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ANOTHER THRILLING SCHOOL-ADVENTURE YARN, FEATURING—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hokson on the Warpaih !

1 OBBY, old man——"
H “Hold on!”
“What's the row 7"
“My esteemed Hobson——"

“Et- him IJ'-I

Theﬁri?nmuua Five of the Greyfriars
Remove all spoke at once,

Harry Wharton & Co., as a rule, had
little to do with Hobson of the Shell,
and did not bother their heads about
him gr his grmeedings, Indeed, the
last time they had seen him, Bob

herry had punched his nose—Hobby
having siated it as his fixed opinion
that the Remove were merely fags,
which was an insult that had to
wiped out in blood—from Hobby's nose.

ut when & junior was scen siridin
into the BSixth TForm passage, wi
clenched fists and blazing eyes, and a
face almost white with wrath, it was
evidently time for somebody to chip in.

Harry Wharton & (o, were coming
away from Leder’s study where they
had delivered lines. Since Loder of
the Sixth had been head prefect of
Greyfriars, lines had fallen in the Re-
move as thick as leaves in ancient
Vallombrosa. ‘The Famous Five were
specially favoured, and a great deal of
Eﬁzir leisure time was taken up with
lines for Loder.

Coming down the passage they met
Hobson face to face. And they
promptly lined up across the passage to
sto im. A junier who looked as
Hﬂgi}_}* looked st that moment, and who
was heading for a Sixth Form study,
required stopping—for his own good.

obson, unheeding, barged on.
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But he had to stop when Harry
Wharton and Johnny Bull grabbed him
by either arcim.

“Let go!” roared Hobson, struggling.

“Hold on & minute "

“Let go!”

“My dear chap, keep cool!™ urged
Harry. “ Where are you going "

“I'm going to see that cad—"

T bl

"That bu

“But who——"

“That rotten brute, Loder!” rosared

Hobson., “ Let me pass, will you, you
checky fag! Leggo!”

On this occasion no member of the
Famous Co. thought of punching

Hobby's nose for calling them fags.
They were ‘too concerned for Hobby.
Obvicusly he was not in a frame of
mind to be allowed to call on the cap-
tain of the school

“Easy does it, old bean!” said Bob
Cherry soothingly. “We all know that
Loder 1z a blighter ; but he's head pre-
fect, and captain of the schopl now
old Wingate's gone. You can't barge

—— -

It’s rather a new game for the
rascally Gerald Loder to plead
pardon for delinguents . . . but
it’s either that or the sack from
Greyiriars !

e

ulTs/

into his study and bellow at him, you

know."

“Can’t 17" hooted Hobson. " You'll
see! Leggo, bother you! I'll punch
you if you don't leggo!™

“But look here——" urged Frank
Nugent.

“Leggo!” bawled Hcobaon,

“My esteemed and sbsurd Hobson
—"" began Hurree Jamset Kam Singh,

“Leggo 1"

“For goodness’ sake cool down, old
chap " gaid Harry Wharton anxiously,
“Loder will hear you and come out
tﬂ“"“—"”

‘.{LEEEﬂ IF;

Hobson of the Bhell wrenched him-
self loose with a sudden effort, and
barged through the Removites, Frank
Nugent, making a grab at him, stag-
gered back from a hefty punch, and
sat down. Then Hobson went vacing
up the passage to Loder's study.

“Btop him!” gasped Wharton.

He raced after Hobson.

But he was too late.

Hobson of the Shell reached Loder's
study door. He did not stop to knock.
He hurled the door wide open, with a
crash, and tramped into the study.

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed the cap-
tain of the Hemove. *Hobby, you
agg IV

The Co. came running up the pas-
sage. But it was toa late fo save
Hobby from himﬁelf; gso to speak. He
was in Gerald Loder's study now.

Loder of the Sixth was seated at his
table. He was examining the lines the
chums, of the Remove had handed in.
He was rather in hope of finding some
fault which would justify him im re-
ealling the juniors, and telling them to
write out the impositions over again.
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HARRY WHARTON & C0., THE CHEERY CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS, 3

interrupted by Hobby'a
He started up, and
gxcited Shell

He was
sudden entrance.
stared blankly at the
fellow. 1

“What the dickens—" he ciaculated.

“You rotter ! roared Elobson.

“WWhat ™ e

“You putrid bully

“Wlnj.',Pwha't—- I—T—" Loder of
ihe Sixth fairly stuttered.

1o was aware that he was not popu.
lar, and he had a pretty clear idea of
what the Lower School thought of ham.
But he had never expected to be told,
Juniors, as o rule, did nob tell Bixth
Form prefeets what they thought of
them. It was rather too risky.

But Jumes Fobson was too wildly ex-
cited Lo think or eare cbont the risk,
1fe leancd over Loder's table, shaking
a clenclied fisk at the bully of Grey-
friars. Ilis knuckles came so close that
Loder involuntarily started back.

“You bullying rotter!” bawled Ilob-
con, in a voice that woke the cchoes of
the Sixth Lorm studies, and reached
many cars as well as Leder's. “I've
t juilE;; good mind to punch your face
fur vou'! I’ you famcy that you can
do as vou jolly well like because old
Winzate's away, and you've sneaked
intg his F|:mt"'5-'—”:

“You young—'

“(faptain of Creyfriars!”  hooted
Hobzon, scornfully  and  derisively.
“(Captain of rats!  Who'd have_ voted
for you, I'd like to know?  Nobody
wanted vou! Old Prout had to
gppoint you eaptain, becawse he jolly
well knew  you wouldn't get elected !
o you think you'd be captain of (rey-
friars if the Head was here? No fear!
You've butted in because that old ass
Provt is plaving at being headmaster,
angd you poll his leg with vour sneek-
inz trickery! You cught to be kicked
gut of the school 17

Loader gasped. .

Plenty of Greyiviars fellows would
Viave liked fo fall to him in that sirain.
Iobhby of the Bhell was the firat to do

&0

Outside the siudy the Famonz Five
liztontesl  with  bated breath, They
agreed with old lHolby all along the
line,  DBut  really, a JYaower fellow
conldn’n talk ta prefeels hile Hist
Sowmetbing, evidently, must have hap-
pened to exeite 1lobson to a lerrilic
extent,

“PTuefed ount!™  toared  Ilobson.
“That's £! "T'hat™s what vou wani !
Tf that old ass Prout knew yon asz the
Tellows do, you'd go ond so quick it
would meke vour hoad swim. Rotten
Liadlw ! Loak lere! You fouch my pal
Iosking pgain, and D'l bung yon in
the eve—see "

“I—I-1—" %(uer.nr-ﬂ Loder. lIie
grabbed up his ashplant from the table.
“\Why, I'll skin you——m I'l—"

“%kin vonr grandmother!™ snorted
Hobzon, “You've whoppod old Claude,
vou rotfen bully! Yo try it on again,
that's all! LU've come heve to tell you
what I think of yon! You're a ratton

bully, and a sueaking cur, and a
crawling toad "

“0Oh, my hat!™  murmarved  DBolb
Cherrey,

“You voung madman!™  roared
Toder.  "Bend over that chaic! I'l
rivee  wou bwice what I've given
[ozkins ! Bend aver !

Loder strode’ rourd the table and
poinfed te a chaie with s cane.

1iablby did not bend over. Jle glared
at the bully of (he Sixth,
1o you hear me?” roared Todor.
subut up !
“Wha-ntt"

“Bhug up! I don't want ant of vy

swank!”" reared Hobson. “For two
pins I'd hit you in the eye now !

That was enough for Loder. Hao
made & jump &t !?H-u;:hmn of the SBhell,
with the cana uplifted. It came down

on Hobby with a heavy swipe, and he

yvelled as he caught it scross  the

shaulders.,

The next instant he Ieaped at Loder.
His right came up, clenched hard, and
lashed at the Bixth VFormer's face.

Then 1t was Leder's turn to yell,

Habby's fist caught him right in the

Yo, obson was a big and sturdy
follow, and there was pleniy of beef
in that punch. It sent Loder spinning

backwards, and he landed on bis back
on_his study carpet.
O ik

o crikey ! gozped Bob, staring in
Llankly at the dnnr.P 5

Loder had been knocked down'!

Sixth Form man as he was, head pre-
fect, captain of the school, prime
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favourite of the temporary  head-
master, he had been knocked down Ly a
Lower Sclinol follow !

lle sat up om the carpet, with Lis bhand
fo his eye.  Ilobscn, unrepentant, glaved
down at him.

“Take that, rou bully |* he roared.

“Ow!” gasped Loder. *Ouvoogh!
Oh, my eye! Oooogh "

“That's for you!"” s=aid Tlobson.
UWow pechaps you'll keep the cane to
vourself, you bully 1 Yal !

With which James Heobson, of tha
Shell, iurned and stamped out of the
study, slamming the deor after him with
# slam that woke the echoes far and
wide.

Harry Wharlon & Co. gazed afier han
as he went 2tamping down the passape,

“IWell,” pasped Bob, “old IHobby's
done it now |¥

There was no doubb about that!
Hobby had done it, Done it with a
vengeance ! Ile had knocked down
Prout's head prefect, and, in all pro-
bability, blacked his eve! Now it was
time for the skies to falll

Ok

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Poor Old Hobby!

ONG I
P It was the tap of the tuning-

fork.
That =ound f{ell on the ears of
Harry Wharton & Co. as they came up
the Shell passage.

Claude Heoskins, the musical geniua
of Greviriars, was “ getting his note.”

The chums of the Remaove exchangod
a grin. Hoskins of the 8hell was fright-
fully keen on music,  Dvery hour that
he did not spend in the music-room he
regarded as an hour wasted.

There were whole reams of music-
paper in the study that Ioskins shared
with Hobson and Stewart, covercd with
weird hicroglyphies that, according to
Hoskins, moeant something.

What they meant was u seeret known
only to Hoskins. Only Hosking under-
stood them—even if Hoskins did |

Keen as he was on inusic, IToskins
would probably neot have been tapping
his tunig-fork at that mement had he
been avware of the wild happenings in
e Bixth. e was very chummy with
Hobby, though Hobly did not uwnder-
stand music at all. EHeobson, like great
Dr, Johnson, regarded music as & not
unpleasunt noise |

The chums of the Remove looked into
the study.

Hoskins, tapping the tuning-fork with
his right hand, waved them away with
his lett. Ie did not want to be inter-
rupted,

ut he was not siliing at the table
He was standing. His recont oxperi-
cuees with Loder's cane had made him
unwilling fo =it down.

here were sheets and shests of musia
on the table. SBome of the sheets were
torn across. A Vandal hand had been
at work!

“Get out ! sard Hoskins.

“Whera's Hobby 1" asked Wharton,

“I don't know. Get out; I'm busy 1™

“Hobby's beon busy, too,” remarked
Bob Clerry. “ He punched Loder of the
Bixth in the eye ten minutes ago.”

“Whea-pn-tt"

Even Hoskins forgot music, ITe laid
down his tuning-fork and stared at the
Homovites,

“P.punched Loder in fhe eye!” he
stuttoreod,

“lught in the jollv old aptic!™

“Oh erumbs ! Why, be'll get sacked

for tmnch:ing o prefect!  Youn can's
punch a prefect ™ gasped Iloskins in
dismay, “I—I wizh ['d pone after him,

now., I knew he was wild, Only, you
see, [had my musie 1o see to—*

“ Bother vour old music!" said RBab
Cherry.  “What on earth was Q._as:ru-w
about? Ilobby came up to the Sixth
lopoking like a Red Indian on the war-
:@t]}!u We tried fo stop him, but it was
oM .

“That brute Loder!™ said IHoskins.
“¥You see, he came here and whopped
e, The brute had given me lines, [i{e'g
always giving fellows lines. I never did
them, and he doubled them.  Sce?
Then I forgot all about them., I came
to the study te write them—honour
bright |  And then I thought of a it
an the piccolos far my VFantasia in (¢
minor, ond-—and I forgot all about the
lines, of course.”

“0 course!” grinned IBob. " You
wold 1

“Then the beast barged in and asked
me why 1 hadn't done the lines,® ex-
plained Hozkins. *1 told him to shut
up.  You sce, ho was interrupting me.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Then he whopped me,” said ITasking
“1 wouldn't have minded that so much,

Tug Macxer Lisnary.—No. 1,593
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i.hm:%'h w wes pretty stiff, but he
rabbed up my musio and tore itl
ook ot itl The WVandall The
FPhilistinel The—the ecannibal I
“Prefects dor’t like being told to
shut up,” remarked Johnny Bull

“1 eould have sat down and cried,”
said Ioskins, with a break in his volce.
“ All my band parts—LDve been at work
cn them ever sinece the term started-—
and now l've pot them all to write out
over agfin. angd they're all mized up

and—

“And Hobby 1"

“Old Iobby ¢ame in and saw what
had happened, and went off at the deep
end,” sa1d Hoskins, *“ Loder's whopped
him a good many fimes, too, but that
was the climax, you know, tearing up
& chap's musicl DBut I never knew he
waa going to rag Loder——"7

*Well, he's done 1t now,™ said Harry.
* Loder deserves 1t, a dozen times over,
but Hobby's rather an ass. 1 shouldn’t
wonder if Loder has a black eye—"

*Oh crikey—"

“And when he shows it to Prout the
fat will bo in the fire] Look here,
Hacker might put in a word, as your
Form-master. 'Think it’s any good
going to Hacker 1"

“Hacker's a fooll” said IHoskins,
“Heo ragged me in class only this morn-
ing because I wrote down a bit for the
'eello on my Latin paper. It came into
my head, you know——"

"MNever mind that] Get Hacker to
epeak to Prout befors poor old Hobby
gots the chopper.”

“Well, I‘]F try 1 said Heskins doubt-
fully; and he left the study, to try his
luck with Ar. Hacker, the master of
the Shell. i

Two prefects of the Bixth Form,
Walker and Carne, passed him in the
passage. They glanced at him and then

THE MAGNET

ceme on to the study, which the Remove
fellows were just leaving.
“Js Hobson here?” asked Walker.
“No,” answered Harry,
“Weall, Prout wanta him,
where he izt ;
“"Haven't the fogpiest.” ]
Walker and Carne went into the
study, evidently to make sure that
Hobson was not there. The IFamous
Five walked sway wilth scrious faces.
kobson was wanted already, which
meant that Loder of the Bixth had
already gone to Prout, It could scarcely
ba doubted that the outcome of the
affair wonld be “bunking * for James
Hobson, and the chums of the Remove
were feeling quite concerned ebout him,
Hobby of the Shell was rather a fat-
head, but he was a decent fellow, and
everybody liked hiim—as much as every-
bady loathed Loder,

“I say, you fellows!™ yelled Billy
Bunter, as the Famous I'ive came up the
Remave staircase. * Heard 7"

“What, and which?”* asked Bob
Cherry.

“Loder's got o black eye I” squeaked
the Owl of the Eemove, 1n great excite-
ment. “I saw 1t 1¥

Evidently Billy Bunter had got the
news already. He was telling the tale
to & dozen Hemove fellows on the land-
ing when the Famous Five came up.

“Gammon 1 said Skinner., * Every-
body at Grevfriars would like to black
Loder's eye, but who'd have the nerve
ta do 1t§ H

Enow

Mot even Smithy !
Herbert Vernon-Smith laughed.
“Hardly ¥ he agreed. " There's a

limit.”

“Well, it's black!® declared Bunier.
“1 tell you I saw him going to the
Head’s study. You know old Prout
sticks in the Head’s study now Dr.

A Book-Length Yarn for 4d. Only!
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Locke's away, and ha makes out that
he’s headmaster——" .
“ Better let him hear ;{ou sayin
*etey T

"Well, Loder was going to see Prout,

. he
makes it out!” grinned d.
but I'll bet he could only see him with

one E{E, Hei‘l hae, ke 1" chortled Bunter.
“1 tell you the other was rs black ss—
25—as B

“As the back of your neck?" asked
Skinner,

“I1a, ha, hal®

“Beast | It was as black as the space
of ades—I mean tha aoce of spadesl
Somebody has hit Loder in the eve!”

“More power to his elbow if he has”
said Bquif. * But—"

“I say, you fellows—"

“Bunter’s got it right, for once,” said
ITarry. “Hobby of the Bhell punched
Loder in the eye in his own study——"

" Great pip 1™

“Berve nim right "

*le's azhed for it a2 dozen times!™

“But it will ba the long jump for
Ilcbby if he's really Blacked Loder's
eve 1" exclaimed Mark Linley.

“Paor old Hobby 1V

“That chap was always a silly asa ("
remarked Skinner.

“{Jh, shut vp, Skinner I

“Where's Hobby now 1" asked Hazel-
dene. ‘

“Beems to have vanished,” snswered
Mugent. * The prefects are Jooking for
him to take him to Prout.”

“Paor ald Iobly ™

“It's the sack 1™

" Berve Loder right, all the same I

"Yes, rather!”

“Iallo, halle, hallo I exelarmed Bob
Cherry. “Here comes Sykes of the
Sixth | Want anything, Sykey 1"

“¥s Hohson of the E-h-:e‘]rl up here "
asked the prefect.

“Haven't seen him.”

“Well, Prout wants him 1Y grunted
Bykes,

And, after a very cursory glance
along the Remove passage, he went
down again.

“1 say, yon fellows, Iobby's keeping
out of sight 1" grinned Billy DBunter.
“I fancy he's sorry by this time that
he punched Loder| I'm jolly glad he
did, all the same! Ile, he, hol

The Lamous Iive went into Study
No. 1 to tea. Ther were feeling guite
worried about * poor old Ilobbhy.” Mr.
Prout, acting as temporary headmaster
in the absence of Dr. Locke, could
hardly do anything but expel & fellow
wheo had given o Sixth Form prefect a
black eye. No doubt Hobby, on reflec-
tion, realised as much, and the juniors
could guess that he was fesling very
much dismayed by that time.

Perhaps that was the reason why he
could not be found. Afier tean the
Hemovites went down, expecting to hear
that Hobson of the Shell had been
bunked. But they found that the pre-
fects were still locking for him, and
had not yet suceceeded in finding him.
Hobby of the Shell scemed to have
vanished into thin air,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hunting Hobson!

ERBERT VERNON -8MJITII,
H the DBounder of dreyiriars,
stretched hamself in the study
arinchalr in Study No, 4 after

tea and took a cigarette from s cose,
Tom Redwing, his study-mate, gave
him oo expressive leok and left the

study. The DBounder laughed, and
lighted the cigarette.
gHa was smoking when the study daor

suddenly opened, and Smithy whipped
the cigarette from his mouth, dropped



it, and placed his foct on 1t befere the
door was fairly open. Leoder of

Bixth had & way of payving Fudclen aUr-
prise visits to Remove studies, and he
probably had a suspicion that there
weore shady secrets to be dizeovered in
Study No. 4 if the Bounder could be

cought off his guard.

Fortunately for Smithy, it was not
Loder this time. Loder of the Sixth
was rather busy attending to an eye
that was growing darker and darker, in
spite of all his care. ‘The cigarette was
swiftly annihilated, but the scent of
smoke in the room would have betrayed
‘lie Bounder. But it was enly Claude
Hoskins of the Shell who came in.

“You sily ass!” grunted the Bounder,
greatly annoyed.

Hoskins came in, and shut the door
after him. _
Vernon-Smith stared at him.

ITe hardly knew lloskins, whom ha
regarded as a cranky ass. The genius
of tite Bhell had never wvistted Study
No. 4 before, and the Bounder could not
tmarine why he had come now.

“What the thump do you
grunted Vernon-Bmith.

“Just o word or two,” said Hoskins.
“I supposc yon know about that
hooligan Loder tearing up my music?”

FEE]

“ Bother your wdiotic musicl

“0OF counrse, you wouldn't understand
what 18 means! You're & fool 1" re-
marked Iloskinz, with a nod. “Never
mind thet! What I mean 15, you've
heard about old Iobby puru:iling: tha
brute in the eye—"

“Btout lad ! grinned the Bounder,

“The prefects are hunting him fo take
him to Prout. I've heen to Hacker,
Lbut he says he can’t nterfere. I've
1ven Yobby the tip to keep out of sight
or & bit.”

“Yaven't they found lam yob?"

“No; and they wen't! You see, I'm
not going to have old Hobby sacked, if
I can help it, for acting like a good
pal 1" said Iloskins. “I've pot rather
an idea for pulling himm through. That's
why I've come hoere.”

“PBlessed if I ecan see why,” ssid
Yernon-Smith, with a stare. “I'd do
anythin' I could to help a chap who
blacked Loder's cye! Dut I can't do
anvthin'.”

“Last week there was a rag in
Loder's study,” =aid loskins. *You
were in it up to the neck. You busted
open his desk or seomething, and got out
a lot of things he was frightened for
Prout to see—cigarettes and racing
ga.]laers, and all sorts of such muck. Theo
cllows say so, anvhow. Loder must
have had some reason for letbhing you
off as he did—and that was the reason.”

“Right on the wicket!"” apreecd the
Bounder. “Loder would have been
sacked if Prout had scon what T rooted
out in his study. Ile was joliy glad to
let the matter drop, though we fairly
wrecked the place. But what—"

“Well, Loder hasn't changed in a
week,” argued Iloskins. “If he had
such things in his study last week, he's
got them there now—what ¥

“1 supposo so. But what i

“Well, that's the idea. I only wanted
to make sure,” explained IHoskins, *0Of
eourgse, 1'd nevor cive even a cad like
Loder away to oe sacked, but 'm think-
ing of Hobby., Iobby’s pot to be pulled
through zomehaw., Leoder could pull
hitn throogh if he liked—nobedy else
could. You scared the brute by rooting
out all his putrid secrets] Why
shouldn't T do the same ¥

The Bounder whistled.

Hoskins of the Bhell was popularly

want 7"
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supposed to think of nothing but sharps
and flats, chromatic scales and diatonic
chords in G mejor, diminished sevenths
and perfect fifths, and such things.

Evidently the danger of his chum

had roused IHaskins.
At this very hour he should have been
n bih::: music-room, putting i his piano
practice, e had forgotten it. Fricend-
ship could go no further.

“I say, I'd be earveful, if I were yvou !”
advised the DBounder. * Lider may be
more careful with his things sinee woe
showed him up that time. And—if you
don't mind my moentionin’ it—you're
rather a foozlin' ass 1

“Well, I only wanted to make
certain that Loder is a roftten black-

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS
By HAROLD SKINNER

No. 19.—5IDNEY JAMES SNOOPF.
{The weedy slacker of the Remove.)

Enocop’'s & pal of mine, of coursa,
But, although [ shall not Fall
After this to fesl remaorse,
Truth is great and must prevall.

This iz how he looked to-day
Atter trying Prout's cigars.

Mever amoke [l It doss not poy !
(Why these cynicel *"Ha, ha'a™ T)

guard, as the fellows say, before I got
?rmng." said Hoskins. “You really
cund those rotten things in his study 1

“Yes, rather |

“"That does it, then! I''m going to
get a pull on Loder; and if Ilobby's
gacked, Loder can jolly well be sacked
along with him !” said Hoskins deter-
minedly. *“He begged for that punch
in the eve, and he ecan't complain.
Hobby can keep out of sight &l I pet
Loder fixed.™

Clande IHoskins left Study Neo. 4,
leaving the Bounder grinning. Smithy,
it was true, had ragged Loder, and
fairly brought him to his knees with the
fear of exposure. Buab Smithy was the
man for such things. Claude Hoskins
most certainly was not.

b

Smithy's opinion was that that
“feozling ass ™ would come a mucker;
he certaimnly was not the kind of fellow
to deal with Gerald Loder successfully.
If he began playing the goat in Loder's
study, 1t was probable that he, not
Loder, would be sacked along with
Hobby, Ilowever, Hoskins was on the
warpath, and that was that ]

When the Dounder went down ha
found most of the fellows discussing the
mysterious disappearance of Hobson of
the Shell.

Half a doren Sixth Form prefects
were looking for that elusive youth, but
without any luck.

