on the headmaster’s face. Evory
one of the five juniors wore prezent:
yet Loder had assured him that every
exik from the Three Fishers was care-
fully guarded, and tnat tho culprits
wore still there, afraid to venture forth.
There was something wrong somewhere.
The Head, glancing at Mr. Quelch, read
a slightly iromical expression on that
gontloman's face. He cclonred faimtly.
He had over-ruled the Reimmove master's
judgment in this matter, feeling 1t hin
duty to de so. It was borne in upon
his mind thot he would hiave acted
wisely in ignoring Loder's report as the
Form master had done.

At tho end of tha rell thern wag an
excitement in Hall that could hardly
bo  subducd. MNobody wasz missing,
aexcept the prefects. This, to mnrny
follows, indicated that the offenders
must, beyond gquestion, be SBixth Form
men.

To most of tho fcllows, however, it
incdicated that some extraordinary mia
take had been made, and that the
august body of prefects, still watching
the precincts of the Thres Fishers, wero
on & wild-goose chase!

The school were not dismissed, as
usual, st the end of the voll.  The
Head made a sign to My, Quelch, who

approached bkim. The Kemove meaeter's
expression. was ahnost demure. Frob-
ably, he was beginning to enjoy the
sibuation, ) .

"“Nao boys belonging to your Form
appear to bo miszing, my dear Quoeleh,”
said the Head. :

He spoke in & low voice, much to the
annoyance of the schael, who strained
th?-i;l:q ears to I_-:_mr.

one, 8ir.

“Tt is verv strange,” said the Head.

“Indeed, air.” 5

“Yary extracrdinary indeed. TUnless
Loder is very strangely mistaken, those
boys, whom he named, must have
czcaped from that—that resort, n spite
of the wateh that was kept.” .

* As they never were there, sir, it
was unnecessary for them to cscape,”
gaid Mr. Quelch drily.

“Loder ztated positively what he

gaw, gir.” ) e
“1 have little faith in Loder's postiiva
statements, sir,”  said  Mr,  Quelch

tartly, *in natters touching the good
name of mv Form.”

The Head pursed his lipa. .

“T am cempletely perplexed,” he said.
“The school will remain here wntil the
matter is inquired into publicly.
shall send a meszsagze to the prefects at
once,”

Sevaral messengers were dispatchod
to call in the prefects. The school
waited,

Being detained in Idall hike this, in
othor circumstances, would have caused
deadly fury in the breasts of all the
fellows  kept waiting  thera, Mow
nobody  objected. Nobody  would
willingly have left Hall before tha
elimax. i

Tha prefecta were not long  n
prriving, thoogh it seemed a Jong time
to the waiting school.

At length the big door opened, and
Wingate of the Sixth came in, followed
by the rest of the auvgnst body.

They looked tired and cross,

TLoder logked more than crozs.  All
his self-commeand could ecarcely hide the
rage that possessed him. ‘

The Head's message, recalling the
sentora from their patrol. had utterly
astounded Loder %—Ie knew that the
voung scoundrels, if they were within
tho walis of tha Three Fishers, could
not have cscaped undetected. The
watch had been too careful for that.
He was certain that they wers lurking
within the fences, in & state of pamir,
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Harry Wharton addressed Mr. Quelch respectiully.

to join us at tea.*”
immediately.

' )

** Why, my dear boys, I came In for a cup of tea’ he said graciously.

-
-

-

_—
=

-

“ It would ke an honour, sir,”” he said, ** i you would be kind enough
“* Oh, please do, sir ! ** exclaimed Bob Cherry, placing a chair for the Form master. Mr. Quelch relaxed

“* I shall be very pleased to join your

little party, for 2 moment or two.'* (Sec Chapter 6.)

escapo cut off, and detection assured.
The news that they were in Hall at
Groyiriars, and had answered to their
names there, almost unnerved Loder.
Ha tramped back to the school, puzzlied
and enraged—not at all comforted by
the gihes of the other prefocts.

His glanco fell on five smiling faces
in the Remove ranks, as ho came in,
Bob Cherry winked at him. :

Almost i::hnéain;i;, Loder went fo lLis

ace In the Sixth.
pITha excitement was tonsa. All Groy-
friars was gathered in Hall; obviously,
nobody belonging to the school was out
of bounds, Somebody had discovered
a mare’s nest. That was certam now.

“ Lodert”

The Head spoke guistly; but there
was a tona in his voica that gave the
bully of the Sixth an unpleasant thrill,
He came up to the headmaster on the
dais st the upper end of Hall.

At o sign from the head Mr. Quelch
directed the Famous Five fo go up to
their headmaster.  With cheery faces,
the chums of the Remove walked up the
Liall, with the eyes of all Greyfriars
upon theot.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Loder!

ARBY WHARTON & CO. faced
H thoir headmaster, calm and re-
spectful, and waited.  There

woo no sign of alarm in their

cheery faces. Loder, on the other hand,
could not hide his uneasiness. Some-
thing had gone wrong—ho could not
uess what 1t waj but h;s rna;]i?a:d that
18 vickims were slipping from s grasp.
Instead of trouble ahead for thﬂm,aslfa
had an uncasy feoling. of troubla ahead

Perplexed and furions, he
after all, he had

for Inmseclf.
wondered whether,
made & “bloomer.” But he could
bolicve Liz own eyes! With his own
eves he had seon the young rascals, ono
ofter another, disappear inta the pre-
rincts of the Three Fishers, Yet, soime.
how, ther hadn't been there! Ib was
very porturbing.

The Head aved the junicrs not un-
kindly. He was going to ascertain tho
truth of this strange affair; but his
keent and experienced eve failed to read
any trace of a guilty conscicnce in the
Fz‘ﬂm and cheery faces that confronted
Tiny.

“Aly bovs," zaid the Iead quietly,

“I have to ask you how you spent
your time this alternoon. In the
circumstances, this matter having

ohtained such publicity, I am making
this inquity in the presence of all tho
school. Answer me frankly.”

“Certainly, sir,” =said Wharton.

“The frankfulness will be terrific,
honoured sohib,” said Hurree Singh.

“¥ou will speak, Wharton.”

“Very well, siv]  After dinper we
wont out of gates,” said Harry, epeak-
ing slowly and thoughtfully, as if
particitiar to leave out nothing that his
headmaster might desire to know., “We
wilked down I'riardale Lane, sir, as far
as the wood.”

“ And then?"

“Then we went on the foolpath to-
wards the cliffs, sir. After that, we
followed another path to tha river, and
up the Hark”

“ Proceed.”

“Wao followed the towpaih as far as
tha Three Fishers, sir. Just past that
place thete is & footpath through the
Popper Court Woods. and wp followed
that to Courtfield Common.”

Loder made a movement, and opencd
his lips. But at a look from the Head
he elosed them egain.

“ And after that, Wharton®"

“We joined up with some more
fellows, sir, end went to the pictures at
Clourtfield 1*°

“The boye to whem vou refer will
bear ouk your statement?”

“1 supposo 8o, sie”

“How long did you remain at the
plcturea?”

“About sn hour, siv.™

“ And theni™

“We went to the bunshop to tes.”

“You can prove thig?"’

“A lot of fellows wore with us, sir,”
said Harry, “and our Form master saw
us there.”
~ Tha Head started, and Loder almost
jumped.

“Your Form master—Mr, Quelchi”

“Yea, sir. He came into the bunshop
while we were there, and wvery kindly
sat down for o cwp of ten with us.’

The Head glanced at Mr. Quelch,

“The statoment is perfectly corroct,”
gir,” said the Remove master calmly.
“] may ndd that these boys were Fn_
company wilth abount fftecn or twenty
other boys—a large crowd of juniors,
sir—all of whom will bear out their
staternents. Most of them weare Re-
move bovs, bot somoe belong {0 the
Fourth Form and the Shell”

“ Bless mv soull” said the Head.

“ At what time, Wharton, did sou
reach Courtheld, in company with othor
hﬂga who will support your statement.”

About three o'clock, sir.”

“ At what timp, Mr. Quelch, did
T.oder rep-rt to you that these boys had
entored a low rosorti”

(Centinued on page 16.)
Ter Macxer Librany.—No. 1,115,
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[Qontinued from page 13.)

" About three o'clock, sir.”

“Bome strange mistake appears to
have been made,'’ esid the Head—and
his eye was fixed grimly on Loder for s
moment, Loder felt s hesrt beating
very uopleasantly. *“ Wharton, now
spswer e carvefully,. Have you been,
even for a few minutes, out of bounds
this’ aftornoon

“"No, st

“Have you eéntered the precinets of a
place known as the Three Fishers?”

*Certainly not, sir.”

“The notfulness is terrific, sir.”

“I will now hear wou, Loder,' said
the Head. “ You adhere to your state-
ment that you saw these boys climb the
fence into grounds of the Thres
Fia"l:iu:ia?“ )

“I do, gir,” gald Loder savagely. T
saw them; I had had thﬁ under
observation for soma time, and I saw
them climb the fence from the towpath
and enter the Three Fishors."

“How do you seccount for the undis-
puted fact that they spent the afternoon,
i company with many others, at a
distance from the gﬂam?”

Loder broathed hard

“I—I ¢an only suppose,
thprv—th:g altered their minds—got
frightened, perhaps, and got out of the
place agein immediately.”

“You do not now, then, accuse them of
having been present st a pugilistic
contest at that place

“I—I suppose not, sir. Naturally, I
pupposed that was their object when fhe-:.r
went into the place. I—1 did 'not know
they got out again the minute my back
was turned.”

The Head turned to the juniors again.

“ Do you give me your word, Wharton
thet you rnever entered the precincts of
the Three Fishers ™
“My word of honour, siz.”

"It's false!” broke ont Loder, loudly
and savagely. I saw them climb the
fence, sir—"

“Let the boys speak, please, Lader.
It is clear that s mictake has been
made. Wharton, did you or did you not
climb the fence separating the grounds
of the Three Fishers from the tow-
path ¥

All ears in Big Hall hung on
Wharton's answer. When it came, it
was unexpected,

“Yes sir ¥

“You admit thati”
Head.

"I should not deny what was true
sir,” said rion quietly,. “Wa ali
climbed the fenoce of the Three Fishers.
The fence is not out of hounds, sir—only
the grounds inside.”

“No doubt that is_correct,” said the
Head, & liftle perplexed; “but with
what cbject did ycu climb the fence, if
not to enter the grounds? If you had
merely climbed the fence and descended
agein, Loder would have seen that you
had not enterad the place.”

*They did not descend, sir,” broke out
Toder, unable to keep silence, ™I
watched the place for several minutes
betore leaving.™
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“May I explain, sir?" asked Wharton
meskiv,

“I am waiting for you to explain,
Wharton.”

“We climbed the fence, sir, at a placo
where there is & big tree growing over
it. We climbed on into the tree, and
stopped there.”

“You stopped 1n the tree?"

“Yes; until Loder was gone.”

“ Do you mean to tmply that you knew
that Loder was observing your actions?"

Wharton grinned for 8 moment.

“Oh, yes, sirl] We'd spotted him—1
mean, seen him—long before that. We
knew he was spying on us,”

“That 13 not a word to use in con.
nection with a prefect, Wharton,” said
the Head sternly.

“I'm bound to tell you the truth, sir,”
said Harry. " Loder was spying on us—
there’s no other word for it. He sus-
pects us of breaking bounds, and doingz
rotten things, and he was watching us to
catch us out.  Bo we climbed into the
treo on the towpath to pull his leg.”

“Bless my soul!”

“We knew he'd jump to it that we'd
%nna into that low den to see tho prize-
ight,” said Wharton, with a curl of the
lip, “That was the sort of thing Loder
would think *

“Wharton 1™

“After we'd seen lim clear off we
came down from the tree and went to
Courtfield, sir,” said Harry, “Wo never
went into the Three Fizshers. We never
wanted to, or thought of deing s0. We
had a right to climb a tree over the
:t:iq‘dye’&th if we liked. That is all we

141,

“Yor deliberately misled a prefect,
and caused him to meke an unfounded
report to vour headmaster I excldimed
Dr. Locke.

“We had no idea there was going to
be such a foss, sir,” said rey. ©“ Wo
thought Loder would report us to our
Form master, that’'s sll. Wo should
have explained to Mr. Quelch that wa
had acted as we had done as a lesson to
a fellow who suspected us and spied on
us. Wo expected to make him leok a
fool [

Lodar gasped.

Hea understood 1t all now, and the ex-
pression on his face showed that the
Famousz Five's expectation had bLeen
w;i]l-l; ounded. Leoder undoubtedly looked
a fool.

There was a pgiggle in the crowded

Hall. In vain masters and prefects
called for silence, It swellod to a roar.
“Ha, ha, hal”
“ Silence [
“Ha, ha, ha!®

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Wingate to
Gwynne. “8o that's it, 13 it? Pulling
that suspicious fool’s leg !”

“ Silence I

Bilence was restored at last. But the
gravity of the solemn proceedings in
Hall had quite vanished. Every faco
was grinning now—even the orusty
countenance of Quelech wore a smile—
and there was a quivering at the cornars
of tha Head's own angust mouth, which
hinted that he saw the humour of the
gituation.

“Bless my soul ! said the Head o
last, ““¥ou should not have acted in
this manner, Whartonl You have
caused great commotion in the school,
wasted my time and the time of the
prefects—-="

"T don't think we're to blame for that,
sir,” murmurad Wharton, "We never
asked Toder to make such a shindy
sbout us. We never asked him to sus-
pect us of being & shady sef, and to spy
on us.

“You must not use that word, Whar-
ton. I accept your word that you
merely cencealed yourselves in a tree to

Bio msoamag

You
dogn &0,

give Loder g [alse impression.
should cectainly not have
However—"
The Head paused. .
here was another prolonged zigele in
Hall. It was suppressed with difficulty.
The proceedings were growing a little
absurd, and the Head f{elt it, as well
as the othcr masters. A serious trans.
gression had turned out to be nothing but
a practical joke on an over-zealous pre-
feck, The Head began to wish he had
not conducted that inguiry in publie

“ Loder >

“Yes, sir?” pasped Loder.

, "Had you no suspicions that these
juniors were merely hidden in the treet”

“ Nunno, sir.”

“You ware not aware lhat they had
detected your pursuit and were leading
you intg a ridicnlons position ¥*

Lodor breathed hard,

s T‘:t}, Eir'"

“You appear to have satisfied vourself
vm_-fr casily that theso juniors were
guilty of disreputable conduet, Loder. 1
presume you are now satisfied that you
were mistaken §¥

“I am satisfied that thev took me in ™
almost hissed Loder. “They played a
trick on me—"

“Before accusing boys of conduct
deserving of expuolsion, Loder, wou
should liave made absolutely surs that
there was no mistake in the mattor.”

Loder had to swallow that the best he
could. Dr. Locke turned to the juniors
again.

“You have acted thﬂgghtleaalr and
rocklessly,” he said. You should
never have played this—this trick on &
prefect of the Sixth Form. I shall leave
that mattor to be dealt with by your
Form master. Loder, you will follow
me to my study. I have a few words to
say to you"

Tha school was dismissed,

The Famous Five walked out in the
midst of a grinning, chortling, con-
gratulating crowd.

Loder followed the Head to his study,
with a well-groundad apprehension that
the “few words ™ Dr, Locke had to say
to hith would not be pleasant to hear.

