SECRET SOCIETY at GREYFRIARS |

THIE WEEK'S LONG
COMPLETE STORY
OF AN AMAZING . ..

““THE SECRET SEVEN1”
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Week Ending Movember 3rd, 1834,

EYERY SATURDAY.




SENSATION FOLLOWS SENSATION IN THIS TIP-TOP SCHOOL STORY—

—

—FEATURING HARRY WHARTON & CO., the CHUMS of GREYFRIARS. By FRANK RICHARDS,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Loder Going Strong !

&6 TAY where you are!”
“What for ! demanded Bob
Cherry warmly. -

“ Because I tell yvou to,” said
Loder of the Bixth calmly.

“We've got to get out to games prac-
tice, Loder,” .said Harry Wharton, the
captain of the Remove, quietly.

er smiled,

“You've got o stay where you are
and hold your tongues, ' he said genially.
“ And if vou say another word I'll give
vou six each all round.”

The Famoua Five of the Greviriars
Remove did not say ancther word.

It was no use “asking for it.”

They breathed hard and they looked
daggers, but they did not answer the
bully of Greyfriars.

It was sheer tyranny, of course; but
since Gerald er had been captain of
the school nobody expected anything
clse from him,

The five juniors were in Loder’s study.
They had handed in lines. Naturally,
they bad expected to be told to go;
instead of which, Loder ordercd them to
remain.

Why, they could not begin to guess.

Loder could not possibly have liked
their company any more than they liked
his. If anything could have been decper
than their disﬁ]m for Loder it was
Loder’s dislike for them:

They stood in 2 row between the table
and the window, silent and savage.
The daya were drawing in towards
November, and theve was not a lot of

time sfter class for games practice.
They did not want to waste it hanging
ahout in Loder's study.  But Loder,
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these days, was monarch of all he sur-
veyed, and there was no one to say him
nay.

Loder and hiz pals Walker and Carne
of the Sixth were seated at the table;
they were all milm% and seemed 1n
great good huvmour. Loder had a foot-

all list in his hand, and seemed to have
been discussing footer when the juniors
cama In with their impots. Now that
Wingate and Gwynne were away Loder
was the Great Panjandrum, so to speak,
in  football matters—which everyhody
gutside hiz own limited circle of friénds
regarded as an utterly rotten state of
alfairs.

There was a footstep in the passage;
a fat junior blinked in vneasily through
a pair of large spectacles.

“71 zay, Lﬂ%ier—-—" he began.

“Come in, Bunter."

Billy Bunter rolled in. He had lines
for Loder. Beldom did 2 day pass now
without a dozen fellows at least having
lines for Loder.

“I—I sav, I—I ecouldn't help that
smear,” mumbled Bunter, as he laid his
impot on the table. * Ay sleeve went
over it.  As for ihe blots, Toddy jogeed
my arm—that’s how it was. Ta
boen carveiul with i, Leder, realls”

Billy Bunter's paper looked something

like a map, something like a jigraw
Euzzln, and =omething like spilt ink.
vidently the fat Owl of the Remove

was in dread of being told to do it over
again,
" But Lader zeemed unusually genial,
“Leave it there,"”” he said, “and stand
along with those fags.”
] h?u
“(ietting deal " snapped Loder.
“Nunno! But, I—1 say, it's tea-time
and—and— I mean it will soen be
tea-time and—-"’
“ Do you want to bend over?”

“Oh lef'1"” gasped Bunter. “No
foar ™

“ Then do as I tell you—and shut up |”

Billy Bunier added himsel to the row
of juniors at the window; he blinked at
them through his big spectacles in
wonder,

“1 say, you fellows, what are we wait-
in.q; here for ¥ he whispered,

E‘ﬁiak me ancther!” prunted Johnny

Ll

“The knowfulness is not terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

Loder glanced round.

‘* Bilence there I’ he snapped.

There was silence again.

Two more Remove juniors came into
the study. They were Herbert Vernon-
Smith and Tom Redwing. Both had
lines to deliver,

SBmithy, ns likely as not, deserved
lines; Redwing certainlv did not. But
it was all the same to Loder. In exercis-
ing his powers as head prefect and cap-
tain of the school he was not bothered
by any ideas about justice or fair play.

It was sufficient for Gerald Loder to

have power in his hands for him to
excrcise it to the full.

Emithy and Hedwing stared at the
waitting half-dozen; they-laid their lines
on Loder’s table.

“YWait there, vou twe,” said Loder,
with a gesture towards the waiting row
of juniors.

“*What
Smithy.

“Because I say =0, answered Loder
caolly.

The Bounder’s eves gleamed rebelli-
ously, but Bedwing took hold of his
sleeve and drew him to the ranks of the
walters.

“What's this game, you men?’ mut.
tered Vernon-Smith savagely.
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“Taoder loves us too much to part with
us, I suppose,” anawered Hob Ukerry.
“We're so nice, you knowl”

“ You silly assT' grunted Smithy.

“How long are we o wall
Loder #'* inguired Frank Nugent.

“Until I toll you to go!” snapped
Loder. " Shuot upl” .

There were eight fellows waiting now
and wondering why- Bully and tyrant
gz the new captain of Greyiriars was,
this was rather a new thing, and they
conld not understand what the game
wWas.

A few minutes later there was another
tread in the passage; this time 1t was a
heavier tread—that of a senior.

Loder, Walker and Carne ezchanged
grinning glances. This, spparently, was
what they had been waiting for. i

It was George Blundell of the Fifth
Form who entered the study. The
juniors gazed st him. He looked red
and angry; eomething, it was clear, was

L1 il ..:H

I.].-)uder could hardly have given the
captain of the Fifth Yorm lines. It was
not that that brought him therc. And
it could not have been a friendly call;
Blundell was far from friendly with
Loder. Moreover, he was plainly i a
hostile temper,

He strodoe up to Loder's table.

“Look here, Loder——"" he began
hotly. .

Loder did not *loock there.” He
seemed to be busy with the football list
in his hand; he ignored Blundell.

The juniors, looking on, understood
that it pleased Loder fo treat the Fifth
T'orm man in sn off-hand way. Blundell
was a great man at games, & tremend-
ous "“blood ; much more important,
in the eyes of Greyiriars, than Loder—
or half & dozen Loders. Nevertheless,
the power was in er's hands. %

m s nkmf toc you, Loder!
rumbled Blundell.

Loder waved a hand at him. .

“Wait & minute,” he drawled; “I'm
rather busy."

here,

“T haven't como here to wait a
minute 1"
. “You will, all the same."

ik Whﬂt'f”

“1'1l attend to you in a minuke; be
guiet till then."

The expression that came over Blun-
dell's face made the onloocking juniors
emile, They liked Blundell, and they
loathed Loder, but they conld not help
smiling, the Fifth Form man was so
utterly taken aback. Walker winked at
Carne, who laughed.

“Can_ we go now, Loderi” asked
Harcy Wharton very quistly.

It was dawning on him why the
juniors had been told to remain. It
was Loder’s intention to humiliate the
greast man of the Fifth—and to “ruli it
in,” as it were, by having fags present
to see the process.

“ ook hore, Loder—"" said Blundell,
breathing hard.