The DBounder know the reazon now—
Hobby was keeping out of sight lo give
hiz pal 8 chance to carry out his scheme
of pulling him through.

Loder was not ameong the prefects
looking for Hobson. 1t was known that
Loder was keoping to his study at
present, and  surmised that he spent
moast of his time in bathing his damaged
ere.

Generally nobody wanted to  sce
Loder; tho less they saw of him, tha
better they hiked it] Now guite a lot
of fellows were very curious to sea him.
A prefect with a black eye was quite
a novelty, and the rumour of Lodor's
black cye excited gpenceral interest. But
Gerald Loder, for the present, was
kceping that eye to himself.

At calling-over in Hall most fellows
expoected that Hobby would turn up.
Me. Prout, portly and pompous, took
the roll himself. When he called
“1lobson,” there was no answering
“ Adsum.”

“1 say, vou fellows, Hlohson's cutting
call-over ! whispered Bitly DBunter, in
groal exelbement.

“Ilobson I repeated Mr.,
(1134:11] frui’r.:r' VOO,

But answer there came none |

Loder was not seen in the ranks of
tha Bixth. Apparently, he was still
nursing his oye in his own gquarters.
Mr. I'rout's plump face wore & frown,
Ne doubt he was greatly perturbed by
the fact that his head prefect had had
his eye blacked. It was an occurrence
that Frout justly deseribed a3 un-
paralleled.

MNobody saw Loder beforo prep.
This was an unaccustomed relief to the
juniors, who had a welcome rest from
Loder's too-active ashplant, After prep
sovaral fellows went along to the Shell
ta inquire whether Hobson had turned
up. DBuat he hadn't. It began to look
as if ha would not be bagged £ill bed-
time, DBut it was not yet bed-time whan
Billy Bunter suddenly pubt an excited
face into the Rag, and shouted to the
Jurniars there,

1 say, you follows, they're after
ham ™

There was a rush out of the Rag.

“Halle, hallo, halla! Thersa goor
Haobby I’ roared Bob Cherry.

A glimpse was had of James IHobson
entting down a passage as if he was on
the cinder path. From the staircase
Walker and Carne of the Sixth came

DProut’s

vunning. vidently they had rooted
Hobson ont at last.
“SBtop!” shouted Walker,

“Stop ! howled Carne.

Thoy ruashed after Hobson.

It wos nt that moment Lhat the spirik
moved Bob Cherry to dart across tho
passage right in front of the two
profects,

They erashed into him together, and
Walker, Carne, and Bob were mixed up
on the {loor.

Undoubtedly it saved Hobson. Ha
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vasaehed. A patter of feet came back

from the direction of Masters' Studies,

and Hobby of the Bhell was gona.
“"¥ou young rascal 1" roared Walker,

strugglhing to his feet, shaken and
breathless. : x
He pave Bob a cut with his cane and

rushed on. Carne staved to give him
two cuts and rushed after Walker.

“0Oh erikey ! gasped Dob. lHe stag-
gered up. "0Oh crumbs! Waow [V

“Hﬂ'hgy’a got clear!” eaid Harry
Wharton.

“Ow!l Wow!l”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Hobby was still uncaptured. Why he
was playing this weird game when ik
was certain that he must be bagped
sooncr or later was a mystery to most
of the fellows. Only the Bounder knew
of Hosking' scheme—and the Bounder’s
belief was that Ioskins woutd “foczla ™
it. That was what remained to be
HEer.

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Doggo !

# g2 OHNEON—I mean Jackson—come
in, Jackson ' said Mr, Woose,
the new master of the Hﬂnlmfn.l

khc

Harry Wharton entered

study. .

He was not surprised to be greeted
a8 Johnson and Jackson—indeed, he
would not have been astonished had Mer,
Woose called him Rumpelstilehen |

Mr. Woose wa: an absent-mminded
pgentieman, and hardly ever remembered
a fellow's name, He was as unlike Mr.
Quelch, the master of the Remove, as
one man could be unlike another.
Bome of the Hemove were rather glad
that Queich had "rowed " with Prout
and gone, EerminE{ they had an casicr
titmo n class with Woose. On the olther
hand, Quelch had stood up for his Form

against er's tyranny, and 1t was nok
in Woose to stand up for anybody or
anything.
Mr. Woose adjusted his gold-rimmed
lasses, which were always slipping
ﬁ{}wn hi1s nosge, and blinked &t the cap-

tain of the Remove,
“¥You sont for me, sir?"” said Harry.

“Oh, wyes! Quite!” assented Mr.
Woose, "I have something to say to
you, Johnson. By the way, I think
your name is Johnson ¥

“Wharton, sir."”

“Oh, quite so—quite '’ soid Mr,
Woose. He had been puiting  some

books away when his head boy came in.
Now he sat down at Mr. Quelch's
writing-table and put his fect under it.
Apparentty they knocked against some-
:hmg there, for he uttered an ejacula-
ion.

“(ioodness gracious! Thera is some-

thing under my table—perhaps the
wastepaper - basket. Dlease ook,
Johnson.™

Harry Wharton bent to leok under the
table, to pull away the object that in-
commoded Mr. Woose as he sabt in
Queleh's chair.

But he did not touch that object.

He stared at it with bulging eyes

It was a live object.

It was, in factk, s Shell fellow, erouch-
g into as small & space as a rather
sturdy fellow could possibly crouch into.

Harry Wharton quite uncxpectedly
had discovered where Hobzon of the
shell was hidden.

Luckily, he retained his presence of

mind.  Iobson had wriggled out of
reach of Mr. Woose's feet. He gave
Wharton an implorine look. Wharton

gald nothing: he reached under the

table and pulled awav a wastepaper-

bdsket which, fortunately, was there.
“Ah! That was it," =zaid Mr. Waose,

as the wastepaper-basket was revealed.
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'*Thsr}k-?uu. Jackson I Ha stretched
out his egs, which Hobson skilfully
eluded. “Now, Juckson—1 mean John-
song—I think you s=aid vour name was
Johnson? Yes, yes!| Now, Johnson,
Mr. Prout has spoken to me about an
extreordinary occurrence. L learn that
8 Shell boy named, I think, Hobbington
or liarrington—in fact, 1 do not recall
hiz name—has assaulted a Bixth Form
prefect, and has hidden hims#eli some-
where, Eﬁaerhaps becaugsa he is going o
be expelled from the schaol when found.
Had you heard of this, Johnson 7**

¥ Yes, sir.”

“Now, it seems that the prefeets have
been searching for this boy Hobls—I
think his name was Hobbs—and they
found him hidden in a box-room,” said
Mr Woose. “ Somehow he succeeded in
cluding them, however, Ie has not yet
been found, Jolnson.”

“Haan't he, sir?’ gasped Wharton.

“Mr. Prout thinks that other boys
must know where he is, and that they
arec helping him to remain in hiding,”
zuid Mr, Woosze. “ Do you think it pos-
sible, Jackzon, that any Remove boy
knows where he is?"

“I—I thiok it—it's possible, sir.”

“Well, I hope not—I hope net! I do
not wish my boys to be mixed up in the
inatter at all,” said Mr, Woose. “Mr.
Prout is very angry, of course—which is
very natural in the extraordinary cir-
cumstances, Any Remove boy helping
Hobley to elude the prefects will ho
severcly punished. Please make that
known to the Form. Johnson,”

3 Gnrt:‘..inli:, sir. '

“IF you have any reason to suppose
that Hobba 15 hiding in the BHemove
guarters, Johnson, you must tell me.”

“I'm pretty certain he isn’t, zir,’”
answered Wharton demurely. “In fact,
I think I can say for certam that Hob-
son 180'b In any junior study.”

“I am ﬁ}ad to hear it—very glad!™
said Mr., Woose. *Can you aszsure me,
Williame, that the boy Hobbs iz not in
the Remove passage at alli™

“I'm uhan?utﬁly certain of it, sir,”
satd Harry. He could hardly fail to be
certain of that, asz the missing llebby
wius crouching within three feck of his
toos as he stood before Mr. Woose's
table.

“Yery good! I will inform Mr. Prout
of what wou say,” said Mr. Woose,
rising. “MHe appears to think that seme
Hemove boys may know something of
the matter; 1 wnderstand that Loder
suggested it. I am sure I do not know
wiiy. I zhall certainly inform Mr.
Prout that it is a mistake.”

The new master of the Remove
whisked ont of the study. His glasses
fell off and futtered at the end of their
cord. Hecapturing them, Mr, Woozse
jammed them back on his nese and
hurried away to zce Prout.

Harry Wharton closed the door after
him, then he bent and looked under the
table again.

“ Hobby, you ass-—" he breathed.

“That blithering idiot clear?”’ whis-
percd Hobson,

“¥es, but he may be back =oon.
What the thump are you hiding in
Woose's study for?

Hobson ¢rawled out from under the
table; he was rather dusty, and very
red and breathless.

“Well, they rooted me out of the box-
roont,”” he sald. “I had to dodge some-
where, (ld Claude pot a2 word ta me,
%.'r:m know, and he says he's Eﬁnt an idea
or pulling mae thmugh if 1 can keep
out of sizht for a bit.'

“What the thump——="

“I don’t know what tho stunt is any
more than you do, but old Claude is
frightfully clever, you know,” eaid
Hobson,

Wharton made no rcjoinder to that,
Thoe loyal Hoebby, who ]wns not fright-
fully bright himself, had a great ad-
miration for his chum. It was not
widely ehared by other fellows.

The gencral opinion in the Shell was
that Hobby. outside football, was a fat-
head, and that Claude Hoskins was a
fearfut ass. Harry Wharton's belief was
that the Shell fellows were about right.

He could not help feeling that if
Hobby was relying on old Claude's
cleverness to pull him through he was
Lbacking a loser.

“We had only time for a word,” ex-
plained Hobson. “0Old Clawde said it
would bo all right if 1 could keep doggo
till lmlrlml?lrmw.:

“1—I1 hope =o, old chap,” zai
very dubiously. P said Harry

" You zee, %’m up for. the sack,” said
Mobson delefully. “I was rather wild
when I went to see Loder; wouw may
have noticed I was a bit exciteg—”

" Bort of," agreed Wharton,

Of course, the brute ought to be

Funnlmd!“ sai¢ Hobson. *“8till, a
«wwer School man can't punch a pre
feet. Prout will sack me. Only old

Claude says he's got & wheeze, and he's
awfully clever, I'm going to give him
a chance, anyhow—if I'm going to be
sacked I'm not in a hurry, They
aint going to snaflle me till to-morrow,”

You can't squas under Woose's talilo
all night.”

“Nunno! T dodged into this study
because there was nobody here, and
then that little ass Woose had to trickls
m, and I squatted under the table to
keep out of sight. Now he's gona it's

all rfght. Therc’s the vaults, you know.”
*The wvaults?" repcated Wharton
blankly.

“The vaults under the schooll I
can hide there as long as I jolly well
like, if I can get inl Old Queléh :ad
chargoe of the key, you know, and it was
elways kept hanging in this study.
You know where he kept it, being a
iI:,mnan man. 1 was going to Jook for

“I eay, it will be a bit parky in tha

vaults at night—"
“That’s nothing! T can stand thatl
I've got to keep doggo till to-morrow,
te give old Claude his chance. I can
elly well tell you T don't want to be
unked. T forgot about that when I was
Eunchmg Loder in the eye! I—I'va
een thinking of it a good bit since,”
confessed Hobson,

“But what can Hoskins de?”

"I don't know; but you Lkoow how
elever he 1s.”

“Um 1™

“Anyhow, I'm doing as he snys |
Where's that key? I wang to bag it
before old Woose blows in again.”

“Quelch used to keep it hanging on
tha key-rack over his desk, It's
a long 1ron key. I know it by sight—
I'll get it”

Harry Wharton stepped to the key-
rack in the corner of the study whers
Mr. Quelch had been accustomed to
keep several large kews, among thewn
the key to the deor of the vaults.

“Oh, my hat!"” he ejaculated,

* Wha te——"

¥Is gone [

(ST S

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
The Secret Panel !

AMES HOBSON gave an sngry
grunt.
“{zone [" he repeated.
*Yes."
- " The vault door key?
W as )
“Oh, look again!” grunted Hobson.



Wharton looked apgain—not that
looking again was of much use. Looking
again antd again would not produce the
mizsing key.

That long, iron key was quite well
known. Itghad always been iIn char?‘ﬂ
of Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Rermove, in whose charge Dr. Imcke had
loft mmeny matters. Ones or twice
adventurous fellows, with a faney for
cxploring the ancient vaults below Grey-
ir]ars& had *=zneaked ™ that key to open

the door that led down to the sub-
terrancan recesses. Whoppings had
gometimes rosulted. for the dim old

vaults were strictly out of bounds.

Nobody in the Remove, certainly, had
bothered about that key of late, or
given it s thought. Wharton had ex-

ected to find it hanging where DMr.

Quelch had been accustomed to leave
it. But 1t was gone.
, "Some ass has bagged it to go down
to the waults, I suppose,” said Harry.
“I heard that Coker of the Fifth was
gabbling about g::-ing down gome time—
perhaps he's got it

“Blow him 1"

“(Or perhaps Prout's taken charge of
it, " udsad arry., "The IHead always
Ieft 1t with Quelch, but Prout's made
a lot of changes since he's Chief
Beak., He mayn't have left # with
Woose—no reason why he should, if he
happened to think about it at sll.”

“Anyhow, it does me in the eye "

“It do—it does!” agreed Wharton.

Hobson grunted. g

Wharton, as a matter of fact, did not
think it much loss. Hiding for = night
in the dark, dreary, damp old wvaults
seemed rather a rotten idea to him.
Meither had he the slightest faith in
any "“stunt” that Claude Hoskins might
have evolved for ulling  Hobby
through., Still, he was full of sympathy
for the ha]i-:slless Hobby. He would have

dona anything he could to help the
fellow who, only too ::ertmnl:i.', was
acking

Ec.ing to ba “bunked”™ for b
oder's eye. PBat there scemed to be
nothing that he could do.

“Blow it1” repeated Hobson, "I've
got to kecp doggo somewhere fill to-
morrow, to give old Claude his chance !
Blow it! I'd like to punch the man
that’s® got that key. I=—I wonder
whether he may have left the vault
door unlocked —-"

Hobby's mind, evidently, was still
running on a hiding-place in the vaults.
Certainly it was a safe place, if a follow
could tolerate the darkness, and cold,
and solituda,

“Well, leok here,” said Harry. “If
vou'ra really keen on getting into the
vaults, Hobby—"

“0f course I am, you young ass!l"

“Well, there's a way in from this
study,” said Harry. “All the Remove
know sbout the panel in the wall in
this study—I daresay vou've heard
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sbout it—it’s beon screwed up since it
was used last—-"

Hobson started.

“My hat! I'd forpotten that!™ he ex-
claimed. “I've heavrd about it—Dbut I
thought it was only some fag yarn—you
fags are always such asses~——2

“Fathead 1™

*Look here, you ygung fick—"

‘F.AHE J‘J‘J

“If you want & punch in the eye,
Wharton——="

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Don't play the goat, Hobby, vou
duffer! You've done enough punching
in the eye for one day, I should think |
Look here, here’s the panel if a fellow
could get it open! It's screwed up, but
I might be able to nip in with a screw-
driver, if Woose keeps clear—"

IHe approached the wall of the study
next to Mr. Quelch’'s bookease.

Queleh's study was one of the oldest
rooms at Greyiriars. The walls were
of oaken panels, almost black with age,
centurics old; though the stone walls
they covered were centuries older,

Four screws were driven deep into the
corners of that panel on which
Wharton's hand rested, pointing it out
to_Hobson, )

Interesting as that relic of ancient
times was, Mr. Quelch had had no
faney for a secret door opening into his
study. IHence the serews, which fastened
it zecurely.

The lLeads of the screws had heen
carefully covered with putty and stained
s6 that they did not show on the oak,
and the panel looked exactly like the
rest of the oaken wall. Wharton, how-
ever, knew where to look for it

Hobson, with an eager lock, joined
liim and ran his fingers over the wood.
He soon spotted the serews.

“My hat! That's all right!™ he said.
“I can jolly well get that open.”

“I might be able to get a serew-
driver——"

“That’s all right, I've got one.”

Hobzon produced his pocket-knife.
It was one of these complicated knives
that contain all sorts of thinga. Among
ather things it contained a screwdriver.

“Oh, good!” exelaimed Harey.

“Keep an cve open for Woose,”

" Right-ho ¥

Hobson opened hiz screwdriver and
set to work on the serews, They had to
he seraped elear, but that did not take
long. But it took longer to unscrew
them. They were long, driven deep,
and had been in the wood a considerable
time, Five minutes elapsed before the
Shell fellow got the first serew out,

Meanwhile, Wharton remained on
guard at the door, listening for the
returning footsteps of Mr. Woose.

It was close on bed-time now for the
Hemove and Wharton was getting o
little anxious. But he was going to

sfand by poor old Hobly, snd help him
all ho could. .

A squeaky voice—casily recognisable
as Mr. Woose's—was heard in th
passage. The deeper, sharper tones of
Mr. f]ﬂc:l-:er, the master of the Shell,
answered,

"That's Woose ! Lreathed Wharton.

“And my beak " muttered Haobson.

“All serene—they're jawing! Ga
ahead ! Leok here, 1'll jolly well lock
the door!” whispered Ilarcy.

ITe turned the kew silently.

Hobson went on with his werk. A
second serew was withdrawn: while the
squeaky and the harsh veices continued
in talk in the passage.

At length, however, the conversation
outside ceased, and Mr. Wooze was
heard ko come to his door,

The door handle {urned.

Wharton's heart baeat,

He was taking o great deal of risk in
locking his Form-masier ouk of his
studv. Ile could only hope that Mr.
Woose would suppose that some fellow
had locked the cllnnr for a “lark * and
cleared off. He was very silent as he
stood within the door.

“Goodness  gracious '™ came  Mr.
Woosze's squeaky votce, “The deor is
locked! I have no recollection—no
recollection whetever—of  locking it
when I left the study ! Yot 1 must have
done so0.”

Wharton grinned.

Mr. Woose's absent-mindedness was
coming to the rezcuc !

He heard a rustling sound withont, as
the new beak went throngh pocket alter
packet, evidently in search of his stndy
daoar key !

“Goadness gracious ! ejaealated the
squeaker agoin, I cannot find the
key—yet T must have taken the kexl
Dear moe!™

“Is anvzing z¢ malicr, sair?” came

2] ) 2
ancther  voiwee;  that of  Alonsicar
Charpeniter, the Fronch masier,

“Yoeg, ves, I have mislaid the key of
my study, =ir, and I must have locked
the door when I left a shori time aga,
It is very disiressing ' sand Mr. Woose,
“1 can find the kev nowhere! I must
have laid it down, perhaps I inax
lave taken it away in my hond—->"

“Yora vou go viz vourself, sair, von
zat you leave your study ! asked
Blonsieur Charpentier.

“1 went to speak {o Me, Prouwt !

“Zen peut-ctre—perhaps—your leavo
him chez Monsieur Prout—you lay him
on zo table of Misder Prout———"

“"Giood gracions! That i3 verr pro-
bable ! squesked AMr. Woose, “1 will
go back to Mr. Prout and ascertain®

Hiz whizsking Ioolstep: were bicard
receding—minch fo the relicf of the two
juniors in the stads.

“DBuck up, Hebby ! murmured Whar-

1

ton
{Continued on next page.)

F RE Eovetfl POP il

7 AND MANY OTHER SPLENDID GIFTS

Shadts paper; bangs like a real

tel . . . only 18 coupens
15 couponr and Free ~

ALL YOU HAYE TO DO!

Smply ask mother to buy you Rowntree™s deliclous
Cocoa. Inaide every §-1b. tin are 3 Free Gift Coupons. |
Save these up, and very guickly you'll have enough
to et any gift you want. Yaluable gifts — very few

coupons. Show this page to mother now |

READ THIS, MOTHER!

Do you know that Rowntree's in the cocoa that is so
digestible it acrually digests other food eaten with
it 2 It's economical, tog — you only need Aalf a tea-
spoonful. s§d. per 4-1b. tim, with 3 FREE GIET
COUPONS. Make sure your children get ali the
good from the food you glve them. Change to

“ﬂﬂhﬂ'ﬁ;q.;tudifl

Hours of funt
ing this Puzzle
13 coupon: (112 g
coupons and Free BEK
vouchert),

2g® and interésiing .
= o play . . . yours

for o 2T coupons
(24 compons and Free voucher®),

; mentf For only
w27 coupons (24 coupons
and Free voucher*}. o _
W Write at once to ROWNTREE & CO. LTD., YORK, for special Ilst

of boys’ and girls’ gifes Mo, ACZ, with FREE VOUCHER valus 3 COUPONS

vencker ).

Blow

[



*There goes another I” said Hobson,
The third screw was out, and the
8hell fellow set to work on the fourth.

That &slso was withdrawn before
thera was any sound of Mr. Woose
coming ba

Wharton crossed fo the panel, fele
over it for the spot where he knew the
spring was, and pressed it

Tho panel flew GEIBII like a door.

Tha eclectric light from the study
streamed info the opening, disclosing a
flight of spiral stairs*that wound down-
ward into decp darkness,

*Good 1" said Hﬁhhﬂ,

“It's '{nll;r dark: ..

“Wa‘t]{ I've got my torch.” Hobsen
extracted a tiny electric toreh from his
Pmke*, and shot a heam down the steps.
“That's all right1”

“Vou'll find it jolly cold—"

“1 can stand it 1"

Hobson passed through the opening.
Evidently he wag determined, and the
cold and the dark in the vaults had no

terrora for him. . ’
“Shut it up after me!” he said, “I

don’t suppose old Wosese will notice that

the szerews are out—he never notices

anythingt  Desides, he won't know
ghout thoe panel, being new here. It's
all right.”

Wharton nodded, and closed the panel
on hum.

It clicked shut, and the oaken wall

esonted the same appearance as

fore. Quite a close inspection was
required to discern the heles in the old
black oak where the screws had been.
Certainly it was uulikely that Mr.
Woose would make any such inspectlon.

Wharton crossed to the study door

nin.
agﬂa unlocked it and peered out into
the passage. Hobson had made his
escapo; and now the captain of the
Remove was anxious to make his own.
Eut the Removite was not so fucky as
the Shell feilow.

The coast was clear, and he stepped
out. Dut the next moment Mr. Waoose
came in sight round the corner.

“Loodness gracious ! ejaculated Ar.
Woose. : -

He had returned—oot having dis-
coverad any missing key on Prout's
tahle—expecting to find his study door
gtill locked! Ho he was, nalurally,
astonishod to see the head boy of his
Form stepping therefrom.

* Johneon 17 he exclaimed.
Simpson ! What—"

“(?h, my hat 1" ejaculated Wharton.

He was fairly cavght.

"What doea this mean, Johnsan ¥ ex-
claimed Woose, whisking down the pas-
sage. "1 rccall now that you were in
my study when I left 1£! Jackson, you
locked the study door!?

“I—=I—" stammered Wharton, quite
takon aback.

“Thia i wvery reprehensible, Wil-
liams 1" said Mr. Woose severely, A
very foolish practical joke on your
Form-master, Williams ! ¥You will take
a hondred lines of Virgil, Williams '

" Yes, sir " said Harry meek]y.

Mr. Wonse, frowning, went into his
study—little deeaming of what had been
happening there—and the captain of the
ll:‘iem-ri-\-'u cubt off, the richer by a hundred
nes

#1 mean,

e —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Horrid for Hoskins!

i HUCK it, Hosky!” suprested
q Etﬂ“‘ﬂl‘!}-}ﬂf the Shell £E

“Rot 1™ said Hoskins.
“It's idea 17
marked Stewart,

“Rats 1"

“Well, you haven't much more time

Tue Micxer Lisrary.—No. 1,303,

a rotten re-

THE MAGNET

before dorm—and Loder ain't coming
out of his study ! i

“T'1l make hiny 1* said Hoskins.