Harry Wharton & Co. strolled along
to the Rag. in the midst of an hilarious
crowd.. From their point of view, at
least, the afternoon had been a complete
SNCCess.

“Gentlemen, chaps, eand absurd
follows,” =said Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh, “the esleemed and rotten Loder
hias been done in his lndierous eyo——"

“Hear, hear 1

“And perhapsfally this will be a pre.
posterons warning to him,” chuekled tho
nabulb.

“Pearhaps [ said Bob Cherry. Ay
idea is, that after this Loder will want
to lynch ns.”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

*1 wonder whai the beal’s savine to
him " chortled Nungont.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Talking to him like a Dutch unele,
you bet,” grinned the Bonnder. “*Lodey’s
enjoying that hitile talk—I don’t think.™

‘Ha. ha, ha!"

“This i3 whera we gloat!” chirruped
Bob Cherry, “We've done Loder fairly
in the cyo this time, and this 15 where
wo gloatb.” i

“The gloatininess is forrifict™

And tho chums of the Removo
rloated.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not Nica !
DURI—NG the next few days, Gerald

Loder of the Bixth Form was

not only the- most unpleasant

_fellow at Greyfriars, but pro-
bably in the wide world.
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1Tis temper, never good, had suffercd
severely.

He had been through a painful ordeal.
What tlre Head had said 1o him nobody
over knew, not éeven his chums Wailker
and Carne, Leoder said nothing of that
interview,  But he was looking quite
ji'_lll.lﬂ when he came away from  the

ead's study, and undoubtedly that
heart-to-heart talk with the Deak bad
dismayed him. The Head, in point of
fact, had read him a very severe leetore,
pointing out that he hud acted rashly,
thoughtlesaly, inconsiderately—that his
unthinking haste and want of reflection
had caused a most deplorable commo-
tion in the school—that his methods
were calculated to bring the othee of
prefect itself into contempt among
Lower boys; and Dr. Locke wound up
by observing that he would have to
consider very seriously whether Loder
could continve to be a prefect at all,

For though the Head had objected to
the word “spying,” aus used by
Wharton, he told Loder quite plainly
that that deseription could justly be
applicd to his methods. A prefeet’s
duty was rather delicate, and required
tact. Certminly a prefect was bound
to keoep an eye upon any fellow whom
he bad reason to suspect of wrm_ti.;-
doing, or inténded wrong-doing. Still,
he should not pluce himself in such =2
position that Lower boys eould aceuse
him of spying and }prymg. He was, the
Head said, a school prefect, not & detee-
tive. Circumstances might nrise justify-
ing the following and shadowing of
Lower boys. ¥et, in this case, obviously
sich ¢irenmstances had pot arsen.

I3y unjustilied suspicion, by spym
methods, Loder had, in fact, delivere
himself into the hands of a set of mis-
chievous juniors, who had [uvoled him,
made him look a fool to all Greyfriars,
and sot the whole school ]&u%hing it
him. This kind of thing was likely to
have an ill effect on the discipline of the
achool., Contemipt and derision for one
prefect might extend to others,

All this, and more, the Head said to
Loder; and Loder almost erawled away
from the study when he had finished.

The following days were dismal
enough for Loder,

All Greyiriars was chuckling over the
affair. Iellows smiled broadly when
they mel Loder. Lower boys could not
vanture to chip him; but Fifth Form
men, like Blundell and Fitzgerald and
Potter, could and did. They would ask
him genlally whether he had made any
more catches, and when the prefects
wera poing on a wild-goose chase again,
and whether he haed discovered any
more mare s-nests,

Worst of all was the attitude of the
Sixth Form prefects. ‘That august body
was deeply incensed. They could not
think without blushing of the watch
they had kept round about the Three
Fishers, for the enlprits who were not
there. They had been mado fools of—
they looked fools. The whole schoal
smiled ot them as much as it lnughed
at Loder. In the prefccts’-room, Loder
was cut for some dayvs by all the pre-
focts. Wingate turned hia back on him.
Bven Walker, his chum, let him down,
and for some time avoided the comnpany
of the fellow who had made himself so
unpopular. During those days, Gerald
Loder ploughed o lonely furrow.

Loder had not aven the satisfaction of
knowing that the Famous Five had been
punished for tricking him. The Head
left that detail in the hands of their
Form master, and their Form master
apparantly did not consider that punish-
ment was due. Loder, in his bhitkerness
end resentment, called on Mr, Quelch to
speak on tho pubject, and received the

gharpest edge of the Remove master’s
actd tongue.

“I sce no occasion for punislhiment,
Loder,” said Mre. Quelch, with his gimlet
eves fixed on Loder's sullen face. A
prefect who descends to the methods of
o delective deserves all he may
receive,

“Are juniors te be allowed to play
practicel jokes on a Hixth Form prefect,
sir?'" asked Loder.

“In  suech  eircumstesnces — yes !
answered Mr. Quelch calmly,
boys were, naturaily, indignant at your
unjust and degrading suspicions. They
took their own method of making it
clear to the school that your suspicions
were foolish, unfounded, and due to per-
sonnl ill-will. If you have brought
vourself into contempt, Loder, you have
only vourself to blame. 1 reconnmend
you to reflect upon this, and amend both
vour methods and your mentstl out-
ook."

That was all the satisfaction Loder
received from Ienry SBamuel Quelch,
and it was not very satisfactory.

Another irritating thing was that
Loder found himselt reierred to under
the nume of " Chingachgook!”  Loder,
wheose rceading was not oxtensive, oul-
side school books and the ™ Sporcting
‘Tipster,” did not know who Chingach-

ook was, never having heard of that
great  Delaware  chief, He heard
Chingachgook  bandied about  the

studies and passages for some tlme
without knowing that 1t was a now nick-
name oapphicd to himself.  When tha
fact dawned upon his intelhgences, ha
wondered who and what the thuwmp
Chingachgook might be; learmng,
finally, from a Sixth Form man, who
had read Fenbhmore U'Dﬂ}ml', that Chin-
gachgook was the Last of the Molicans,
a Hed Indian great on following a trail.
'Fhen Loder understood.

Those yvoung sweeps of the Remove
had Fastened thot name on  him, ot
course, in aliusion to his exploits as a
trailer.  Onee, in open guad, in the
hearing of a score of fellows, Loder
camo on the Famous Five, and without
looking at him, or appearing aware of
his proximity, the juttiors chanted an
absurd chant:

“ Look, look, loolk!
At Chin-gach-gouk !
Take your hook!
Here's Chin-gach-gook

And they fled, laughing. TLoder
glared after them, tempied to pursue
them and smite them hip and thigh.
But it was scarcely possible to punish
Lower boys for talking about the Last
of the Mohicana, Loder stamped away,
followed by a howl of laughter.

Mr. Quelch had recommended Loder
to refleet and amend,. He did reflect,
but not on the subject of smendment.
He reflected on the

i‘ﬂ

i I11t.!EI

i

would not be judicious to put his food
i 1t again,

Neot even when, walking in quad, a
vrowd of Remowites following him, and
yelling with laughter at 4 netice pinned
on Ins back, bearing the astonishing
statement :

“1 CAN'T HELI BEING A ROTTER
AND A BPY!"

didl Loder break out into one of his
nsnal fits of temper. He was convinced
in his own mind that one of the Famous
Five was responsible {or that echeeky
notice; which one, however, ho did not
ftnow. And without definite proof
Loder could do nothing.

[He was stifl convinced that the
Famous Five were a set of young rascain
who had deccived everybody but him-
zolf. Hooner or later, therciore, he
wouhd bowl themn ont, and bring it home
to them. It waz rather a hopeless task
that Loder sot himself, as there was
nothing to find out. But he was aot
aware of that, and he still hoped to
chow them up i their true coloura
Howpe, as the poet has said, springs
ctornal 1 the human bruElr.Et. i

So, instead of reforming his prefec-
torial methods, Loder rather intensified
them on the same lines, He began

wu'n.tchin? the Famous lgw.l like & cat.
He would drop into the Remove puﬂa-a.ge
laneo into Sdudy

unex pectedly, ﬂ.t‘]:{l .
-o. 1. No doubt he hoped to find cigar-
eties going there, sooner or later. He
never did; but that, he considered, onl
showed whet cunning young ra
these juniors were.  In hardly any spot
were the Famous Five safe from Loder'a
abservation. For the present, Loder
had concentrated en them, .He felt that
if he could show these young scoundrels
up it would set him right egain with
the Head; it would show that ho had
been right all the time. Bo he hope-
fully pursued that will-o’-the-wisp.

Needless to say, the chums of the
Remove did not remain ignorant of
Loder's special attention, and they were
very soon fed-up with it.

Five heads were put together to con-
sult on the subject. And 80 1t happened
that Bol Cherty, passing Loder at the
corner of Masters’ passage, d:t_rp{;m& a
cardboard Lox, full in Loder’s sight, on
which the words “Bilver Flake Cigar-
ettes " fairly stared at Loder. And the
thud when the box fell showed that it
was full . .

Loder fair!ia]umpnﬂ to it.

“Cherry almost gasped.

Doly, who was passing on, looked
round, i

“Yes, Loder 1" he said meckly.

“You dropped that box.”
 “Ded-d-did 17" stammered Bob, star-
ing at the box. *Are—are you sure I
—1 dropped it, Loder #*

{Continucd on next page.)

subject of wven-
Feance.

Somehow or
other, he was going
ta  mike those
young  seoundrels
guffer for  their
gina.

But he knew that
he had ta be wary.
They were as full
af tricka as mon-
kays, and another
such eatch as that at
tha Three [Fishors
might well elose his
coreer as & Grey-
frinve prefect. Ha i
reaiigsed very
cleacly that 1t |
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“I saw you,"

Bob stood covered with confusion.
Lob was by no means the worst actor
in the Remove Dramatic Society.

“Pick it up ! said Loder grimly.

Tiob picked up the box.

“I-1 say, Loder,"” he mumbled, " I—
I wasn't doing any harm, you know, I
—~]—1 hope you're not going to take me
to Quelch.™

“Do you?” aeid Loder., *Well, that's
exactly what U'm going to do, Cherry.
Walk in front of me to your Form
waster's study.”

(1) ]_I‘ 3&3"""""""'*

“That's encugh, you smoky Little
beast. Walk to Igualch’u study with that
box of cigarettes in your hand.”

“W-won't sou let me off this once,
Loder 3"

¥ Gﬂ'!#

Bob went.

Cigarette-box in hand, he arrived at
Mr. Queleh's study, with Loder,
trivmphant, at his heels, The prefect
followed the junior in, to meot s glint.
ing glance from Henry Bamuel Quelch.
The Remove master was ag “fed ¥ with
Loder as his 3 wers,

“Well, what is it, Loder ” atked Mr,
Quelch acidly.

“ Put that box on the table, Cherry.”

" Yes, Loder.”

Mr. Quelch started a little as he
looked at the box.

“What does this mean *"’ he asked.

“It means sir,” said Loder maljci-
ously, “that this junior dropped that
box of mga.mt_tﬂn under my eyes, and I
have made him bring it to you, sir
That is what it meaps.”

*This box belongs to you, Cherry?”

“Yea, sir.”

“Open it.”

Bob Chary opened the box, A large
picco of indiarubber was revealed.
Loder gazed st the indiarubber.

Mr. Quelch knitted his brows.

"You should not Iw'.Ehﬂ.]L:Iln1 vour iIndia-
rubber in & box that has contained
cigarattes, Cherry,” he said. “Tt is
liable to causs misunderstanding—at
least, in a foolish mnd suspicicus mind.”

“Very well, sir,”* said Bobh meekly.

“You had better throw that hox into
mi wastepaper-basket and find some
other receptacle for vour indiarubber.”

“ Certainly, sir”

The cigarette-box was consigned to the
wastepaper-basket. Bob put the india-
rubber in his pocket, and at & sign from
Quelch retired from the study. Loder
ataod rooted to the Hoor. Once more it
dawned upon him—too late—that his leg
had, been pulled.

“Well, Lader,” said Mr, Quelch, in a

indi voice, ""have you anything
mbre to say I

Loder gasped.

“ That—that—that young cascal took

me in deliberately; he intended me to
believe that he had cigarettes!™ he
stuttered. )

*I am quite avware of that,” said the
Remove master. “You have been the
victim of another practical joke—and
once more wasted ‘'my time, and made
yourself ridiculous by your unreBecting
suspicions. I eannot punizh a juniﬂr'fnr
playing such tricks, when it 13 ohvious
that you provoke them, Lader. If you
keep on lika this, Loder, I warn you that
you. will become the laughing-stock of
the school.”

Lodor left the Remove master’s study
with feelings too deep for words. Once
more ho had put his foot in it: once
more lhe had fallen a victim to those
young rascals. He strode oot into the
guad with a black brow, and was further
ontertained by the sight of a crowd of
Remove men surrounding Beb Cherry
and yelling with laughter., Bob

Tag Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 1,115.

evidently was telling the story of the
indiarubber in the cigaretie-box, and the
Ilemovites found 1t amusing,

Loder walked on, silent and bitter,
It was from that moment that Lodec’s
thoughts on the subjoet of his old
enemies in the Demowve took a darker
turn.

i il o

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In Hiding [
év gy SAY, you fellows!™

H * Bow-wow "

“1 say, seen Hobson " asked
Billy Bunter anxziously.

Harry Wharton & Co. wers surprised.
It was Saturday afternoon, and games
practice was on—a compulsory occasion
which called wp all the IFerm. _ The
Famous Five were heading for Liitle
Side, when Billy Bunter E‘mR'ped them.
Wharton naturally supposed—knowing
Bunter—that he was going to ask to be
lot off practice; or algl:erna.m'_eig;! as the
lawyers say, that he was poing to ask
for a little loan to tide him over till
his celebrated  peostal-erder  came,
Instead of which Bunter inguired con-
cerning Hobson of the Shell, a fellow
with whom Removitea had little concern,

“Heen him " quéried Buntor. *It's
rather, important.™

“Haven't seen him for days”
answered. Bob Cherry. ' Net singe we
fed him at the bunshop in Courtfield.”

“You didn't notice him hanging
asbout the Removae passags®”

“NWo, ass! What would a2 Shell man
be doing in the Remove pajsage?”

“Well he might be looking for me,”
said Bunter.

“The mightfulness is terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The seckiulness of the esteemed
Bunter's boreful and ludicrous company
would argue that the worthy Hobson
was a [ittle off hie ridiculous rocker.”

“I mean he’s got hiz knife into me,'
said Bunier. “He makes out that I
wenk into his study——*

“And you didn’t?’ asked Johnny
Bull sarcastically.

“Ne. I hardly know which s his
study. Besides, I only went in for a
minute. I suppose a fellow can look

into a fellow’s study and no harm dong,
Besides, sz a matbter of fact, T haven't
been near his Etudf', Hobson's rather &
cad not to take a [ellow's word.”

“(h crumbs !

“ Az for that bag of toffees,” =aid
Bunter argumentatively, * know
nothing about it. What should I know ¢
The way fellows piek on me when they
miss any tuck is simply sickening.”

"Ba you've been pinching toffes from
Hobzon’s study in tho Shell?™ de-
manded Harry Wharton.

“I'vo just said [ haven't!”” hooted
Bunter.

“That's how I know you have. 1
hope Hobby will kick you—in fact, I'm
suze ha will.”