Loder laid down the paper
hand. 3

“VWell, what 13 it?" he asked care-
lessly., “Cut it short: I'm busy !”

* About the football—"*

“71 don’t remember asking you to see
me about that,” )

“The match with 8t Jim's—"

“Well, what about #7?7 ecxelaimed
Loder impatiently. “I don't see that it
concerns you, Blundell; but if you've
got anything to saw, get it off your
chest.” )

“You've posted up the list of men
who are going over to 2E Jim's oext
Wednesday—"

“1 koow that”

“ My name's not in it.”

“I know that, too.” _

“Well, what does it mean?”
Blundell seemed to be trying to keep

in  his
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his temper, but not succeeding very
well.  “What does it mean, Loder? I'm
in the first eleven—"

“You're not,” answered Loder coolly.

“ Wingate would never have dreamed
of leaving me out—-"

“Is Vingate here now?"
Lider,

“Eh? No. You Lknow he isn't, as
he's been at home ever since wWas
crocked in-that motor accident. What
de vou niean !

“1 mean that it's time you got it into
vour thick head that there's & new cap-
tain of Greyiriars. I mean that you're
left out of the first eleven beeanse 1
don't think much of your footer.”

Blundell seemed hardl able fo
breathe. He was a big fellow, and he
seemed Jto tower aver inder‘s table as
he glared acress it at the captain of
the ecliool.

“You—vou-—you don't think much of
my footer !” he gasped. “Youl What
do vou know about Soccer? You're a
slacker at games, and a funk, too—and
a foozling assl You set vourself up to

judge a man's form | You cheeky ass!”

“That's enough!” said _ Loder,
* Another word like that, Blundell, and
vou'll be whopped.”

Blundell started convulsively.

“Whopped 1" he repeated dazedly.

The juniors held their breath. In
theory, at least, any man ab Grey-
friars was liable to be whopped by a

sncered

Now that he has sneaked into
George Wingate’s shoes as head
prefect and captain of the school,
Gerald Loder has high hopes of
having all Greyfriars at his feet.
But he little dreams of the
powerful opposition of the
mysterious ** Secret Seven !

prefect. But the bare idem. of whop-
ping the great and magnificent Blundell
was enough to take a fcllow's breath
AWay.

Blundell, gazing across the table at
Loder, :eemed to have difficulty in
breathine.

“Whopped *” he repeated. " Who's
gaing to whop me? You! Why, [
could take you in one hand and pitch
you acress your study. And your pals
after you. too, by Jove! Whop me!”

Loder rose to his feet, picked up a
cane from the table and pointed to a
chair with it e

“ Bend over, Blundell I he said icily.

T i

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Shindy in the Sixthl

1 EXND gver!”
B Loder rapped the words at
the captain of the Fifth as he
might have rapped them at a
fag of the Second Form.
He swished the cane.
Blundell gazed at him.
The juniors gazed at him.
Walker and Carne, hitherto amused
by the scene, looked rather serious,
er was, no doubt, within his powers
as hegd prefect, but he was strefching
them to a rather perilous extent George
EBlundell did not seem able to believe
his ears. The amazement in his face
was almost ludicrous.
“T'm waiting ™ said Loder.
“You—you fsney I'm going to bend

3

over and take a& whopping from you{”®
articulated Blundell, st last.

“I fancy so,” agrged Loder grimly,
“and I fancy that i?e:,'nu don't you're
going to be sacked by the headmaster
for defving a prefect.”

“The Head’s away, as you jolly well
know. You wouldn’t be earrying on
like this if Dr. Locke was at the school,
you cheeky curl”

“I'm speaking of Prout. You don't
need me to inform you that Mp, Proy
is mcting as headmaoster ip Dr. Locke's
absence. If you've forgotten it I don't
mind reminding you. Are you going to
bend over?™

“Nal” roared Blundell.
~ "Oh erikey 1" squeaked Billy Bunter,
in great excitement.

arry Wharton walked to the door.

How this strange seene was going to
end he did not know; but he was not
gumﬁ to gratify Loder and humiliste
old Blundell by remaining as & witness

to 1t

“Wharton !” rapped Loder.
where you are [”

Unheeding, the captrin of the Remove
walked out of the study, It was dis-
obediencoe to a Sixth Form prefect, and
meant trouble; but he had made up his
mind, and he went.

Bob Cherry followed him, and after

Eob went Nupent, Jahn Bull, and
Hurree J amsn!g‘i:t;:n Singlllu?r e

m:r‘:rl:;."Ln:E{;L:. stop where you aret”
Without answering they left the study.
A moment later the Bounder and Tom

“Btay

Hedwirig; walked after them.
| Flm vunder slammed the door as ha
el

Billy Bunter remained.

Tht Iat Owl.of the Remave lacked the
nerve to rizk Loder’s wrath, also, he
was intensely curious to see how this
was going to end.

He stood blinking through his big
spectacles, his mouth open.

Loder made a step towards the door,
as if to go after the rebellious juntors.
But he turned back. He had to deal
with Blundell of the Fifth, and the
Removites would keep !

He swished the cane agsin.

“I'va told you to bend over, Blun-
dell,” he said. *I'm going to whop yon
for cheeking the captain of the school.
Now then—sharp 1"

“¥ou silly diot!™
reply.

“You refuse?”

“*Yes, rather ™ said the Fifth Form
man, with emphasis.

Loder paused & second or two. He
was stretching his powers to their fullest
extent. He had to remember that My
Prout, whe was now temporary head-
master of Greyfrinrs, was master of the
Fifth—Blandell’'s Form. IHe had to re-
member, too, that Prout had & very high
opinion of Blundell, sharing the admira-
tion with which CGreyfriars generally
regarded that tremendous footballer.
Loder had Prout in his pocket, as the
juniora deseribed it.  Still, there was no
doubt thot Prout would be starlled and
shocked if he heard that Loder had
set out to cane Blundell. It might even
shake his confidence in the prefect who
was, in point of fact, utterly unworthy
of his trust. Loder had to be careful |

He glanced at Walker and Carne,

“Bend him over!” he snapped.

“I—I say1” stammered Walker.

“Take Lim and bend hun over that
chair " L

Walker and Carneg rose unwillingly
to the task.

They wunderstood Loder's pame, of
course. FProut might shake his obtuse
head very dubicusly over the idea of
caning Blundell for a few hosty words.
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was Blundell's
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But if he started punching prefocts his
case was Dopeless. No headmuoster
could allow his prefects to ba punched |
That was all very well, but Walker
and Carne did not want to be %lnﬂhﬂd
whatover the consequences to luudeii
their leader.

afterwards,

However, they backed u

They approached Blundell on either
side, to pin his arms. The Fifth Form

man, red as a beetroot with rage,
backed away quickly.

“Hands off I he snapped.

“*Loolk here, don't be a fool!
;}?ria&& Walker. “You jolly well know
that

agéy man at OGreyfriars can be
whopped—"

‘Bend him over ! rapped Lader.
“Oh crikey [” breathed Billy Bunter.

Ila was intensely glad that he had not
gone after the other juniors. They had
missed this.,  Bally Bunter would not
hava missed it for worlds!

Blundell backed towards the door.