And he left Stewart and walked away
to the Sixth Form passage. Claude
Hoskins was in a very determined

maood,

All the Shell fellows were rather
worried about old Hobby. Hobby was
& great man at games, and captain of
hiz Farm, and hiz loss would be severely
felt on the {foothall field if he went.
Apart from that, the fellows liked old
Hobby ; all the more, perhaps, because
Hobby was a little dense. All thm
Greyfriars Shell agreed that Hacker
ought to have done something about it
But Hacker had dono nothing.

Nﬁhﬂﬂg alse cauld do anything—
Hu:u:i;h (Clauds osking fancicd that ho
could |

Whether Hoskins' remarkalle scheme,
derived from the Bounder’'s former pro-
ceedings, was any good, remained o be
scen.  Anyhow, there were unexpected
difficultiezs in carrying ib out.

Gerald Loder at present was under-
studying the shy vielet. With his
decorated eye, he was keeping to his
own quarters. Perhaps he hoped that
that eve would be better on the morrow,
Anyhow, ho was anxious to keep it gut
of the public view for the present.

Heo was “sporting his oak.”

Even his friends, Walker and Carne,
were shut out. Fven juniors who had
to take him lines were not admitted.
His ashplant was idle. Ho had whopped
nobody since Hobson had punched him
in tho eye that afternoon.

Five or six times Hoskins had scouted
along the passage; but he found Loder’s
door locked and Loder at home every
time.

Obviously, he could not carry out his
scheme while Loder was ot home !

Now that it was nearly bed-time,
Claude Hosking was getting desperate.
He was going to pget on with it

He arrived at Loder’s door in the
Hivth and found it locked, as belore,
This time he tapped. }

“Who's thera 1" came Loder’s savage
growl.

“You're wanted, Loder!"” answered
IMnskins.

“What 1"

“You're wanted in the Head's study.”

This was true, so far as it went. Cor-
tainly Hoskins wanted Loder in the
Head's study—or any study but his own !

He heard a snort from Loder.

“Is that Hosking? Have you got that
yvoung seoundrel Hobson®™”

“Prout's going to sack him!”
swered Hosking ﬁiplumnhically,

Thiz also was quite true, though it
gave Loader the far from correct impres-
sion that FHobson was now with Prout
in Head’s study, waiting te he sacked !

Hozkinsg heard Toder’s chair creak as
he rose.

Ha had “drawn ™ the bully of the
Sixth !

The door was unlocked and opened.
Loder shut off the light and came out,
with his hand over his damaped eye.

Hoskins made a protence of going
away down the passoge. DBut he
loitered, and when Loder was gone he
whipped back to the study, ran in, shut
the door, and locked it on the inside.

Swiftly he switched on the light.

Loder was not likely to be more than
a few minutes discovering that Prout
had not sent for him., Ile was likely to
come back raging.

But that did not matter to Claude
Hosking, who, once inside the study
with the door locked, felt himself master
of the situation,

Only a week ago, the Bounder, with
the assistance of the Famous Five, had
fairly wrecked that study! Loder had
e T dike 5 Wity s irad ol G

&rn-

becausa the sagacious Smithy had rooted
out all sorts of things that would have
earncd him the “sack ™ if Prout had
zeen them, Loder had been only too
glad to let the matter drop at the time,
though it had embittered his enmity
towards the heroes of the Remove, and
he had #ince mada them suffer for their
#ns 1n a good many underhand ways

What had been done before counld ha

one again-—or so it seemed to the
hr%ny Haskins,

e scheme was simple encughl
Loder could got old Hobby off the sagck.

e waz the only man who could. He
had Prout in his pocket, as it were,

With proofs of his secret black
guardism in Hosking' hands, all ready
t¢ ba handed over to Prout, Loder
would have to toa the line as he had
done hefore in  dealing with the
Bounder |

Clande Hoskina had it all eut and
dried !

He Iost no time.

Every receptacle in the study that was
not under lock and key, was quickly
rooted through, But nothing of an in-
eriminating nature was there.

Hoskins stopped at last before a desk
—a new oaken desk that had replaced
the one smashed by the Bounder. It
was locked, and Hoskins had no doubt
that it contained what he had besn look-
mg  for. On the previous occasion
E:m:tl:.!y had recklessly smashed open a
locked desk. Now Hoskins was going to

uHhkew:sa 1

e picked up the stud ker.

Crash, crash AR

There were footsteps outside. Loder
was coming back. The sound of crash-

ing in his study greeted his ears as he
CIFE.

" What the thump——" roared Loder.

‘I‘-Ierw:;enphed at his door-handle.
Whe's in there 7" he Bawlad.

Crash |

“Is that you, Hosking

Eﬁ.sh ! 1

5 }F Ul'ﬂ, I' I h !lj - "

Lader. i Open mﬁi‘fﬂfmﬂﬁ“ shrieked
Crash|  Smash! Crash! Bang!

Smash |

Hoskins was going strong.

“Will you let me in, or shall I fotch
Frout 1" shricked Loder, through the
kevhale,

“Feteh Prout I' velled back IMaskins.
“Perhaps you'd like him to see what
you've got in this study, Loder 1™

“You mad young idiot 1

“Yah

Loder's footsteps departed.

Hoskins did not believe that he had
gone to fetch Prout. When his study
had been wrecked the week before, he
had been scared out of his wits at the
idea of Prout seeing what was revealed
by the study wreckers. It had not
oceurred to Clando Hosking' powerful
brain that Loder had probably taken
precautions agamst a  similar  hap-
pening.

But it dawned on him slowly when
}he new desk lay in wreckape round Lis
'&'ﬂt‘q-

Paprers and Ictters, all sorts of things,
wers strewn on the floor. But thers was
not a single cigarctte, no sign of a
racing paper or a playing-card. There
was absalutely nething that Mr., Prout
or Dr. Locke might not have seen
without harm aceruing to Loder.

Heskins stared at the wreckage.

“th, my hat! he ejaculated.

That Loder was the same old Leoder,
a black sheep and a blackguard, he had
not the slightest doubt, That was =
certainty. Somewhere there was plenty
of evidenca o get Loder sacked.

But naot in his ﬁtucllrﬁ.

That was growing clear now.

The Bounder’s raid on that study had



“ It you have any reason to suppose that Hobbs Is hiding in the Remove q
pretty certain he isn't, sir,’” answered Wharton demurely.

tell me.” “I'm
Hobson isn't in any junior study.™

been a warning to Loder, and he had
profited by it. ‘The tyrant prefect had
too many enemies in the school to run
such risks again. Wherever he kept his
rascally secrets, he did not keep them
in his study. ]

“0h, my hat!” #epeated Hoskins
blankly. .

He scarched desperately round the
study, but there was no other locked
receptacle. There was nothing to be
found. . :

“Crikey I* said Claude Hoskins.

A heavy tread approached the study
door. i

FProut wes coming !

Enock !

“ Hoskins I” came Prout’s deep and
fruity volce.

*0Oh erumbs 1™

# Admit me instantly 1* boomed Prout.

Clavde Hoskins tottered to the door.
He opened it, and Prout sailed in.

Loder, behind him, gave Hoskins a
vicious glare.

“Upon my word [ ejaculated Prout,
gtaring round the study. “ Hoskins, is
it possible? This is—is amazing—un-

aralleled! You—you have actually
ocked vourself in o Sixth Form study
and wrecked it! Are you out of your
genses, Hoskins "

The hapless Hoskins stood dumb,

It had been a f[ailure—a ghastly
frost! There was nothing against
Loder to be found in that study.
Foskins stood convicted, in the eyes of
the temporary headmaster of Grey-
friars, as & reckless ragper—a fellow
who had smashed up a prefect’s study |

“Unprecedented I  boomed Prout.
“Unparalleled! Hosking, you will be
expelled for this outrage! Come with
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under Mr. Woose's table.

me! I shall lock you in the punishment-
room_for the night! You will leave
Circyfriars by en early train in the
morning ' Come [ )

Prout’s heavy hand fell on Heskins'
shoulder. Pumb and dismayed, Claude
Hoskins was marched away. The
Bounder had told him that he would
“fogzle * it. Evidently the Bounder
had been rvight |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Wrathy !

11 ACKED ™
S “{Great pigr i~
“Both of 'em 1

“Fancy old Hosking ! Smash.

'Ing up a Sixth Form man's study——"

‘Serve Loder right 1 ]

“¥Yes; but you can’t do these things,

T::'I'I:l:l-w.."

“Everyihing's going to pol since cold
Wingate went 1V said Bob Cherry.

“The potfulness 15 terrific [

“Since the Head went and left old
Prout to carry on!” grunted the

Bounder. "“Prout's simply & pompous
old ass ™

“Loder pulls his leg 1"

“And who's Loder? exclaimed

Stewart of the Bhell savagely. “A
rotten bully and & rank outsider! A
betting blackgnard!  He goes about
with Walker and Carne—s pair of
rotters lika himself! His pal in the
I'ifth is I’rice—and wou all know the
kind of fellow Price 153! He makes
favourites of Angel and Kenney of the
Fourth—a pair of priceless rofters!
Frout must be the world's prize idiot
not to know that Loder is the bigpest
rotter going [

uarters, Johnson,”* sald Mr. Woose, ** you must
“In fact, I think I can say for certaln that
Wharton could hardly fail fo be certain of that, as the missing Hobby was crouching

“Hear, hear!”

Stewart of the Shell was gencrally 8
eool and quiet fellow. Now he was
wild and wrathy. The news had spread
through the school like wildfire that
Hoskins, as well as Hobson, was going
to be expelled. Btewart was going to
lose both his study-mates at ono fell
BWOOR.

“It's too thick!” said Carr of the
Shell.

“The thickfulness is truly terrific!™
declared Hurrce Jamset Iam Singh.
*The estecmed Loder 15 a preposterous
blighter 1™ ;

“Hacker ought fo do semething I
said Temple of the Fourth. “A man's
beak ought to stand by him 1"

“1 hear that Hacker's scen Prout |
said Fry of the Fourth. "He's been to
his study. Hacker don't hike two men
in his Form being zacked. But you can
bet Old Pompous wouldn't listen 1

It was clese on dorm, but tho Rag
was crowded with execited juniors.
Nearly all Gregiriars loathed Loder of
the Bixth, and a fellow who punched hia
eye or wrecked his study was sure of
sympathy.

Seill, the meore thoughtiul fellows
admitted that Mr. Prout, aciing asz
headmaster, could hardly help coming
down hesvy on such lawless proceed-
ings. Dr. Locke, in his time, would have
sacked a man for such things.

Prout’s fanlt was, of course, his con-
fidence in Loder. Loder was not worthy
of such confidence, and it was his own
fault that he was loathed.

It was wunimaginable that anyona
would ever have punched “old Win-
gate ™ in the eye or wrecked his study
when he was captain of Greviriars.

Tee Magrer Lipragr.—No. 1,593,
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Buch thipgs did not begin_to happen
dll Loder was top dog—which alone
was evidence that Loder wae not the
right man in the right place.

“All the same, we'd better keep our
weather eye open,” remarked Skinner
of the Remova, “If men are going to
be  socked for backing up agm
Loder, I'm going to give him all the
soft sawder he wants!”

“¥Yeoun wonld I” sneered the Bounder.,

“Old ITosky's locked up in punny
now,” said Btewart. “ They're bunking
him in the morning along with Hobby.
It's & rotten shame!™

“They haven't found Hobson yet,™
grﬂ.h:]} Temple. “ Anyone know where he
15

Harry Wharton was silent. Only he
knew where Hobson of the Shell was—
down in the vaults!

“1 sav, you fellows, here comes
Walker ¥ squeaked Billy Bunter.

Walker of the Sixth locked into the
Rog. He did not seem good-tempered.
The search for Hobson of the Shell was
beginning to get on the nerves of
Prout’s prefecte.  They had other
matters to occupy their minds as well
as hunting for a Shell fellow whe did
not chooze to he found,

Inimical looks were fixed on Walker
a3 e appeared in the doorway. 1o was
& pal of Loder's, which alone was
enough to make bhim unpopulae.

“Is that young s=coundrel Jicbson
here T hooted Walker.

"Find out [ snapped Stewart.

"Go and eat coke, Walker 1 shouted
Carr.

“Buzz an inkpot at him 17 shouted the
Bounder.

Walker scowled and strode in. That
was really not the way te talk to a
Sizxth Form pgefect, and Walker was
already irritated.

“Bend over that chair, Stewart ! he
rapped, swishing his cane.

“Shan't 1™ answered Stewark
lessly,

_Walker made 2 cut st him, and
Stewart dodged round the long table.
The prefect rushed after him.

_ That was cnough for the ecrewd of
juniors, already m a state of angry
excifement. Three or four books nnd
inkpots buzzed threugh the air, and all
of them landed on Walker.

“Kick him out ! yelled the Bounder.

“You voung  sweeps!™  shewted
Walker., “You—— Oh erimbs! Ow !?
He staggered as a “Holiday Annual *
canght him under the chin.

“Goal 1" yelled Squilf,

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

* Kick him out 1"

“Boot him 1"

Walkor backed to the door. IIe had
woke unp a hornets’-nest in the Rag;
and did not seem to like hornets at
close quarters.

‘T'here was a rush after him.

Walker was not exactly kicked out,
but he was shoved and hustled and
bustled, and went staggering out of the
Rag, spluttering for breath.

oots and wyells followed him az hae
went.

He rallied, in the passage, and came
charging back, brandishing his cane.
The Bounder slammed the door as he
reached it, and it met Walker in full
career, hurling him backwards, A loud
bump was heard outside, as the genior
woent down,

“That will show Prout what we think
of hiz prefects " grinned the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha 1

“Hallo, hallo, halla! Here he comes

reck-

ngain !” exelaimed Bob Cherry, as tha
door of the Rag opened. He grobbed
up an inkpot to hurl,

“Look out 1*
Tee Macker Liepany.—No. 1,393.
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“It's Prout!”

Bob dropped the inkpot just in time,
He had come very near to landing it on
the majestic Prout himself.

Mr, Prout, portly snd pompous,
rolled in. His florid face was red with
anger. Silence fell on the juniors. They
were in s reckless mood, and ready to
deal with Walker. But the headmaster
was another proposition.
woWhat—what i boomed  Prout.
“What is this? A prefect sssaulted by
junitor boys—what? What?*

Silence 1
.. Every boy in this room,” said Prout,

will be detained on Saturday after-
neon ! ‘Walker, take the names.”

Walker came in.

There were angry and rebellious
looks; but nothing was said. Two
Greyiriars fellows were up for the sack
already, and nobody else wanted to
leave Greyfriars with them?

Names were taken—a long list, for
thers were fifty or sixty fellows in the
Rag; of the Hemove, the Fourth, and
tha Shell, wkinner, who had carefully
]‘E-‘Iﬁlt out of the shindy, had hiz name
taken with the rest, which was rather a
eatisfaction to the other fellows, if not
to Skinner,

Then the juniors were ordered off to
their dormitories, though it was not yet
quite bed-time,

They went, with deep feclings.

Saturday afternoon was booked for a
Form match between the Remove and
tha Fourth! Evidently that was going
to be washed out new. There was only
ana consolation, and that was the fact
that Loder of the Sixth had a black eye.
There were few fellows in the Lower
School who did not want to give him
another to mateh !

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In the Dark!

AMES HOBSON turned on the
beam of his electric torch and
locked at his watch.

It was cleven o'clock, agd Hobby
could almost have belisved that it was
elevan in the morning, so long did it
seem to him that ho had been in the dim
dreary vaulta,

“Oh erikey ! mumbled Hobson,

Hub‘tH’a faith in the cleverncss of his
chum Hesking was great. lHoskina had
zaid that he had a scheme for pulling
him through, if he kept out of sight for
a time, and avoided being turfed out
till the morrow, Poseibly Hobson would
not have relied so much on that slim
chance had there been any other to rely
on. But there was no other! Unless
Hosking’ stunt proved o winner, Hobby
was booked for the sack, And the more
he thought of that prespect, the less he
liked it. Much as er of the Sixth
deserved to be punched in the eye, poor

Hobby had repented of that. reckless
punch.

Anyhow, he was going to give cld
Claude his chance, and for -*‘:halﬁIIIT reason,
he was going to stick it out all night in
the vaults. He was quite ignorant of
the fact that old Claude had already
tried it on, and failed, and was now
locked up in  the pumishment-room,
watting to be “bunked ¥ in the morning.
It was just as well that Hobby did neot
know that, for certainly it would not
have cheered him.

It was not only densely dark in the
vaults, but very eold, Hobson moved
about and did exercises, in the dark, to
keep himself warm. He was getting
very cleepy, but it was too cold to eleep
on the hard stone foor. Habby was not
looking forward to a happy night.

A light would have been a reficf : but
hiz torch was getting exhausted, and

anyhow would never have lasted the
night through. Hobby wisely husbanded
1t 1n ¢ase he should need it for finding
his way about the vaults, He had not
gbna far from the spiral stair that led
own through the thickness of the
ancient wall from Mr.

but ha knew that he coul
wa

uelch’s study;
. : never Brd his

i the dark: if he once missed it.

a zat down al last and rested his
back against a stone pillar. But the
chill of the gtone drove him to his feet
agmn, in spite of his drowsiness, snd he
put in some more physical jerks to get
WHATO,

And it was only eleven o'clock, and
there were hours and hours befors him |
Even the “sack ” was not much worse
than that prospect !

Suddenly Hobson gave & violent start.

From the distant blackness of the
vaults there came a gleam of light |

He stared at it blankly.

. It was a tiny beam of light, and mov-
ing slong as if carried In an unseen
hand ! It vanished !

iHubmn felt & shiver run through

m,

He pasted a hand across a clammy
brow.

“0Oh crumbs ! ha breathed,

Nobody knew that he was in the
vaults except Harry Wharton! He was
not being searched for there, that was
cerfain.  Whence came that strange
laght 7

n the day-time, and on the surface of
the earth, Hobby, of course, did not be-
lieve in ghosts ! ¥le did not exactly he-
lieve in them now! But horrid recollee-
tions came back into his mind of stranga

tales that were told of the old Grey-
frizrs vaults.

More than a thousand years ago there
had been o Béxon monastery %m that
spot, of which the foundations still
existed. Fome of the old stone pillars
round him had been standing where
they stood now when Alfred was king.
Diecoveries had been made at various
times of hapless wretches who had been
walled in in those grim old days, and
whose skeletons remained to tell the
grizly tele. Stories were told of the
spectres of ancient monks that wandered
I the dark recesses,

Hobson shivered.

Such weird tales were not comfortable
to think of in the middle of the night in
s deep and lonely vault. And the light
he had seen—what was that? His eyes
had not deceived him—he was sure he
hed secn it !

He leaned on an old stone pillar, and
felt his heart thumping.  Suddenly,
from the blackness, came another gleam,

Hobson gasped.

The glimmering light came from the
same direction as the first, and passed
along and dlE&}’]]EEH-IEd in the same spot,

“Oh crikey [ bresthed Hobson.,

_ What on earth—or under earth—could
it mean? Was the tale true of phantom
monks haunting these dismal recesses in
the dark hours of the night?

Hobson was strongly tempted to grope
hiz way back to the spiral stair, and
make his escape into Quelch’s old study,

But he remained where he was, If
Mr. Woose had not gone to bed yet, ha
would most likely ba in that study. Teo
emerge was to give himself up. Besides
Hobby had plenty of pluck. Startled
and scared as he was, he was not going
fo be frightened away,

And he was thinking, too. The lights
he had seen did not jook like ghostly
lights, whatever they might resemble;
thﬂ{‘ looked liko the {wuma from pocket
flash-lamps. It was wildly improbabla
that anybedy would be coming down
into_the vaults at night; but it was
possibla! And Hobby remembered that
the key of the vaults was missing from
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Wooso's study! IIe pulled himself together as he romem-
bered that! Eﬂn‘mhﬂgj’ had “pinched ™ that key, only for
one purpose—to descend iote tha vaults. More than one
¥ gomebody,” apparently, was doing so! .

Hahson was thinking this out when another glimmer
of light came from the darkness in the distance. 3

This time Hobzon groped his way towards it, treading
softly and cantiously, and feeling his way. .

His curiosity was aroussd; alse, it was a relief to be
near another human being in the solitude and silence. Ho
did not intend to reveal himself, but he intended to see
what was up!

He bumped against something in the dark. It was a
gtane stair. The light vanizhed.

But Hobby understood now.

The stair he had buinped on was the stair that led down
from the door of the vaults. “Fhree fellows, one alter
another, had descended that stair and cressed the vault—
ha knew that now. Obviously, they wers Ureyfriars fol-
lows; no others could have been there at all )

What the game was was a mystery to Hobeon, 5till, ke
waz glad that he was not alone in the depths—so long as
he was not spotted. i

He heard a faint sound above him. More fellows wera
coming dewn! Ila backed away out of possible sight
beside the stone stepa.

A glimmer of light cameo from above. He thought he
heard the sound of a closing door.

Then came a low volce:

" Lockin® jt¥" ] .

Hobson started ! Ile knew that q;‘;iet. cultivated voice;
the voice of Cedric Hilton of the Fifth Form.

“MNo; Loder's pot the key!”

The snawer came in the voice of Stephen Price of the
Fifth.

“If it was found unlocked—"

“At thiz time of night? What rot!™

"Well, I supposo 1t's safa.”

“Bafo as howses! Come on.”

The light eszme down the steps, and faint footfalls.
Unzeen 1n the darkness, betrayed only by that ghmmer
of light, Elilton and I'rice of the Fifth passed on across
the wide arched vault. They were going the way three
others had already gone. And Hobsom of tha Shell,
intensely now, especially by the mention of Loder’s name,
fcrllowe-t{ on silently.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Black Sheep!

ERALD LODER rubbed his eye.

G There was a dark purple shade round that eye.
It was neither ornamental nor comfortable. It
irritated Loder; and his irritation was intensified

by tho faint lurking smiles on the faces of his friends.

S0 far as Loder could see, either with his sound eye or
hizs black eye, there was nothing comie about that dis-
coloured optic. i i

Bu: he knew that his friends found something rather
amusing 1 it And though Loder had new met his
friends on a festive occcasion, he was scowling most of the
Litne.

Loder sat st a green-covered table. 1t was a collapsible
card-table, easily packed and carried, but guite large when
opened out. On the table lay a pack of cards.

Folding chairs—now opened and set up on their leps—
weres round the table. It was rather like camping out.

But the camp was in a very peculiar spot! Overhead
stretched the high stone arch of & vault!

Round akout wers the ancient arches, fost in shadew on
gll sides Loder and hiz friends were meeting in strange
guarters—a vault under the school |

On the table stood an ordinary electric lamp. Thero
was, of course, no electricity laid ov in the vanlis below
Grayfriars, which were hardly ever entersed. The lamp
was fod from 2o mtor-car battery, to which a flex ran from
tha lamp, the battery being under the table.

Arrangad round the spot, at a little distance, were a
number of screens, of ligllnjt weight and coverad with bright
cretonne, which gave an effect of an enclosed room. And
there was a carpet on the stone flags.

Thore were other thines, too, which added to the com-
fort of the strange spot Loder had selected as the meeting-
place of tha ahagy sheep of Greyfriars

Smokes, of course, had not been forgotton.

Cigarette simnoke curled up towards the high arch of

the wault overhead. All the honourable company preseat

were smoking.

Loder and Clarno and Walker, of the Bixth, were thera.
They wera expecting others Loder aslterpatively rubbed
his discoloured eye and shuifled the cards while he waited.

{Continued on next pags.)
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“I suppese those Fifth Form men are
comin’ ! remarked Walker, taking the
cigarette from his mouth.

“Prica said g0 1" answered Loder.