“Oh, really, Wharton! Some fellows
wonld stand 'i':-y & pal when he's being
hunted like a2 wild Indian by & beast in
the Bhell,” said Bunter reproachfully.

“1'm perfectly innocent—as usual, ¥on
know how Blundell of the Fifth picked
on me whan he lost a spread. [I'm as

innocent this time as I was that time.”

“ Just about !” agreed Bob Cherry.

* Well, get into vour flannels and come
along to the cricket,” said Harry.
“You’'ll only play the goat as usual; but
it will help you to bring down your fat.
¥ou'd bse all the better for losing a ton
or twe.”

“1 shal have to be let off games
practice to-day, old chap. You seq,
Hobson may nab me there.”

"Fathead Come along?’

T T T

L

“I sny, you fellowsg—-

“Rats!"

The Famons Five went on Lheir way,

“*Beastzs 1" mormnred Billy Banter.

Apparently the Famous Five did nng
worry, if Hobson of the Shell was hunt-
img Buntee like o wild Indian. They
did not seom to mind if DBunter was
kicked. Bunter himsell minded wvery
much. Often and often had Bunter been
kicked, though not so often az ho de-
grrvad,  But e had never grown to lika
it

The Owl of the Remove rolled into the
House. Ho was not thinking of chang-
ing for cricket ; he had no (ime to worry
about that. Hobson's toffee was repos-
ing safcely inside Bunter, and Hobson
had shown unequivoeal signs of being
annayed about it. Ilobson had a licavy
foot, and Bunter was snxious to avoid
Hobson, espeeially Lhat part of him,

*" Here, Buonter ! shouted a voice, as
tha fat junior went up the staircase.

Bunter cast a startled blink over the
banisters. It was Iobson of the Shell
glaring after him.

“8top ¥ shonted Hobzon.
you, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter did not stop.

He did not want Hobson,

Ha flew uc{a the stairs,

Bunter seldom put on speed, bt thera
were times when he could accelerate.
Ile accelerated,

Hobson of the Shell was left far be-

hind as Bunter rolled panling into the
Remove passage.
_His idea waa to bolt into his study,
litke o rabbit into s burrow, and turn
the key in the lock. But second thoughts
are proverbially the best., That Least
Hobson would wait outside Study No.
7 if he found the door locked. Under the
stress of dire peril DBunter became
strategie.

Ha dodged into Study No. 1,

Keeping the door mnearly shut he
peered  through the crack into tha
pasiage,

Hobson of the Shell passed the siudy
& mincte later.

Ho wont tramping up the Remove
passage to E-tud}' a. 7, and Dunfor
heard him hurl the door open.

“Mow, vou fat rotter,” ronred Holb-
son, “I'll teach you to pinch a fellow's
toffes from a fellow's study !”

Dunter heard him roar.

“MNot here 1" went on Hobson's angry
volies, “ My hatl Where is that fat
rotter? 'l root him out, by gum 1™

“ Boast ! breathed Bunter.

Ho heard the door of znother study
open, gnd bang shut again. That un-
spoakable heast, Hobson, wasz going
along the Rem>ve passage, looking intlo
study afier study.

All the Bemove men, except DBuntor,
weras out of the House. 1@ passagn
was deserted. Games praclice claimed
nll the Remove. There was no help for
Bunter if he was discovered—no ono
to raise objections to James Ilolison'a
lawless proceadings.

Bunter quaked.

Hobson was going up the passagoe, and
when he reached the end he would turn
back and ezamine tha other numbers
bolow Mo, 7. Bunter felt sure of thnt.
Btudy Neo. 1 would be the last he would
laok into, but he would look into 1t at
last. Only a few minutes’ respite re-
mained to the fat junior, amd then
retribution, in the shapo of James Hob-
son’s boot, would overtako him, Dedging
out of the room was no unse—Ifobson
would spot him from along the passage.
Bunter blinked wildly round for o
hiding-place.

Fortunately, thera was one at hand.

The study armchalr was guite o large
chair, and 1t had 2 high, padded back.
Bunter hurriedly backed 1t into w corner

“1 wank
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of tho reom and left just space cnough
to creep behind it

Thera he erouched on all fours, com-
pletely liidden by the armcheir.

Hobson, as he judged by the sound
of slanuning, was leoking rapidly into
ono study after another, passing on up
the passage as he f[ound them vacant,
Obviously, he was not scarching the
studics—only glancing into them from
the doorwavs, Unless e was more par-
ticular with Study No. 1 when he came
to it, Bunter was secure,

He waited.

Slamming went on along the Remove

BSl T In the absence of the

movites Hobson was free to do as he
liked. Had the Remove men been at
home undoubtedly Hobson would have
been pitched, neck and erop, down the
Remove staireare. Now there was no
one to say lnm nay. Dut the slamming
ceazed at last, and Hobson's heavy tread
was heard eoming back. Blam agnin, at
No. 6, then at No. §, then at No. 4, then
at o 3, then at No. 2—and then Bunier
stilled his bresthing as the door of
Study Mo, 1 was finrled open.

Hobson of the Shell glared in.

Scorcely breathing, Dunter erouched
behind the armchair in the corner. Ile
heard Hobson's wrathy voice:

“The fat rotter! He's dodged me "

Slam !

The door of Study No. 1 closed.

Bunter grinned,

He had escaped, after all

But he was in no hurry to leave Ins

hiding-place. Hobson knew he was
hanging about somewhere, and was
quite hbeast cooupgh fo Jurk in the

Remove passage on the wateh for him,
for a time ab least.

That was Bunter's opinion, at least.

Az a matter of fact, Hobson of the
8hell pave it up and went along to
Little Side to see whether Dunter was
there—as he certainly ought te have
been., DBunter. unaware that the coast
wis clear, remained in Study No. 1—
listening. And he was glad that he had
been 20 cautions when, ahout ten
minutes later, he heard 2 footstep, and
the door of Study No. 1 swung open
again. Deep in cover in the corner
behind the armehair, Billy Dunter re-
mained as gutet as a fat mouse, trying
not to breathe.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way !

H, shecr off 1 3
Loder of the Sixth snapped

out the words irritably as

Walker looked mnto his study.
Walker glanced at him in surprise.
Loder was moving restlessly about his
study with a deep frown of thought on
hiz brow. Tha interruption of his
reflections, whatever they were, secmed
to irritate him intensely. He salmost
snarled at Walker of the Sixth,

“Heep your wool on, old bean!” said
Walker * No need to bite a man’s head
off, even if you don’t want company.’

“1 haven’t had a lot of your company
lately,” said Loder szourly. ou've
been ugainst me, like all ti?m rest. Now
loave me alone ™

“Well, you made a silly ass of your-
self, and made all the prefects look fools.
You couldn't expect us to be pleased.”

“1 was taken in by a gang of voung
gsooundrels,” aaid Loder. “1'll spot them
yot, and show them up as they really
are.”

“Pifle 1 said Walker. “The kids nre
all ri$ht! You'd sea it if you weren't
feelin’ so frightfully ratty.,”

“Dh, give us & Testl™
Walker prinned.

&

box.

the .prefect.
that box 17

Bob Cherry, passing Loder at the corner of Masters passage, ﬂiggepﬂd a cigarette
The thud when the box fell showed that it was full, *

“ Yes, Loder !' szid Che
“ D-d-d-did 17 " stammered Bob.

rry 1 gas
round. ** You Pﬁ:

, Jooking
* Are—are you sure

dropped it, Loder ? ** (See Chapler 10.)

“Well, you don't scem good company
at the present moment,” he remarked.
“I'H give yon a miss till you're in a
hetter temper, old bean”

And Walker drew the siudy door shut
and went on his way.

Loder scowled at the door and re-
sumed his restless wanderings up and
down and round about tho study.

He did not want company just then—
no company but that of his own black
and bitter thooghts. Defeat ond
humilintion rankled deep in the breast
of the bully of the Sixth., He might
have let the matter drep and taken no
further heed of the cheery heroes of the
Remove—and that certainly would have
been wise on his part. DBut his rancour
was too deep for that. Moreover, he
knew that nothing could set him right
with the Head and the body of prefects
except proof that his accusations against
the Famous Five were true—ihat their
appatrent innocence was enly eunning
humbug. That was what Loder him-
gelf believed=—judging others by him-
self, The question was to make the ¢
of the school believa the same, :

Watching the wary young rascals was
no use, That only led to practical

jokea, makinﬁ nim lock a big.%er fool
than ever. They were too keen for him,
and he bhad to admit 1t. But were t

to escape detention and earry on their
nefarious proceedings unchecked, simply
because they were -uc:umnn%II as well o
rascally? Loder asked himself thak
question, and answered with an cm-
phatic “Neo "

“Tha end justifiea the means[™ he
seid to himself more than once, as he
moved about the study unresting.
“They're shady young rascals—and toa
wary to be nat;lght Em{'.\t by a trick.
A trick’s justified to bring out the
truth—proactically the truth—and show
up humbugs in their true coloura, The
end justifies the means[”

Loder found comfort in that phrase,
It helped him to stifle his conscience,
Loder was & bully—he was selfish and
unserupilous—but he certzinly was not
a viflain, Yet he was now contemplat-
ing what was, in point of fact, an aect
of villainy. and he found that he had
& conscience, ard that it troubled him,
S0 that bad old maxim about the end
justifying the means was a solace to

im,

Tae Maicwer Lmrany.—No, 1,115
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His object wus a good one-—to
ghow up in their true colours a
set of young rascals who werp decelv-
ing their Form master, deluding their
headmastor, acting in ways that might
bring disgraca upon the school to which
they belonged. Apy means to such o

d cnd were surely justifiable. He
preferred to forget the solemsn injune-
tion that ome should not do evil that

ood may come of it. He ﬁrﬂiermd to
g:rgaﬁ. too, that to err is buman, and
that he was possibly mistaken in his
estimate of tlfu Famous Five. Tha
genoral opinion of Greyiriars was quite
a contrary one. But that, instead of
giving him pause, only convinced him
that he was keen enough to see what
_others could uot see.

Thess young sweeps, Loder was con-
vinced, smoked cigarettes, haunted
pubas, dabbled in betti id, in fack,
everything that Loder had been acous-
tomed to do in hiz days in the Leower
Sohoal. The quastion was, to bring it
home to theml :

If cigarettes, sporting papers, bet-
ting lists, and- so forth were found in
their quarters, it would be proof. They
were too sharp for that. Bub suppose
such evidence was placed there, with-
out their kmowledge, to be discovered
by authority? It would simply prove
what would be proved anyhow if they
were a little less wary. The truth—
what Loder believed to ba the truth
—would be revesled—surely a gond

thing! Tha end would justify the
means !

Loder had thought it over long and
hard. The idean had startled and

ghocked him at first: but he had grown
acoustomed 0 it. He told himself over
and over again that he would be
wronging no one; he would only be
establishing what he knew to be the
truth, but what he could not prove by
- any other means.

Yet 1t was not eagy to stifle his con-

gcience to the required extent, Loder
did not realise that he was
tempted by the powers of evil; but some
instinct warned him against what he
contemplated. Instinct 1z a safer guide
than reason. Thera are things which
Bver{;ﬂn ht-thinking fellow knows pan-
not e, +thﬂuﬂﬂf; it would often be
difficult to give a logical reamszon why
th%i' should not be done.
. Unfortunately, Loder stifled his warn-
ing instinet, and arred to reason
the matter out—and he succeeded in
reasoning himself into an aet of the
basest rascality.

He left hiz study at last,

If the thing was to be done, it had
to be done that afterncon; such an
opportunity Loder had to seize, for, of
course, he could not risk being eeen in

Remove quarters shortly before such
a discovery as was to made. Hao
might tell himself that the end justified
the means: but it would not be moch
use telling that wretched sophizsm to
anyone else. If what he was going to
do came out, it meant wndying disgrace
and expulsion from Greyfriars

Loder strolled along to the staircase
ay cosually a9 he could. Hobson of the
Shell, coming down, passed him, and
went out inte the quad.
about near the Remove landing—the
Remove passage was empty.

Loder loitered ahout the Romove pas-
sage for o few minutes, to make quite
gure. Had & junior come along and
seen. him, he would have given up his
project for that day. But no junior
came along. Games practice was going
on on Little Bide: the studies were
empty. But Loder knew that some

Tae Magner Lmrary.—No. 1,115,

No one was.

follows were somotimes excused games
practice, on some plea or other, and
sometimes dodped it without excuse;
and he lﬂimreﬁ and listened for long
mnutes, But ell was silent and still;
and at last he stepped to the door of
Study No. 1, opened it quickly, stepped
in, and closed the door behind him.

Ho gove a swift glance round the

atudg: It was not likely that Wharton
or Nugent would bs cutting games
practice: in fact, he had seen them
going out in Hannels with their friends.
That a fat junior—for reasons totally
unconnected with Loder—was crouching
in hiding behind the armchair in the
corner, naturally never gccurred to him.
After glancing round the study, end
meking sure that it was untenanted,
Loder proceeded to businesa,
_ Under the study window was what the
juniors rather i:»mud]r czlled an otto-
man. It was a large box, which Nugent
had covered with a cheap cretonne of
a gaudy flowering pattern, which he
considered brightened wup the study
wonderfully.

The box served as a seat when there
were visitors in the study. exceeding the
chaira in number, Tt served also asz a
receptacle for 2ll sorts of odde and ends
E;a,!;dnvﬂrﬂowe& from the study cup-

ard.

Loder lifted the Hd of the box, and

EERAREEEEE l-I.-I'IIIIFIl“-l:l-llllll]’llll‘llllli!
]

MANCHESTER WINS|

The following clever limerick
wins for its author a useful leather
pocket wallet ;

It fa seid that the world’s
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8 Horaces Cokeor; of Greyfriars
Behool.

When trouble’™s about
He'll find it; no doubt.
And hasmmu off the worst aa

a rule.

Sent in by Fred Hunt, 51, Wood

Street, Middleton, near Man-
chester. Who's next for one of
these useful prizes ?
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grinned sourly at a collection of worn.
out slippers, discarded school books, dog-
eared exercises, an alarm clock that
wouldn't go, a fives bat, and a burst
tennis racket, and other things of
similar kinds.

He proceeded to root among the
lumber, with & faint hope of finding
articles which would save him from
placing incriminating goods there. But
thers was nothing to be found bat
lumber. He drew several little packets
from various pockets, and concealed
E.‘;im under the odds and epds in the

That done, hs dropped the lid shut.

He stepped back to the door, his face
%ale-. end perspiration beading his brow.

here he listened _his heart beating
painfully, Eomel;'l'a_m_q like remorse
seemed to touch him, far he made a
step back towards the box under the
window. But his evil genius triumphed,
and he st.{:gaped again,

He stood at the door, listening, and
then suddenly opened it and went. Tho
coast was clear. In a few minutes he
was. far from the Remove quarters,
unseen. Wabker of the Sixth met him
as he left the Houss, and stared at
ML er e

eedy, O ean 7" he asked,
::'}‘Fha;t rot 1
oure as white as & sheet™

“Rubbish "

Loder walked on,
gtarin

In

leaving Walker

gimir No. 1 & fat junior had and

emerged from behind the armchair, and
stood staring through a pair of big
spectacles at the box under the window,

“0Oh  erikey!”  ejaculated  Billy

Bunter.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Discovery !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
H in cheerily aftor the crickef.
They stopped at Study No, 1

in the Remove.