Enrvaged and exasperated as hea was,
he realised that he was playing inteo
Loder's hands by resistance. But net
for worlds would he have bemnt over,
like a fag, to be whopped, especially in
the presence of & staring juntor !

¥ Vou- rotter I gasped Blundell. * You
cheeky fathead! Now Wingate's gone
and you've eneaked into his shoes you
seem to faney that you can do as you
lhike. You're down on all Wingate's
friends mnd trying to shove them out of
the footer. t vou care whether we
beat St. Jim’s, you curt You've stuck
Price, of my FForm, into the eleven, not
because he can play footer, for gou
know he can’t, but ausa he smokes
vigarettes with yout! Think I don't
know? And—"

“HBend that cheeky tick over | roared
Loder, swishing the cane.
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Walker
Blundell.

They got hold of his arms and hooked
him towards the chair. Billy Bunter's
eyea almost bulged through his epec-
tacles a3 he gazed on.

“Hands off 1” valled Blundell.

With an effort Walker and Carne
tipped him over the chair. Loder lashed
out with the cane.

Whop |

That did it!

At the touch of the cane Blundell
reared up like a maddened bull, He
pragped Walker and Carne and hurled
them badily across the study.

Walker landed in the fender, with &
terrible clash and clang. Carne thudded
on the carpet, roaring.

Then Blundell grasped Loder.

In has p{:werfj grasp the bully of
Greyfriars was swept from the floor and
flung into the fender on Walker,

There was a wild howl from both as
they met thers.
will

“Whop me, you?” roared
Blundell of the Fifth, *Get on with
tha whopping! Get on_with 11"

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunier. _

Blundell gave the sgra;wlmg SenioTs

n
d

and Carne pgrabbed at

a glare of wrath and contempt and
stalked out of the study.

“0Oh jiminy ™ gasped Bunter.

Loder struggled to his feet; red with
fury. He grfbbad up his cane, which
had fellen to the floor.

Blundell was gonel Bunter was
thera! He had been there to wilness
Blundell's humiliation, and he had, m
fact, witnessed Loder being chucked
about like & sack of coke! Perhaps it
was for that reason that Loder lashed
out at him with the cane! Or perhaps
he merely wanted to take it out of

b b b i e
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gomebody, and Binter was the only
available personl

Anyvhow, Bunter got it hard!

There was a fearfil yell in Loder's
study.

* Yaroooh I

Whack, whack |

“ Whoooop 1™

Billy Bunter bolted for the door.
Loder rushed after him and got in one
more s he leaped into the passape.

Whaok |

" Yaroooooop !

Billy Bunter did the
passage af about 60 m.p.h.

Sixth Form

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Mysierious Meeting !

ORACE COKER of the [@Mifth
H Form stared.

Coker was quite surprised,

y He wes strolling in the old
Cloisters of Greyfriars, his hands in his
pockets, his rugged face clouded with
thought. i

He was thinking |

Fellows who knew him would not,
perhaps, have believed it! They might
mdeed have doubted whether Coker
ad anyihing to do it with!

But the [act wes, Coker's brain was
working at full pressure.

He was thinking of football!

In football, as in other gamecs, Coker
did not shina! Hea had a keen gmbition
to shine, end & profound belief that he
shone! But the sad fact was that ho
never didl 7

Wingate of the Sixth, in his days as
captain of the school, langhed at the
idea of playing Coker. He had indeed

romized to pa{ Coker, if the First

leven ever took up marbles in the
Ehce- of Boccer! That was ne use to
loker ! Blundell, captain of the Fifth,
declined without thanks the services of
Horace Coker in the Form cleven. In
f;amﬂa., as & matter of fact, nobody
oved Coker! .

This Coker mttributed to the general
denseness and stupidity of fellows who
had matters in their hands. Densences,
and a touch of jealousy, accounted for
it, to Coker's mind.

oker was thinking now that there
was, perhaps, 8 gleam of sunshine
through the clouds, so to speak.
Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixth were
%'GPE, for that term. Laoder reigned in
Vingate's plage. Certainly Coker liked
Gerald Loder no more than eny other
fellow did! B8till, if Loder had the
sense to perceive in Coker the wonder.
ful qualities that no one else could per-
ceive, Coker was F’rapumd to back up
the new captain of Greyfriars. Horace
was wondering whether Loder had the
gense ! .

An the Fifth Form games study nearly
all the IPifth weres raging over what had
ha;ﬁpened to Blundell that afternocn.
Coker was the only man in the Fifth
who did not rage.

Blundell, after all, was s fathead; he
refused to play Coker! Serve him jelly
well right, therefore, if the new
skipper refused to play him! But when
Coker stated this view in the games
study he found it frightfully unpopular
there. In fact, the Fifth Form men had
heaved Coker out, and aven his pals,
Potter and Greene, had lent a hand in
the heaving of Coker! This, of course,
confirmed him in his opinion. Opposi-
tion had that effect on Coker!

Thinking over these matters as le
maoched 1m the dusky old Cloisters,
Cioker noticed two Hemove juniors,
Wharton and Frank Nugent, trot
among the old stone pillars and dis-
appear He did not heed thon



specially; juniors of the Remaove were
far below Coker's lofty notice. But a
fow minutes later he spoited Bob
Cherry and Johnny Bull passing in the
same direction. And a few minutes
later still Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
appearcd for a moment, and vanished.
hen Coker stared| i

The juniors had not noticed him. The
October dusk was falling, and it was
always rather dim in the Cloisters.

All the members of the Famous Five
of the Remove had come from the quad-
rangle and disappeared among the old

srches of the Cloisters, and Coker
wondered what the dickens the fags
wera up to.

Then there was s patter of feel, and
Herbert Vernon-3mith and Tom Red-
wing trotted in, snd disappeared in
their turn,

Cloker stared, and stared! And a3
he stared Hobson and Btewart of the
Shell came along, and vanished. A
couple of minutes more and Temple
Dabney, Fry, and Scott o»f the Fourth
Form came in a bunch. After them, at

a short interval, Lord Mauleverer of of

the Remove appeared in the offing, and
ha also vanmished in the direction taken
by the rest.

“My hat!” mutiered Coker. .

Wo fewer than {ourteen juntors,
belonging to three different Forms, had
gnthered 1n & dim and secluded corner
of the Clewsters, and Coker could not
i*.eg) being surprised and intrigued.

e even forgot his football smbitions
and his idea of backing up Loder of the
Sixth for the moment. Me walked along
the Cloisters to see what had become
of the fourteen juniors, after waiting a
few minufes to sce whether any more
were COMmInNg.

But no more came. "The tale seemed
to be complete with the arrival of the
fourtesnth man.

The fags were up to something ! That
was clear to Coker! Minding hiz own
business had never been one of Horace
Coker's weaknesses, He determined to
sce what it was that the fags were up to!

To his gurprise, he did not find them
in the Cloisters.

Ha stared round him, amazed.

_ It was scarcely possible that fourteen
juniors werk bresking school bounds all
at once. They could not have gone on
over the wall,

But where were they?

MNear the end of the Cloisters was the
old ruined tower, of which little but
fragments of the ancient walls
remained. Greyfriars fellows were not
allowed in the ruins except by special
leave. for the place was considered
dangerons. But Coker concluded that
they were there, and he marched off in
that direction.