“Well, if Pricey comes, Hilton will
come ! remarked Carne. “ He's quite
under Pricey's thumb again now Win-
gate's gone. Wingato was beginnin’ to
make him pi! I hope he'll come”

“He's comin’ all right!” grunted
Loder. “I believe he's rather taken
with the idea of comin' here—safer and
easier than breaking bounds and ‘feumg
out of the school, 1 haven't asked Angel
of the Fourth this time——"

“Dish it all, we don't want fags
hore ! said Walker. :

“We want a fellow who's thick with

money, whetber he’s a fag or not,”
answered Loder coolly, %1 do, at all
cvoents.”

Walker shrugged his shoulders, but
made no answer.
H’I

“By gad!” murmured Carne.
wonder what old Prout would say,
Gerald, if he had a squint at us now.”

“Back all round ! said Walker.

“Old Pompous iz fast asleep and
snoring by this time ! said Loder, “and
he wouldn’t believe this, if he was told !
I den’t think he'd gquite believe 1t if
he saw it! He'd think he was dream-
ing! I've got that eilly old aszs right
in my pocket, I can tell you”

Walker gave another shrug.

“That's all very well,” he said. “"But
vou haven't located here because f;'ﬂu
iko the scenery. It's safer here than
in the study—that's why *we'ro here,
Loder!™

“A fellow has to be carcful!™ said
Tader. “I'm not keepin' anything in
aay study for the fags to turn out for
Prout to see! ¥ had a narrow escape
when that woung scoundrel Vernon-
Smith ragged my study [ast week., I
had to let him off to keep it dark., Only
this evening that young idiot Hoskins
tricd on the same game; and it might
have turned out zerious for me if there
had been anything in the study for him
to root out. Prout'z an old fool; but
wa've got to keep the wool over his
eyes,”

“They're ﬂmnir:f:” said Carne, as
thero was o sound of foolsteps i e
vaults,

Thmu(?h an opecning in the sereens
surrounding the spot Hiiton and Price
of the Fifth appeared.

Hilton nodded to the three Sixth
Formers and glanced round him very
curionsly, with a half derisive smile on
his handsome face,

“Quite a jolly eld night ¢lub ! he re-
marked.

“That’'s what it 1s!” agreed Loder,
“This is only a beginnin'—we're
developing it later.”

“Unless the beaks drop m ! grinned
ITilton.

“They won't!™

“Well, I suppesc not, now vou're head
prefect and capiain of the school. Geood
thing for Greyiriors, what 1"

Loder scowled,

“Chuek 1, Cedrie ! said Price. “We
came here for a game, not to rag.”

“Aly mistake ! gald Hillon. “T only
meant that Loder’s a big bnprovement
on Wingate az capiain of the school,
Lifc's goin’ to be jollier under the now
disponsation.”

He dropped inlo one of ihe vacant
chairs,

Prico followed lis example.

The distinguished eompany was now
complete; and Loder dealt the eards, and
the voung rascals bepan lo play banker
=—with half-crowns and currency noles on
the talble.
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They were soon deep in the game, and
conpversation languished. .

Above them, Greviriars was sleeping ;
but anyone who had awakened weould
certainly never have guessed what was
going on in the school vaults,

Loder could hardly have selected o
safer spot for his blackguardism.

And yet, as it happened, an cye was
on Gerald Loder, little as he suspected
or feared it! :

Hobson of the Shell was peering
through an opening of the surrounding
sereens, in & state of such astonishment
at what he saw that his eyes almost
bulged from his head.

He made no sound; and the card
players never dreamed of suspecting that
guovene was there,

hat was up in the vaults had been
a deep mystery to Hobson; until he saw
Loder & Co. at their game.

Then he understood. .

The Bounder's raid on his study had
frightened Loder into excessive caution,
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and this was the result. It was all very
well for Loder to declare that he had
Prout *in his pocket ¥; and no doubt
it was true, so long as he could deeeiva
that pempous gentleman, But he had
io be very careful indeed to kecp the
wool pulled over Proul's eyoes.

Holzon gazed abt the seone,

What would have happened to him had
the black sheep discovered him there he
could lhardly gpuess; but there was no
doubt that he would have had the thrash-
mpr of his hie. .

He was very carcful not to be dis.
caverod.

Aftor staring at the scone for a few
minutes, Fobson retreated from the spot,
taking care to make no sound,

Not till he had pgroped fo a saic
distance did ha venture to turn on the
Light frem his torch to sece hiz way.

“ Iy gum !” murmured Hobby, *“'The
roiters! The worme! Tho cada! And
ithat putrid tick iz captain of Grey-
friars ! 'That old ass Prout would have a
fit if he knew ! Dy gum!”

Slowly a %rin dawned on Ilobby's faco,

Buppose Prout knew !

That was the sack [or Loder, short and
sharp !

Absolute blackguard and rolier s
Loder was, Hobby had no idea of play-
ing the part of sneak and informer and
giving him away. That sort of thing
was not good enough for a Greyfriars
1nan.

MNevertheless, the power was Iin s
hands; and ho was under sentence of
the “sack ¥ for punching Loder in the
eye! Loder could get him off the
gack if he liked! He would like, fast
enough, if the alternative was the sack
for himself !

Hobby was not a bright man; but he
was bright enough te think that cutl

It took him some {ime to think it
out—Haobky's  brain  did net work
swiftly, ut ho had it clear at lask,
and he grinned.

“ By gum 1" said Hobby.

Whether old Claude’s stunt had been
a winner, or the reverse, Hebby did not
know. But he fancied that ho was on
to a winner himself |

Having worked that out m his mind,
Hobson of the Shell decided that he was
not going to stay in the vaulls any
longer. He did not return to the spiral
stair leading up te Quelch’s old siudy.
Prica of the Fifth had left the door of
tha wvaulta mmlocked when ha came
down, and all that Hebby had te do.
was to go down the stone steps and let
himself out i1nto the House.

Which he now proceeded to do.

He closed the big, heavy door behind
him when he was through, and groped
his way to the stairs. A few mminutes
later he quictly opened the door of the
Shell dormitory.

All was dark and silent there. .

That Claude Hoskina was missing
from the dorm, locked up in * punny,”
Heobby did not know. 1o supposed
that his chum was in bed, with the
rest of the Shell. He did not want to
wake anyonoe at that hour, and he
turned into his own bed auictly in the
dark.

Ho gave a sleepy chuckls ns he
thought of the surprize that would be
cauged in tho nmrnim;; by his presence
there. But he was fast asleep long
before Loder & Co. finizhed their gama
and left their seeret den in the school
vaults, Loder, as he locked the vault
door after him, little dreamed wlho had
rocently passed through it

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Quite a Surprige!

e SAY, you fellows! What's up 2"

E gasped Billy Bunter.

Never had the Owl of the
Remove felt so keenly belore the
handicap of his limited vision.

1t was worning prayers at Greys
friars.

Bunter, as usual, was late.

On scarcely any morning of tho
term did tho fat 61.#1 arrivo quite in
timpe. He would bolt in just at the
last second, or Just after the last
seeond, generally with a brace-button
still fo %&Elutl or one cnd of his collar
logse. .

And so it happencd that, as the fab
junior wedged into the Remove, in his
usual breathiless state, he was, as usual,
the last man in Hall, and did not know
what was “on.”

Even Bunter, short-sighted as he was,
could see thet something waz onl

FFallaows were staring, pooring,
gazing, craning their necks to look!
They had their eves upon somelhing or
somebedy in 1lall that caused them
intense surprise and interest—thrilling
interest. :

l;hmlcr nudged Bob Cherry in the
ribs.
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Harry Wharton crossed to the panel, felt over it for the spot where he knew the spring was, and pressed it. The panel flew
open like a door, and the Jight from the study streamed Into the opening, disclosiog a fiight of spiral stairs that wound

downwards inlo the deep darkness.

"What 13 1t, old chap?'’ he gasped.
“ W hat—"

“He's there ! gasped Bob.,

“I say, you fellows, vou might tell a
fellow I gasped Bunter. “Has somo-
thing happened "

“Bomebody haa!" grionned Vernon-
Bmith.

“What—who—which——"

Bunter was gasping with curiosiby.

“Can't you see him, fathead " asked
Peter Todd. “He's standing with the
Qhell, just as if mnothing had hap-
pened |

“Who i7" shricked Bunter.

“ Loder's got an eye on him ! grinned
Johony Dull. “Lock at Loder! 1ilo
can only sce with one eve, I faney; but
he's got the other on him 1%

“Who 1" roared DBunter.

“Bilence ! called out Sykes of the
Bixth. *Silence, there ™

“e's turncd up "™ came the voice of
Iforace Coker of the IFFifth Form.

Prout had not yet comie in to take
pravers, and Coker of the Fiith felt
Iround to epeak out teudly, simply
Lecause a Sixth Forn prefect had just
called for silence. That helped to make
the Sixth understand how little, how
vory little, Coker thought of thom.

“Qilence I enapped Walker.

* Halla, hallo, Eulln? Here comes
Prout !™

“Prout will jump!" said Frank
Nugent.

“The jumpfuloess of the esteemed
Prout will  probably  be  terrific!”

grinned the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“1 gay, vou fellows—"

“Silenco in ITall 1" rapped Carne.

“] gay, what's upi” Bunter was in
an agony of inquisitiveness. *1 safu
what's going on, you fellows?? Tia
clutched Harry Wharton by the arm.
“1 say, what’'s up in the Bhell, old
chap "

“ Hobby, fathead” answered IHarry.

" Hobson I squeaked Bunter.

“Yes, ass; he's turncd up for pravera
this morning, with the 3hell, just as if
nothing had happened !

“0Oh crikey!"

Every eye had been fixed on James
Hobaon, captain of tha Bhell, standin
with that I'otrm. Now every eyo turne
on the portly Prout as he came in ak
the upper doar.

Only one place was vacant in ITall—
that of Floskins, who waz still locked
in “punny.” Lverybody had expected
two places to be vacant—Idobby's, as
well a3 old Claude's.

But Hobson was there!

There he was, as larpe as life and
fwice as natural, as Bob Cherry put it !
And he seemed quite at ease! here
was a cheery grin on his face, as if he
rather unju}'&g the sensation he was
causing,

Which was surprising enough, for he
was under sentence of the sack, and
only needed to be found te be turfed
opt !

Nobody had dreamed of seeing him
thera! Tver since he had blacked
Loder's eye, early the previous after-
noon, he had been invisible, Only
ITarey Wharton knew that ke had taken
refure in the school vaulls. But all the
school keew that ho was dodging cap-
ture by the prefects.

Had ho been caplured it would not
hava caused surprise  But it caused
amazement 1o see him in IHall, in his
placa in the Shell, acting as if nothing
of an unusual nature had cccurred !

After dodging capture for half a day
and a night ho seemed to have handed
himzelf over to the encmy; for there
was no doubt, of course, that le would
ba collared in Halll Al the prefects
had an eve on lum=—cspecially Leder !
His Form-master, IHacker, had an eyve
on him! It was expected that Proul’s
eve would fall on him.

“*Good 1> said Hobson.

Prout, however, was not an obzarvant
gentleman. He did not observe Hobson
—and did not even obssrve that any-
thing unusnal was going on in Hall.
The breathless excitement was lost on
d Pompous.

Ho thero was no immediate elimax.

Silence fell with the entrance of
Prout. After prayers, however, Loder of
the' Sixth went quickly up to the
temporary headmaster of Groyiriars.

What he said to him the School could
not hear; but they could guess.

Prout's eye furned on the Bhell at
once.

Loder left Prout and went over to
the Sheli Ho sipned to Walker and
Carne to follow him.  In case of
trouble with the rebel of the BShell,
Loder, evidently, did not wank to risk
retting another eye to match the one
that already glowed purple. e pre-
forred to have plenty of force at hand.

But Hobby, for mysterious reasons of
his own, was not at all troculent. Ile
cven gave Loder a genial nod.

“You're to come with mo fo the
Head's study, Hebson " snarled Loder.

“Plegsed [ answered Iiobby.

“Jt's the sack, old man!” muttererd
Clarr dismally  *You and old Hosky!
I zav, it's rotten!”

“It's & putrid shame!” said Stewart,
Ioud enoush for Loder 1o hear.

“Care | Stewart] Take five hundred
lines cach ! satd Loder grimly; and
thay pave him black looks

He took ITobson of the Shell by the
atin and walked him out of 1lall
Carne and Walker followed.

Then the word was given to dismiss,
and the school streamed cut in a siato
of buzzing excitement.

“{Jau'tgmake the man out 1" zaid Bob
Cherry., “What the thuinp did he wani
(Continued on page 16.)

Tue Magser Lisrany.—No. 1,395,



to dodge them for so long, just to give
himaelf up at the finish #”

“Me fancied Hoskins had & stunt for
pulling him through,”’ said WVcrnon-

Smith. “But he must know that that
foozlin' ass had landed himself in the
goup instead! Loder's too deep for
dufters like that I”

“Well, they've got him now 1" szaid
Taoddy.

“But he doesh’t seem to raro !™ said
Harrv Wharton, puzzled.

“The carclulness does not
terrific.”

Dthers, as well a3 the chums of the
Remove, were puzzled by the obvious
fact that Hooby of the Bhell did not
geem to care!l Loder, Carne, and
Welker, taking him to the Head's study,
were prepared fo prevent him  from
dodging away, fully expecting him to
try it on. Dut Hobson did not bry it
on. tle walked among thein with a
cheery  face, and grinned as  they
ortered  the passage leading to Dr.
T.ocke's study, now the official quarters
of Prout.

“You seem fto like the idea of bein
gacked, you young ass!” remarke
Carne.

“Am I going to be sacked ! asked
Haobby,
“You ‘hum‘r vou 4are,

hooligan !” snarled Loder.

“Well, look what jc.-II]',; diztinguished
company 1 shall have when I'in turned
out I grinned Hobson. " I'ancy a man
being sacked at thoe same timge as three
wixth Yorm prefects 1™

Loder & Co. stared at him.

“Mad? asked Walker.

TAIn't vou Sixth Form men poing to
be sacleed 7" asked Hobson coolly. *f1
rather think you are when I tell Prout
sbout what goes on in the vaults at
ntght!"

‘Wha-at 1"

The three stuttered topether.

Lioder & o, came to & dead halt.

Theyr blinked at Hohson.

_Loder was the first to grasp the
gituation.

“Where have you been hiding 7" he
breathed.

“In thoe wvaulisI
cheerily.

B ITL

You YOouung

answered Hobson

“Oh gad '™ muttered Carne.

“And I know who bagged the key of
the veult door, and why I said Hobby,
“Preut will be frightfully interested to
know all about it _Wha{ are you stop-
E‘mg for, Loder? Ain't we going to see

J.'Eut?” ily th 't

arcnfly they weren

“F:S.k'&r stood ?with a white Fface,
utterly confounded by the sudden dis-
covery that his fate was in the hands of
the Shell fellow. Carne stood staring
at Holbson, his face black with anger
and apprehension. Loder was the one
with presence of mind. He grasped
Hobby by the shoulder, and hurricd him
away—uot to the Head's study, but to
bis own |
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And not till they were inside Loder's
stidy in the Sixth, with the door shut,
did Gerald Lioder breathe freely.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Whip=hand !

ERALD LODER stood with his
G back to tho shut door of his

study, his eyes fixed on Hobson,

breathing hard and decp.

Hobby faced him cnnl!cl-;.

He had the whip-hand, and he knew
it ! ;

Loder seemed at a loss for words. His
firsk thought had been te get the fellow
who knew too much safe away from
Prout. But now that he had got him in
hiz study he hardly scemed to know how
to deal with him. )

It was Hobby who broke the silence.

“XHow's your jéily old eye?” he in-
quired politely.

“Wha-at 1" stammerced Loder.

“Nice colour 1 said Hobby, eyeing it
critically, “What you'd call an art
shade in purple—what? I dare say it
made Prout jump when he saw that
{!}'ﬂ-”

Loder gritted his teeth.

" 'E'ﬁu'if:]m sacked for it!" he snarled.

“Think so?* said Iiobsen. **All
{‘Eﬁhh, let’s go and be aacked together!

1t are you sticking there with your
back to the door for? DProut will be
going to brekker soon.”

“You wero in the vaults last night "
hissed Loder.

“I'vo told you sot”

“And yon—you saw

“The whole show " grinned Hobson.
“Won't Prout stare when I icll him?
What! Throe of the Bixth and twe of
the ¥ifth up for the sack—along with
old Claude and me? Wholesale order—
what ¥V )

“¥ou're going to sneak to Prout?”

“One good turn descrves another!™
said Hob i.clmer.fully, “Didn't you go
and show him vour black eye 7

Loder gave him a wolfish look. Ilo
would have given almost anything just
tl_w:n_tn apring &t the Shell fellow !ﬁku a
e,

But he dared.not |

e dared not touch Hobson, and he
dared not take him to Prout! It was
the end of all things for him at Crey-
friars if he did.

His brain almost swam at the thought
of Prout’s wrath and horror and amazc-
ment at such a discovery |

His rage and terror were depicted in
his face, and the varving cxpressions
thereon made Hobsan grin.

The tyrant of the school was brought
fairly to his kneea.

“Let's go to Prout!” said Hobson.
“Didn’t he tell you to take nie to him !
I'm ready, if you are '™

L

“(th, you wyoung roiter!” hreathed
Loder, “If I’ Lknown wvou  were
there——" [le broke off. * k here,

you young rascal, you're going to keep
your moutly shut—aee *™

YAm I smiled Hohson.

“If you say a ;n'::-r:l of what you saw

i"‘tllm vaults—' p
‘I'm going to say a good many words
when I see gl?ruutf-tim whola jglly‘ old
story. in fact] TUnlesge——'*

“Unless what? said Leder, between
his tecth.

“0Oh, let's come down to brass tacks |
said Hobson contemptuously. “You've
brought me here because vou dare not
let me see Prout. What's the good of
beating about the bush? I'm not keen
on giving you away—it's no bizney of
mine what rotten blackguardism you get
up to in the Sixth! ﬁut if they bunk
ine, they bunk you along with me, and
you can bank on that, Loder | Put that
in your pipe and smoke it [

“I—=I'll do my beat! I—I'll apeak to

Prout 1” muttered Loder. “I—I'll try
£ .'g'et you o = :
“You'd better succced I said Hobson

coolly, "If you don't, you'll be leaving
Groyfriars the same time that I do 1"

Loder stood silent again, %B_mng' at
him as if he could have bitten him. Fo
was trying hard to think.

1f he had had titne to concert arrange-
ments with hiz friends they might have
lied themsclves out of thisl Bui there
was no timel :

And there was a stack of avidence in
the vaults if Prout visited the spot, as
ha was eertain to do if Hobby gave in-
formation-—inore than enough evidence
to settle the matter for Loder & Col
And no timie to get rid of any of it |

If he could gain time—

“Look here!” Loder’s voice was
husky as ho spoke apain. “We can't
talk now=—Irout’'s expecting me Iin his
study with you. Look here, I'Il Jet you
cut, and you can keep out of sight
again, a8 you did wyesterday, while—
whila I'm trying to make Prout come
round "

“Ha, ha, ha 1" roared Hobson.

“What are you hmghing at, you
yourng idiot i yelled Loder,

i Y%ur little joke I" chuckled Hobson.

“TI'm not joking, you fooll I mean
what I say1” )

“8o do 1! said Hobby. “And it's
this! I'm not givinF you timea o get
all those things hidden away in tha
vaults &nd to make up & mountain of
lics to tell Prout, so that you can get
me hunked afterwards! What sort of
a blithering ass do you think I am?”

“I—I would not »

“Oh, ecan iti" soapped Haobby.
“Think I'd trust you! TLook here,
we're going to see Prout ! You'ro gomng
to get me off the sack, and old Claude,
too—vou can wangle it all right! All
Greyiriars knows that you've got Old
Pompous in  vour waistcoat pocket!
You can put it how vou like, but vou've
rot to do'it, and you've got to do it now.
And if you don't, you know what to
expeet—and Walker and Carne as well !
Greyfriars will be well rid of the lot of
you !

Lioder made a forward movement. It
scemed as 1f he could not keep his handa
off the junior who deflied him in his own
study,

Hobby prompily elenched his fsts.

“Uomo on, 3f you likel” ho said.
Tl bry to give you another cye Lo
match that one !

Loder checked hnimself in time. Ha
longed and yearned to collar the Shell
fellow and smite hun right and left,
Hut he dered not lay & finger on him.,
Ile stepped back, almeost choking.

Thore was a tap at the door. Ilohby
unclenched his fists, and Loder tried to
eraze the savage scowl from his face as
the door opened, and Mr. Hackor, the
master of the Shell, cast a sour glance
into the study.

**Uh, you are here 1" snapped IHacker.
“Hobzson of my Form iz wanted in tha
headmaster's stud{: Mr. Prout is wait-
ing to ses him. Why have you brought
the boy here, Loder, instead of taking
him to Mr. Prout ™

1fobson stood eilent.
Loder now.

But Iobby did not fer]l very uncasy.
Loder had to sava himself, and Lo equld
not save himself without saving the
ahall fellow whoe was to be expelled.
Loder had to decide at onee; there was
no time for laying plans or concerting
defences with {nis frionda. Tnder Mr.
Hacker’s sour plance Loder was red and
confused; but he knew what he had Lo
do, and he did it

HJ=—I brought 1lohson here to speak
to him, sir,” he stammered. il |
have been thinking over—over what

It was up to .



happencd, and—and F—I am in hopes
of inducing Mr. Prout to take a more
—a maore lenient view, sir.”

* Indeod ' grunted Mr. Haclker.

* Loder thinks Myr. Prout may let ma
off, and llosking, too, =sirl” velunteered
Hobby., *lle is going to ask Mr. Prous
if e will, sir, Jen't that so, Loder ™

*Yee,” gasped Loder. “That—that is

pax

Mr. ITacker glanced at Hobson and
ihien stared at Loder. IMacker, like an
other Form-master, did not like expul-
sions i his Form., His expression grew
a little less zcur.

“I am glad to hear ihis, Loder [ he
sald. " As you were tho viciim of
rageing by boys of iy Form I have no
Jdoubt that Mr. Prout will listen to re-
presentations from you™

“I—1 shall do my best, sic!™ gasped
Loder.

“I shall be very glad if this matier

EVERY SATURDAY

ends without an expulsion,” said Mr.
Hacker, almost geniallyv. "1 ghall
myvself punish lobson and Hosking for
their outrageons conduct, in that case.
And certainly I shall deal with themn
sevorely, You may rest assured of that.
Iro you desire Hobson to come with you
to sea Mr., Prout ¥

“I—I think not, =ir.
110 V™ ]

“Yory good! You may come with
me, Hobson! Please let me know the
result, Loder, as soon az you have acen
Mr., PProut! You will ind me in my
study.

“Very well, sir I pasped Loder.

He made Ins way slowly to the Head's
stud;.', wherea Prout was jmpatiently
awaiting his arrival with the rebel of
the Shell.

There was no help for it now. Ile had
to get Hobby and llosking off, or shere
their fate! It was rather & now game

I—I will go

17

for Loder of the Sixth to plead for
pardon for delinquents. But that was
what he had to do—and he had to suc-
ceed | Very slowly indeed he made hia
way to Prout, turning aver in his mind
what he conld say to that pompons
gentlermen, and he was not feeling
happy when he arrived.

[PEE—]

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Amazing I
WHARTON & CO.

ARLRY
H stared.
Soa did plenly of olher

fellows,
"The bell had gone, and the Greyfriars
fellows were gomng to the Form-rooms.
Among the Shell fellows, heading for
Mr., Hacker's Forme-room:, woere wo

{Continued on next page.)

Write to him:

Farringdon

THE WAY TO SUCCESS !

HE other day I had a most interest.

E ing chat with the new Secretary

of the Football Association—

Mr. 8. F. Rous. We didn't talk

mueh about what might bo called big

football ; that is about the form of the

tcams in the big Leapgucs. I found the

new F.A, secretary much more interested,

for the moment at any rate, In young
footballerg—-the boy players.