“Tea in our study!” said Nugent.

And the Famous Five turned in ab
the doorway of Study Ne. 1.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Hallp, halle, hallo!” szaid Bob
Cherry, staring at & fat figure that was
reposing, more or less gracefully, in the
armechalr. “You cut games practice,
you fat bounder!”

“I've becn rather busy!” grinped
Bunter. “Something on handg more
important than games practics, old
brans 1™

“Habzon came down to Little Sido to
look for you—="

“Blow Hobson 1

“Well, roll away, old barrel,” =aid
Harry Wharton. “You'd better go and
ses Hobby, He's the only man at Grey-
friars who wanta to sce you,”

“0Oh, really, Whartonp—-"

“Hook i, Bunter!”

“I say, you fellows, ane good turn
deserves  another, you know,” said
Bunter. “I'll stay to tes, and you can
handle that beast Hobson if he comes
after me apain. That's only fair.
After all, I'm saving you from a
ﬂ-:::ggmg.“ _

‘iWandFtEr;u; Tﬁthﬂatﬂdetfeghwasm you

& mind ¥ e o arry.

*“He, he, he 1™ r:.'

The chums of the Remove looked
more attentively at Bunter, Tt was

lain_that the Owl of the Remove was

irsting with news and importance: but
what cculd have happened, during
games practice, was rather a mystery.

“ What ﬂ];:r you ‘mnstt*n?" nakeii Harry.
] ¥ nere's in danger of a flop-
ging, that I kpnow of.” ; 4

“ He-a hﬁ, hat That's all you know ("
grinne unter., “I faney wou and
Nugent will be up before the Head
after callover, 1f I don't zee you
through. He, he, he!™

&0 F“tilﬂﬂ-d II‘}

“He, he, he ™

“Oh, cut the cackle!™ said Harry.
“"What are you driving at, you fat
dblfFe-r, if anything ™"

He, he, hoel Suppose a fcllow
dodged into this study, because a Shell
beast waa hunting him,” said Bunter,
“Suppose he hid behind this armchair
In the corner. Suppose Hobzon looked
in and didn’t see him, end then—he, he,
bel—another fellow came in—say, &
Sixth Form praefect—-"

The juniors stared at Bunter.

" Loder boen up here 7" asked Nugent,
"“The silly ass is always nosing in the
Rﬂn’ﬁfﬂ passage these days.*

“The nosefulness of the esteemed
Loder i3 terrifie.”

. That's telling1” chuckled Bunter.
*Of course, I'm going to stand by my
old pals, and see them through. I'm not
%%Iﬂg to see them flogged for nothing.
at wouldn’t be pally.” Still, ono good
turn deserves anaother,
having for tea ¥’

“There's one thing we're not having—
and that's a fat and sticky old thing
called Bunfer.”

“0Oh, really, Nugent! If vau Lnaw
what Loder had been up to in this study,
you'd go down on your bended knees
ask me to tell you”

11
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“Ff I know, fathead, I shouldn't need
you to tell me. IHas Loder been un to
snything in this study ¥

“"He, he, hel”

“My esteemed and absurd chumal”
murmured Hurres Jamset Bom Bingh,
who was waiching Bunter very curiously
and keenly, “there has been some pre-
posterous proceeding here, whichh ihe
gp¥iul Bunter has ridiculously speticed.
Let us bump him bangfully on the floor
till he coughs it up 1

“Lood egg 1™

“I say, you fellows, I'm just going to
fell you!"” exelaimed Bunter, in great
haste. © You dov’t think I'd leave my
walzg in the lurch, do you? Would that

like meI®

B:!Fﬂugh it up, fathead " said Johnny
“Well, I'll leave 1t to you to do the
decent thing,” sald Bunter. "I you
don't have cake and jam for tea after
what I've told you, I can ouly say that
you're an ungrateful lot. I prefer
strawberry jam—"

“Do you prefer to have your silly
head benged on tha study wall?” asked
Harry.

13 Eh -E Eru !u

“Then buck up and tell us what Loder
did here—if ho was here at all, and did

anything ' said the caplain of the
RHemove distrustfully,
“You'd jolly well think he did some-

seet him,” said DBunter,
say, you fellows, wou could have
knocked me down with a feather, when
1 saw those emokes and things I

“Smokes and things! ejaculated
Wharton.

“Yes; enough to get you an awiul
ragging from the DBeak.”
Iz he potty 1" asked Deb.
“QOh, really, Cherpy——"

i!‘ling. if you'

i

“¥You fat idiot, what do you mean?"
exclaimed Wharton angrily.

“Ain't I telling you us fast as I can¥
demanded Bunter. ™ You keep on inter-
rupting a fellow. Yo chaps are like a
sheep's head--nearly all jaw., A fellow
nasn't o chauce to get in a word edge-
ways when you start wagging your
chins. ..I.'Qeve; saw szuch fellows for talk-
mg—

“Will you
shricked Bob.
_ “Certainly, old chap, if you leave off
interrupting me, and give a fellow a
chance to speak, I sey, I thought it was
Hobson hunting me, you know, when he
camg igp—"

(11 “‘F‘hﬂ?.‘l
Loder! T didn't know it was Loder
till he went to the window. You see,
from where T was behind the armchair,
I could ses the window. I just peeped
at him, and I was jolly surprised when
he opened the box.

“Loder opened the otfoman?” asked
Nugent blankly. “What the thump did
he want to open that for?”

“He, he, hal That's what I won-
dered,” chuckled Bunter. “1 thought at
firet he was leoking for something—you
know he suspects you fellows of keeping
smokes in the study——"

“0Oh, cut all that
Wharton.

“Well, Loder neve. took anvthing out
of the box,” grinned Bunter. “Ha jolly
well put something into it, zes ”

“ Rubbizgh !"”

“It's there now!” howled Bunter. "I
looked after he was gone, and I can tell
you, I jumped. I saw him take three
packets out of his pockets, and hide
them in the box, and I wondered what
on. earth the game was—till I looked !*

" Impossible 1" exclaimhed Wharton,

Bunter sniffed,

com- to the point?”

out ! snapped

che

"“Well, look I he sneered.

The chums of the Remove exchanged
startled glances. Then Wharton, with a
zot face, went to the box under the
window, and raised tho lid.

Nothing but & collection of lumber
and odds-and-ends met his view there.
But Billy Bunter reached into the box
anc dragged some of the lumber aside.
Three packets were revealed which cer-
tainly did not helong to the occcupants
of study No. 1.

Wharton lifted them out, and placed
them on the study table. The juniors
gathered round, with startled faces.

The packets were lmsaigr wrapped.
Bunter probably had looked into them,
Tho contents were soon exposed to view.
One contained about twenty cigarettes.
Another contained the current number
of the “Racegoer,” folded open, with
pencil-marks sgeinst the names
several horsea in a list. The third con-
tatned & pack of playing-cards and a
box of dico.

There was deep silence in Study No. 1
as the juniors pazed at that astounding
discovery. They gazed at the avticles
on the table, bereit of speech.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Remorse !

0 E, he, hat”
H _Billy Bunter’s fat cachinng-
tion broke the silence,

“My only hat!”™ said Bob
Cherry, guite amazed.
Wharton's eyes wero gleaming,
“Ho that's Loder's latest I he goid,
“1 say, you fellow:—*
“Shut up, Bunter! That's Loder's
latest 17 said the captain of the RKemove,

(Continued an next page.)

“PLAYING FOR THE
FORTH!"”

(Continuecd from page 15

our feeble bost apainst St. Bill's while
you're gone, won't we, chapsi’

“What-ho !” grinned ihe St Bam's
team.

Jack Jolly & Co. then went out to
Geld, feeling only too glad to be rid
of the old buffer, As for the Head him-
self, he farely raced off to the skool
gates in his anxiety to get on the track
of the diamond ring.

Bprinting past Fossil's lodge like an
athleet, ho reached the lane, and con-
tinued running until he was past the
skool grounds and within site of Major
Snorter's domayn.

Then he slackened down, and, after
a cauntious look round to make sure
that he was not observed, climbed up
on the high wall that surrounded Major
Snorter's propperty and dropped lightly
into the wooded grounds.

For the next honr or so Dr. Dirche-
mall was bizzily engaged in soarchin
for the missing valluable, BSBo rappe
up in his task was the Head that he
<id not notiss the approach of a stern,
mmllitary looking jentleman, accom-
panied g}; & gamekeeper,

Tho first inkling he had of his danjer
was a roar of rage from the millitary-
looking joontleman, who, as o matter of
faoct, was Major Snortey himnself.

“A trespasser, by gad! Seeze him,
Green [V

Immejately the gamckeeper hurled
himeelf at the Head and pinned that

dismayed jentleman's arms {o his sides
in & grip of iron.

“Gotcher I he growled,
triumfant leer,

l_?gr. Birchemall’s fizz turned deadly
pail.

“Lemme go, you rotter!” he cried.
“If you think I'm a common trespasser,
vouw're jolly well ‘mistaken! I am Dr.
Birchemall——"

“What! Dr. Birchemall, of &t
Sam’s Collidge ¥ roared Major Snorter.

*The same!” amirked the Head,

“By gad! Then you're the very man
I want to meet !” l{ciiﬂwud the major,
8 _grate, notted vain standing out from
his forrid. “The cheeky young raskals
from your skool are always trespassing
on my propperty, and f have been
meening o give you & peace of my mind

for & long time!
Ffﬂh

with o

crumbs I
mayed Head,

“Now that I have caught you in tha
act of trespassing my&elE" ocuted the
major, “I shan't trubble to give you a
peace of my mind! Instead of that,
sir, T shall give vyou & taste of
mallacea cane! Hold him, Gyeen |”

“1, I, sir ¥

The Head struggled despritly. But
all his struggles were in vein. Major
Snerter's hevvy cane rose and fell, and
blinding clouds of dust began to ascend
from the Head's trowsis,

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

“Yow-ow-ow! Yooooop!™

Only when Major Snorter had tired
himself out did he stop whacking the
IMead, and by that time the IIﬁag was
feeling utierly whacked,

“Now chuck him over the wall,
Gl;ﬂf_nll" qr:.}ﬂred the major harshly.
, 1, sir

mermered the dis-

Dy, Birchemall felt himself whirled in
the air and chucked. And the next
thing he remembered was picking him-
zelf up in the lane and trodging back
to 3t. Sam’s, aching in every lim.

A grinning crowd of juniors, headed
by Jack Jolly & Co., met him at the

gatos,

 “Hallo, hallo! You've been a long
time, sir 1" bawled out Jack Jolly.

*(Rrooooo " moaned the Head.

, We mannidged to beat 8t. Bill's, sir,
in spite of your absence,” remarked
Frank Fearless,

MGrocooo ! Blow 8t Bill's! Bust 8,
Bill's I eaid the Head savvidgely,

“By the way, sir,"” said Jack Jolly
casually, “1f you've been locking for
a diamond ring that was lost—"

" Well, what about it!” barked D,
Birchemall.

“1t turned out to be only & roomer,
after all!" grinned Jack fﬂ-ﬂ .

“Only a roomer | shreeked ziia Head.

Jack nodded, '

“Bomebody was induljing in a bit of
Ie%pullmg,_sir. it seems

he keptin of the Fourth omitted to
niention that the leg-puller was himsalf.

For & moment Dr, Birchemall stood
etock still, while Jack Jolly's news
pennytrated his brane-box. Then, with
a yell of rage, he rushed into the 8kool
House and spent the rest of tha evening
kicking himeelf round his study.

After that it was evvident that Dr.
Birchemall had come to the conclocsion
that cricket was his unlucky game. Hae
didn’t offer to play for the Junior
Eleven again, and the Junior Eleven
were trocly tflm:;kful for that mersy!

TER END.
Tae Maorer Lsrinyr.—No, 1,115
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between hia teeth. “He's becn watch-
ing us, and spyibg on us, and a: he
can't find out anything, he's manufac-
turcd something to find.’

“This is rather thick I said Bob.

“Tho thickfulness is terrific I

““I suppose,” sard Johuny Bull slowly,
*that that benighted rotter really be-
liaves wo're thoe sort he makes us out to
be. He really fancies we've got this

sort of rubbish hidden away some-
where,”
“This does it! said Harry. “We'll

take the lot to the Head, and hand it
over ko him."

“Good 1"

“And the sooner the better," said
Nugent. “Loder hasn't planted that
stuff in the study as & present for us,
Thero will be 8 Beak coming along pro-
sently to find it where he put it."

“0f course,” said Bob, “that's his

ame, He will get Quelchy, or the

cad, or Wingate, to come here—"

“1 say, yvou fellows—"

“Oh, dey up, Bunter ™

“Well, I ke that, when I've saved
you from a ﬁagiing!" said Dunter in-
digoantly. “look here! ¥ou'd better
not go to the Head I dow’t want
Loder down on me.” '

“Loder won't be down on anybody
after the Heads knows about this, fat-
bead. He will be sacked!I”

“The sackfulness will be terrific1”

“Oh!” ssid Bunter. “Oh, all zight,
in thot case. If you're sure he'll be
gacked, I'll come to the EHead with
pleasure.”

“ Not much doubt about it,” said Bob
Cherry. "My hat Fancy his face,
wheon he's called up by the Beak, and
finds us there with this stuff !”

Wharton compressed his lips.

“Tho fellow's an absolute scoundrel 1
he said. " We shouldn’t be salo if we
didn't show this up. We—"

*1 say, you fellowsg—"

" For goodnese’ saks dry up, Bunter !”

“1 say, somebody coming—"

There were footsteps outside the
study. Hugﬂ'ﬁ’ha rton hastily threw &
duster over ackets on the table.

“1 say, you fellows, if it's Hobson——'

It was not Hobson of the Shell whe
opened the study deor and locked in.
It was Loder of th 8ixth—rather to the
surprise of the juniors

'ﬁll;y looked at him in silence.

They had taken it for granted that
Loder, having concealed the ineriminat-
ing evidence in the study, would
“wangle " the mattor for the discovery
to be made by some other prefect, or a
master. That would have been only
common cauktion on his part. [o they
were surprised to tee Loder himself at
tha door.

Loder stared st them. His manner
was perturbed and unewsy, snd there
was & flush in his cheeks, He glanced
swiftly across the study at the box under
the window. The lid was closed again,
and the duster conecéaled the ariicles on
the table. The juniors saw relief flash
into Loder’s face, though they did not
understand it.

*“0Ohl You've come in from the
cricket | spaid Loder awhwardly.

“"Looks like it ! said Harry curtly.

Loder paused.

The juniors did not speak. There was

r

somoething odd about the prefect’s
TBARNer t puzzled them. Loder did
not ﬂ.gfteﬂr to be his usual hostile, bully-
ing sall.
He stood hesitating, with a flush
coming and going in his face.
“The—the fact ig=——" he said,
"Wﬂﬂ?"

] " Loder stammered,
“Have you come to search this
Tag Macszr Lisrary,~No, 1,115.

study?' asked Nugent sarcastically.
" Mo objection, if vou have, Chingach-
gook.”

“No!" gusped Loder.
not, “The fact 15"

He paused again uncomfortably.

The juniors could enly wonder.
Apparently their old enemy had not
come thero to “search " the study, and
find the things he had hidden.  What
he had come there for at all was a
puzgle,

* Look here, vou kids!" said Loder,
at last. *“[—I think I'll look round the
study while I'm here.”