The door under the cold arched door-
way was shut and fastened. Coker tried
it and found it fast.

He was just coming to the conclusion
that the fourteen were not there when
he heard & voieo from within.

“All safe bhers, what?™

It was the Bounder's voice.

“Hafe sa houses | came Bob Cherry's

reply.

ﬁﬂ-iﬂt‘l‘ realized that the juniors had
not gone in by the door. It was casy
cnough to elamber in by one of the old
dismantled windows., That was the way
they had entered.

“MNobody saw any of you fellows
coming? It was IMarry Wharlon's
VOpde,

“No fear!”

“Tho no-fearfulness is terrifie!™

Coker grinned.

Evidently none of the juniors atfend-
ing that mysterious secret meeting had
secn him in the gloom of the Cloisters,
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Ho left the door and moved round to
one of the ancient deep windows. There
he was able to look in,

It was very shadowy inside. But he
made out the whols party of juniors,
sitting on fragments of old masonry.

It did not occur to Coker at the
moment that what he was doing might
have been deseribed as spying and
cavesdropping ! Being constitutionally
incapable of minding his own business,
he was gpoing to know what these young
rescals were up to! He would noet have
been surprised to learn that they were
ﬁlﬂttmg gsome japa on himself! The

amous Five were rather given to

japing Coker. Keeping out of sight,

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS
By HAROLD SKINNER.

No. 20.—GERALD LODER.

The rascally Sixth Former who at present
holds the reins of head prefect and captain
Greyfriars.

He'a a tervor to fags,
Banit 4 iz Loder,
on Fy ANy rags
On Loder.

I7 he oatches you out

when you're fooling about

You'll got 8ix on the bags
Fram Loder.

You'd better stear clear
f Loder,
Or you'll get n thick sar
From Lodsar.
It"s o [dis boast that
for ‘:I:nLur-t.'.iurt?l his tonst
You'll he thrashed for a year
By Loder.

therefora, Coker !tept an oyo and an
ear on the mysterious meeting.

“Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen”
—Harry Wharton was addressing his
fellow-cgpapimmrs—“tha meoting  has
NOW—

“Met I suggestad Bob Cherry.
E"I\]Ehut up, fathead!” growled Johnny

u 4

“Are we all here?” asked Temple of
the Fourth.

“Yes; the word was passed round io
fourteen members ! gakd the captain of
the Rgmove. Fourteen are present [

Members of what? Coker wondeved,
Thizs was gefting more and mora
mysterious and interesting ! Apparently
there were more members, who had nob
been called to ‘th_is mysierious meeting.

“The mecting has been called,”

5

resumed Wharton, “to decide what is
to be done in the present emergency.”

“ Hear, hear|” :

“ Not too much row |* said Stewart of
the Shell. “We don’t want all Grey-
friara to hear uns."’

* Nobody's likely to hear ua here, fat-
head I gaid Fry of tha Fourth.

Coker suppressed a chuckle,

“If you're ealling me a fothead, you
Fourth Form tick—:"

“Blithering ass,
better [

“I'H jolly well—"" Btewart roze.

 Opder [V raﬁpe& out Wharton, "“Wao
haven't come hers to rag! Bit down,

if you like that

Btewart!  Shut up, Fry!l We're up
against Loder, not one another.”

“Hilence all round!”  said  the
Bounder.

“Bpeechfulness is silver, but silence
15 the cracked pitcher that goes longest
to the well!” declared Hurree Janiset
Ram Singh.

“Quiet! Order!”

" There's no time to waste,” went on
Wharton. *It's close on lock-up, and if
we're missed from the House, the Grey-
friars secret society will not b 8 Eocret
much longer.”

“The Greyiriars
breathed Coker. * Oh, my hat [

“This meeting of the BSecret
Beven—"* uunt;ntgﬁd Wharton.

“The secret which!" inquired Hob-
son of the Bhell, “What do you mean
by soeven, when there's fourteen of us,
and a lot more as well?”

"I mean what I saft The Secrck
Seven iz the title of this society,” said
the captain of the Remove. * We're not
%wmg away information to the enemy.

he orders of the society will be carried
out by seven fellows at s time—but
every time it will be a different seven,
e —

“Ho Loder wonn know where to
look 1" said Frank Nugent.

“ Or Pront 1" added Johony Bull

“We've got to be jolly careful !" said
Wharton.
brute——"

* Hear, hear["”

“Ha's got old Prout in his pocket!?
Prout's & pompous old sss——"

“You chesky youpg sweep " roared
Caker, forgetting for the moment that
he was keeping "doggo,” in his wrath
at hearing that allusion te his Form-
master,

Coker often alluded, himself, to Mr.
Prout as an old, Et:-m ous ass! DBut it
wasz not for cheeky fags to do so, in
Coker’s hearing, at all events !

There was a gencral jump in the old
tower.

Every member of the sccret society
bounded to his feot, as Coker’s wrathy
Toar came in abt the old embrasure.

“What the thump—"

“Who the dickens—""

“It's Coker!™

*That Fifth Form fathead !

“Collar him 1™

There was a rush and a scramble of
the crowd of jumiors, through the old
dismantled window. Coker was not the
fellow to run from fags! Neither did
it ocgur to him, for tha moment, that
there was any need to run! He glared
;{; the juniors as they swarmed round

ITn.

“¥ou cheeky young ticks I" he roared.

seerel society 17

“Loder's a bully and a

“I'va & ilully good mind to lick you all
round | 'vo a good mind to—whoop !
Yooop ! Yarooooh |

The rest of Horece Coker's remarks
were incoherent, as the juniors swarmed
on him, grabbed at him, up-ended him,
and bumped him down on the hard.
unsympathetic earth, and sat on him to
Leep him there.
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THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
A Helpless Prisoner!

& END Blundell to me at once I

S Thus Mr. Prout.

Prout sat in the Head's arm-

¢haiz in the Head's study—

majestic! A much more majestic figure,

in his own belief ab least, than the

Head, who was now awey 10 & nursing-
home, X

“ Certainly, sirl* said Loder.

Loder of the Sixth had made his re:
port of the shindy in his study. He had
made it as bad as he could.

But though his outward respectful
manner did not change, he was inwardly
enraged by Prout’s reception of that
m%ﬂrt. y .

roat, certainly, was going to uphold
the authority of his prefects, as a head-
master should, whether temporary or
permanent. Certainly he was not going
to allow his prefects to be punched.

At the same time, there was no doubt
that he thought & great deal of Blundell,
the captain of his Form, and hesitated
to deal drastically with so great & man.

In dealing with fellows like the Re-
move juniors, Loder had it all his own
way !  Some of them had been checky
to Prout himself at timesl  Anybow,
they were only Lower School |

But a man in Prout’s own Form was
rather different. And it was not as if
it had been a fool like Coker, or a
siacker like Hillon, or a shady sort of
fellow like Pricel It was Blundell,
captain of the Form, a magnibcent foot-
baller and a ‘ipnpular fellow, whom
Prout was proud to have in the Fifth|

Prout, it was clear, was gomng io con-
sider this matter very carefully, befora
he took drastio action. )

Loder left the study, clasing the door
after him; and did not seowl till he was
outside. After all, he told himself, the
old ass couldn’t very well get out of it.
Blundell had punched prefects:; and he
had to pay the }I:n]e.nalt.y. When he was
up before Prout he would have to admit
what he had done; and that was that!
Blundell was booked! i

The light was out in the corridor on
which the Head’s study opened. It had
been on when Loder went in fo ses
Prout; somebody, apparently, had
!_urnud’ it off while he was in the study.