Ha ia very keen on the efforts which the
Football Association are making to spread
foolball knowledge—how to play the game
—amonpg the schoolboys of today. 1
understand that at the present time thore
are being distributed, among the echool-
tepchors of the country, about twenty
thouzand copies of a foolball book,
entitled : ** How to Sueceed.” Thoso of
my readers who still attend school, and
who nro interested in fvotball, should ask
their teachers if they have one of these
books, If so, ihe footballers of tho achool
would do well to make a collective study
of the book.

1t kazs been written with thia dircct
ohject of teaching young players.

to help yeou.

The author iz the Rev. Hennellh
Hunk, wwho Enmes something about
football, belicve mme. He plaged
nuite o ot among professionals,
helping the Wolves o win The Cup
ruany yoars ago. Very few amatenrs
have Cup-winners’ meedals, but Mr.
HHunt is one of theni.

It is quite natural that the new F.A.
recretnry should be concerned about boya
slaying football in the right way. Ie
}u'umn:elt' wad a schoohnaster untgill guite
recontly, bub gave up the job in order to
take on a3 successor to Sir Frederick Wall
ot the offices of the Football Association.

In addition to supplying the schools
with copics of the book tolling how {o
play the game, the 1".A. are also having
an instructional film maede, and old
playera are to be appointod as district
coaches to the schoolboya,

1f In doubt over any Boccer query, ' Linesman "' will bs only too pleassd
e The MAGMNET, The Fleotway Houso,
reet, Londan, E.C.4.

BAD TOES COMPLAINT !

OS8IBLY ous of my readers has
P heard about this scheme for
teaching the leds the game of
football, because I Lhave received
a leltor in which this pertinent question 13
asked : * Do you think fpot teachers
can really show boys how things should
be done 1
My anawer to that question is definitely
in the aflirmative, and I am all m favour
of Inda who want 1o make good at the
ame being brought np in the right way
or a start, ‘Thero s thig Lo be soid,
however :

A lot of football skill is instinctive.
I have knowen dosens of footballers
whoe hove ploged for their couniry
who coulid not rvecliy fefll how or
why they did this or that on the
football flckd. But instinctively
these players have got the proper
effect.

On the other hand there can be ne
doubt that many of the leading lootballers
of to.day owe their promincnee in the
patme Lo eorrect cazly teaching. A boy
who playa for his country as a schoolboy
does not necessarily grow up into & star
player. Many of the schoolboy inter-
nationals of & fow years Lack, however,
are now in the front rank of footballers.
One who has gained honours this season is
Westwood, the inzide-lelt of Bolton
Wanderera. He plaved as a schoolboy
at DBrierley IIll.

Obviously, no footballer can do himeself
full justice unlesy hia feet are in pood
trim. Ouono of my readeors has trouble in
thiz connection. lie tells mo that alter
each game the tops of his toes are vory
gore, and he wants to kpow how te get
over thia difficulty.

As  there are doublless many
otfier pomityg plagers who suffer in
fhe smnc way, T may drop a general
hint theat a bit of cetion waol in the
tocs of the bools might bLe found

bheneficial, and that flhe use of o
litile powder on the fecf not only
helpa to keep them fresh, bul
helps to prevent the shin being
rubibed off.

When the grounds arp hard, Loo, the
studs should be cut down io the mintmum
depth. The shorter tho atuds, the less
the jar on the feet. Incidentally, in
regard to the bad tcoes eomplaint, I have
o suspicion that many young pleyers use
the toes of the boots too much when
kicking the ball. The instep should be

uged more for hard Lkicking, and the sides
of tha bool for passing the ball fo &
collespue along the ground.

GOOD SPORTSMANSHIP |
e HNEW a great player some years
E back who said he had worn the same

air of boots in first-clasa football

or many Yyears. He added that
during all that time it had never been
neccsgary for him to have the toes of the
boots repaired, but the sides had been
p.a,t-nhed and re-patched. Thig exporience
with the boots told s little legzon on how
the game should be played. Very few
footbaollers like new hoota. They hang on
to the old ones until they alnost drop to

pieces. This ian't bocause they are
superstitious, but becauss they play
better in boots which have become

* ghaped " to the feet.

In fooclball, as in other games, the
guestion of what is good sportemanship
often crops up. In o reeent mmatch, one
of my readers waz keepi goal. He
touched a hard-driven ball with the tips
of his fingers, and it went over the poals
line. To his surprise tho referee gave o
poal-kick, My Jfriend now asks whether
he should have teld the relerce that o
corner-kick was the proper decision.
Would that have been the eporting thing
to do i

Well, it would have beon * sporty ' of
my young {riend if he had told the referce
that he lad touched the ball, but T don’t
think he was colled upon to take this
action.

Yo Tong as there {5 o referee in
chavie of o mafch his decisions,
whether for or against a side, should
be accepled withoul question.

FEven the laws of ihe game lay tlhis
down as o [l]‘iI‘IEI'FI'E. amd it is the wisest
courgc. After wll, if tho goalkceper had
told the relerce thot a corner-kick and
not & goal-kick ghould be u\'-'lll‘ll]{:ll, guend
the referes bad changed his deecision, then
logically the relerce would also have had
to take tho gonlkeeper's opinion on-auy
other problera which bad arisen during
the match, copcerning incidenis in the
poal area. “* LINESMAN."

Tie Macker Lienagry.—No. 1,503,
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whem nobody had bxpeeted to sce head-

ieg for that lForm-room asgain. They

wero  James Hobson and Claude
ins.

' Evidently, they were not *sacked.”

“1 say, you fellows, there's Holby
and Hoskins 1” squeaked Billy Bunier
in astonishient.
bunked, after alll”

“The bunkfulness docs not secoem to be
terrific I remarked Hurree Jamsct Bam
atnglh,

“Has Prout let them off " asked Bob
Cherry, in wonder.

“ Looks like it%

“1laz Loder " grinned the Bounder.
“Loder’s king-pin, these days. Proul's
a monkey on the stick that jumps when
Loder pulls the strings.”

“Ha, ha, haI"

*Hallo, halle, halla, Hobby 1 bawled
Bob Cherey, *“Is it all right, old man ™

“Right as rainl!” answered Hobby

“] gav, they ain't

chearfully.

“Prout's let wyou off ™ exclaimod
Temple of the Fourth.

“He has.™

= And lloskins, too?™

“Me, too,” smiled IHHoskins, “1I sar,
T was jolly glad when Hacker came and
Iet me out of punny, and lold me so!”

“Well, this beats the band 1 said Fry.
“It beats the whole band! Why id
Prout let vou off, Hobby #*

" Loder put in a word for me.”
C “Loder didi”  yelled the
juniors.

That wazs the climax of amazement.
Loder, the bully of the Sixth, had put
in a word for 8 fellow who had blacked
his ¢ye, and another fellow who had
ragged  his study.  And  he had,
evideully, pul in that word successfully,
for liere they were, going to the Forwn-
room as usual.

“ Do I sleep, do I dream, do I wonder
and doubt, are things what they seem,
or are visions shboul?” quoted Peler
Todd.

" Loder can't be such a blighter, after
all i remarked Lord Mauleverer.

“Laust word in  blighters " asaid
Stewart of the Bhell. 1 can't make it
out, and Hlobby won't explamn.™

“Well, I've told old Claude,® szaid
Hohson, * but I'im not telling the whale
school,”

That statement added to the mystifica-
tion of the juniors. But Mr. Woose and
Hacker appeared in the passago at that
moment, and the juniors went to the
Yorm-rooms.

Surmise and speculation were rife in
the Lower School of Ureviriars that
morning, rather to the detrimont of
lessons.

There was hardly a fellow who was
not glad that Hobson and his chum had
got off the “eack.”™ But all were puzzled
and mystificd.

It was said of old that a leopard
cannot  change his  spots, nor an
Tihiopian his skin. DBut Loder seccmed
to have changed, quite suddenly, and
with & vengeance |

Everybody was pnxious for break that
morning in order to get at Hobby and
shower guestions on him.  Dvervbedy
Lad sympathised with him, bat all had
fo admit that it was extraordinary for
n fellew to be allowed to stay on after
blacking a prefect's eve! But the most
extraordinary thing was that it was the
proprictor of the black eye who had
mntereeded for hime That put Lthe Lid
on, s0 to speak |

“Woe shall see Loder sprouting wings,
after this,” Ilob Chierry confided to his
friends in class.

But if there was any change for the
better in Gerald Loder, 1f waa not
vigible in his looks, when be was seen
in break.

Tie Macker LiBrRaRY.~—DNo. 1,383,

amazed

THE MAGNET

He locked in the worst temper that
tho fellows had ever seen him in, which
was saying & great deal

His scowling brow, added to the effect
of his blackened eye, gave him an ox-
pression that made fellows rather keen
to keep clear of him.

“I say, yvou fellows, where's Hohby #7
exclaimed Billy Bunter, s soon as the
Remove were oull

“There he is!”

There was a rush for Ilobson of the
Shell.

He was quickly surrounded by a
crowd of fellows, Shell, and Fourth, and
Remove, with fags of the Third and
Second hangineg on the ouiskiris of tlic
ceowd, all eager for information.

Bul Hgbby had none to give.

Loder having come to terma and ful-
filled his side of the bargain, IHobby
rightly considered that it was up to
hitn not to give awag,r the shady sccrcts
of the black sheop of Greylriars.

All he could—or would—savy was that
Loder had mterceded with Prout, and
rout had et them off. Hacker had
cancd them in the Form-room, and that
was the end-of it.

From a distance Loder of the Sixth
obsorved the cager crowd surroundin
ihe captain of ihe Shell with ap evil an
UNEasy eve,

Having very few scruples himself,
Gerald Loder did not expest much of
others, and hg was in terror of Hab-
son telling tha whele story all through
the school. He was desperately anxious
for no word to be said—at least, until
he had had an opportunity of clearing
away the evidence in the vaults—which
he could hardly enter in the daytime
wilhout atiracting notice. For that dax,
at least, Loder was going to ha on
tenterhoola.

Ile came striding over to the crowd,
roughly Flgshipg his way through the
throng of juniors.

“Ilere, don't shove, you barging ass ™
exelaimed Temple of the Fourth, un-
aware who was shoving till he logked
rounpd. “0h! Loder! I sayp—"

Loader's eves glinted at him.

IIe wanted to thrash Hobson within
an nch of his life: buat that pleasure
was not for him. It was something in
the way of a relief to thrash anvbody,
im:l Ceeil Reginald Temple had asked
or it 1

Loder swished his ashplant, which he
was yearning to use,

" Bend over, Temple 1 te snarled.

- "0h, gad [ murmured Cecil Reginald,
in dismay

“Touch your toes!” snapped Loder.

The whole crowd were silent now,
looking on Whatever had been tha
cause of Loder's intercession on behalf
of Ilolson and Hozskins, 1t was clear
ihiat there had been no change in him.
e was the samne savage-tempered bully
a5 of old—rather worse, if there was any
difference.  He was going to whop
Temple simply because he wanted to
whop somebody !

Then came anolher surprise. Ilobson
pushed forward,

“Hold on, Loder 1™ he said quietly.

Loder gave hitn a glare.

"What do you mean 7" he snarled.

“I mean what I say. Hold ent I'd
rather you didn't whop Tewmple, if you
don’t mind,” said Hobson ealmly.

Tie exprezsion on Loder's face made
the fellows exchange curions glances. He
stood, for eome moments of hoshed
stlenee, stoaring at IHobson., Then he
tucked hiz ashplant onder his arm oeain
and walked away, without taking any
further notice of Tompie.

Ceeil Reginald, who waz preparing
to “touch his toes,” was very glad to
icave them untouched |

He straightened up and blinked after
Loder's retreating Fﬂrm.
“Great pad ! he ejaeculated. :
“Well, my only summer hat!” said

Bobh Cherry.

“Look  here, Hobby, what's this
game:™” askod MHMarry Wharton, " Why
the thumj} should Leder do what you
tell him?

*0Oh, he likes te oblige me!™ said
Hobzon airily.

“Doea he? grinned the DBounder.
“Then yvou'd botter azk him to et us
all off detention this efternoon. There'a
about fifty fellows detained for hustling
Walker in the Rag last night."

“Eh, what? Oh, gle.s- I'll gee about
it!" said IHobson, and he wall®d away
with Heskins, whoe was grinning,
lcaving & crowd of fellows staring
blankly after him,

R e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTEE.
Hobby Wants More !

i 00 jelly risky in the day-
E time " muatterad Loder.
Carne  aod  Walker and
Price nodded.

“My dear man,” drawled Iilton of
the Fifth, “it's riskier to leave the
things there, now that s gebblin' fag
knows about them.”

The five scniors were gathered in
(zerald Loder’s study alter dioner.
¥Four of them were in an extremely un.
oazy frame of miml. Only Cedrie
Hilton, the dandy of the Fillh, pro-
sorved his usual monchalance. Indeed.
ho hardly concealed his contempt for
the uneasy four.

“To-night " multercd Carpe.

Loder nodded.

“After Mghts-out we can po down
inte the vaults and gaot the dashed
things out of sight,” he said. "That
young cad can talk as much as ho likes
when we've got everything safaly hidden
away. The rotten thifg is, that I've
had to get him off the sack., DBut I'll
make bim sit up and squeak when all'a
safe ! :

“You would I remarked Hilton.

T.oder gave him an ovil look,

“1'm dashed if I know how the young
scoundrel spotted us,” said Price of the
IFifth, “I suppose he found the door
unlocked. But—>"

“ Anyhow, ho did {* said Loder. “ And
we ¢can't go down in the day-time—any-
body might s?'ﬂt a fellow! Unless
Hilton would lhike to handle it1™ he
added, with a sneering glance at the
handsome Fifth Former.

“Boastly fag!” yawned Iltlton. " But
I'd rather take the trouble than the
risk of that young fathead givin’ us
away! Nothin’ there to drag me in, if
your come to that; but if you men gob
nailed you might let Elplp somethimn’
about your friends in the Fifth, what®"

Tap |

Lnﬁer & Co. started as the knock
came at the door.

“Come in!" enapped Loder.

The door opencd. revealing Iobzon
of the Bhell. IHe did not come in, but
stood in the deorway, giving the bully
of the Sixth a cheery nod.

“What do you want?” asked Leder,
repressing with diffieulty hiz demire to
eluich the ashplant with one band and
Hobby with the other.

“] want vou to do me a favour, old
boan | gaid Ilobson.

The black sheep exchanged glances.
Tilton smiled faintly. Xeo was the only
ona of the “sportsmen™ who found any-
thing amusing in the peculiar sttuation.

“What do you mean, Hobson?”
bresthed Lodoer.

“Well, it's really Walker I mean,”



gaid tha Bhell fellow. I was rather
busy Iast evening and missed what went
on in the Hag; but I hear that some
frionds of mine have been detained for
the half-holiday to-day on account of
Walker barging in and asking for
trouble.™

“Wellt” said Walker, with a deep
breath.

“Will you azk Prout to let them off,
Walker1” asked Hobson,

Walker did not immediately reply.

*VYou see, there's a football match on
botween Lower and Upper Fourth,” ex-
plained Hobson in an airy way. “I've
premised to referes for the kids. Of
coures, they can't play SBoccer in the
Form-rooms. You ses that!”

“Prout’s detained them !” muttered
Walker., *1 can’t do anything.*

" Mot really 7" asked Hobson.
“No!" snapped Walker savagely.

“Bo sorry 1" smiled Hobson, 1 think
you'll be sorry, too, before long. Prout
mayn't so ratty with those fellows
when he hears what kind of a blighter
you are, Walker What do you think

Walker did not state what he thought.
His expression hinted that his thoughts
verged on the unutterable.

“"Excuse my bargin’ in, Hobson,"
drawled Hilton, “ but do you think this
18 quite playin’ the game?”

he Shell fellow looked at him.

“You've found somethin' out, and
vou're makin' use of 1t1" said Hiltod.
“Isn't that 2 trifle like blackmail i

Hobson reddened.

“Tf I were dealing with decent
fellows, yee,” he answered. ““But when
a lot of fellows are under the weather
becanss of a rotten bully and black-
guard I'm ﬁuing to get them off if 1
can. Think I'm gomg to leave my
friends stewing in detention all this
afterneen, instead of p]a%:;gl football,
simply because Loder and Walker are a
pair of eneaking bullies® No fear!”

" Hacker teaches them plain English
in the Shell ¥ rémarked Hilton.

' tell you what” said Hobson,
“Walker got these fellows detained, and
he can get them off detention, and he's

ot to, or else I'll make him jolly sorry
or himself, and the whole lot of youl
Measly set of blackguards, that's what
you are!”

With that Hobson of the Shell
slammed the door shut and stalked away
in great wrath.

alker rose to his feet.

e glanced round at his friends.

o ]—F.F[ suppdse I'd better spesk to
Prout !” he stammered.

Luderégve him & nod, and he left the
study. ilton winked at Price.

“Prout will think he's got a jolly
good-natured lot of prefects!” he re-
marked. “ Always beggin’ fellows off
punizshment [

“Let that young villain wait till all's
safe !" breathed Loder. “I'll show him
just how much he can dictate to a
profect [2

“I—I supﬁﬂ!ﬂ Walker will wangle it
all right with Prout!” muttered Stephen
Price uneasily.

“0Oh, yes! The old fosl would rather
lot & man off than punish him any
day |” pgrowled Loder. “That's ths
kind of old sss he is| He was quite
?laaaed this morning when 1 spoke up
or those two young cads in the Shelll
He thought it magnanimous, consider-
ing that 1I'd bagged a black e;'al”'
Gerald Loder gritted his teeth. “I°1l
ehow 'em emct-l? how magnanimous I
can be when—="
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“When it's safe!™ smiled Hilton.
“You needn't add that—we Lknow how
Eartlcular you Bare about safety, old

gan [*
’ “Oh, shut up!? snapped Leoder,
“You'ra afraid to risk goin’ down into

the vaults in the day-time, anyhow.”

“Not ai all!® Hilton yawned and
rose from his seat on the edge of the
table. *“Trot out the key and I'll geo.”

Loder and Carne and Frice eyed Ifim.

“It's rieky,” muttered Carne, *“If
anybedy sees you makin® for the door
of the vaunlts—>"

“I'll chance that! Most of tha faga
will be out of the House when the footer
begins, and thers won't be a lot of
people about. Any special instructions
what to do with the guilty goods?™
Hilton langhed. "1 suppose can't
come back carryin' the lot through the
Housa 1™

“Don't ba a silly azs!” sparled Loder,
“They were got down thers cne af a
time, and they can't be brought out
again, They'll have to ba hidden. Wea
shall want all the things again later
whean——"*

“When it's safe, as before!” grinned
Hilton. “How you keep harpin' on
safety, obld thing! Must have been a
connection of yours who invented the
jolly old maxim °‘safety first,’” Only
our maxim seems to be safety frst and
ast and all the fime "

“There’s a pit in the seventh wvault
whera a skeleton was dug up years
ago,” said Loder, unheeding. “i‘)rup
the things into it Nobody will ever
find them there:; but we can root them
out later when we want them. I had
that in mind gll the time.”

“Done ™ said Hilten, and he slipped
the long iron key into hizs pocket and
lounged out of the study.

“Cheeky rotter " muttered Loder,
when he was gone.

“Well, he's got pluck " said Price.
“I'm no keoner on riskin® it than you
are, Loder ! Still, as Hilton says, there's
less risk in E::ln‘ down now and hiding
the things than in leaving them there
till to-night | CGoodness only knows what
that young villain Hebsan will ba up to
next-—and if he opens his mouth loo
wida all tha fat's in the fire1”

FPrice followed his chum from the
sludy. Loder was not entertaining
company in his present mood.

A little later Walker of the Sixth
came back. Loder and Carne looked at
hime inquiringly.

“It's worked !1” said Walker, dropping
mto a clair. I believe old Prout was

lad of a chance to do the benevolent

eak! Anyhow, he's gﬂiw; to  tell
Hacker and Capper an oose  that
their precious young sweeps are let off
detention! I wonder what Hobson will
want next [
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Socoer—and a Surprise!
¢iwr T beats Banagher!” said Beb
I Cherry,

“I'lIl gay it's tha elephant’s
hind leg I'' remarked Fisher T.
Fish,
“The bheatfulness of the esteemed
Banagher is terrifie!” declared Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “The surprise-
fulness is great, and the astonishment
preposterous ! But we are going to
play absurd football, which iz all that
matters.”™

“ Hear, hear!"

Really it was amazing to the Remove
men—ag it was to the detained members
of other Forms. Prout had come down
heavy on the riot in the Rag the

ravious evening, and ordered detention
or avery fellow there—rather hastily,
perhaps, as some of those present had
taken no part in hustling and bustling
Walker of the Sixth., Now he had let
tha whole lot off—without rhyme or
reason, &s it wero!l

The rumour spread that Hobson of
tho Bhell had m hand mm it It was
reported that he had gone to Loder's
study snd requested intervemtion from
that quarter—successfully! A good
mMany 1}r_-llﬂrlﬂm knew that 1t was irue,
But that only added to the general
SUTDTLISE.

How Hobby did those things was &
mystery |

However, satisfaction predominated.
Howscever Hobby had worked it, there
it was—detentions were off, nn& foot-
ball was on. Which on a fine, clear
Ociober day was eminently satisf}actﬂrj"i

In & vory cheery mood, Harr
Whearton & Co. changed for their matc
with the Fourth, _imd faced Temple,
Dabney, & Co. in the ficld. Hobson of
the Eheil—immensel':.r popular by now—
was referee in that match. Fellows
regarded Hobby with great interest

aps said that Loder—Loder of the
Six was afraid of that man Ilobson
in the 8hellt Indeed, Bunter minor
of the Second Form, said that he knew
for a fact that Hobson had threatened
to give Loder another black eye, if he
didn't behave himself, and, that Loder
had fairly cringed !

This kind of rumour was good enough
for fags of the Second Form, but older
fellows wera quite puzzled. Plenty of
fallows suspected that thero was a
“wellow strcak * in Loder, but nobody
wag likely to suspeet him of being afraid
of a Bhell fellow! Yet why had he
played up like this, dancing to Hobby's
tuna ?

The juniors had to give that one upl
And in point of fact, the heroes ef the
Remova soon dismissed the problem
from their minds, football occupving

(Continued on next page.}

I don't know
what he will want,
but I know what he

will £1”  zaid
Loder between his
teeth. “Wait 4ill

I hear from Hilten
that all's clear—
and then—by gum,
Il make him
wriggle.”
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their thoughts to the exclusion of lesser
matters. 2

Temple & Co. of the Fourth were in
rather good form, and the Remove men
had plenty to do. The Brst half of the
match finished up all square, cach side
finding the net once, and during the
interval Ilarry Wharton warned his
mon to pull up their socks. It was
abont this time that Price of the Fifth
strolled down to Little Side and stood
looking an with his hands in his pockets
and a rather sneering expression—
habitual to him—on his face.

The speond half was in progress when
two Bixth Form prefects joined Price
and stood talking to him.

Some of the juniors noticed the group
then., Bixth Form men like Lawrence,
or Daneroft, or Sykes might have come
down—Dbut it was very unusual for
Walker or Carne to take any interest in
junior football, Still more unusual was
it for Price of the Fifth to do so.

“What's that gang here for?”
Bolsover major remarked to a Fourth
Form man in the erowd, and the Fourth
Former shook his head.

““{2oal!" came a rTOAL,

Harry Wharton had Bbotted the pill |

“Cioal I

* Bravo 1™

The sides lined up again, and the

ame was going strong when Cedrie
- Hilten of tﬁna %iith sauntered along.

He spoke to Price, who laughed, and
they walked away together.

alker and Carne of the Sixth re-
mained. But they were not looking at
the football. They were looking to-
wards the House as if in expectation.

“Here he comes I murmured Carne,

And the two prefects walked to meet
Yoder, who was coming down from
the House, his purple eye glimmering in
the Oetober sunshine:

“Goal 1™ came & roar from the
Fourth.
scott of the Fourth had put the

leather in, and the scores were level
again.