“Look a: much as wou like!™ said
Wharton grlmly. “We've noe objection
—and we're guite ready to go to’ the
Head.” ' i

“Quite ! grinned Nugent,

“The quitefuiness is terrifie.”

“You kids had better clear off while
I'm looking round,” said Leoder,
“Had we?" said Wharton,
“Yes. et  outside for

minutos,*

“Thanks: we'll stay inside.”

“Liook here, you're talking to a pre-
foct,”” said Loder, with & revival of his
old bullying menner. “I order you to
got outside the study, Do you hear?”

“ Wea hear,"” assented Wharton. * But
wera not gpoing out and leaving you
hera, all the same, Loder.”

“The hearfulness is not the obeyful-

ness, my esteemed and preposterous
Loder.”

" Certatnly

n fow

rllﬁilmr‘tmummﬂﬁl
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Loder stood wuncertain, his glance
wandering again te the box under the
window. That box =zeemed to have an

irresiztible fascination for his eyes, and
he hardly seemed able to withdraw
them from it. The juniors knew the
reason, though Loder was not aware
that they knew.

The bully of the Sixth backed ont of
the study at last, and they heard his
footsteps receding to the stairs.

“He, he, he!” came from Billy
Bunter.

“What on earth is Loder's game?”
asked Bob Cherry, in wonder., “Has
he gone to fetch Quelchy wp?

Wharton wrinkled his brows.

“Blessed 1f I can make him out,”™ he
gaid. “E[B would ba a fool to find the
things here with nobody present, if
that's what he wanted. It would look
too jolly thim.™

“That's not it said Nugent.
“Loder's not such an ass as that. But
I can't make out what he was alter.”

“My esteemed chums—" murmured
the Nahob of Bhanipur.

The nabob had read more in Loder's
froubled face than the other fellows had
seen there,

“Well, what have you got in your
old black neddle, Inky?” asked Bab.

Hurrea Jamset Bam Singh smiled.

“My absurd chums, the preposterous

Loder, in my ridieulous opinion, hLas
thought heiter of his excellent rod
raﬁmﬁﬁy scheme,” he said. * Second
thoughts sre better than a stitch 1n
time, as the English proverb says. Tho
absurd Loder is in o state of prepos-
terous repentance.’’

“Oh!” ejaculated Wharton,

Bob Cherry whiskled,

“bMy hat! Was the rotter going to
take thé stuff away agamni”. he said.
“Blessed if he doesn't look like it.
Peorhaps ha's not such a thorough rotter
as he thinks he 18"

Wharton nodded slowly.

“It looks like it," he said. *He may
have got scared, or he may have
thought better of it. We were going to

the Head-—""

“We are going to the Head!”
growled Johnny Bull.

“I think we'll go to Loder instead,™
said the captain of the Remaove quietly.
“These things belong to him—and we'll

take them hack to h::m. We'll mention
that a fellow saw him put them here

ahd——"

“I say, you fellows, don’t wou
mention me to Loder, if ho ain't to-be
sacked!”  exclaimed Billy Buater
‘anxiously.

“(Oh, shut up, Bunter !

" Deast! I tell you——m=>”

“I -won't mention your name, vou
fat dummy!” Wharton tied up the
three packets in the duster for trans-

port. " Come on, you men!”

“1 say, you fellows, you've for-
gotten something!" exclaimed Bunter
anxiously.

“What's that, fathead?

“Tea!” exclaimed Bunter. *It's past
tea-time. I say, you fellows, don't walk
away while a fellow's talking to you,
I say, what about that strawberry jam?
Beastz 1"

The Famous Five it the study,
leaving Willism George Bunter to waste
his aweetness on tho desort air, and in
a state of pamful uncertainty about tea
and the strawberry jam.

it

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Loder's Lueck !

ERALD LODER threw himself

G into the armchair in ke study.
His brow was black, his face
almost hagrard.

Just then the hlﬁij" of the Sixth was
the most thoroughly wretched fellow in
Greyfriars, or out of it,

His plans had been cut and dried,
The incriminating evidence was hidden
in Wo, 1 Study, Nothing remained but
to have it discovered there.  Quelch,
certainly, would pot welcome another
“report " from LoOder; neither was the
Head likely to welcome one. Wingate
was mora likely than not to refuse to
histen to o word. Still, upon a stato-
ment from Loder that he had scen
“smokes” 1n the possession of the
chums of No. 1 Study, the Head would
be bound to inspect that study. The
discovery of the evidence in the hbox
would scttle the matter—and Loder, gt
lonz last, would be justifiea,

And it was at that juneture that
Loder weakened. That miserablo
maxim, that the end justifies the
means, failed to satisfy him now. In
!épnt_ﬂ of sophistry, in spite of his bitter

izglike of the Famous Five, it was
borne in upon Leoder's mind that what
he was doing was an act of base
traachery, an act that, even if never
revealed, would bar him off for life
from all decent fellows., Loder waa
nat the Brst fellow to discover thaf,
when put to the test, hoe was by no
means so ruthless as be had fancied.
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Loder lifted the 1id of the box, and then drew several little packets from his jacket pocket and conceaied ﬁlﬁm under the
odds and ends in the box. ** That'll put pald o Wharton and his friends when this little lot’s discovered [ ' he said under
his breath. But the rascally Sixth-Former did not notice that Bunter, crouching behind the easy chalr, was watching his

Heoence his helated wisit to Study Ne.
1. He had intended to remove what
ho had placed in the box, but he had
beers too late. He had argued the
matter out with his conscience a little
too long, and when he arvived at Btudy
No. 1 the juniors were there.

Now DLoder was in a state of
wretched dismay and  apprehension,
Unless he carricd out his scheme, what
would happen? Soomer or later the
juniors themselves would find the con-
cealed articles in the box. There was
no doubt that when they found them
they would make the discovery known.
Al the school would know that some-
one had hidden the things there. The
question would be—who? And plenty
of fellows would guess the snswer to
ithat question.

For his own safeiy’s sake now,
Eoder had to carry on with the scheme.
e incritminating evidence had to be
found by a master, before it was found
by Wharton or Nugent,

And he could not do it e could
not go to Quelch and tell him a direet
lie, lcading him to search the study.
11a felt that he had to do it now; and
e felt that he could not. ]

What would havo been the ultimate
outcomme of TLoder's miserable reflec-
tions cannot be said. They were inter-
rupted by & knock at his door.

The door opencd, and ho stared at
the Famous Five of tho Remove,
That visit was utlerly unexpected.

The junicrs welked coolly into the
studyv. Ilarry VWharton laid a duster
on the table, whielh was wrapped round
several articles.

Loder rose to his feet.

“YWhat do you fags he
sntapped huskily.

“ Nothing, old bean,”” snswered Bob
Cherry cheerily, “It's o case of restor-
ing lost property to the owner.”

* What

Wharton unwrapped the duster.

Loder’s cyes almost started from his
head at the sight of the articles he
}:Tud fnnmalcd in the box in Study

2 L

want iV

every movement. (See Chapter 12.)

“ Thete things belong te you, Loder,
I think," said Wharton.

Loder pantad.

“What--what Jdo you meanf
dare you bring these things
What do you mean?” i

“They're the things you put in the
box in our study,” said Nugent,

“]—]—I—=How dare you?” ariicu-
lated Loder. .

“Oh, can it!" interrupted Johnny
Bull. “You were seen to put them
there, and the follow who saw you is
willing to come to the Head with us.
And if I had my way we should be
taking these thingsz to Dr. Locke, m-
stead of bringing them here”

Loder collapsed into the chair from
which he had risen.

He had been seen!

Visions of & crowded Hall, of a head-
master's stern face, foated before
Loder’s mind. In his ears the words
soemed to echo: "You are expelled
from Greyfriaral”™ Backed ! t was
bound toe he that. Loder, white as
chalk, stared at the chums of the
Remove. ) _
. Wharton fixed his eyes on the pallid
ace.

“"We've got an idea, Loder,” he said
quigtly, "that you changed your mind,
and that you came to our study, in-
tending to take these thinge away
again., That's why we're giving you a
chance.”

Loder could not speak.

“But for that we were goin
Head,” said the captain of the Hemove.

Loder only gazed at him. But ha
understoed that it was his repentance
that had saved him from certain ruin.
His =scheme had gone wrong, as
schemes so often do.  Cunning had
failed him, ond i1t wos that glimpﬂe of
hiz better self that had saved him.

After this,” went on the captain
of the Remove, “you'll let us alone,
Loder, No mote watching, ne more
spying, no mors of your Chingach-
gook stunts,. No more dirty tricks
Weo shall say nothing about this, if you
lcave us alone, But if you den't, the

How
hero?

to the

matter goos before the Head. That's
all.”

With that Harry Wharton left the
study with his friends.

Lodor, still spoechless, stared at the
door after it had closed on them.
Then his gaze went to the articles on
the table,

Hez had bad the nerrowest escaps of
hiz life. He realised that, And he
realised, too, that the fellows who had
spared him could not the shady,
disreputable young rascals he had per-
sisted in bnhuﬂni_ them to be. He
raalised that, had his scheme a8 on to
suceess, he would have convicted, not
the guilty, but the innocent. Loder, in
the ciroumstances, had much to be
thankful for. But to do him justice,
he was most thankful of all that the
scheme had failed.

" * s * ¥ ]

“1 say, vou follows—— O, goodl
Good 1"

Billy Bunter beosmed. 5

When the Famous Five came
back to Study No, 1 they brought in
supplies for tea. And among the sup-
]p]les wes strawberry jam.  Bunter's
ong and painful doubts were banished.
Tho strawberry jam had materialised.
And Bunter proceeded to show his
appreciation by esting it all,

80 the meafter ended in satisfaction
for Bunter. It was also satisfactory
for the Femous Five, for Chingach.
gook of the Bixth had quite given up
the trail. Loder was only too anxious
to keep his distance from the heroes of
the HRemove. And the juniors were
only too glad to keep their distance
from Lodor, zo it was satisiactory all
round, The Famous Fiva were not
likely to be troubled again by Loder on
the warpsath,

THE END,

(Now look out for “THE MYSTERY
OF MARR LINLEYI" next week's
spiendid story of Harry Wherton & Co,
at Greyfricrs.)

Tar Msowsr Lismary.—No, 1,115
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THE MASKED R

The Stranger!

HE, sheer stupefaction of In.
spector Webster waz almost
ludiorous. He seemed hardly

i able to oredit the evidence of
his senses.

“But it's imposaible "

“Why 1" azked Locke dryly. ]
“Tho doors were bolted on the in-
side. You saw how we had to break
into the room. look at the
windows!” He waved his hand
dramatically. “They've got steel
shutters,

“¥eos, [ sea nll that.”

“Then how—"" Waebster broke off
and rushed towards the bed. For a
moment he stared down at the dead man,

I suppose he can’t have committed
suicide?"

*It's a little dificult to throttle your-
self. That is obviously how Morecombe
met his death.”

Ferrers Locke also crossed, and was
about to bend over tho body when the
inspector gripped his arm.

“Don’t touch anything.
The body mustn’t be moved
mi:'fii P“;] ndh*ad the room
photographod.™

The Baker Street detective
frowned elightly, but he
ntuiﬁ«hl:enad B adn.

“31f vou learnt to use vour
eyes you wonldn't need to

rely on a camera. Ilo you
ebnitely refuse me permis-
mon to examins the body?”

“I ean’t help mysell,” snid the other,
a trifle irritubly. *“*Those are the regu-
lations. You see, from our point of
view, You are an amateur. You've maode
some lucky hits in the past, I agree, 1
don’'t mind letting you in on this—but
it's atrwl:iir irregular.”

“Then I'll leave you to carry on,”
#aid Ferrera Locke, pleasantly, “I'll
rosume interrupted night's rest.”

He made as though %o cross to the
door, but Webster looked up in alarm,

“Don’t run away,” he said, unable to
ooncea! his anxiety, “There's no need
to f&t huffy, You know I never rofuse
to lizten to your opinion.”

“T've noticed that,” replied the Baker
Btreet detective, with an irony that
was too subtle for the inspector. He

used and looked the other straight
in the eyes, “Now look here, Webater,
Y'm going to repeat what I've fold you
many times before. If I'm to work on
this caze, and ﬂm you the benefit of
any results I to get, I must

Tee MagNer ¥.—No. 1,115,

have a free hand. If ] 1
take wp a stiffly professional attitude
then you'll have to do without my

A
e Yard man frowned sullenly. He
had been talking largely to impress his
subordinates. "[Em last thing he wanted
was to lose Forrers Locke’s assistance.
There were times when he felt satis-
fied that everything wes plain sniling,
when hea resented any outside intrusion;
but ho had never felt more hopelessly
out of his deptha than at tho present

moment.

“Oh, wvery well,” he said un.
graciously. “ Don't upset- things moro
than you can help. I'll have to awear

that nothing’s been touched.”

“MNothing will be disturbed-—you can
rely on that. I rather pride myself on
my eye for detail.”

Going to get out the magnifying-
glass, 1 supfm”_ The inspector found
sn outlet for his rufled feelings in
sarcasm, ““Bhall we start zmaeping the
carpet and colleeting the cobwebs %

In south Devon a certain gentleman is
astonishing the natives with his zeal for
butterfly - collecting. Gee, but the locals
would have some shocks if they knew that
the butterfly collector was really Ferrers

Locke, " crook collector.”

“Cobwebs,” replied Locke quietly,
““are sometimes an Important clus?
Do vout remember the Venning case?
I can see you do. If I hadn't been able
to tell you how long & spider takes to
spin its web 'im would have accepted
Yenning's ahbi, and he would nover
have gone to the scaffold. But you are
past !purnin%aﬂnything, Webster. And
even if you had the patience to collect
daota E'qu lack the intelligence to moke
use of it™

“Confound it, Locke !* spluttered In-
spector Webster, looking indignantly
at the two policemen by the door.

They could hardly conceal their
delight at this autocrat from the Yard
being *‘ticked off.”

" Thera was that handkerchief T sent
you yesterday. You asked me to report
on ét. 5 supposs by this time you've
roa d-———

“But that's where I score,”™ broke in
Waebster, with a chuckle of trinmph.
“Y sent it for a joke, You deduced
some wonderful things, but not the fact

JOHN SyiLveSTER

ou are going to

.-"':_:F"-r" :.‘..-—-"""

that it was2 picked up in Half Moon
Btreet. 1 found it myseclf, Iying in the
gutter, I could hardly hope you would
tako it seriously—but you fell for it.”

Ferrers Locke's Interest suddenly
uickened. He looked up sharply.

“You found it in the street? Fmp-
posa you couldn't tell me the number
of the house nearest the spot?”

' couldn’t,” Webster pgrinnod
“Surely that isn't too much for yop—
an 1mportant fact like that?

But Ferrers Locke didn't smile. His
face was alive with repressed excite-
ment,

“It's a most important fact. The
man who dropped that handkerchief
murdered Silas Morecombe. ™

It was as though & bombshell had ox-

oded. Jack Brake. who had bean
istening to the inspector with rizing
indignation pnaitimi;,r gapod. SBurely—

“Come and look !™

The protesting inspector was almost
dragged to the bad. Locke whipped
out & measuring tape and ealled across
some fgures for Jack Drake to take
down as he bent over the murdered
maa .