Some fag larking, Loder supposed,
and he mentazlly resclved to find that
larkish fag and give him “six.”

He groped for the nearest switch to
flash the light on. But he did not reach
jti

What happened mnext took Loder
entirely by surprise.

The passage, with the light turned off,
was black az a hat now Prout's door
was closed. Hands suddenly reached
from the darkness, and grabbed Loder
of the Bixth.

Before he knew what was happening,
he was whirled over, and a bag was
Jrawn over his head.

He was gwapt off the Hoor, his arms

and legas held in many hands, and
rushed along the pessage.
Dizzy with astonishment, wondering

dazedly whether he was dreaming,
f.oder hardly etruggled as he was
whisked along the passage,

A dodr opened and shut.

Hea knew that he had been carried into
2 I'ooom.

He heard a key turn in a lock.

Then, through the bapg over his head,
he was conscious of light! The light
had been switched on m the room into
which he had been carried.

He began to struggle fiercaly.

But there were many hands on him—
seven pairs, as & matter of fact. He was
powerless,
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Wriggling wildly, he felt a cord
bound reund his ankles. and ancther
round his wrists.

Then the bag was jerked off his head.

Hea stared round dizzily.

Ho was in No. 10 class-room, a room
that was used by Monsieur Charpentier,
the French master for the junior French
sets. Tts door was just round the corner
from the Head's corridor,

Loder, blinking, could hardly believe
his egaa as he stared round. He sat on
the floor, hands and feet tied. Seoven

figares surrounded him.

That they were juniors he knew from
their height. But what juniors they
were, and of what Forms, ,gm could not
begin to guess.

ach of them was buttoned up to the
chin in an old coat. Each had a Guy
Fawkes mask fastened over his face,

Loder gas%ed and glared.

Hea remembered what had happened a
[ew days ago when he had becn ¢ollared
in the Cloisters by o couple of fellows
got up in masks.

Now it had happened again; but this
time there were seven of them !

“You-—you—you young scoundrels!”
E&nt&d Loder, erimson with rage and
reathless. * Let me go—at once ("

“8ilence ! came a volce from under
one of the masks. It waz a deep, husky
voice, evidently speaking in disguized
tones.

Loder openad his mouth for a yell
He was within hearing of fifty pairs of
ears, including Prout's, if he had yelled
for help.

But the masked seven gave him no
chance of that!]

A rather chalky duster, folded ready,
was shoved into his mouth and rammed
home with a hard get of knuckles. The
intanded yell changed inte a gasping
gurgle.

“Silence I repeated the deep voice.
“ Keep the brute quiet [

Gurgle from Loder |

He starad round, with glittering eyes,
at the seven. He was trying to pick
out who they were.

Ha had little doubt that they were
the juniors who had been in his study
that afternoon—Harry Wharton & Co.,
and Smithy and Redwing. All of them
were booked for lickings, for havin
walked out of the study in defiance o
his orders. They were getting their
own back in sdvance! Loder felf fairly
certain of it. But he could not be sure,
and recognition was out of the question.

“ Brother Neo. 1," said the speaker,
who appeared to be the leader, * taks
the gag from his mouth, so that he can
answer, but stand ready to twist his
nose if he triss to howl out.”

“What-ho !¥ said Brother Nao. 1.

The duster was withdrawn, A finger
end thumb touched Loder's nose, ready
to twist.

“Do you know where vou are, Gerald
Loder?” came the deep voice of the
chick.

*VYou young rascal——*

“Kick him "

£t D“’ !:_r

“Civility costz nothing, Leoder!” said
the chief. “Ineivility gets sou a kick!
Remember that !

Loder opened hls mouth! One
ell-— RBut he did not wtter it. The

nger and thumb were too near his
nose, and it was only too evident that
the twist was coming if he yelled. He
parited :

“Let me gal I'll hava you sacked for
thial You—"

* Bilencs I
]I'ﬂ}lnﬁ”ﬂﬂ'ﬂundl'ﬂl_"

im !

' Loder,” came the-.deep, husky voice,
beware! You are in the hands of the
Secret Seven of Greyfriars ™

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Toeing the Line!

ERALD LODER sat and panted.
He gave one terrific wrench
at the cords that fastened his

5 wrists and ankles. It was in
vain. was a helplesa prisoner—at
the mercy of the Secret Seven! And
they did not scom in 8 merciful mood !

“I'll have you all sacked for this!®
he breathed, almost choking with fury.

“¥ou'll have to spot ua first!” re-
marked Brother No. 1.

Loder gritted his tecth.

“Btop thiz foolery, you young idiatal
Do you think you're acting on the Glms,
or what? Look here! I'll lot wou off
if you chuck it &t once !”

“The guestion is, whether we let you
off I remarked Brother No. 2.

“¥Yes, rather I said Brother No. 3.

Loder stared round from face to face,
But the grotesque masks gave him no
clue. He noted now that on cach mask
a number was chalked. This, no doubt,
cnabled the masked brotherhood to
identify one another. But it was of no
asaistance to Loder.

“Loder !” came the chief's voice,

“¥You young ass!”

“Kick him 1"

" ¥aroch ¥

“You will spesk respectfully to the
Chief of tha Secret Seven, Loder!
Otherwise you will take the con-
gequences.”™

You wyoung hound!” hissed Loder.
“I know you—you're Wharton! I'll
see that you're kicked out of Greyiriars
to-morrow [

“Kick him

5 Efcw i .

“Bvery time vou're cheeky you
kick, Loder | Wa doite mind.

eep it up e2 long as you do ™

“Iila, hI;., hnt”g ¥

“"But we'va no time to waste! VYoo

at!a.
a'll

will enswer my questioms, Loder!
You've been to QOld Pompous about
Blundell ¥*

Loder did not answer. But a8 boot
jamming in his ribs roused him, and he
gasped out:

“Ow! Yes!”

“You want to get Blundell sacked!
You'd like to make a clean sweep of old
T}Egﬂtﬂ*s pala! We know all about
1

“MNothing iz hidden from the Hecret
Seven ! said Brother No, 4. And there
was a chuckle from vnder some of the
masks,

“Bhut up, No. 4!” szaid the chief.
“What 13 Old Pompaus going to do
about Blundell, Loder 1

“Back him !’ gnarled Loder. ]

“That doesn’t suit ua " said the chiel,
“Old Blundell’s a bit of an ass, but he's
not going to be bunked.”

*No fear!” said Brother No. 5.

“"You got up a row with that Fifth
Form man !"™ went on the chief. “You
planned the whole thing. Now you've
got to undo what you've done!”

“¥You silly young ass!”