“Thes're keeping up I remarkoed?Bob

Cherry. " And only ten minutes more
to go! Pull up Four zocks, you
slackers I

It was rather unuspal for Temple &
Co. to put up a tussle like this. All
eyes were on the game when it re-
started. Hardly a fellow glanced at
Loder & Co. standing at o little
distance.

“ Hilton savs it's all right "' muttered
Walker. "I suppose he's told you.”

Loder nodded.

“Yes. e came lo my study and gave
me back the koy! He's cleared every-
thing out of sight—L'rout can root in
the vaults if he likes, he won't find
anythmg there,

Good 1" said Carne.

“That young hound, Hobson, can tell
Prout anythin® he pleasez now !” =aid
Loder, with a glitter in his eyes. “Let
him—and I'Il have him sacked for
slandering prefects ™

“Oh erumbs!” murmured Walker.

“1 only hope he'll give me the
chance I'* said Loder venomously., “He's
gob out of the sack once, but he won't
get out of 1t next time if he pgives me
another c¢hance.”

He glanced at the foothall field.

“Lhey're not through yet!” he re-
marked.

“Close on the finish, I fhink.” said
Carne. “Are you goin’ to let them pot
through 7

“Hardly "

#1 say, let them rip,” =aid Walker
uncasily. " Don’t muck up their footer
inf:ﬂtch, Gerald! ¥You can whop Hobson
ater.”
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“Don't be a soft asz3, Jimmy Walker.”
answered r contemptuously. * Do
vou fancy I'm letting them get away

with their cheek if I can help 6?7 And
1 can help it now t*

*Well, look here, I think—""

“¥You don't, old man—you ecan'tl

Leave it to me.” said Loder, and he
walked towards tho football feld,
followed by the other two—Walker
frowning and Carne grinming.

Mow that all was safe, Loder was
going  to show exactly how mag-
nanimous he could be!

Interrupting a football match was =
rether unheard of procecding., Stiil, as
head prefect, captain of the school, and
head of the games, Lodor had all soris
of powers in his hands, Ia was ready
to use them all, and stretch them all
to the ntmost, to gratify his grudges.

“Hobson!” he ealled out in a loud
voice,

Hobby of the Shell was busy at that
moment, A fussle was going on in front
of the Fourth Form geal, and the
referee had a keen eye on i, as was a
referee’s duty,  Probably he did not
hear Loder's call! Anyhow, he did not
heed it

But spectators standing near Leder
heard him, and looked at him.

“T1 say, i.rcrrlrr, Hohby's referee 1" said
Claude Hoskins, "“He can't gome off

now.”’

Loder glanced round at Hoskins
That youth was already marked out as
& vichim,

“Go to tho

snapped.
ui}é;.. 40

“Go to your study, and write out two
hundred lines of Virgil. Bring me the

House, Hoskins!" he

lines  before tean, or they will be
doubled.” . ]
Claudes Hosking gazed at him., In

musical matters, no doubt, “eld
Jlaude * was fearfully clever. In other
matters, he was not so quick on the
upiake. He did not realise at onee,
that thiz implied that all was safe now
for Loder, or he would not have re-
started “thrnwin_g his weight about.”

“(Oh, chuck it!" said Hoskins.

“What did vou say?” gsked Loder in
a dangerously quiet tone.

"1 said chuck it!” retorted Hoskine
“I'm not %uing to the House, Loder,
am*lw:rn::u'd etter let IHobby alome, too,
oot
; L?tdcr slipped his ashplant into his
vandd.

“Bend over and {louch your toes,
Ioskins !" he said,

i “?]]“_“t gi

*Are vou getting deaf?” asked Loder
pleazantly. *I told you to bend over
and towch your i{oes! 8harp’s the
word, "

Fellows near at hand were gazing at
this little scene now, instead of at the
football. Hoskins blinked at Loder, un-
cortain and dismaved. During that daﬁ,
Luder had been under Hobby's thumb.
Old Claude eould not quite get 1t into
his head that Leder was no loanger
in that uncomfortable situstion.

“Shan't!” he said at last.

That reply, from a Shell fellow to a
Sixth Form prefect, made some of the
hearera gasp. It made Loder smile.

“VYery well,” he said, “you will ha
reported to Mr. Prout!” Loder turned
his back on Hoskins.

Fie ealled to Hobson again.

“ Hobson, do you hear me—-—Hobson

The tussla befors the goal had broken
up.  Scott had epun the ball to mid-
field, and there was a rush after it.
IHaobby followed on.

“ Hobson 1™ roared Loder.

Hobby glanced round then,

“Come herel” rapped Loder,

“Can't "

“I tell you to come here!”

“Bhan't 1"

Loder strode on the football
grasped the referce by the neck,
dragged him bodily off.

fiald,
and

——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unfinlshed !

HERE was & roar on the football

E field, and round it.
Loder barged through the
players, dragging Hobson. Flay
came to o sudden stop. Harry Whar-
ton jumped into Loder's path, his eyes

blazing.
ficld, Loder!” ha

(1] '::':IF
shouted.

A back-hander from Loder sent the
captoin of the Remove spinning. Hob-
son was hooked off.

off this

"¥You rotten bully!”™ reoared DBab
Cherey.
o “J:.rﬁqt Hobson go, you rotier!” yelled
quiff,

“Oh gad! gasped Temple of the
Fourth. “0Oh gad! Is that man Loder

mad, or what®"

“Let go, you bully [ hewled Ilobson,
struggling frantically. “I'l jolly well
give vou anotlier black eye!™

“Collar the cad!” shouted the
Bounder.

“Back up, yvou men!"

“Down with Loder I"

Walker and Carne rushed in. Loder
needed their help, for the excited fool-

ballers were swarming round bim.
“Stand  back, you mad fagsl”
sna Carne.

“Knock ‘em over!” gyelled the
Bounder.

“Back up!™ shouted Hobson. " Let

go, Loder, you bully, or I'll make you
squirm, you rotter!™
"Will yout" said Loder. "(Go shead
and do it, il you cap, my boy! Now
you'ra coming to the House|”
“Let im po ¥ ghouted Wharton,
“Take five hundred lines, Wharton ¥
“Five hundred rats! We'll rag vomu
if you don’t let Hobsom gol ou
rotten bully, keep off our ground!”
“LCollar him !" hooted Vernon-Smith.
The reckless Bounder was tha frsk
fellow to get his hands on the captain
of the school. He dragged Loder over,

and James Hobson wriggled out of his
ZIrasp.

“ Kick those rotters off ! ghouted Bob
Cherry.

A rush of the {oothallers drove
Walker and Carnes back. Loder was

lefi struggling and roaring under a
swarm of them. Carne ran for the
House; Walker staggerod away, gasp
i.ni for breath,

oder wriggled and roared,

“Chuck him out!”™

“Boot him off I

“Roll bim away ™

Amid shouts and 7yells and hoots,
Toder of the Sixth was rolled and
booted away. He was left gurgling
and pguggling for breath. For some
minutes the bully of Greyfriars was
hars de combat.

“Mow pget on with tho game
Hobson.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!"™ cxclaimed Bob
Cherry. “Hera comes rout!”

The portly Prout was scen advanci
from tge House. Evidently Carne ha
carried the news to him that his
asuthoritative presence was required on
the junior feotball ground.

% 1o
ull.

Loder sat up gurgling.

“0Oh, my ﬁat! ’C“ﬁmt's goin
happen now?” grunted Johnny
".fm we poing on?”

(Continued on page 22.)

!JI

said
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The foothallers exchanged doubtful

looks.

“By gum 1" gasped Hobson. “If that
rotter Loder wants trouble, I'll give
Lim all he wants when Prout comes.”

“ What can you do, asst” grunted the

Bounder.
“I can jolly well tell Prout that I

saw Loder smoking and ﬁa:pblin in
the vaults when was hidiog there
last might ! roared Hobby,

“Oh ¢rumbs ™

*“You—you—rvou saw Loder 7™ gasped
Bob.

“Yes, I jolly well did; and that's
why he got me off the sack, bacause he
was jolly well afraid not to!™ howled
Hoaobson,

“Oh, my hat!*

“Well, he's not afraid of you now,
at anvy rate,” esid the Bounder dryly.
“You'd Yetter be eareful what you e
Frout, unless you can prove it.”

“L can jolly well taks him to the
very spot whoro Loder’s got all the

things—card-table, and cards, and
smokes, and—"

“Oh, wou blithering idiot!” said
Yernon-Smith  contemptuously.  *“ Do

vou think Loder’s left them there for
Frout to sec? He ;:-1]3 well god them
safo out of gight before he started this

hindv.’
“Oh 1" gasped Hobson.
“Uh crikey I” gasped Hoskins.

“83till, t's true,” said Hobby.

“Tat lot of good that is, if you can':

rova it!" sneored the under.
‘Think Prout is going to believe iti"

“Oh!” said Hﬂb!i:_iy again.

It dawned on Hobby's rather slow
brain thet an scousation was not of
much use without proof. It dawned on
him, further, that Lodor would not
have acted ag he was now daing, unless
the proofs had been earcifully got rid

of.
Hobb%f had to realise that the brief
power had departed from his hands.

%0 far from being able to bring the
Lully of Greyfriars to heel, as he had
done earlier in the day, he was now at
Loder’s mercy.

“0Ob ! he said, for the third time.

Making

from your old ones,

Lhiz magoiticent
model-making, woodwork, eto.

Every Boy’s

HOBBY ANNUAL
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to etart new hobbies, and how to get fresh interest
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book-—ernmp collecting, wireless,
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“You silly fathead!” said Bmithy,
“(Can you prove anything, or noti”

“ Mot if Loder t-afla lies about it.*

“Then you'd better hold your Eillz
tongue if you don't want to be sacked !

“Ohi” said poor Iobby, for
fourth time.

Loder staggered to his feet. Prout
was in the offing now, and Loder came
towards the disma’.g'ﬂd tgmup of juniore.

“You'll answer for this to your head-
master—thes lot of vou!” he esaid. “As
for you, Hobson, I hear that you've
been saying slanderous things sbout me
—some lying tale ahout seeing me in
the vaults, or something, breaking the
rules of the scheol. ¥ou can repest
this before Mr. Frout.”

Hobby gazed at him.

“If any fellow here ig fool enough to
beliave your yarn, he can ploase him-
self 1" aneered er. “Mr. Prout will

I shall ask
himm_to make an inguiry.”

“Oh crikey!” said Hobson.

It was evident that ell was safe now
for Loder. Even Hobby's rather dense
brain grasped that fact,

Prout arrived on the spot. Wrath
glowed from his portly countenance,

snd gleamed from his eyes.
“What? ‘What is this?” boomed
Prout. ™An attack on my prefects——"

“Loder interrupted our game, sirl®
said Harry Wharton.

“Bilence—silence! How dare you
attempt to excuse such ruffianism!
How dare wyou, I say! Loder, what is
the cause of thisi"

“I had to speak to Hobson, sir,” said
Loder. “I'd heard that he had been
tolling some disgraceful story about me

among the fags, and I was going to
guestion him. Then the whole mob set
on me.”

Prout reised a plump hand.

“Go to the House—all of you!™ he

boomed. “Every boy here, go to the
House! Not a word! Go!™

“We're playing football, sir—"

“Go!” roared Prout.

The Bounder pglanced round at his
comrades. He was in a mood to barge
over oven the temporary headmaster,
and get on with the game,

MICKEY MOUSE
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"Hobson and

But the other fellows were hardly
prepared for such desperate measurca
ns that.

In silence, with black locks and. deep
faelings, the fooiballers trailed off the

the feld, and headed for the House. The

Form fixture had to remain an unfin.
ished match.

o ——

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way !
[ 17 v
(13 I”'
A- "F:ihead 1" gaid all %he
Famoua Five together.

SECRET szocioty I"
“Look here—=" grunted Herbert

Vernon-Smith. "
“Oh, don't be funny now " grosned
Beb dherry. “Js this a time to be

funny, when nearly every feilow in tho

Houze has besn who T

“The whopfulness has been truly ter-
rific,”' groaned Hurree Jamset Hem
Singh.  “And the funnifulness i nob
the proper caper.”

The Bounder scowled. . ]

“Weo've all been caned,” he said.
“ Hobby and Hosking have been ﬁop;ﬁc:d.
Ioder's got a specisl down on those
two; he'd like to see them sacked if he
conld. Are we standin’ it all?”

“Ow! Wowl!l" said Frank Nugent.
[T WQW Il.‘r "

“We're petti back on Loder!™
snarled the Bounder.

“Owl Wowl"”

“He's got us where he wantsa nsl
Hobby had him down for a time, but
that's washed out; he's too _cunning for
a fathead like Hobson. FProut backs
him up all along the line, and if we give
him a black eye—as Hobby did—we ﬁe.r.
bunked. We don’t want to be bunked.”

“Hardly ™ agreed Harry Wharton.

“There’'s only one 1..--1?'+ der’s after
us, and we're getting after Loder. Only
he's not going to know who did it.”
“Um1" said the captain of the
Remove doubtiully.

All the fellows were keen enough tfo
¥ ret after ' Loder, for that matter.
];%’E:rut had come down with a heavy
and. ;

Every fellow in both football teams
had been caned by the temporery head-
master for ragging Loder on Little Side,

fius ins. had been etill
more severely dealt with, for Prout con-
sidered that there was black ingratitude
in their case.  Only that morning
Loder had begged them off the sack.
This was their gratitude |

Nobody blamed Prout for being an
nss.  Asses, Jike Ipnﬁt-s, were born, not
made. Prout couldn't help it.

But everybody wanted to boil Loder
in oil!

It was known now how Hobby had
for a short time, tamed the bullj"ni
Greyfriars; but 1t was also known that
that was, so to speak, a chicken that
would no longer fight.

Hobson had said nothing to Prout of
his discovery in the wveults. Tt was
certain that no propf ecxisted any
longer; and such an seccusation against
a prefect, without proof, eould only
have been treated as a slander, and
punished accordingly. Poor Hobby
realised that the tables were turned.
He had got off the sack, it was true;
but he had Loder on his trail, eager for
vengeance. ;

ow to handle Loder was a pressing
guestion, & burning question, & most
urgent gquestion. It was the Bounder
who weighed in with a “wheere."” Ha
ozme to Study No. 1 with it, where he
found the Famous Five in a rvather
dolorous state after their whopping
from Frout. 3
“Think of it—if you've gol snything
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As Gerald Loder strode on to the football fleld, Harry Wharlon jumped into his path, his eyes blazing, ** Get off the field,

Loder | ** he shouted.

to think with|1” faid the Bounder sar-
castically. " If you've read any history
ycu know that wherever there i3 a
tyrant thero's & secret society up
sgainst him. Isn't Loder & tyraot?™

“Yes, rather 1"

“Buppese he was collared out of the
House E}r & coupl: of fellows who had
their faces covered up,” said the
Bounder, “and ragged—ragged to the
}:1;:!::1 Would he guess who had done
-I- Lk

*Hobby and Hasks," zaid Wharton.

"Exacﬂjl And suppose Hobbky and
Hosky made it o point to ba with their
b‘qrm-m.nstur ab the time—in his study,

o

Eay

i D‘h t”-

“Then where would Loder ba 7

+F Um I’?

“I'm not sayin' that the wheeze is a
winner,” said the Bounder. “ My idea
iz to try it on and ses how it works.
If it's no good we can chuck it; if it
answers we can carry it on for all it's
worth.™

“ After all, it sounds rather Emmis-
ing,” remarked Johnny DBull thought-
fully, “especially if Loder jumpe to
conclusions, and jumps on Eobby and
Heosky and makes a fool of himself.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“That sounds all right,” he said.
“By pum, [ want to make Loder mit
up! But we ean’t punch a prefect; wo
shouldn't have Hebby's luck in pulling
through. But—"

"Laoder will have all Greyfriars to
choose from when he looks for the men
who handled him,” said the Bounder.
“I'm going to be one, and Cherry had
hotter be tha other—he's as big &z
tlobson. ™

“'m on!" said Bob at onco.

“Two of us can handle the brute,
especially if we take him by surprise,”
suid Vernon-Smith, “and this will be &
beginnipg. If we get awa% with it all
right tho fellows will catch on to the

a ot ooce, We make up a secret

A back-hander from Loder senf the ¢aptain of the Remove spinning.

Bob Cherry, rushing up.

society with a erowd 1n at, all up against
Loder—"

“Passwords and thinge and all that ?"
prianed Bob. *Like the jolly old films

—what 7 T :
“By gum, there’s a Iot 1n 1t !" said
dobhinny Buil in his show, thoughtfiul way,

"Lvery timme we get after Loder it can
ke different. cha;:-s- do the trick., Irout
will be puzzlod.’

“Well, he can’t sack fellows on spoe,”
remarked Mogent, * Look here, 'Ll cut
along and eall Hobby and Heosky.”

MNupent left the study, returning 1n a
faw minutea with Haobson and Ho:lins
—who wore wriggling painfully—and
Stewart of the Shell Ff"lu:z RBounder was
pratificd by fnding them all keen on
the idea.

“Only, look here, I want to have a
hand in it,” said Ilobszon. “1 want to
ke one to handle Loder, you know.”

“Fathead 1" said the Bounder im-
patiently. “ Loder will guess first shot
that you had a hand in it, and you've
got to keep clear.”

" But, lock here—"" =aid Hobson in
hiz uznal dense way. “Look here—"

“Bhut up, Hobby, old man!” said
Stewart kindly. “ Dorn’t you jaw! You
can't think with that old thing you call
a brain."

* Look hero—""

“¥Fou and Hosking have got to have
an alibi proved all ready,” sawd the
Bounder. “Ciet up some excuse for
being with Hacker; azk him to show
vou sometRing in Latm grammar-——"

“"TLock hore. wa get enough Latin
graminar i closs " osawd  Hobson in
alarm. “1f we give Hacker an cxcouso
he may keep ug an houwr jawing.”

“Tha longer he kecps vou the botter.”

“But ['ve got some piane practice to
do,” said Claude Hoskine.

" Bother your silly rot!™ grented the
Bounder.

*Look hero——"

There was rather an argumcent
Study No. L.

in

** You rotten bully [ ™ roared

However, Ilobson and Hoskina were
convineed at lask, and they agrecd lo
play up as required.  After which there
was a discussion of ways amd means,
pros and cons; ond the plan of cam-
Falﬁrt was settled. Then the conference
waka up, m the hope of spoiting a
chanee before prep of getting o work
on the first procecding of the Greyfriars
Secrot Socioty. How it was poing to
turn out nobody knew: but, ot least,
they were potng lo bry i en,

il

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Deep Disguise!

ODER of the Sixth smilrd as he

E strolled in the dusky Cloisters.

Ho had retire te  thot

secluded spot to smoke a quiet
cigaratte,

Since the “war ™ in the school the
Llack sheep of Grepfriars was more
carcful than ever in theso little matteors.
He was very careful indeed to keo
nothing in his study that would tell
against him if rooted out by his focs in
the Lower School. But Loder had
cvery hope now of bringing those foes
to heel, and having them fceding from
his hand, as it were.

His eye was black, but Iobson of the
Shell had paid rather dearly for the
pleasure of bLiucking it; he was going
to pay still more dearly if Loder could
contrive it. And if hg comld be pro-
voked into breokine oubt again in the
game way he would be sacked and done
with, And that secemed ltkely enough
with & het-headed fellow like Heobby,
It would be o lesson to follows who fclt
disposed to roct after Loder’s littlo
secrets when Hobby was turfed out for
goaod.

That was a satisfactory prospect, and

Loder smiled over it &3 he strolled in

tho dusky Cloisters and smoked his
Trs Macrer Liseary.—No. 1,305
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cigarette, He was safe enough there—
or so0 he fancied—it was lock-up now,
and all the fellows in the House. It did
not occur to Loder at the moment that
any fellow might be dropping, in decp
secreey, from an oponed window. Loder,
as & prefect, had a right to be out of
the House after lock-up if he Liked, and
he believed that he was the only fellow
out of the House at the moment.

S0 it came as a great surprise to
Gerald Loder when there was a sudden
rush of feet and two dark figures ap-
pearcd from behind the stone pillars of
the Clolstors.

Before he knew what was happening
ho was collared and drogged over on
Lis back.

He smote the stone flags with o heavy
Bmite,

“Wow |” roared Loder. “Ow ] Why,
what— Ow !l Whooop "’

He struggled frantically.

But one of the dark figures had hold
of his wrists in a grip of iron. and the
other was knceling en his waistcoat,
pinning hem down.

Loder had simply na chanee,

{On his feet he wonld have been more
than & match for one of them, and able
to put up a good tussle against the twe
of them, but in his present position he
was absolutely ai their merey,

. He hardly realised what was happen-
ing as a looped cord was whipped over
his wrists and drawn tight.

Ha strupgled and kicked.

. “Hold him, Hockins !” came a gasp-
ing volce.

THE MAGNET

*8tick to him, Hobby!" came ancther
gasping voice,

“I'll smash you!” gasped Loder.
“I'll—=I'll-=you'll be sacked for this!
Lemme gerrup! I'll—— Grooocogh!”

Loder broke off, gurgling, as an apple
was squeezed into hiz mouth by way of
a gag | It was not a nice apple! It was
a vory old apple—very old and very
sguashy, and slightly smelly! As an
article of diot, that apple was no longer
of any usa: oven 1Billy Bunter would
have disdained it. As o gag for Loder,
it r?_mﬁ im UET..flilr]:' T

“ Gurrrrrgigh urglec e hapless
bully of Gr%yfriaﬁ.g “Wuorrggh I P

Il still kicked! Dut now that his
hands were Lied, both his assaillanis
grasped his legs.

One of them was bent up ot ihe lneno
and tied, Then Loder was released.
Unable to get up on only one leg, he
spravwled and gurgled. _

It was dusky in tie old Cloisters, Lut
he could see the two fellows who panted
over him. But he could not see their
faces, and little of their figures.

Each of them was buttoned up in an
old raineoat to the chin. Each of them
Imdgris face covered with a Guy Fawkes
mask.

Except that, from their height, thew
were juntors, nobody could have guessed
whe they woere, or to what Form they
belonged.

But Loder knew!
licved that e know!
. Both of them were rather big for
juniers, which looked as if thev were

At lonpst, he he-

COME INTO THE
OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glad fo hear from you,
cliums, so drop me a line to the

following address : The Editor,

The '* Magnet " Library, The

Amalgamotod Press, Iid., The

Fleetivay House, Farringdon

Atreet, London, E.C.4. A

stamped, oddressed envelope
teill ensure o veply.

ELL, chums, you now ligee in
gour honds a Bheriff's
Secret Code and Cypher Key,
which is the fifth and final
e in connection with our

FREE SHERIFF'S OUTFIT,

and I hope pou've as pleased with if
s gou were with the Sheriff's Star,
Invisible Wyiting Pencil, Six-Shooter,
and fhe Thumbprint Recorder—all
of which have been presented FREE
iwcith previous fssues of MAGNET.
No olher boy's paper, gon will agree,
has ever given to ifs readers such o
aplendid Bseries of gifts. T puess
tou're feeling mighty glad you joined
the happy band of ‘' JMagnetiles,?
what 7 Stand by the Old Paper—
that's my advice fo you. I've goi
heaps more DBIG ATTRACTIONS
in store for ygou fellows |

carefully studping the direcs
tions on the back of your Secret Code,
furn fo the cover of thiz issue of
MAGNET and decipher the meaning
of the lelters—JZANQU—to be scen
thereon. Teking the letfer Y N "
as the code letter, turn the discs until
the blue letlter * N ' is opposite the
red letfer ©' N ""—care being taken viot
1o ynove the discs again once pou hove
got them in their correct poxition.
Now gou are ready o find the hidden
word behind JZANQU., For instance,

divectly. opposite the blue letlers
JEANOL are the red lefiers MAGNET'.
Ouite simple, isn't it 7 The adbvaniage
of this ingenious Secret Code iz that
pou can send messages that only those
who cre in possession of the scerct
code ean decipher. Sowhy not eorre-
sapond with your chums in eppler—
it's great  JFun  decoding secred
TRessSages.
185 PRIZFES !