“You must be crazy!®

“The ba'l of tha thumb eleven-
twelfths of an inch; the first finger
four and one-eighth inches
from knuckle to the tip of
the natl. The measurements
fit with these on the hand-
kerchiof. They are only
approximate, 1 grant, but
it's teo much to supposo it is
& coincidence,”

““What the blazes are you
talking about i

“I'm giving you facts!”
_ snapped  Locke, “ Those
bloodsteins on the handkerchief be-
trayed the shape.of the hand over
which it had been wrapped. It was
abnormally long and powerful., And
vou get ezacthl; the same results b
comparing the bruises on Morecombe's
throat. Morcover, this house fits with
the description of the house where I
said the handkerchief had been used.
It 13 two hundred yenrs old. It is in
Devonshire, near a <lay pit. It had
been recently burgled.”

“* But how—"

"Notice it's a left hand. The mur.
derer may be left-handed, which will
help us considerably. Or perhaps he
was gripping Morecombe's arm, as they
wore struggling, with his right. Any-
how the way ha entered the room is
clear enough.”

“Clear? But—"

“Through the ceiling. TLook at the
sawdust on the bed! As in many of
these ofd houses the walls and coiling
are oak-panelled. The ij'lmats ATS
probably wide apart. We'll try.™”
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Before Inspector Webster hed ro- torch to the floor and revenling an iron  “About five o'clock, sir. 1 was

covered from his astonishment, Ferrers
Locke had ecized & chair, mounted it,
and was running his electric torch
along the ceiling between the heavy
beams. . .

“Hera 13 the join!™ he exclaimed
trivmphantly, “It has been recently
sawn thromgh. It muost have been done
in tho daytime when the room was un-
occupied, He made a mauhole for
himself. It's almost obove the bed.
It wust heve piven Morecombe a shock
when he started up and gaw o wman’s
legs dan Ii,n%' aver him. I suppose he
reached for his revolver, but before he
could fire the intruder had leapt on
tap of hin. There was a desperato
struggle.  We know the rest.”

As he spoke the Baker Street deteo-
tive pressed upwards with both hands
sgainst & square pabel, It yielded, and

standing on tiplee he could sco into
the loft. :

“Simple but cffective,” he mutlered,
“A small brass peg and a plece of cord
kept the panel 4n position. 'Fhe mur-
derer left this way as well. e didn't
need a chair, therefore he must be tall
and fairly athletic to be able to get a
hold with his hands at a single jump
apd hoist himself up with practically
no mess. It tallics with my original
description.”

Inspector Webster's cfforls to keep
pace with the speed of Ferrers Locke’s
brain were like a winded runner pant-
ing behind a trained professional.

f!uh there was the concrele evidence
of the holo in the ceiling.

“Take care, ho warned. *¥ou'll
spoil the fnger-prints.”™ ]

“There won't be any. We aren’t deal.
ing with a crook of that sork. This haa
been planned down to the last detail.”

“Where are you goingi"” cried In-

ector Webster, as Forvers Locke sud-

enly drew his lﬂfs up, hung for
o second, and then disappeared.

“You can follow 1” shouted a mufiled
voice. . ~

“But he may be still there! Tako
CREO !:li-

Fervers Locke chuckled as Lo ducked
to avoid hitting his bLead against a
rafter. The perspiving foce of Webster
came in view, and he had a revolver
in one band. IIc was not laking any
chances.

Jack Drake [followed. He was
tingling with excitoment — Hes knew
from long experience that his chicf was
satisficd he had really picked up the
scent.  Surely, ovem if the murderer
were no longer in hiding, he must Lave
loft somo ecluo in this loft, which he
scarcely expected the police to pene-
{rate.

It was pitch dark on every side.
Ferrers Locke advanced boldly, how-
over, his torch throwing a brilliant cone
of light. They were now over another
win% of the houss, There was a stale,
mouldy smell, o mingling of age and
rot. Occasionally a drop of moisture
drﬂgjed from the tiles. :

top !I” rasped Webster, holding up
his hand. “Did you hear anything?*

Thera wars two soft Lhuds, like the
pall of stockinged feet, Jack fclt -a
vold trickle run down Lizs spine. Ife
waited tensely. He noticed the Yard
man had switched his revolver towards
the direction the sound had come from.

“What i3 it, Locke?” he whispered.

“Ratal” was Lthe cool retort. ™ Dozens
of them up herel Qur guarry is miles
m*.:a..?'b;!: this time so you necdn’t get
jumpy |

“We'va gobt to go carcfully, haven't
we ? How can you be so infernally
cocksura

“Bocanso this is the way he left.”
answered Terrers Locke, pointing his

ring attached to the usual type of wman-
hole. "He left the same way as he
entered. We'll soon see where it leads.”

The Baker Street detective stooped
down, grasped the ripg, jerked up the
trapdoor, and shone his torch E-F;ra.-i.g,‘ht
on a startled face looking up. 'The
man on the lunding below gove s hoarse
cry and nearly dropped the candle he
WES COITyIng.

“SBorry to disturb you, Scames,” mur-
murad ko, without showing a flicker
of surprize. “No, don't run—stay just

where you are "

Ho lowered himself neatly. The in-
spector descended like a sack of coal,
grimly prepared for any eventuanlities.
Even Jack Drake thought that from the
voery suaveness of Locke's manner the
butler was the man he had expected to
find,

“YWhat are you doing here?” ballowed
Webster.

*I—I was going to my room, sir,”
stammered the men.

“What 1 the name of Jericho were
you going to vour reoom forf Do you
suppose you can calmly walk off to
your room when a murder has been com-
mitted and the police are searching the
housa t*

“Not so ealmly,’
Locke.

The wretched men was holding a
candlestick that shook so vielently that
the grease splashed all over the floor.
Hig chattoring teeth and rolling eyes
made him a pitisble sight.

He was clad in pyjamas, over which
he had flung a frayed-locking coat.

“1 was mﬂi going to get into some
clothes, sir,” he pleaded.

The butler seemed 3o comieally awars
of his appearance that even Inspector
Weabster relented and gave a hoarze

gob

Taugh.
into tha bed-
clothes, my friend.”

“Youd betier

“One moment,” put in Ferrers Locke,
“before yeu go. Did you bhave any
visitors to-day? Think carefully.”

Soames did his best to think, His
hiair zeemed to stand up on end.

“Np, sir—at least, yes. Though you
wouldn’t eall him a wvisitor, sir. But
thera wag a man came to examing the
telephone.”

“What time did he eall?™

REEEEN IR T TSR B R LT AN TR RSO

INTRODUCTION.

Ferrers Locke, the world-famous  detective.
and Ris aseisfont, Jack Droke, receité a visit
froon Mr. Silas Morecombe, of Rt
Nouth Deven, who tells Locke of the mytlery
gurrounding his old and lonely house, and of the
shadow thal foons ever kim. Morecombe had
received livo noles threglentng his life—one, o
steonetly bafore frome an unknown, masked &zerﬂfur,
whe hoad vanished wilhoul a troce, leaving g
grim sncesage bekind him with the crude drowing
:%u coud for signaturs. The second nofe, telling
f . had mﬂdﬁﬂbm ?s“:fﬂf o :nﬁ
ive, i i af  morning,
driren hime fo aik Lﬂcﬁ:‘s help., The detedive
Rhnpgver, divines {ha! the man it
sontething, and refuses hiz oid.  For all that,
Locke decides to investigate the case in the inleresis
of suitice, and he and Drake cateh the midnipht
frain fo mﬂ.ﬂﬂm. :m? mﬂ m::t'mﬂﬂ the 34 f
sakes o SUFPEN @ MUY SHrreUnding
the lomely hotee on the edpe of Darlteoor, and then,
wtnigﬁgaﬂ the two take up their tong 1o
woateh the black pile. It is mearly midnight
wheit the koot of an owl, the egreed-upon signal
from Draks, breake the silence, Locke
rung lowogrds the kouse, Nexd inslant, o poinded
cour, wohite and ghostly, eppears abore o wall of
sist, Bl ag ke ratees iz rev to fire, the detective
¢ sent ning fo the ground and hands fasten
rousnd kig throat. anhm%wunm;u and hie
torch vereals (he prostrale figure of jﬂmﬂw
Webster, of Scotiend Yard, The frantic blowing
of police whisles culs shert. any erplanglion,
Fowever, anc the pair dash to the howrs, The
ingpector's men are breaking down a door when

¥

murmured Ferrers

i

tha room, his ,ﬁﬁm' miﬁﬁnmpﬁmﬁf E‘ﬁ
motionless form ﬂf-‘;' g Morscombs f

having ten. He said he'd been sent ta
look at the conneetions.”

“And what time did he leavel”

“Well, that I couldn't reelly say, sir.
I went on with my tea, and he had gore
when I finished, Must have let himaalf
out. But he scamped his job most dis-
graceful. The Rhana was worse than
ever shterwards.”

"“Naturally,” said the London sleuth
grimly, * He'd cut the wires,”

“¥You don't mean—"

“You can go now, Soames. But I
may want you again in the morning.”
Locke turned to Wobster. whose eyes
had widened. “Do you fees now how
the murderer got into the house?”

“I'm beginmng tol” exclsimed
Webster, with an onth. “He came up
here and remained hidden in the loft.
Ho spent part of tha time outting
throngh the hed-room ceiling. He came
with the definite intention n?kiﬂing this
man—but for what reeson hobody
knows,*

“1 suppose Morecombe applied to you
for protection?™

“He swore his life was threatened
that nights He showed me two notes
containing warnings. He wan paralysed
with fright, and offered to pay the extra
oxpense if 1 had gpecial police to0 wateli
the house, Thare was some story about
& ghost—""

“A solid enough ghost! Look at
these marks on the window-sill.*”

The Baker Street deteclive pointed to
two thick lines, a foot apart, on the
dust, and some deep soratches on the
wood itself.

. “What are they?” demanded
mspecmr In surprise.

A rope ladder, The donts are caused
by steel hooks. He knew every door
would be watched, #0 he eseaped that
way. Remind me to ask Soames
whether the window was shut.”

“HBut 1t must have been! Hallo!”

Through the window the blazing head-
lamps of an approaching car could be
E2eT.

“It's the doctor 1™ grunted Webster,
“Not much he can do, though, -1 sup-

ose I'd bettor see him. But you
h:ven’t told me yet what brought you

m‘u

* Morecombe alzo came to me with his
story. When I refused to act for him
he must have gome straight to the
Yard.” .

- “"¥ou refused 1" exclaimed Inspector
Webster. “ But why did you come,
after all?”

“I-will ba nbla to answer that beiter
in the morning. And it's just possible
I may be able to tell you why More-
comba was murdered.”

“I'm not sare I shouldn’t have been
scouring the moor for a flesh-arud-blood
murderer instead of wasti this
precicus time listeping to your theories,
He's bound to_have got away by ﬂil‘u
time, though I suppose we shouldn't
have stood much chance chasing a man
tn thia mist.”

“No chance, whatever. = But don't
worry., The murdersr will return.”
“Js that nni;r one of your ble
hunches, or—"

“ A syllogism, inspector. Ever heard
of it?" Locke smiled and motioned to
Jack Drake. " You should try cross-
word puzeles. It will improve your
mﬁﬂm ar}f-"“ o b0 bo f e

re you trying unny

i | mfy. those who aucoeed:.’ without
trying,” he said softly. *‘And now fera -
feather bed and m well-earned night’s
rest. If you call for me at the inmn
remember I'm a Mr. Bmith, with a
passion for ocollecting butterflies”

Tre Masner Lisrapr.—No, 1,114

the



26

WOULDN'T YOUR CHUMS ENJOY THIS FULL-O'-THRILLS TEG STORY?

On the Righi Track !

HE murder caused a tremendous
pensation at the a'map:r village
of Bridgeworthy., Silas More-
combe had never becn popular.

Now that he was dead all kinds of
gtories sprang into circulation, none of
which, however, appoarcd to shed any
light on the mystery.

had ne frionds, and only one near

relation—s brother, who had just re-
turned from Australia, bot with whom
it was rumoured he was on bad terms.
But Silas was such an exceedingly un-
pleasant man that to quarrcl with him
was almost a proof of respectability.

Newspaper roporters wore on the
scenns bofore Ferrors Locks was even
awake. They got rather brusque troal-
ment from Inspector Wobster, although
he mentioned importantly that the
police weore satisfied with the progross
they wore making. ;

From their point of wiew, however,
the story of the ghost amply com-
pensatod for the dearth of morc cxact
mformation, A cowled monk who dis-
appoaroed before the oyes of haif-a-dozen
watchera, A man mysteriously slain
in & locked room with shuttered win-
dows. Undoubtedly it was good stuff,

Ferrers Locke was lale coming down
to breakfast. Ho found Jack Drake
talking to an excited landlord, who at
onoe rushed up to him, bursting with
the nows of the tragedy,

“There's been a murder, sir——"

He broke off, bewildered by his
guest's look of annoyance.

“That’s a beastly nuisance, bMr. Yel-
Iand! I suppose the wholo of the meor
will be overrun by sightseers.”

The landlord folded his arms over his
prodigious chest and geped, converling
three chins into four.

“But don't you want sea what's
been hap‘iwuing for yourseli? You ain't
interested —-"

 Interssted ?"' queried the Baker
Street detective, with a touch of
asperity. “It has entirely speoilt my
holiday, I particularly wanted to find
those admirable specimens of the
Achorontia atropos that wisit this side
of the moor. And I was aiso on the
loak out {or Protoparet convolvuli. They
migrate across the Channel, you know.
It's curicus,” he added, with a frown,
“that although you find the caterpillars
feeding here the pupe never zeem fo
survive. 1 believe that every one of
those butterflles has flown up from the
south.”

“*Well, you're luck -ly'cru'vu booked

our room,” grunted the landlord, gquite
indignant to find snyone more 1n-
terested in butterflies than the murder
of EilLas l!'-ior;mnﬁba. “I've relused six

already this morning.™
peﬂpﬂut Vo leaving at once, I shan’t
come back until this disturbance is
over.”

Even Jack Drake stared at this. But
it was altogether too much for Joe
Yelland, He swallowed hard, and then
hurried sway, shaking his head from
side to side as he left the room.

"Hnw,_" smiled Ferrers Locko, sitting
down with alaerity, “*we can do justice
to this bacon and cggs. And 1 seo somo
Devonshire cream awaiting us.”

“But what's the big idea, guv'nor?”
asked his young assistant in perplexity.
“Why did wyou say we were leaving
Bri%gawurt.hy [

“We are catching something more

news., If it wasn't that Webster would
give the whole game away—quite un-
consciously, of course—I might stay on.”’

“Webster's a prize idiot. How on
earbhe—"

‘Mo, he's not an rdiot, Jack., He can
bo confoundedly shrewd, The trouble
is he neglects the imporiance of
detail. TIor the average sort of crime
he's just the man. DBut this is far
from Dbeing average. Pour out the
coffee and tell me just what you think
about it all,”

There was a twinkle in the detec-
tive's eyes that Jack Drake didn’t fzil
to notice. Howeveor, he complied.

“1 know what you'll zay, sir, before
I stert. You'll tell me I'm putting the
eart belore the horse—beginning with
a theory, and then looking for facts {0
fit, instead of the other way about. Bus
I've got a theory, all the same.”