“Kick him "

“Ow! Wowl¥

“You've got to explain to Prout that
you were to blame, and ask him to let
the matter drop!” eaid the chief,

“What have you got to do with Blun-
dell, you young ass?” enarled Loder.
"“You've nothing to do with the Fifth!
Mind your own businesa ! :

‘;]Tha Secret Seven stand for justice,
and——*"

“Oh, don’t be a silly 1diot I®

“Kick him ¥

“Oh crumbs! Wow!®



"Ha, ha, ha!” ,

“ Will you go fo Prout and put it to
him ' demanded the chief.

“Eh? Oh! Yes! J—I-TI'll goat
once ! gasped Loder. “Let me out of
this, and—and I'll go, and—and——"

“You promise "

“Yes, yes, yes!”

“Pity we can't take your word
then ! remarked the chief. “It would
save o lot of trouble I

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“But we can't, Loder! You see,

yvou're such & rotter—such an out-and-
out rank outsider! That's how it is!l
DBut you can write it "

“VWrita it?” gasped Loder.

“Yes. You can send a note to Prout,
Equat him at a desk, you men ¥

Three or four of the masked
“brothers ¥ grasped Loder, and sat him
up at one of the desks. The duster was
jammed into his mouth again. Loder's
ook was desperate. =

A pen was dipped in ink, and paper
placed before him. Evidently the mys-
terious brotherhood of Greyfriars had
it all cut and dried. Loder realised
that they had planned the whole thing.

“Loosen his right hand !

Loder's right was untied.

He clenched his fist hard,. But he
unclenched it again. It was only foo
clear that there was nothing deing in
that line! The pen was placed in his
fingers,

“Now write I" eaid the chief. “I will
dictate ! You'll write exactly what 1
tell you in your ordinary hand and sign
it. You've sent notes to Frout before,
and he won't be surprized o get another
onc—in fact, I fancy he will ba pleased
to get this one, for I'm jolly certain that
he doesn’t want to sack Blundell.”

Toder gritted his teeth on the duster.

“Take hold of his ears, Brothers
KNos. 1 and 2! zaid the chief. “If he
doesn't do exactly as he's told, pull I

£ 'T'ﬂ“ E}Et 12+

“What-hao ™

Brothers No. 1 and 2 seemed quite
pleased with the tack ossigned them,
They grasped Loder's ears, evidently
guite prepared to carry out the chiei's
instructions. Loder purgled.

What Wingate of the Bixth would
have done in such extraordinary circum-
stances, Loder did not know. It was
hardly likely that old Wingate would
have allowed himself to be dictated to
by jumiors. But there was a vellow
streak in Loder. He was in the hands
of the Amalekites and at their mercy,
and he had to toe the line.

“Write ! snapped the chief.

der prepared to write. The chief
proceeded to dictate:

“31ir,—0On reflection, 1 fear thot T was
myzelf somewhat to blame in the dis-
pute with Blundell. May I beg of vou
to let the matter drop?”

EVERY SATURDAY

Loder fairly wri%'glﬂd with rage.

He knew how glad Prout would be
ta receive such o note as that, It would
give him the excuse he wanted for let-
ting Blundell off, after he had chucked
three prefects about a Bixth Form study.

There was no doubt, no shadow of
doubt, that Prout would accede to the
request in that note. He would accede
gladly !

Prout would be relieved. Blundell
would be saved, and Loder would foel
like & tiger that had lost his prey! All
of which would be satizfactory to the
Secret Seven, though not to Loder !

He began to scrawl. He gave a hor-
rible gurgle through the duster, as his
cars were pulled, & paper was taken
away, and replaced by another.

“ Now write in your usual fist, old
bean,” said the chief. “You're not
ghu_ing to be allowed to wriggle out of
this afterwards., And sign it.”

der, suffocating with rage, made
no further resistance, Tho note to Mr.
Prout was written in his usual “fist,”
and signed. ] :

Tho chief picked it up and examined
it carefully. He nodded as if satisfied
this time. . .

“That's all right, Loder! Tie him to
a desk !

Gurgle! ;

Loder was tied to a desk. The light
was turned off. In the darkness he
heard shuffling sounds, the click of a
key, a door opening and shutting
in. He wag left alone.

agaln.
The Becret Seven were gone. His
rote to Prout was gone! And Gerald

Loder, tied to a desk, gagged with a
chalky duster, remained—to stay there
;*"." somebody came along to release
110,

He could not speak: but if he could
have spoken, no words in any known
language could have done justice to his
feelings |

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Prout is Pleased!

£ NPARALLELED I murmurad

U Mr. Prout. )

It was his favourite word.
~ Prout was worried,

Ho =at in the Head's study, thinking
it over.

He did not want to “sack * Blundell !
And it was hardly possible to flog a
Fifth Form man, even if a flogging
would have met the case.

¥et he had to uphold the authority
of his prefects |

He }ijlad come down tremendously
heavy on juniors who had kicked
against Loder’s rule. A headmaster
could not have two weights and twe
measures. Ho had to deal with
Blundell.

He had told Loder to send him fo
the study at once. But the Fifth Form

7

man had not come. The delay worried
and irritated Prout.

There was a tap at his door at last.

“Come in, Blundell 1* he rapped.

But it was not Blundell who entered.
It was Tupper, the House page. o
had an envelope in his hand.

“What is it, Tupper?' snapped
7y

rout.
“From Mr. Loder, sir 1" said Tupper.
He laid the note on Prout’'s table and

waited. - .
Prout stared =ab 1, took 1 up,
opened it, and read it.

“Bless my soul I said Mr. Prout.
The cinud departed from his majestie

hrow. The difficulty was solved., rout
smiled over that notel He almost
beamed .

Had Loder in writing that note

specially plannad to please Mr. Prout
he could not have succeeded better.

Between his unwillingness to “sack ™
Blundell and the imrﬂﬁﬁlhlllt}’ of over-
looking what Blundell had done, Prout
had been in a dilemma. Loder's note
solved the problem.

Loder begged him to let the matter
drop, confessing that he feared that he
had been a little to blame himself|
Frout was only too willing to let the

matter drop. ; :
This incident enhanced hia high
opinion of Loder! It showed what a
very conscientious and dutiful fellow
Lt:l-ﬂ}::r was ] That was satisfactory. It
was skl more esatisfactory to  bhe
relicved of his difficulty about Blundell |

All, 8o to speak, wes calm and bright |

“Thank you, Tupper!” said Mr.
Prout, not at all snappish now. “ Yon
may go. Tell Mr. Loder that I have
receive this note, and am much obliged
to him.”

“ Yessir 1™

Tupper left the study.

He woent along the passage, turned
into  another, and stepped inte a
deserted Formi-room.

Ho grinned as he went in.

It was dark in the Form-room, bug
there was a glimmmer of starlight from
the windows, which revealed a8 peenliar
figure standing thore. .

It was a junior, with a Guy TFawles
mask on his face, )

Tupper closed the door after him and
grinned at the Etr&nﬁﬂ figure.

“All right, sir 1" he said.

“You've taken the note to Prout?”

“Yossir. ™

“You told him it was from Loder ™

“Yessir I

“Good men! Here's your hali-
crown, Tupper | Mind, you don't know
who handed you Loder's note, if you're
asked [

“'Course I don't, sir!” eaid Tupper
cheerfully. “Bloke in a Guy Fox mask,
sir, that's all T know 1"

“Exactly! %You're an intelligent kid,

Tupper! It was & gpenuine note from
(Continued an next pope.)
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Loder to Prout, upper, ss 1 told you,
ut I didn’t want to take it in per-
sonally for all sorts of reasons.t

“Yez, my lord 1"

“You y asa |
lording me for when you don
who I ami®

Tupper chuckled.