If you would tike to go in for g grand
new FREE CCompetition, serite o
Kay fGames and Sporis) Lid., Dept.
M., Pembwoke Works, London, N.10,
ard thoey will send pou their catualoague
tehich tells you all aboui it. The
competition is gquife simple—all yon
hoare fto do is to say v nol more than
twrenty-five words why you think Kay
Chemistey and Elecirical Oulfils are
lhwest. There i8 noe enftrance fee and
one hundred ond eighty-five prires
are being given oway, so be snre and
gend for detoils to-day.

¥ feel that ¥ cannot ot this shorE chat
of mine pass without another mention
of owr poptlor Armuals— The Holiday
Annual ' arnd the *' Popular Book of
Roys™ Storics.” If you have nof the
ready cash o pay for these bumper
books ashk ywonr newsagent for pars
Houwlars of the Annuals™ Christmas
Clulfr, by meons of which you oan
secure them by easy instalments,

L] - - L] L] L]

Next week's splendid programme
teill consist of another ratiling fine
porn of Havry Wharton & Co. at
Gireyfriars, entitled :

“ TITE SECRET SEVEN ! *

which will hold pour interest? from
the first line fo the very last, fogether
with jfuriher chapters of Morton
Pike's afivving highwampnan-adveniure
story, a topical igsue of the * Grey-
friars Hervald "' and anothey inferesting
Soccer talk by ** Linesman.’™

YOUR EDITOR.

Bhell fellows. And had they not, in
the excitement of the moment, called
one another by thair names?

Loder would have guessed, anrhow,
that they were the two Shell fellows who
had been flogged that afternoon. DBut
he did not need to guess when one had
called the other Hosking, and the other
had called the one Hobson! That left
no doubt in the matiter—to Loder's mindd,

Even in his prosent state of discom-
fort, there was safizfaction in knowing
that he would pet theze iwo young
rascals sacked from the school [for
assaulting a prefect as soon as he could
get to DI'rount and denounce them!

He tried to speak, but the apple
presented difficulties !

“Grooogh! Urrrrgggh ! was.all that
he could utter.

There was o breathlezs chuckle from
under the Guy Fowkes masks, Tha
taller of the two, whe, to Loder’s mind,
was certainly Fobzon, produced a bottle
of ink from under his coaf.

He removed the eork and up-ended the
bottle over Loder’s face. Lhe ink came
out 1n & stream.

“Splazh |

“Ila, ha, ha!”

*Gurrrrggeghh 1Y

“1a, ha, ha ™

The other masked fzure produced a
bottle of gam. Loder, wrigghng frantie-
allv, got the gum down the back of his
neck., Affer the gum had trickled down
the bottle was shoved alter it,

Then the raggers seemed to be satis-
fied. Loder was ejecting the mouldy
apple in fragmentis, trying to yell {or

he 'Z{P _ _
hey cut off and vonished 1n the dark-
eEs,

Loder of the Sixth was left alone—
wriggling and gurgling ! He got rid of
thie apple at last and shouted. But he
realized that he was not likely to be
heard so far from the House; and Lv
pushmF against a pillar he succeeded n
strugpling up on his one available leg.

T'hen he hopped!

With one leg tied up he had te hop
on the other! In a frame of mind that
could not have been deseribed in words
the bully of Grewfriars hopped out of
the Cloisters and hopped his way to the
House.

Already he knew the two raggers
would be back in the House! ‘Ther
would have strigped off the masks and
coats, and no doubt hoped that ther
identity would remain unknown, thanka
to that disgpuise—forgetting that they
had witered one another's names in
their exeitement ! Bat Loder know !

He hopped, and hﬂgpedl Ile reached
the House at last. The door was closed,
and Loder kicked at it eavagely for
admission. When it was opened he
hopped in.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Guilty!

“ ALLO, hally, halle!”
i H “Whe the dickens—"

“Who is it?"
“YWhat is it?"

“It's the Wild Man from Dorneo !™

“Ifa, ha, hal”

“Wha 15 this? What does this mean?
Unprecedented—unparalleled " Prout's
deep boom was heard. “ What=—what—
what "

A hundred peirs of eyes stared, almost
dazedly, ot the stronge fgure that
hopped into the hghted House |

Loder was hardly recognisable! Tiat.
less, hiz hair wildly tousled, his face
smothered with ink, his hands {ied, ln:rla-
ping on one leg, he presented & really
remarkable sight.

Two fellows in the Remove knew what



Loder would look like when he came in
— Cherry and Smithy! Beveral
other fellows had been wondering what
ha would look like! But to most of
Greyirinrs ho camo as a startling shock.

Juniors and seniors, masters and
prefects, stared at him, blinked at him,
fairly gaped at him.

" Get me loose ! Loder had got rid of
the appla before this and could speak,
“T'm tied—Mr. Prout, tell them to un-
tie me—I've been attacked—I—I1've been
ragged—I—I—I M

““Ha, ha, ha ! come o yell.

Hoilenee ™ boomed Prout. *Is—is—is
that Loder? Is it credible that one of
my prefectz has been treated in this
menner ¥ Walker—Carne—{oker—get
Loder released at once! Bless my soul !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Coker.

“SBilence! How dare you laugh,
Coker! Untie Loder at once ! hoomed
Prout. *“Silence, all of you! This is
not a laughing matter! T will cane any
boy who langhs! Why, sre you laugh-
iijug;,u Mr. Woose? Are you laughing,
nir !

“Good graciows, no, sir!” gasped Mr.
Woose. “ I—I was—was coughing-—"

“Ha, ha, bha!?

“Silenca ! roared Prout.

Loder was untied. His hands were
freed, and he was able to stand on both
legs. He grabbed out a handkerchict
and dahbeg his inky face. The hand-
kerchief was sadly stained, but it seemed
to make little difference the face!
Loder was still of tha ink, inky !

“Who has done this, Loderi”
demanded Prout. “The offender shall
be instantly expelled from the school—
on this very instant 2

*If caught 1" whispered the Bounder.

"“If1" prinned Bob. :

*Hobson and Hoskins sir!” gasped
Joder. “Those twe Shell fellows, sir
—they collared me suddenly from
Lehind, whan I was—was walking in
the Cloisters, and—and got me downl
I—-I'd gonec there to be quiet, &ir, lo
think over some—some Greek I have to
do, and—and they must have sneaked
out of tha House, and—"

* Amazing, incredible!  Hobson!
Hoskins! Where are they? Are the
present !’ boomed Prout, staring round.

Fellows were crowding ug from avery
direction. But Hebson and Hoskins of
the Shell were not among those who
craowded up.

“Where are they?” boomed Prout.
“Where i3 Mr  Hacker? Mr
Hacker—*

“] am here, sir!” said the quiet,
aciil voice of the master of the Bhell.
“If you desire to see Hobson and
Hoeskins of my Form, sip—"

“T de!™ boomed DIrout. “¥You see

wkat they have donel Lok at Loder,
gir! Look at him {7

“T am looking at him, sir!*” said Mr.
Hacker acidl “I hnave certainly
never secn a {greyfrinrs prefect in such

a disgraceful state before [’

Boys vour  Form, lr.
Hacker——"
“Mothing of the kind, =ir!” said

Hacker warmly. “All the boys of my
Form are i the House, and have been

in the House since answering their
names at call-over! Of that I am posi-
tive, girl”

'F

" Loder sfateg—-="

“*They must have got out of a window,
sir !” said Leder. gasping. "It was
Ilohson and Hoskinsg whko did this——"

“How dare you make such s state-
ment I hooted Mr, Hacker.

“It's true!™ roared Loder.

“It is not true!” hooted the master of
the Shell. “Mr. Prout, I deny Loder's
statement absolutely—on my own know-
ledge, =ir =

EVERY SATURDAY

“Bless my soul!” said Mre. Prout

hlankly. ':Lm!ﬁr, are FoOu Sura you
made no mistake—sure that you recog-
nised——-"

"I could not recognise the young
rascals, zir, as they had their faces
covered with Guy TFawkezs maskas !
panted Loder. *“But they called one
another by their names, Ilobson and
Hosking, in my hearing.”

The Bounder winked at Bob Cherry,
and Bob gurgled. 'That “wheozo  had
been the Bounder's, and it had worked
beautifully.

“That seems to settls the matter, Mr.
Hacker " raid Prout. “DBevs would
searcely eall one another by other boys’
namezs !

" Bearcely " murmured the Bounder.
“Hardly ever! Whati'

——
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Dinoer : ' Waiter, ia this cottage
piﬂ l? ¥

Walter: * Yeu, sirl "

Dinor: ¥ Then it must be the
foundation stons 'vea gotl ™

Sp&:ial Prize to: J. K. Weitz,

Mount Pleasant, P.O., Emerald
' Hill, dist. Port Elizabeth, 8. |
Africa.
Send YOur effarts to: |
* Limericks and Joke Editor,” l
clo MAGNET, 5, Carmelite |
Street, London, E.C.4. (Comp.)} L'
“"Ha, ha, ha I

" Bilenee ! Why are not ITobson and
Hozkins here?? demanded BJIr. Prout.
“Bend for them at oncel Do you know
where they are, Mr. Hacker

"Certainly I de!” snepped Mr
Hacker. “They are in my study, sir,
where I left them, when I came out on
hearing this disturbance, sir! I have
been assisting them, sir, in sofme Latin
irregular ver in which they found
difficulties, sir, and which they brought
to me, their ]f‘urm-mn:’il{-t‘! It scems to
be very fortunate that they did, sirv, 1n
view of the utterly uvnfounded accusa-
tion Loder iz making against them.™

“"They weren't in Four study when
they grabbed me in the Ciloizters?!™
howled Loder.

“And when did
demanded Mr. Hacker.

“MNot a guarter of an hour ago ¥

“"And vou dare to say thal it was
done by llobson and Jloskins of my

that happen?"
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Form, who have been in my study for
f.'D]]EiI:i&IE.bIj" more than half an hour,
and are there still 1" hooted the master
of the Shell.

TLoder blinked at him, an inky blink.

“In=—in—in your study for hali an
hour I he stuttered.

“"More then (hat period!” snapped
Hacker. " At the very moment you
stote that they attacked you in the
Cloisters they were in my study, and
had been there a considerable time!
IHow dare you, Loder!

" Bless my soul I pasped Prout. ™ If
—if—if you are cort#in that the boys
were i yvour study, Mr. Hacker—-*
" As they were there in my presence,
git, I can searcely he in doubt about it.”

“Quite s0! Quita! Loder, you have
rrade & mistake—a very serious mis-
take! This i3 not what I expect of
you, Loder {”

Loder gasped helplessly.

It was imposeible, of course, to doubt
Mr. Hacker's statement. If he said
that Hobby and Hosky had been in his
study at the time, they had breen in his
study 4t thoe timel The two masked
junigrs in the Cloisters, whoever the
had been, had not been Hobson an
ITaskins of the Shell. Yet they had
called one another by those names!

A most +El.‘.l'i-l]1.15_ mistake 1" boomed
Piout, ‘Wery serious indeed! This
v{ﬁl] not de, Loder—it will not do at
all.”

“They—they ecalled one another
Hobson and Iloskins, sir!™ stuttered
Laoder. "1 distinctly heard the
names—"

* Nongense | snapped Ilacker.

“I tell you they did!” shrieked
Loder. i ) i

“If they did, it waz a trick—a
transparent trick—to deluda youl”
snapped Hacker., “You are stupid,
Loder—stupid, unthinking, and, I fear,
unserupufous in making secusations!
’'ah ! Hacker snorted. “Pah i

He stalked away. ;

“Lodez, I am disappointed in vou!”
said Mr. Prout. ““This is not what I
expected of you Loder! Such hasty,
unthinking accusations—""

“I—I thought—-"

“ Nonsensa ! boomed Prout.
too, stalked away,

Loder, undar the Iok, was orimson
with rage and humilistion. He glared
round at a sea of laughing faces,

“What sboat gettin' a wash, old
man ' murmured Walker

Loder stamped away. Really he
needed a wash| He went to get one—
followed by a roar laughter that
woke all the echoes of Gregiriars
Schoal.

Taater, in Study No. 1, six members
of the Remove, and two of the Shell,
cxecuted a dance of triwmph reund the
study table.

“It's worked 1” ¢hortled Bobh Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Worked 'ik2 & charm ' chuckled The
Bounder.

“The charmfulness iz terrifig 1™

“Hap, ha, ha!”

“And thiz isn't the end ™ added the
Bounder. “This 13 only the beginnin'!
Loder's asked for it, and, by gum, he's
gomn' to get it 1 The Greylriars scorct
soctety, my beloved ‘earers, iz goin’ to
ke & power in the land |

And the Bounder was right.

THE END.

(Look out for more lLvely fun and
theills in the next yarn in thiz grand
meries. It'a entetled: “"THE SEURET
SEVEN!" And fake the tip from me,
ehuma—order your copy eéarly.—ED))

Toe Maicrwer Lisrany.—~MNo. 1,303
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OUR STIRRING OLD-TIME STORY OF HIGHWAYMAN ADVENTURE !

CAPTAal

y
MORTON PIKE.

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

heing fo the ectivifies of a cerlain
Itan Hickermom, Execise Officer,
Squire Dashicood, a Jacobife ot heart,
romes jnfo porsession of the famous
Trimingham heirlooms, with which
it is hoped to waise moncy for ithe
Sacvobite coanse, Whilec riding §o
Dashweod Hall ke is robbed of the
freaswre Dy a mysterious highwaygman
wrio calls kimself Caploin Crimson.
Later, Bard Huggett, a newcomer lo
the disfrict, picks up o crimsan masi
and, being seen with i, iz faken for the
nolorions highwagman. Faonediately,
the people of Wiidcrweater set out do
capture him. % Let's make for Burnt
N seps goung Jack Leanard who,
tagether with his chum, DBilly Jepp,
jning in the chase, * we may spot our
man waliing for the flelds [

{Now Read On.)

The Killing of * Captain Crimson** 1

e T'S o good scheme, Jack,” said

E Billy Jepp, "but I've an 1dea our

man has had warning alecady,

and with an hour’s start he could

be at Danbury by now, lasghing in his

steeve.  We all know * Captain Crim-
son's’ no fooll” ;

Jack Lennard laughed  jovously.
Chasing highwaymen was better than
Leing at ihe Grammar School, anyway.

The two chums rode down the hill
inte the rutiy <art track Lknown os
Sandy Lane.

It had not oceurrcd fo either of the
havs, as they left the hue-and-ery
behind, that they were nnarmed, for a
riding-whip i3 searcely n mateh for a
loaded pistol in the hand of a desperate
L.

The lane wound over an open part of
tho heath, with bare fields rising o a
ridgo on their near side, and fortunately
they met nothing more formidable than
a seutthng rabbis until they reached the
knoll on which Burnt Mill stood. .

Years before, the old wooden post-mill
iad been struck by lightning, which had
destroyed the upper part, but the cir-
rular brick granary still remained, with
the ladder leading up to the gallery, the
whole thing forming a prominent land-
mark, for the knoll rese high above the
zaltings, and was visible for several
miles down the river.

It waz a favourite spot with the
smungglers, a3 the gangs of men and
horses conld reach it by way of Sandy
T.ane, and =ee the “free-traders’ " signal
from the gallery long Lefore the luggers
came to their moorings.

“We cught to have sent o watcher up
there when we hirst started,” said Jack,
az they rode up the grass-grown path.
I shouldn’t be surprized 1f the fellow
slipped by this way while we were tak-
ing the other road.”

The deor of the granary faced north,
but the crazy ladder was on the south
side, right in front of them as they

Sporia
Ertoyolopedia

-

Prinked in -ii_::'wm-.ﬁ;llz...‘l.iu- _:n.Fd
Farringdon Sirecl, Lonpden, B
tramzniission &y Canadian Magazins Post,

Y

reached the top of the knell, Dismount-
mg, they eclambered up the hroken rongs
with some difficulty, the wioly thing
shaking dangerously under theic weight,

As ther leaned on ihe gallere rail
they saw the hoe-and ery already work-
ing down the leng slope towards them.
dotted  abont  among  the  bracken;
Bills’s father, econspicuous in his white
sitict-sleeves, and the parvsen, a black
cdot on biz bay coby; Hickerman and the
suire well to the front, and some of the
dragoons riding across the open plough-
land.

Five milez of fruitless search having
damped the ardonr with which they
began, and thore boing only a disused
quarey left that eonld possibly serve os
o hiding-place, they were all making for
1t

As thiz was close to the end of Sandy
TLane, and the bovs had just passed it,
Jack's of

sigh dizappointment  was
eehoed by hiz companion.
“We've drawn  Dlank to-dav, old

chap,” said Jack., “Look at poor old
Faleon down on the road ronder, A lot
of good he thinks le's doing with his
white pouy,”

“And there’s the sguire coming onf
of the quarey,” granted Bille., “ What's
e riding this way for? It's na good.
Tet's save hun the trouble and give him
a shont."

iut the shout that burst from Billy
Jepp's lipz was a very different one, az,
from out of the pranoey door beneath
them, dazhed a man on a blask horse,
spurring hendlong down the kngll!

“I saw him firat—the guinea's mine !
Yoicks "' welled  Billy,” throuzh his
hands. ' There he i3, making for tho
other roacd ™
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The boys' natnral impulse woz to get
io their horzez: but as the fagitive had
alvcady reached the level with the cholee
of several ways in front of him, thev
ran ronnd to fhe east side of the gallory
to mark which one he took, and saw
lim look back over his shonlder a3 a
chorus of shouts was Lorne on the wind,

“Slop thied! Blop thief] Deatl €o
the highwayman!” roared o siore ot
vorges, and zomegne  accidentally  ddis-
charged a piziol in his excifement,

S0 far. the other pnrsuors had not
conght sight of him, bnt My, Barr
Huggett was nonr the happisr on thwt
arcount, knewing it to Le only a matter
of moments before ther would hava him
m full view, and theso thriee acenrsod
boys on the mill np yonder were yelling
themselves hoarse !

Hiz bLloodshot eves glanced round in
senrch of cover,

_On the right, water-meadows and the

river; to the left. that heavy plough-
land, and the going all up hill,  Hut
sfraiglit abend lay the open road, and
hiz horse was fresh.

"Normans End ! roared the watehers
on the gallers, as thev zaw their man
heading for the next village.

And then Jack Lennard fairly gazped.

“Bee, Billy, yonder’s my father com-
iz back from hiz round, and Miller
Winnows with him ! he eriod.  *They
know nothing ! They'll mect the ¢ Cap-
fain’ at the bend 1™

The colour faded out of the boy's
Qushed  cheeks, for the  barrel of
Huggett's pistol glinted in the sunshine.

The same strong wind that had
brought the hae-and-ery to the highway-
man's ears, however, warned ile two
riders of hiz approach, alihouzh hie was
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galleping on the grass verge, and Jack
and Ei!!ﬁ SAW ]]r.g-f.nznnardﬁi hand go to
hia eoat pocket, and the pair trot into
view while Huggett was still o dozen
lengths from the corner, :

“Egad, the captain’z a fine rider,
whatever else! Look at that!” ex-
claimed Billy, unable to repress a ery of
sdmiration as the highwayman swung
his horse aside and put him at the
ragged hedge through which he crashed,
to land eleverly in the adjoining feld
with scarce a check, and then race away
at right-angles. .

The boys thought of their own horses,
but the gallery gave them such a splen-
did prospect that they remained where
they were, unwilling to miss the smallest
detail of that race for life or death.

“The squira’s seen him! So has Mr.
Warden !” eried Jack excitedlﬁ. “Will
he clear the cattle-gate? No, he's turn-
ing along iha brook! Gad! That was
a jump, if you like! TRotten take-off,
too | He's making for Dog Fox spinney.
The drageons will head him off thera!
Told you so! He's coming back, and
Hickerman’s wailing behind ‘he big
willow 17 " . _

Two reporis cut short the rumung
mmmentn%u and one of them had cut
short Bart Huggett's career of crime !

Jack and Billy saw the drabeoat
huddle up over the black’s withers, and
the horse stop suddenly. Then, as the
man slipped heavily to the ground, they
ran for the ladder!

By the time they reached the spot, the
hue-and-ery were crowding round the
corpse o get a Ei!ﬂtt of the villain whose
daring exploits had made Widewater
afraid to be out of doors after dark for
the past month and mere.

As Jack squeezed his way.through the
chattering mob of perspiring meh and
sweating horses, Dick Loop held up two
masks, one of red velvet, the other of
black erepe, which he had just drawn
from a side pocket in the skirt of the
drab riding-coat, and & cheer rose from
the circle. . . =

“That's the end of Captain Crimson !
cried somebody, and there was another

cheer. . he? ked D
“But who was g aske Dir.
i “That's what I should like

Lenmard.
to know.” . .
hide him-
*“Tf only

“And where did the do
gelf ¥ said Bquire Dashwood.
we could find, there might be a chance
for some of us to discover our stolen
property. Only last night he robbed
me to a pretty tune, here has he
hidden it, eh? A pipe, this brass
1obacco-box, and one shilling and five-
pence i3 all he had on him; yet we know
ho must have gathered a small fortune
since he came among us.”

Nobody was able to answer the ques-
tion, and having taken their fill of the
corpse, they examined the highwayman’s
horse with curiosity.

Jack Lennerd had never seen a dead
man before, and the sight made him
shudder. o )

The face, with its heavy jowl pnd the
lightly parted lips showing the broken
teeth, wore an expression of strange
repose, in spite of so vielent an end.

“A very ruffian, if ever I zaw onel!”
said Billy Jepp, in a low voice. * Who'd
think, to look at him, Jack, that he
spouted Latin when he robbed our
parson of fifteen guineas? T wonder
what made him take to *the road "

“And vou may go on wondering,
Billy. *Captain Crimson’ lived and
1|iEtf£t. m%ster:.r,” replied Jack, turning
away. “But the fellow could ride—we
gaw that. I believe he'd have got elean
off if my father and old Winnows hadn't
met him when they did.”

Billy nodded, and as the doctor had
not so0 far noticed his truant offspring
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in the excitement of the moment, the
pair melted away round the outskirts
Ef the laughing crowd, and made for
One,

The Traitor’s Leiter!

gr % LLL," mused Dick Loop to

a4 himself, as he trotfed off
down the long lane to take
his stirring news back to
Buckthorpe village and old Betty., “I
reckon Squire Dashwood is a happy man
to-night1 He’s had hiz revenge, any-
way, and after a rare gallop, too, which
is what he loves best of all!”

But, in spite of Dick Loop's ideas on
the subject, of all that odd assortment
of horsemen that took its noisy way to
the Black Boar, Mr. Lancelot Dash-
wood, strange to tell, was the one to
whom the death of the notorious high-
wayman had brought no satisfaction ab

&4 '-!:.' [

all.

The squire had a terrible weight on
his mind, and, what was more, the only
way of relieving it was the writing of
g letter—a thing the roystering squire
hated like poizon.

“An inguest to-morrow, another
gibbet on the heath, and I suppose
there’s the end of it,” he said to Dr.
Lennard, as they rode back to Wide-
water together. " How is one to find out
the scoundrel’'s hiding-hole 7

“In all probability that will be done
long after you and I are gone, squire,”
said Dr. Lennard, “But, scriously,
Dashwood, this wild story of Captain
Crimson’s robbing you of ten thousand
pounds is nonsensze, of course 1

“Very far from nonzense—it is the
truth, Dr. Lennard! And, what's more,
the money was not my own I muttered
the handsome, reckless fellow, ullmﬁ
himself up short, like a man who hac
been on the point of saying something
better left unsaid. :

Everyone koew that the squire was a
Jacobite at heart, and Dr. Lennard,
filled with great coneern at his words,
said nothing as they rode on in silence.