* Lot me hear it,* encouraged Ferrers
Locke, attacking his bacon with relish,

“First of all, we koow that More-
combe was at one time @ crook.  He'd
been, in gaol. We also know he's been
Livavig in close scelusion; yet apparcontly
he had plenty of money to enjoy himself
with if he'd wanted to. He told us
he had been warned that his life was in
danger. Now, wouldn't it have been
the most naturnl thing for him to bhave
taken a holiday abroad until the danger
was over? Why should he go back to
8 lﬂnulﬂ house on the moor with that
threat hanging over him? Again, why
should the murderer have advertised his
intentions beforchand #*

“¥ou sum up the difficulties admir-
ably,"” murmured Ferrers Locke. “I'm
waiting to hear the solution."

“1 can ooly see one possible solution.
There was something in the house itself
that the murderer wanted, and that
it was so valuable that Morecombe
dared not leave it unwatched. Also, it
must have been something too bulky
for him to take away. o rofused to
divalge whera ho had hidden it, and so
his life was threatened. He was given
an  ultimatum, which expired last
night."’

*Can you tell me any more?” -

“Only that I've got a strong suspicion
the treasure concealed somewhere in
that house was the swag from some
previous robbery in which Morecombe
double-crossed his pals. Perhaps he
came out of prison first, and now they
are after him.” Jack paused and mado
a rueful face! “ Now Elnw my precious
the*?r}* to bits. I know you are going

But to hia surprise the detective shook
his head.

“On the contrary, I'm going to con.
gratulate youn. There’s nothing what-
ever wrong with that bit of reasoning.
You'll be glad to know that it only
slightly differs from my own. What 13
more, I have proof that I am on the
right track,”

‘Proofi"” ejaculated the boy ecagerly.

“When Morecomhbe called on me
took the precaution of getting his finger-
printa, I sent them across to the Yard,
and this morning I received a wire.
Read it yourself,”

He passcd over a slip of itzim.l\: paﬁuer
and Jack Drake stared, frankly puzzled
at the contents.

“Oscar Lomax, fnanced Peter the
Pedlar, sentenced Garfield jewel theft,
believed in America.”

“1s that Morecombe—whosoe real namn
was Lomax—was mvixed up in Peter the
Pedlar's gang. He was sentenced to
three years 1n 18521 for stealing Lady
Garfieid's colicction of rubies,  That
doesn't matter to us.  But after he
came out of prison and pretended to go
to America, Peter the Podlar brought
off the coup of his carcer. He stolo half
a million pounds’ worth of bullion.”

* Bullion ¥** eried Jack Drake, aghast.
ri T!lm_._n_ll

“Precisely. The bullion was trans
ferred from a liner at Plymouth to a
waiting train. The train had only gone
twelve miles when an obstruction on
the line compelled it to stop. During
that interval the van containing the
bullion was uncoupled. It was an
audacious raid. The detectives insido
were shot down and the gold moved
into a waiting lorry. The Efgrry drove
off into the night and was never seen
again.

*All the members of tho gang wern
ultimately captured, but they refused
to disclose where the booty was hidden,
To this day the mystery is unsolved.”

“But you think Morecombe was mixed
up in the business ¥

“I am satisfed.” replied Locke
qmeﬂ;,r. “that half & million pounds of

old ingots is concealed at the Grange.

ow 1t got there I don't know. Where

it i3 hidden iz a secret which cost Moro-
combe hig life”

~ “Yet it ought to be tho
i the world to find.”

“That remains to be seen.,” Fervers
Locke set down his cup and glunced
through the window. “ Hara is Webster
—but I don't think somehow we will
tell him jusk yet.™

The deor opened and the inspcelor

burst in, ;
‘“Mnrnmg Mr. ke said
ow are the lepidoptora—

easiost thing

_ Smith, ™
breesily. f
1313.::‘: that what you call "emi"”

“The net i3 closing,” replied Locke,
with a smile.

"¥ou neadn't trouble to draw it any
tighler. We've got our man. I'm just
waiting confirmation hefore I slip on
the bracelets.™

"E:_, ho are you going to arrest?”

“Boames ™ was the triumphant reply.
“He fooled us nicely last night, %l::rt
I've learnt a lob sinee then, It was an
inside job right enough. Although ha
managed very ingeniously to throw us
on o false scent,”

“This is interesﬁﬂ%'.”

Ferrers Locke seclected a cigarcite
from his case and lit it, still with the
suspicion of a swile,

“¥ou remember the window with the
marks of a rope ladder?™ asked TIn-
spector Webster. “Well, wo found the
ladder tucked away in the garden. 1
took plaster casts of the footprints lead.
g to it. They fit Soames perfectli.”

To his disappointment Ferrcrs Locke
merely nodded.

“In that case you won't be wantin
me any more. Jack and I thought {5
running down to Flymouth to sce the
sights. They have onc of the best
:;q;ar}ums in the country although tho
inhabitants don't seem to know it."

Webster glared and then shrugged his
snoulders,

“¥You are & bad loger,” he =maid.

e ] - " - " »

After the bracing nir of the moors
Plymouth was decidedly rennervating.

dangerous than butterflies, Jack, By  Jack Drake looked up inguiringly,  Ferrvers Locke, however, spent a busy
the way, I think I bluffed the landlord  *“The _important point,” observed afterncon. Iirst of all, he went to the
suocessfully, He is sure to pass on the Ferrers Locke, receiving back the wire, Devon and Cornwall reference library
, London, B.O.
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and cxamined the register of visitors
over the past month. i

Ho semmned rather dispppointed with
the vesult, bub next he went on to the
Marine Biological Lahoratory.

“Carvo to see a diver at work?” he
asked Jack, " Because I believo wo are
in luck this afternoon, They are testing
a new chamber with deep sea pressuce,™
_Jack  Drake wonld lave been
mitevested at any other time, but thero
sermnad so puch elze to do. He was eon-
vinecod that Soames was innocent, and
ha protested that they ought fo have
remained behind. '

“1 don't think Webster will even getb
cnough evidence to justify. a warrant,
Hre 15 & bit too optimistie, as nsual.”

“But oughtn’t you have told him
about the bullion ¥

“He'll learn all that between new
and the inquest. Alhough I doubt if
ho will pay much attention to it
There's no  diveet proof that More-
combe was connected with the robbery.
More of my theorising.”

“Still, if it’s true it narrows down
the posaible murderers ™

“Y warned him the net was getting
tighter, However, here is the aguarium,
We'll have an afterncon’s heliday.”

Jack Drake still found it diffienlt to
concentrate, but 1t turned out to he an
iiteresting  spectacle,  Fervers Locke
himself was completely absorbed.

In o big glass tank a diver descended
a ladder, and his clumsy movements
resembled oddly a slow motion cine-
mum?mph. In his hand he had a
complicatod plece of apparatus, which
siddoenly belehod forth a brilliant flame.

“Ever seen fire burning under watcr

hefore "  queried the Baker Street
detective,  * Looks like magic, doesn’t
1k f That's an oxy-acetylens torch,

Wateh 1t go through that three-inch

plate.™

The flame cut through the iron like
n knife through cheese, and the queerest
thing was the number of glowing
sparks that sank to the ground.

" Awkwared if it slipped,” commented
Jack, ag he thought of the heat vequired
to make those iron edges red-hot while
submerged.

Ferrers Locke had a long conversa-
tion with the diver afterwards, asking
hitn all sorts of technical questions.

" You never know,” he remarked, as
they left, “ when a scrap of information
ia g to coma .in useful. The
trouble with so many people is that
they go about with theiv eyes shut.

hey've no cunoaity.”

Ha stopped to buy an nvaniniapaper.

Hastily ancing through it sud-
dmﬂf stiffened.
“I expected sz much,” he muttered.

“We must return to London at once™

"What's wrong?"” asked Jack Drake
in anstonishment; and then he zaw the
paragraph  his  guv'nor had been
reading.

“Unknown Man’s Suaieide ! ran the
headlines, “Bhooting Tragedy in Half
Moon SBtreet!”

Within sewen minutes of reading that
paragraph in the evening papers,
Forrers Locke and his assistant were
seated in an already moving train,
‘Phere had been no timie to return for
their luggage.

“Whew! That was & hit of luek.”
Jack mopped his perspiring brow with a
handlkerchief. *“But why we have to
arrive 1In London in the maddle of the
night heats me. Unless—unless yon
don’t believe it's a case of suicide®”

“F regard it with very great sus-
pician,"” was the reply.

“Whet makea you™'

Jack had seen too much of his clusf's
uneanny insight to donbs ihat theve
were eoxcellend reazous for what they

Ferrers Locke stooped down, grasped the ring, jerked up the trap-door, and

shone his forch straight on a startled face looking up. - The man on the

landing below gave 3 hoarse cry, and nearly dropped the candle he was carrying I
(See page 25.)

wore doing. It distressed him that he
conldn’t think of a single one.

“You're the limit, guv'nor,” he went
on, in mock protest. " We've no sooner
got started on one of the brightest cases
we've had for years than you suddenly
throw it over. The very time the police
are about to arrest a man you think
mmocent, you run away to see over an
aquarium. All very well, of course, if
wo had nothing better to do. But, to
crawn the lot, wou then shoot right
away at a tangent and take up another
em"l“l-

“Are yon sure it's another caset”
asked Locka quietly.

“Am I suret” Jack ecanght the mean-
ing of that flickeving smilo, *Well—I
don't see any connection betweon & man
shooting himself in Half Moon Street,
and the murder of Bilas Morceombe,”

“Try again. Dorsn't ihe oaddress
comvey anythiog P’

“Half Moon Streed?’  Jaeck [rowhnd
hard and then =uddenly gave a low
whistle., “ By Jove, that's where Yeehater
said he picked up the hundkerveliel he
gave you to examine!l”

“Exactly., At the time I partienlarly
asked him if he noled the number of
the house ouiside which it had been
dropped.  Probably that doesn’t matter
now, I don’t say,” he added, “I've
heen actnally cxpecting romething of
this sort to happen; yet I'm not. entirrky
taken by surprise”’

‘;Eut what on carth had you got to go
ﬂnlbl‘

“Very little,” confessed Locke, ™ Fo#
ance 1 indulged in guesswork, It's &
dau?ﬁmun practice as a rule, and if
wold only eneourage vou in bad habits
if I told you how my mind worked,”

“Can*t you take the risk?®

But Locke shook his head.

“If you don't mind, we won't talk
any more at present. I want to think.™

As he spoke he drew a blacketied
looking briar pipe from hip pocket, and
filted ‘1t carcfully. A sharp cloft hod
formed betwéen his dark, straight eye-
hrows, and throwing his legs up on tha-
empty scat opposite, ho settled downs

Tt waa possible, he had to admit to
himself, that ihis affair in Half Moon
Street hiad  no  connection  with  the
mystery he wos invostigating.

On the other hand, ho was quite pre-

ared ta believe that Morecombe had

wnn moerely the fivst of soveral victime
whe were to meet thair death in this
quest, opening np for half a million
pronds,

Half a million siecling! T was o
hig stake to play for. And a mun who
had conmitted one murder would not
hesitate to comunit a geconsl or o thied,
if the aeccasion demanded.

(Now, chuwmns, he sure you do not miss
reading nert week's exciting long instals
ment of this powerful Frrrers Focks
story’)
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E = are p r 8o long Hiﬂlﬂ} oy
i Come Into the Office, Boys! |
i (Continued from page 2.} : E Aud now, as apate is getting short, -

And now, I!.mumg aadely and successfully
raanaged my
tako

ANOTHER DIP HNTO MY POST-BAG,

and see what yon other fellowa have to
vck this weelk. * Halle, here is H Car-
ruthers, of Enghtﬂn. asking me : “ What is
a Bummél 1" The wurd “ Bummel "' -is
of Continental origin and means & holiday
or o wipt without any definite object in
view. ‘If you start without sny clear
intention of “rhat you are going to-do, or
wlhere you sre going, you may be said to be
ghing ofi the bummel,  Personally, I think
tliasa are the bost l:m-:l of hﬁ‘ldﬁ:!ﬁ to have,
beeanse one comos Mm mAnY m#nmﬂt.m
penplu and many mtﬁrest-mg places, an
thers i3 always the possibility that Ad-
veninre—with a big “"A''—is waiting
eronnd the corner for you !

- WHAT ABOUT MUSTARD?™

in lIHa query which Jack Harvey, of Pon-
ustaup to me. He says that he has

hmrci at moat of the mustard used in this
country ia wasted by bei loft on the
rides of plates, He is parfectly correct, and
it was a-wealthy mustard manuiscturos
himsalf who sa:r,i that he made his wealth
not ont of the mustard which people usad;
but out of that which they wasted. ﬁimﬂ]n
figures state that™at least threo mﬂhtfﬂ'
ponnds’ wortli of mustard is wasted'in -§
your - But muostard is by: no means the
only thing that is wasted. .of 2oap
to the _velue of twemby-five thou
gﬂl‘l.-‘]dﬂ are thrown away ench year, whild

match-ende were made into wood-pulp
they would be worth thonsands of Dunﬂﬂ,
and could-even be transformed m£
sititable for prin the MaoxeT upnn!
Waste tram Bnd teain tickets ate estimated
to ba worth: twen -t-wo milljion’ pounds,
whileother things which are wastéd inelude
cendl8.ends, Hghrette ends, string,  wabte-
papoL, pi'r.ﬂ. and Elips..  The amount of

ve inth the earth, let me
1 one hundred  and:

| But the mame is likely

l-"-:" LU LR LI LE LR L L Ll LS L Ll bbbl L L LU L LD frrEriREuE i E NN lll!

monay whith we are supposed to waste
Jon theas thmg:a in & year ig eatimated to !;.a
ty million ponods !
S0 you ¢Rn .HHB thet there sre fortuncs to
be picked ’up evén in dust-bins !

“IS A STEAMER A EH_IHH

is the poser which Bert Gol of Wey-
!:-rl , puts up to ‘me this Bt

in it is not, Bert, althﬂughwaa-lm
f.-a-lk of "“ptoamships.” A " ship ™ res
means & sailing '?-E-HEBI with four or more
masteé, all of which sre “ gquare. 1

wlitch means that thie saile are suspended
from yards which run across the ship from
alde to side. A achooner is a vessel in'which
the Bails run fore.and-aft, ‘and ‘& barque
s & v-asﬁﬁl which has t-wa or three masts
‘Soiare Ti il, while its mizzen-mast is
i-::ra-an:;t-;a ped. The mizzen.mast, in
- tabe you dod’t-know, is the mast nearest to
tha ﬂt-am ofithe vessel. Bert also wants to
know why we call a ship “she™ t T
hayeé heard it said that it is bocauss hor

rigging "is 80 expensive ! T hope my girl
t-liﬂn'; i

- 'BOHEMIA AND -THE BOHEMIANS

‘jnterest {iﬂ-urgﬂ Cuss, of Wakefield, whﬂ
wants .to know w 3-“ artista and t:tara.w
& are -gena referred to as Bo-
gnm.mns, and where Bohomim is, anyway 1
hemis used to be & country of s -own,
but, like many other Continental countries
it has been swallowed up by others, and
Lins changed its nationality again and
At the prosont time it forme: of Czecho-

hemian nationals in- existence to-day, and
1 am afraid that I can't ta%li LGeorgo how
artists came to be dubbed Bi}he-m:mm,

to shrvive to

; ieseribe any people who put artfirst,

regdera don't think this a reflection’ i.lpm'

1 of-our new-detectiva

| articles, written by.sn
Slavakia, I should think that it is wery
unlikely . that ‘there are any genuine Bo- | EPes

-LET'S, Eﬁ.?ﬂ A LAUGH
at this-joke which earns a penknife for

W. Neville Jones, of 26, Church Street,
Blesnan, -Festiniog, N, Wales, -

A little h-’.:-y on an errand to the che mist
:skud for : - ““A pen‘orth of——" (for-
what- he-was sént for). .