“HBorry, my lord! I mean, sorry,
sir ] 'O}:a.r could I know who you was
when your lordship’s face is covered
by that there mns'lc? "Course I don't "

“Fathead 1=

“ Yessir I
!“ You might wander ﬂ.lﬂﬂt to ﬂu. 10
elass-voom, Tupper, presently. you
find anybody ‘f:II}'EIj to & desk there, you
can set him loose.™

“(0h, my eye I” said Tupper.

" Now cut 1

Tupper cut.

After he was gone, Lord Mauleverer
of the Remove took off the Guy
Fawkes maslk, .

Tupper, in a state of great curicsity,
proceeded to the French master's class-
room, No. 10 :

Lord Mauleverer quietly dropped
from the window to the quad.

As Tupper approached the doeor of
No. 10 class-room he heard faint sounds
from within—sounds that told of wrig-
ling and squirming. .

]'Ifluﬂ stepped in and ewitched on the
1zht.

“Oh golly I gasped Tupper.
His a%:gs a;lmost ulged Frmn his head
at the sight of Gerald Ioder of the
Hixth Form tied to a desk, with a
chalky duster erammed in his mouth.

Loder's eyes glittered at him. He
could not speak, but his lock was
cloguent. It was help at lastl How
long he had been there, tied up like a
turkey in the dark, ‘:Lnrder did not
know; but it seemed like years|

“My eye ™ gasped Tuipar. .

and began to untie

What are you my-
t know

He ran to the dezk

the cords. Leder gurgled at him spas-
modically, and he jerked away the
duster.

The bully of Creviriars gasped for
breath,

“Quick—get me untied 1”7 ha gasped.
“Dou't fumble, you gilly little dummy—
get on with it ) .

“Yessir 1 said Tupper stolidly.

Probably Leoder’s way of acknow-
ledging his services did not spur him
on to greater speed,

“How did you krow I was here?”
pented Loder. . ]

“¥oung gent told me, sir, as I might
find somebody tied tlgl]:; 'ers, so I came
along to scel” eaid Tupper.

Loder's eyes flashed.

“Who was it?" he panted. _

"I eouldn't see who it waa, sir, secing
as be had his face covered up with a
CGuy Fox mask !” explained Tupper.

Loder ground his teethl One of the
cang, of course—ome of the young
scoundrels who called themselves the
Secret Seven! But which—and who?

“It was the sama bloke who gave mo
vour note for Mr. Prout, sir!” added
Tupper.

der started.

“Did you take & note to Mr. Frout?”

“ Yessir 1"

“¥You young fool I”

“0h, sir!” murmured Tupper.

“What did Prout say ™ hissed Loder,

“He looked werry pleased, sir, and
told me to tell you that he was much
cbliged I answered Tupper.

Loder breathed hard with fury! The
note had gone to Prout, then—it was
roo late to think of stopping that! In-
deed, it was clear that I:ia relenso had
been booked not to happen till that
note hed reached Prout safely, .

“fGet a move on, vou clumsy little
idiot 1" he snarled. “Are you poing to
Lwtall night about it 7"
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“1 "ope mnot, sir, seeing as Mrs.
Kebbla ~ will be wondernn what’s
ma of me, and very likely jawing

a bloke 1 said Tupper surlily.

“ Buck up, bother vou |

Lodar was released at last Tupf-e:
gave him a rather expressive look. "Lhe
Junior in the mask had tipped the page
a half-crown for takin§ the note to
Prout. Perhaps Tupper had hoped that
Loder of the %aixth would consider his
release worth as much as that.

If 30, hoa was disnepnintﬂd!

“What do you want?” snarled Loder.
TGet out 1

Tupper got out, i

Alone in the class-room again, Loder
e¢lenched his hands and tried to think it
out. Pront had the note—and was
giensed to get itl 'That could never

undone now! He had to leave
Blundell of the Fifth alonol

Ho dared not confess to Prout that he
had written such a note under compul-
sion—that he had been afraid of the
juniaors who bad collared him, and had
obeyed their arders for that reason, for
that was what it came tfo.

A head prefect who teed the line at
the orders of a gpang of juniors would
not have done for Prout, or for any
headmaster !

He could imagine the amazement, the
wrath in DProut’s portly countenance
if he made such & confession |

It was not to be thought of

'rout must have acted on that note
alrendy, to the extent of deciding to
let the affair of Blundell dropl He was
not likely to reseind his decision if
Loder told him that he had been
frightened into writing the notel

He was more likely to tell Loder that
he was unfit to be head prefect of Grey-
friars, or a prefect at alll -

That little matter of the note written
te Prout had to be swashed out,
obliterated, fﬁrg"lgritanl There was no
help for that! Prout, once having re-
celved it and acted on 1t, must never
be allowed to learn that Loder had not
written 1t of his own accord!

It was intensely exasparating, but
there it was! Loder had been beaten
by the Sceret Seven—they knew it and
e knew it!

But vengeance on the seven young
rascals remained ! He had little or no
doubt who they were!

Loder left No. 10 class-reom and went
ta his study for his ashplant—and then
started to lock for the Yamous Fivel

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sat On by Seven !

¢ 9¢'LL smash youl” roared Coker of
the Fifth.
13 G':l ]f'lﬂ'ﬂ 1::!-
“T1°ll spiflicate you!”
“Hear, hear!™
"1—I—=I'll pulverise youl” gasped

Coker.
“Ha, ha, ha ¥ ‘
Harace Coker heaved like an angry

see. But he heaved in wvain. Seven
juniors were eilher sitting or standing
on Coker,

He was o hefty and powerful fellow I
But he was not equal, like the Bravo
Little Tailor in the nursery tale, to
seven &t a blow!

So he heaved, and howled, and
threatened in vain!
Coker had forgotten all about the

important matters he had been thinking
about when he walked in the Cloisters,
Urgent as his foothall ambition: were,

he had more urgent matters t6 think of
now.
It wae lon and he was

past lank-uf,
still out of the House. It was cold in
the Cloisters—specially cold in contact

with {he hard stone Aags! And he
was sat wpon, and stood upon.

ker was angry, ezcited, amazed|
The cheek of these fags in handling so
great & man a3 Horace Coker, the
ornament of the Fifth Form, was really
amazing ! They went for hl::_]taiust as if
he had been a common meo |

MNeither could Coker understand what
the game was. All seven of them wero
liable to lines, if not to ]iﬂkingasl for
staying out of the House after lock-up.
They did not seem to care—yet they
cortainly must have heen aware that
they wera not likely to escape due
punishment under Loder’s rule,

That they had a purpose to serve by
staying out of the House, st ths risk
of lines and lickings, Coker did not
guess. Neither did he guess that they
werg glad to have him as a witness of
their whereabouts. Coker had no idea
of what was going on in the House!
The seven juniors had i

It was all mystifring to Coker. After
his disoovery of the mysterious moeting
in the old tower Coker had fallen into
the hands of the Philistines, so to speak.
They had jerked him alomg into the
Cloisters, whera Bob Cherry, Nugent,
Redwing, and Johony Bull sat on him,
whilo the rest of the party went back
to the meeting-place. This state of
affairs lasted about & quarter of an
hour, and then Vernon-Smith, Harry
Wharton, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh came along te join in silting or
standing on Coker. Bince then there
had been seven on the job.