“Can you find me a sheet of letter-
paper and a quill?’ asked Dashwood
suddenly. “These fellows yonder will
be making a rare hub-bub at the Boar."

“Delighted, squire!” answered Der.
Lennard, as he led the squire into his
house.

It took Squire Dashwood the best
part of an hour and the splitting of
three quill pens before the letter was
finished and sealed; and you will per.
haps understand why when you read it.

“My dear Jord Trimingham,™ it
began—then o blot—"1 fear me your
lordship will take as little pleasurs in
the reading of this as I de in the
writing. The wallet of jewels you sent
by Harry Wortley for the nse of the
Frince in France has Lbeen stolen.

“Harry was followed from TLondon,
and narrowly escaped being taken. I
spare yvour lordship the details, but, sink
me, "twas a close shave —Another blot.

“He left the wallet in his haste, and
riding home with it I had the great
misfortune fo encounter a scoundrel
who called himself * Captain Crimson.’
True, I was somewhat in hiquer at the
time, which will happen to the best of
us. But the Trimingham hetrlooms
vers nig, and my pistela with them!
We shot the dog to-day, but have no
traco of the w::ITaL I am heartbroken
about the business, as you may believe,
and, having made a clean breast of it
can do no more than subscribe mysclf

“Your lordship’s humble and very

contrite servant,
“LarcELor Dasewoon.”

iatherﬂd from Harry that
ok for a landing shortly—

“P.8.—I

we may lo
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unless this unhappy loss shall delay his
Highness through lack of funds, which
Heaven forbid ™

Havi directed the letter to “ Tha
Right Hon. the Earl of Triminghaom,
St. James' Squere, Londen,” and taken
another long pull from the decanter Dr.
Lennard had placed at his elbow, the

uire went across to the Black Boar,
where, as he had ];rt}ﬁhesiad, Uproar
and langhter flled the houso.

“Jepp,” he said, beckoning the busy
landlord aside, “what time does the
coach pess through Witham 1" :

“They should change horzes at eight
o'elock, sir.”

“Then I want you to send this note by
a trusty messenger, JepF. to ba do-
livered into the hands ¢f the guward,”
said the squira. _

“Old Reuben's the man; I'll tell Billy
to warn hom."'

“And herc's a crown for hts paing,
Jepp. There's little chanee of hia losing
it on the road after to-day's work!™
laughed the squire, happier now that bha
ha.dg rid himself of that hated task.
“Bring me a bowl of punch into the
parlour.™

Almost at the zame moment, young
Jack Lennard, whe was supposed to
have been at the Grammar gchmt all
the afterncon, and to have only just
returned, was asked by Mres. Lennard
if he would carry a message to the
upper fown. ;

ack wuz only too pleased to oblige,
as he would be sure to meet some of
the boys, to whom he could retail the
story of tho chase.

Already the news had spread, and
folk were discussing it in the long
strect that constituted the upper town.

By the time Jack had given the true
vorsion to several of his acquaintances
and done his errand, the sun had sct.

“Hallo! What are you doing here at
this time o' dey?” he said, as he was
suddenly confronted by a small boy
mounted on a large cob.

“Old Parslow kept me in after
school,” whimpered the Fsoungster.
“I've had a Bogging, too; and it'll be
almost dark betore I get home, Jack.
Oh, I do wizsh you'd come with me as
far as the Round Oak! I'm s=o afraid
of meeting the highwayman when I'm
alone I

“T'll come with you, Jimmy," said
Jack, and he laid a protecting hand on
the child's knee. ™ Il;'s rather thick of
our headmaster, and if I were your
father I'd—— But, never mind, tell
me all about it as we go along, and then
i'il tell you something you'll be glad te

car.”

Big, sixteon-year-old Jack Lennard
had taken littla Jimmy Martin undor
his wing at school, and no one dared to
bully him there. To the fragile boy
with the large eyes Jack was o hero.

Juite 8 number of the Icllows who
lived at a distance rede in to school
every day, but the Martin's farm was
three miles out, and to be kept in meant
n3 companionship on the way back—all
of which the ctyrannical headmaster
knew perfectly well. But, as Jack pre-
sently declared with hot indignation,
old Parslow was a hrute !

“ Never muind, Jimmy, vou won't fecl

| F ]

afraid any more,” said Jack Lennard,
lavghing at the tear-stained face. “The
wonderful fCaptain Crimzon’ is as
dead as a doornail now [V

" Dead 1

“Yea, Dan Hickerman, our new

Excize Officer, shot him elean through
the heart this afterncon.”

And little Jimmy Martin listened,
ﬂ%qn-mauthed. to the story of the chase,
which Jack told at considersbls length,

1t teok a long time in the telling, and
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the excited listener never noticed that
they had left the Round Oak far behind
thern before it came to an end.

It was dusk, and bats were flittiog in
the gloaming when they arrived at
Jimmy's home,

Jack opened the gate and watched the
figure of his protege as he trotted up
the driftway to tlie farm, and then he
turned ha.-cE with plenty of thouglhts
for company on the lonely road.

Rather gloomy thoughts they were,
teo, for they centred on hiz own future
which the talk of the hated Grammar
School had brought up. Of all things
in the world Jack Lennard longed to
serve the King as & cavalry officer, but
there seemed little likelihood of that.

Both he and Billy Jepp had been
bitten by the same dog; but eold man
Jepp found his sen far too wseful in the
flourishing posting trade attached to the
Black Boar, and Dr. Lennard had
destined Jack to follow in his own foot:
steps and succeed him in his large
pountry practice. .

But when Jack recalled that glorious
gallop over the heath, and how they had
watched the highwayman's desperate
efforts to escape his pursuers, his
thoughts took on a brighter cast. He
strade briskly along until he heard
hoof-beats ahead of him on the road,
which ceased almost as their noise
reached him, followed by a sound that
might have been human. -

gu stop and listened, realising
that he had not even a stick in his hand,

Then suddenly & black shadow passed
between him and the tall hazel hedge

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

on the other side of the read, the form
of a palloping man that seemed to
spring from nowhere and vanish in the
darkness [

Jack felt himsell go cold, and, seized
with something very like terror, ho ran
towards the town. only to stop again as
he neared the Round Oak.

© Robbed-—robbed I wailed a voiee he
knew at onece. *Thirty yvear, boy and
man, have I ridden this road, an' never
been stopped afore! Wyhat shall I tell
the squire ™

“Why, what's happened, Reubeni”
¢ried the lad, coming up to the old post-
bor, who sat hunched in the clumsy
saddle, sobbing like o child.

“The letter for the London coach!”
gasped Reuben. “Ie nigh tore the
jacket off my bock, and choked me the
while with t' other hand. And when
he'd got the letter he said: *This is
what I want! and then he was gone!”

Jack, ignorant of what the squire had
written, or, indeed, that he had written
a letter at all until that moment, was
just then concerned over two thinge—
the unexpected appearance of another
highwayman in their midst, and poor
Reuben, the head post-boy, who was
nearly sixty, and in a state of eollapse.

“Come, Reuben, what's done can't be
um‘;‘gnc—iaaﬁt, of sll by staving here!”
was all Jack could say. “ Pull yourself
together, man, and we'll tell the squire
at once. At most he can write another
letter and send it by the morning

ch.™
cn?lut. Reuben had been zo0  badl

shaken, both in body and soul, that his

bandy iegs were almost rnttiing. and
he swaved dangerously in the zaddle.

“Let me bide, Master Jack; mebba
I'll be better in & while I” he implored,
blubbering afresh, ;

There was nothing for if but fo stand
by the old post-boy and hope that some-
one would come that way.

Then a whinny from the post-horse
warned the lmpatient Jack that some-
one was not only coming but was thers
already, and the lad started, for tha
approach had been so noiseless that the
hand on his shoulder and the wvoice
coming out of thé darkness came at
same moment ! . i

A horseman's boot was pressing him
against the grey's Bank, and the black
E!ur of a mounted man towered above

im.

“Take that doddering old idict back
to the Black Boar, and tlus paper with
him ! said the voice, *Eonour is the
tonchstone between cne gentleman and
another, Master Lennard, and I put you
on your hooour to deliver this letter to
Bquire Dashwood unread 12

Scarcely knowing what he did, Jack's
trombling fingers took the paper thrust
out to him.' Then as he had come, &0
did the mysterious rider go, leaving the
dazed lad unable to tell which way he
had taken in the darkness of the mgﬁt{

M For musey's sake let us be a-goin
lest he come back again!” stuttered the
terrificd Reuben,

(Watch out for further thrilling chap-
ters of this amazing story in next week's
fusue of the MaGxer, chuma.)
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CAN INDIGESTION BE CURED?

If it can, please let me know how.
I'm hnding it almoest impossible to
digest my hat, which I rashly promised
to eat in the event of the Remove

Upper Fourth.

beating us at footer.—C. R. TEMPLE,

No. 108 (New Series.)

\(Breyfrian

EDITED BY HAR1Y WHARTON.

DARK EYES ARE FASCINATING !

Why not have yours darkened [ree
of charge ? Having just been whacked
by the Pompous Prout, I'm in the right
mood to give anyone a pair of black

=

E€yes

BULSTRODE, Study No. 2, Remove.

m a brace of shakes!—C. |

October 27th, 1934.
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INKY’S BIRTHDAY
GUIDE

This week: DICK RUSSELL

The esteerneld Dick Russell was born under
the zodiac sign ** Aries,” go, from my learned
and 1diotic books of astrology, T can tell that
he iz full of fearful and terrific energy and has
the self-reliant nature immensefully.

Ta get to the top treefully is 1the esteemed
end proper caper for our worthy chum, for he
18 born to command. As the honoured and fat-
headed skipper of the Remove, 1 fancifully
believo that his successfulness would be
terrific and that he would bhecome twice the
man he is, DBut while my cateemed and pro-
posterous pal, Harry Wharton, holds the post

thero is little chance of that passfully coming
about t

Great kindfulness is one of the chief
features of the esteemed Dick Russell.
ihig is liable to take & seat backfully when he
is doing something on which he has sstfull
roade up hisa mind. T have noticed hiz kindful-
nesg digappear altogethor, for instance, when
be isengiged in a serapful oncounter fistically ¢

The true-friendfulness of our honoured
chumn is terrifie ; he is also full of eeteemed
reazon and ridicalous horse.sanse.

If he follows hia matural inclinations, his
futureful outlook is indeed & rosy one!

Richard Hilary on—

THIS WEEK'S
GOOD CAUSE

If there’s one thing I do like about Grey.
friars chaps it's their generosity. An appeal
io the generous side of their natures never
goes unheeded. They're slways willing to
help a fellow who's down on his Iuek.

of that reason, I fesl sure that this eppeal
on behelf of my study-mate, Kippa, will meet
with an open-handed response. Poor ald
Kipps ia simply pining away because he hasn't
oenough cash to buy all the apparatus he
needa for his conjuring tricks. It's encugh to
melt a heart of stone to think about it !

Won't you help this deserving young geninus
to achieve his lifelong ambitions in the
conjuring line ?

The Editor is going to publish the Brst lst
of promised subscriptions at the foot of this
appeal. I sinceroly hopo they'll encourape all
You chapa to add your names to it and join
the happy throng of generous-hearled dondrs |

List of Promises,
(Collected by the Editor.)
G. LODER., A thick ear.
¥, J. COKER. A whopping.
C. R. TEMPLE. A sook on the jaw.
&5, Q. 1. FIELD. A waistcoat button,

G. BULSTRODE. A penny {containing a
large hole).

¥, T, FISH.

Nix,

But |
4

The HERO of St. SAM'S |

By DICKY

Tinkle ! Tinkle ! Tinklo !

It wes the old skool
Lell at 5t. Sam’s, summaon.-
ing the boys to General
Assembly.

Like unleashed grey-
hounds—like boolitz from
a machine.gun—the boya
rushed to obey the sum-
mons. Aa they pored into
the Grate Hall they spee-
kulated on the reason for
the uneggspected call,

== A T
AN I

' Bomeone’s booked for
a flogging or cggspulsion,

L'l wager!?” sagid Jack
Jolly, of the Fourth Form.
But for once the leader
of the Fourth was wrong.
T3r. Birchemall, the rse.
vercd Head of 8t. Sam’s,
was not wearing the crool,
relentless  look that ap-
eared on his dile for
oppngs or eggspulsions.
Instead, he was smiling a
somewhat pekuliar smile.
* Jentlemen, chaps and
fellows ! ™ erind the Head,
when the skool had as-
gembled. "It gives me
grate plezzure to announee
that Sir Frederick Fun-
gFuss, the chairman of our
Board of Guvverners, has

| some signal act of valler

given mo five quid—or, as

NUGENT

the wulgar would put it,
five cunds—te be
awarded for Llhe bravestk
deed of the year, which
ends on Satterday next.”

“ Hooray ! "' roared tho
aasembled shkool.

*“The asgistanl masters
have already supplied me
with a list of heroick
deeda which have come lo
their notiss from time io
tirme," roseeded I
Birchemall. “There is
nothing, however, 10 siop
any one of you performing
before  Satterday next

which will nock all theso
into a cocked hat. That is
up to you t "

“ Hooray !

“ Next Soiterday even-
ing at seven-thirty 1he
alool will again sssemnble
in Hall,” conelooded the
Head, “I will then an.
nounce the name of the
prizewinner snd present
himm with tho oof. ‘That, 1
fanay, is all that neced be
said about it. The skool
19 now dismissed !

Dir. Birchemall steppec
down from the plationn,
still wearing the sune
pekuliar smile,

The dramattick an-
nouncement was natcher-
ally followed by a sevcer
epidemmick of heroism at
at. Bam's. Deeds ol valler
by the duzzen were wit-
neased in the interval be.
tween the Hcead'n satate.
ment and the asserably on
the following Satlerday
evoning.

Loyle, of the Fourth, ret
fire to the woodshed and
reshkewed Fossil, the
porter, from the flamoes,

L ]

Burleigh, of the Sixil,

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT7

tripped up Tallboy while
they were on the towpath
together, and reskowed
him from the river.

Bowneer, of the I7ifih,
bribed a foolpad to attack
Mr. Noyes, tho mewsick
master, then put the foot-
pad to flight,

Stirring happeunings like
theso were going on all duy
long at St, Sam’s, alter the
Hend's announcement.

When Satterday evening
came, however, it was
generaily considered that
the prize would go to Jack
Jolly. Tha leader of the
Fourth had reskewed =
yung lady from a mad bul
that afternoon, and even
Jack'a rival heroea couldn't
help admitfing that his
deed of daring heat theirs
to A {razzle.

All eyes were on Jack
Jolly when the skool as-
sembled for the Hoad's
prize-pving—>but, strange
to relait, IDr. Birchemall
didn't even give him a
glarnse.

He coffed for silence.

“My boys,” ho said,
when the last sonnd had
died away, it gives me
prote plezzure Lo announce
the name of the year’s
gratest hero,™

* Hear, hear 1

“The man T havo
solected for the prive lhas
performned an act ol cur-

ridge far surpassing any-
ihiﬁg prmfim?;ly known at
St Sam’  continued Dr.
Bircheme . * His heroie
deed konsisted of telling
the inconetax collector
to go and eat coke 1V

“Eh 7" gasped the as-
sembledi’ ol

“Fpridi ; amazing ack

of hetoiss, I am pgoing to
H-WE-!‘(I him

the prize of
five TI&.“ said Dr,
Bircherw, waving a crisp,
rugslibg - lanknote in the
air. ** L think vou will all
arrca tha; he deserves it
The prswoner i3 my-
salf !

“ Whaeaat 2 "

“1 wil now eall for
thres ohars for Lhe win-
ner,”" ponelooded the Head.
“ Hip, hiy, up e

But the 5t Sam’s boyvs
did rot  pond with the
BLEspec. L eheer.  What
they «rd wes to rush al
the IHead with one accord
gnd smivs him hip and
thich !

Alter sihich, fecling a
litt e mollyfied, they
streamyed oub of the IHall,

A “RINGING”
LAUGH DUE HERE

When  inspecting the
school bell recently a re-
resentative of a firm of
ellflounders found on the
platform round the bell
quite & lob of ericket kit.

Bob Cherry said he always
did have euspicions that
Gosling had bats 1o the
bellry |

VISITORS to the
LIBRARY

Are asked to note that the
curpet 13 swopt but once a
weel, omd jumping on it
mmakez the air so thick you
can cut 1t with & kmfe. So
if there's any more leap-frog
while you're selecting your
books I'in going 1o KICK
Ul A DUST ABOUT 1T
—PETE L TODD, Asst.
Librarian, Study No, 7,
Remove.

- 2

Fisher T. Fish
walked into ihe
Rag the other
evemngz with a
most unusual ex-
pression on  his
hatchet faca.

“ I guesa I gotta confession 1o make, folks,”
he began. “1T ain't always been so straight
with you as I might have been.”

“Eh 1" gasped the chaps, not at all sur-
prised by the information, but considerably
surprised by the admission.

“ I been a bit of a panhandler in my time.
T puess,™ eaid Fish—and some of us could have
sworn there was o eatelh in his voice. *° I guess
I done some skullduggery hyor an’ there.
Yﬂp ! Lr]

* You mean you've nlways been a bit of a
low-down swindler " impolitely asked Tom
Brown, and, much to everybody's surprise,
Iish nodded.

“You've said it,"” he acknowledged. 1
been jest that, I reckon. I've swindled you
guys more times'n I care 1o think of 1™

“My hat! Well, that’s {rus enough,” re-
marked Sqwmif. “Bub what's the idesa,
admitting it ¥ Have vou decided to reform * ™

The honcst, kindly gleam in Fish's eyes
geemed to strengthen visibly,

“Yep. I guessz I have," he said.

And a howl went up [rom the [ellows in the
Eag.

i et i il =

—r ——

Uedric Hdtbon,
Form ' bleed and gay dog,
had & v % unusual ex.
perierice the other night.,

Lna.w;inﬁhiadunn. 00N
after *** 33 wts Out,” he
took a tr?__n to & new and
somewhat ghady road-
house tliey’'ve just
openad ar the other sido
of Colirtfld.

In the niddle of sup-
er he was soddenly
wrriicd o recopnize a

Greyfriars preieck, who
shall be ramslees, walk-
ing into Lis room.

Un thow of the
moren ;- ilton made a
d.ve uncerthe revolving

Fisher T. Fish talks a pecaliar

brand of *‘ hot' Ametican
his own.
Inkewarm res
movites, though,
d‘:miﬁgl “ gold
Lo L
Freezing [

It produces & very
8 among Re-
Only the other
over geve Fishy the
ghoulder,

all Hilton Popper
giﬁuneﬂ that b
* gmall things.”’
bull burst on the geene, t

poty ** fled. He di

Out pheasant shooling with Bir
Mr. Frout com=
8 ¢an never hit
When att angey
hough,
dn’t care
for ** hullsize ** targets |

e e
Bob Cherry is

fit,

- ! ]
7 is & sirong belioved
in acrobatica for keeping oow,
He stortled Gregyiriars Be
swinging Dick Rake round and dedd. Hae
round by his ankles—Rake badng ** szrests ™
another enthugiast, but somewhas +pulling up a superb

lighter in boild than Bob i

HILTON'S NIGHT OUT! |

TI'ifth Eh}i [orin on which the
antl
waited there for the pre-

feck to go.

refect seomed

urry ito go.
waSs
leava tha
he walked out with tho
manager, and the man. P
the door —= .
after him, 1Lilton had no
chanca of getting out of
the place other than by S
ihe

aper

windows were rather a
disturbing distance Irom
the pround !

For

performed and

Unfortunatelv, i
in no
In fact, he
tha last man to
place. And as

locked

windows—and Lhe

At

over an  hour

the =——_

time his problema wors
solved for himm. A couple

Hilton sat on the re. ! of burglars broke in,
volving platform in the i' spotled Hilton, and gave
f-lil.lutr room, wondering l himi & tap on the napper.
whal

{o do. They then tied Hilton

up and helped them-
gtlves to the contents of
the safe.

After that, feeling in
festive mood, they eat
Hilton on a chair in the
middle of the platform
and operated the switch
0 thiot set the plutform re-
volving. At Lhree o'clock
in the marning the police
found Hilton, still spin-
ning round merrily !

Asked afterwards what
he felt like, Hilton ad-
mifted that the aflair
save him an awful
* turn.”

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

and

‘ster Todd iz a giant on legal
affers—bat he i3 equally at ia

Jme 03 centre-bBall on the footer
i Funrsaes *?

Opposing
e prosecubing M

and
forwards,

# detence,?
& very

lively abtack !

Piet Delarey, from Sonth Alrica,
a3 hard as nalls,
of tha best fghiing men in the
Bemove, the ooly time he has
exgaged in fisticufle this lerm was
to stop Bolsover major buliving
Tubb, of the Third !

=

When

. the Famousz Five had
kippers tor tea, Billy Bunter was

Though ona

not long in making his appear-

ance. & Owl of the Bemova

has an onfailing ** nose * lor the

*‘geent ’? of kippers. Perhaps

that explains why he *' woifed
the lion*s share |

—

H. Vernon-Smith describes—

A BUSINESS MAN’S

REMORSE

“ Balmy ! 7

" Completely potty ! ™

“ Must be!" Dick Russell opined.
the giddy leopard change his spots ¥

“ Not likely 1 ¥

But Fish was persistent. With the light of
honeaty still shining in his usually furtive
eves, he told us that be had at last scen the
error of his ways and was determined fo
reform.

“It'a Jake with me thia time, I puess,”
eaid Fishy. ' Me for the path of virtue in
future—yes, giree ! The fact is, thore are too
many swindlers about."

“ True enough—and 1'm jelly glad to know
you'ra deserting thelr ranks, Iishy!" aaid
Wharton cordially.

*Too many swindlers aliogether,” said
Fish. “ Ordinary stroightforward, honest
folks like you an’ me don't get a chance these
days—na, sir! It's time soinething was done
about it. What's wanted is an organisation
{o dvize the public on whar to go for the best
bargaing an® how to steer clear of panhandlers.
An or¢anisation that's got brains at the top
of it an' menans business ifrom tho word ' Go 't

“Eh M

“ That's what I've como to talk to yon
ruys about,” said Fish, * 1'm starting somc-
thing noo an' onginal—something that con't
Lelp being & success. Gentlemen, let me tell
yvou that Fish's Honest Busineza Advieoe
Burcan gets goin’ to-morrow 1™

* You—you——-"

" Bhares one dollar each an’ you'll geb
yvour money back a hundred times overi™
smiled Fishy., “ Spap 'emn up whilo thar's &
chance, boya! I'm lettin® vou in on the
ground floor of this grand noo business, an'
if you tale my advice, you'll get in while the
getting's good ! A squars deal all round an’
down with swindiing—that's what we stand
for! Now, how many of you guys are gonni
put yvour names down 7"

* And g this why yvou've turmed honest—
in order to run uan honesty raclet ™ de.
manded Wharton.

“ Wall, you wouldn’t expect a guy to bo
honest without some good resson, would
you 1" asked Fishy, wilh quite a pained lodk
on his hateheb foee. " What can I put you
down for, Wharton "

“This! " snorted Wharton.
6 vielent tweak on Fieh's nose |

* You can puf me down for this at the same
time, il vou like, old bean!" grinued DLob
Cherry. DBob’s * this ¥ consisted of a viclent
tug at ona of IFish'a cars !

Guite a lot of chaps joined in and asked fo
be put down for spmething—in fact, the rush
of offera beeame so embarrassing that eventu-
ally Fishy made a bolt for the door and
quitted the Rag, howling |

When I saw him helf an hour later the
honest loolk had entirely vanished fvom lusg
face and the woltish or hawk.like cxpresston
was completely reinstated.

Fishy had apparcutly come to the con.
clugion that honesty docen’t pay, [romn ihe
point of view of 8 keen American busioess
man |

“Can

“ This " was