"A 1: wurtt{j‘m < hat ? ™' a:ukad. the
to 1 youngster,
'* ﬁ pen ut&

. ' Hurry -up, nnnnj niy,”* sajd the chemist.

" Have Tm lnr:nttﬁnrﬂlﬂi yﬂt eame for ® **
‘““Ah 1™ exelalmed the “boy swddenl y.

“rhat’s it} - A pen’orth of ‘campher 1°*

[

Wow of courss you're all sager to koow

what I have in ‘store for ¥bu néxt weel

Very well, I won't.-keep :you waiting any
longrer.. For a-astart -t-imfgi 8 & delightful
story of Groyfriata ontitled :

* THE MYSTERY OF HA.RE I-lHLEf ! o

w]uch showsa that Frmk Richards hasn's
ten the storling. character “of Mark
oy, the achﬂlnrﬂhip I:g{ although’ he
hﬂﬂ- left him out in the cold a bit ]nhlr;
You'll onjoy . this sfory’ no end.- Next’
therd's the:opening story . of & new:Bt,
Sam's sories, wh;gh‘}: ongabans @ djstinctly
novel t.immn-. Yau laugh loud ﬁm-l Aong
OVer -

L THE THEZEURI—SEEI{EHE oF
ST. SAM'S 1
which incidenjslly provides her
fodthér in e cap d ]!r[uabar Dick"j" Nugent,

Then there's st ler. mﬂnﬁmﬁ
iagcil- which muat not :

oni’ ey secount be ‘missdd. ‘And for the
cricketing fans among you I can promise
the first of &.miperb new werivs of Crickeb
expert who knows

cripket - and éricketers’ ingide out,’ sa to
k.  His ficet i - colitribation
“Tate, “wondbdfil

foatires - Maurice
ln_;; ‘Gnm:'l
what t-¢}‘|1'l.t.l:|.5r,

Bugeex aud All .
Till nox. week, ;mn.'

mn;!hm:ﬂa.
you'll anjoy 1
YOUR EDITOR.
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ACE JOLLY & Q0. of the Forth
Form at Bt. Ham's, were sirolling

cheerfully slong towards the
junior cricket field one bright
half-holliday in June, when the harsh
unmewsical tones of Dr. Birchemall fell
E_:m_wm_ﬁmﬁﬂﬁ ]
H era ara u g,

Jolly __% 4 Sl

Jack Jolly & Co. turned round and
gaw, to their surprize, that the Head
was attired in flannels benecth his skol-
tastick gown.

“To the ericket feld, sir,” answered
Jack, 1rreply to the Head's question.

“For the purpuss of plaving the Bt.
Bill'a Junior Fileven, I ve " ink-
wired the Hmnu.m_.

“ Eggsactly, sirl”

“ At ericket "

“No. At hopskotoh,” said Jack Jolly
parkastically ; and the rest of the Co.
ot ha, b 17

By 8 ]
Dr. Birchemell frowned soveerly.

“1 belegve you are attempting to pull
wy leg, Jolly. In volgar parlanes you
are endevyouring to deeeeve me. Bur-
Joigh himself has just informed me, as
a matter of fact, that you are dew to
pley the St. Bill's boys at cricket this
afternoon.™

“Right on the wicket, sir,” sgreed
our hero, seeing that it was no use try-
Emu__.d ull their Heads leg any longer.
r. Birchemall pmiled.

“Thei’s beiter, Jolly. Now preparc
ﬂn.:ﬂam for a very plezzant surprise. 1

ave decided to play for your team in
this grate match .__i._W- a3t. Bill's,"

“What 1" yelled Jack Jolly & Co.

“ Almost too to be troo, isn't
it 1" gmiled Dr. Birchemall. ' None the
less, my boys, it's a fact. Thinking it
over lately, I've been coming to the
concloosion that unless I get in & game
or *_.,.i.._uu soon, my cricket will be getting
rusty.
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1 WHAT? YOU HAVEN'T MET OUR

“B-but—" stuttered the kaptin of
the Forth.

“1 oHered my servisses to Durleigh
for the first eleven, but he scemed to
think that the junior cleven needed me
maotra, and he nobly sacrificed the chance
of having me in his team, so that wﬁn
could obtain the bennyfits of my ericket-
ing jeenius,” eggeplaned the Head.

" But—but you can't possibly play in
a junior eleven,” said Jack Jolly.
“"For one thing, you're too old—"

“Bosh! A man is as old as he feels,
and 1 feel lika a two-year-old to-day,”
grinned the Head,

“Bub, anyway, you can't play cricket
for snw I “hooted Jack.

The Head cullered slitaly.

“Why, you cheeky rotter——" he be-
gon warm m.

“It would be a different matter, if
wWe were ﬂ_mm;_.ﬁ s blind skool,” said
the kaptin of the Forth, *But against
2t Bill's—""

“8ilence !" roared the Head. “An
more dispertinence from you, Jolly, an
I'll fog you black and bloo. T'm play-
ing, 80 that's settled.”

Oh dear !

Jack Jolly & Co. looked at cach other
dollerously. The 2¢t. Bill's match was
the stiffest proposition of the season,
and they were antissipating a_ hard
m::m.mr..__ to secure a wvictory., If the
Hea layed for them, it was prelty
sura ﬂﬂwn their struggles were four-
doomed to failura.

“Can't you put it off to another
occacion, sir?” pleaded Frank Fearless,

“No, W.mwﬂ.—mmm, I cannot.”

“I'll stand you a ripping feed in the
tuckshop, sir,” said mlmmr who had
just receeved 2 whacking remittance
from home, “The tuckshop dame has
got 1n & frezsh stock «f doenutts this
alternoon.”

“1 trussed you are not attempting to
bribe your headmaster, Bright,” =aid
tha Head, with a sevear glarnse at that
junior. “I shall be pleased to avail
myself of your iInvitation after the

e
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mateh. For the prezzent, 1
miend to devote zll my
attention to the task of van-
kwishing the &St, Bill's
team. Come !

And the Head russled off in the
direcktion of the junior oricket ficld.
Jack Jolly & Co., locking the reverse
of cheerful now, followed him,

When they arrived on the seen of
battle a crowd had alreddy assembulled,
and the 8t Bill's men wera in front of
the pavilion, chatting with their ack-
walntances in the home team.

. Everybody stared on seeing the Head
i his cricketing garb, and the St. Bill's
fellows larfed aloud,

“Brought your maskot along with

your, Jolly " asked ‘Swiper, the kaptin
of the 8t Bill's team. r
“Ha, ha, ha |”
“Bilenco ! roared Dr. Birchemall,

with a fewrious look at the grinning
cricketers, " Allow me to tell you, my
_“_,nm.ﬂ that I'm the headmaster of this
collidgo.*

“Oh, erikey! Sorry, sir!”

“For once in a8 way, I have decided
te honner the 8t. Bam's juniors by play-
g for them,” eggsplained Dr, Bir-
chemall. “Of corse, that makes the re-
sult a fonrgone conclocsion."

“Of eorse it does!" grinned Swiper.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“However, we won't o
any longer,” said the Head. ™1 sujjest
we get on with the giddy washing at
onece. Natnrally, I chall take Jally's
Em...ﬁ. mm wﬁ_ﬁ:m.r o i

“Well, of all the cheek——" gaspe
Jack Jolly. ey

“Silence, Jolly! We will toss for
choice of innings.”

“Tails I** nwﬂnn Swiper,

M Wrong 1" grinned Dr. Birchemall,
displaying one side of his dubble-headed
penny. “ Wa bat first, Tl start the
innings with you, Jolly. Get your pada
on, my boy, and don't forget te atone-
wall for all you're wortl. Leoave the
scoring to me.”

With feelings that were teo decp for
words, Jack Jally strapped on his pads,
and went in with the Head.

e, Birchemall foced the bowler witl
& konfident eggepression on his skellerly
dile. Bwiper was tho bowler, and he
wes grinning as he preparad to send
down one of his mmzu,mwnﬂm_n— “vorkers.”

“Play ™ he yelled.

The Head braced himself up for o
terrifick effort. Closing his ryes ho
lifted wp his bat, and swung % round
with tremenjous force.

Crash!

That was not the sound of the Head
smiting & boundary. It was the sound
of Bwiper’s deadly ball making a rare
old messz of the Head's wicket.

“How's that!" roared Swiper.

i D_ru..ﬂ Hhu

The Head regained his ballaneco, and
looked down at his relt wicket with a
start.

w tho toss

put up a pretty good
a cricket ball in a

—

b ]
At flogging the juniom at St. Sam’s, Dr. Birchemall can
ingtngg, but when it comes to slogging

ingj!

Foyrtn Form match, well—'nuff said!
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“TDoar mal
no mistake.” !

“Out " said Tallboy of the SBixth, who
was acting as umpire. “IHook it1”

Dr, Birchemall frowned,

“Pray don’t talk rot, Tallboy! That
wag a trial ball, of corse.”

“What 7"

“¥ou can’t give me ont when it was
only a trial ball,” said the Head calmly.

“But it wasn't o trial ball ¥ hooted
AwWiper,

“The decision rests with the umpire,
not you!® snorted the Head. * Now,
Tallkoy, I warn you to be careful. A
wrong decision on your part now may
have paneful consekwences. I need
hardly remind vou that I have not hez-
zitated to flog seniora in the rast.”

“Not out,” said Tallboy hurriedly.

“Look here—* roared Swip-z,
r_u_: Carry on the game !” ordered Tail-

.w..nﬂn_ Swiper mannidged to awallow his
wrath somehow, and prepared to bowl
again.

i Hu.mm.um p

Crash! Wallop! :

Oneco again the Head's wicket was
spreadeagled. ;

“QOut thiz time, arem’t you, eir?”
asked Tallboy.

Dr. Birchemall snorted.

“Certainly not! That was a fowl
ball. A wnma in the First Form couid
zee that much, Tallboy.”

“Yes, but I'm not o babe in the First
Form, sir,” said Tallboy, who was be-
ginning to frel rather uncomfortable.

:H__uarmmmﬁnﬁnnmﬁnuu?:

“Then it's about {ime you sot some-
thing extra-strong in the way of spec-
tacles,” said the Head rattingly.
*“Carry on, bowler!” .

“Bust me!” muttered Bwiper, as ho
picked up the ball agein.

This time the St. Bill's bowler made
up his mind that if he couldnt get the
L..mwm out by fare means, he would got
him out by fowl.

“Play 1" he yelled; and he sent down
a ball at such a speed thet the Head
didn't see it at all,

But if Pr. Birchemall didn't ses I,
he felt it, 'This time, instead cf land-
ing in the middle of the wicket, the
Lall landed in the middle of the Hend's
fizel

Crash ! :

“ Yarpooooooo !” roared Dr. Birche-
mall, sitting down suddenly,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the crowd.

“How's that, umpire "

“Qut 1 ,

This iime the Head didn’t need
atking twice. He limped off tha pitch,
clasping his dammidged dile with both
hands and roaring in aggerny. And so
Dr. Birchemall's [first innings as a
batsman ended,

With the Head out of the way, Jack
Jolly and his merry men piled in and
knorked up the runs. They didn't do

That was & Quke, and

Dicky NucgnNT

e LU L L E LR LI I T --..:I._-i- LI IRE LT TLLE LI EE L L LR R PRLELE b et LIl LI LLl Ty -]

—EE T e

T s

YOUTHFUL GENIUS, DICKY zcmml_ﬁ OF THE SECOND FORM AT GREYFRIARS? GEE, IT'S YOUR LOSS! 15

s0 well as they mite have done other-

wiae, for

the

of course, the prezzence of

Head meant that one of their

regular players had te stand down.
However, they mannidged to kneck up

the

respectable score of 99 belore they

woere finally dismissed.
Tea interval followad, and under the
soothing influence of sevveral cups of

tea

Birchemall

innumerable doenutts, Dr.
recovered his usual good

and

spirrits, and declared his intention of
going on to bowl when the St Bill'a
imnings started.

J

ack Jolly & Co. felt completely dis-

mayed when they herd that. If the
Head started bowling, that would cer-
tainly put an end to their chances of
vietory.

EE

i

i

wheeze, you fellows !

Something must be done!” said

Frank Fearless, Jl_h_,:ﬁ his teoth.

Something jolly well will be done!™
wered Jack Jolly. "“I've

) got @
Listen to me

prr
.

The Co. crowded round eagerly and

listened to their leader

g wheeze. IKvvi-

dently it was a good one, for they were

all
pla

LL)

chuckling when Jack had epgs-
ined.
And now to work the giddy oracle !

said the kaptin of the Fourth.

— e

11.
did you

13 DIAMOND ring,
A e
r. Birchemall pricked up

his oars.

He was resting in a deckchair for a
few minnits before the 8t. BilPs innings
began when Tubby Barrell and Toadey
of the Fourth strolled by, deep in con-

Yol

sation.

The fat junior nodded in reply to
Toadey's question, ,
“ A diamond ring worth a _n._Emu at

least 1™ he satd impressively.
pened to overhear Joll

8s

I hap-
mentioning it
t now. The Honnerable Guy de Vere

thinks he may have dropped it in the
woods near Major Snortor’s house.”

“Zhall we po and loogk for it, then?™
asked Toadey.

“Wish we conld ! said Tubby. *Un-
forchunitly, it's privit property, and
Major Snorter gets fearfully waxy il ha
finds chaps trespassing.”

The voices of the fwo tittle-tatblers
of the Forth dyed away. Dut Dr,
Birchemall had herd enuff. He sat
m_.m:m_i,. a look of greed on his lean

ilo.

“My hat!” he muttered to. himself,
“ A diemond ring worth a quid! Worth
picking up, I fansy?”

He rose to his feet and trotted over
to the cricketers, who were jusk prepar-
ing to go on Lthe feld.

“Half a wminnit, Jolly 1™

“Hallo, =zir! Reddy to make &
start 7 asked Jack Jolly chesrily.

“*Hem! That's just what I wanted
io gpeak to you about,” said Dr. Birche-
:Eﬂﬂa with rather a sheepish grin. “I
wonder if you would mind doing with-
out my valluable servisses for about
an hour?”

“What's raﬂ._.__._.m#m_mu #ir 7" asked Jack
innosently. “ Did the doenutts disagree
with you "

“Ha, hp, ha 1™

“Silenca! Cortainly not, Jolly! As
s matter of fact, I've just remembered
an importent appointment with our
navbour, Major Snorter,” eggsplaincd
Dr. Birchemall, s crafty eggsprossion
erecping into his fizs. “1 shan't be
long, my boy; in fact, if luck is with
me, 1 may be back in much less than
an hour. ¥You don't mind1*

“Well, of corse, sir, it's ruff luck on
us 1" grinned .Hn_nw anm_ﬁ+

“0Of corse it 13!"

“But if you really must go——"

“T'm afraid the bizziness is too urjent
to be posiponed, Jolly!”

“Then in that case we'll try to do

(Continuved on papes Zl.
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