Coker dimly realised that soma sort
of business {ad been dizcussed and
settled at the meeting—out of his
hearing. Mo realised that the other
seven juniors had gone back to the
House,

He remembered who they were:
Hobson and Stewart of the Shell;
Temple, Dabney, Frv, and Scott of the
¥ourth; and Lord Mauleverer of the
Remove. Those seven had gone. The
other seven remained—landed on Coker !
Why, he could not begin guessing.

It was quite useless to tell them that
he would smash, spiflicate, and pulverise
them! Hs meant overy word, but un-
fortunately he was not in a position to
make hiz words good!

It was very dark in the Cloisters.
Nobody was likely to come there after
lock-up. Coker had to stay where he
was ti?'l the Removites chose to let him
g, This was the outcome of Horace
barging into matters that did not con-
cern him. He had really asked for 1t!

“Oh, won't I wallop you for this!”
groancd Coker. “Won't T smash youl
Won't I whop you black snd bluel
Won't T just!™

*“ Right, old bean, you won't!” agrecd
Bob.

" Ha, ha, hal™

“The won'tfulness 1is tarrific 1™
chuckled Hurres Jamset Bam Elnih.

Coker heaved again with all his
strength! It was such a miﬁi‘.l:g heave
that the seven juniors rocked. DBut
Coker sank back again, gasping after
that tremendous effort! era Was
nothing doing |

* Oooooooogh ! he gasped.

“Take it easy, old fatheadI"
suggested the Bounder. *Nobody asked
you to barge in, you know t*

“1'1l smash you!*’ gasped Coker.

“Thiz i3 where yon learn to mind
vour own business, Haerace | remarked

Bob Cherry.
“I'll spifticate yon!”
“Useful lesson for you fo learn,

Coker 1” said Harry Wharton.
“I'll wallop youl”™
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!

Ilere comes



Roaring like » maddened bull, Blundell

rushed at Lodor, swept the bully of Greyiria
will you ?** he roared.

Meuly " exclaimed Bob Cherry, as an
elegant figure strolled through the deep
dusk of the Cloisters.

Lord Mauleverer peered at the dim
group and chuckled.

“Still got him?” he asked.

“"Yes, rather!”

“The gotiulness 15 terxific!”

“Good egg'” chuckled his lordship.
“But it's all serene now, you men!
You can let him rip!”

Coker was released. He staggered to
hiz feet. He glared at the Removites
as if he could have eaten them.

But even Coker had had enough for
the present! Even Coker understood
that he could not slay seven at o
and now thers were eight!

“You wait a bit]” he gasped. " I'll
wallop you all round | I'l—" .

“Kick him out!” said Vernon-Smith.

Horace Coker departed without
waiting to be kicked! He tramped
away towards the Housze, boiling with
wrath. Having been kept out of the
House till long after lock-up he had
mizsed calling-over, and had to report
himself to his Form-master. Prout had
to know what had happened to him in
the Cloisters! Csker had no objection
to his knowing! He hoped that Frout
would whoep the young vwillains all
round. 1

After he was gone, the Removites
drew together, all eyves on Mauleverer.

“Worked ell right¥! asked the
Bounder eagerly.

“"Yaos; like p charm.”

“You got Loder 2

“Yaas”

“And he did the note to Prout?”

*Yaas™

“And he pever suspected—=2

blow—
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pod Walker and Carne and hurled them bodily across the study. Then he

"“He suspected I was Wharton—called
me Wharton—""

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I fancy he suspects the rest of wus,
toa I chortled Bolf Cherry. “ 8o it will
be quite & surprise to him when it comes
out that wa were sitting on dear old
Coker all the time.” i

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Greviriars
secret society.

“I dropped out of the Form-room
window to come and tip you fellows,"
spid Lord Mauleverer, “I'll get
back the same way! You'll have to
take your gruel for cutting call-over.”

“That's all right.”

Tha juniors left the Cloisters and
followed Coker of the Fifth o the
Heousze. Lord Mauleverer cut off Lo get
in at the Form-room window which he
had left open for his return. The seven
went to the door and followed Coker in.

A number of fellows grinned at them
as they came in: Temple & Co. of the
Fourth, and Hobby and Btewart of the
Shell. They had shed their old coats
and maeks, and Loder of the Sixth
cerfainly never dreamed of guessin
that they were the fellows whe b
collared him outside the Head’s study !
Loder of the Sixth was szearching for
the fellows who had just come in after
Cloker. They were the fellows Loder
wanted !

“Y say, vou fellows.” Billy Bunter
rolled up. “I say, have you been ont
of the House ™

“Just a few!” anawered Bob. .

“1 say, Loder’s looking for you !” said
Bunter. “ He's been up to the Remove
passage looking for you.”

“What doecs Loder wantiZ inquired
MNugent,

rs from the Acor, and fung him into the fender on top of Walker.
“ Get on with the whopping I Get on with it 1>

** Whop me,

“Ile, he, hel He's got his ashplant!”
grinned Bunter. “ 1 fancy it's geing
to be a whopping ¥

Loder of the Sixth cames striding up.
It was not difficult to sea that ha was
in & state of suppressed fury., Like the
Alpine gentleman in the poem, his
brow was set, his eye beneath flashed
like a falchion from its sheath!

“Oh!” he panted. “Here you arc!”
The seven juniors gazed at him calmly.

*Here we are, or I assented Harry
Whearton. * Bunter says you want us!
We've been out of the House——"

“Don't tell me any lies!” snarled
Loder. I know where you've been (¥

Wharton raised his eyvebrows,

“But we've really been out of the
House, Loder!™

“You can tell Prout that! You're
going to be reported, and sacked, for
what vou've done!” said Loder
venomously, " Follow me ¥

“What have we done?"’ inquired Bob.
“ 1= 1t the sack for sitting on Cokeri"

“ Follow me " hissed Loder.

“Pleaszed ! yawned the Bounder.

There was a buzz from o crowd of
mnterested fellows as the Famous Five,
Smithy and Redwing, followed Loder to
ithe Head's study. They arrived a
minute after Coker of tho Tifth, and
found him there with Frout.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Witness!

i HUNDRED lLines—-—"
A B
“ A hundred lines—"
(4] But A
“INo not answer me, Coker!” Prout

waved a plump hand, weaving Horace
Tue MaGKET LiBRaBY.—No. 1,394
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Coker away as if Coker hed been a
troublesome bluebottle. “ You will take
s hundred lines for failing-te attend
calling-over, and remaining out of the
House after lock-up! Vou may go!"

“ But, sir—" howled Coker.

“ You may go, Coker " boomed Prout.

“But I couldn't help it, sir!"” roared
Coker indignantly. “ How was a fellow
to come in to call-over with seven fags
sitting on his tummy "

“Wha-a-t!” ejaculated Mr. Prout.

“Seven cheeky little sweeps——"*

“What do mean, Coker? Am I
to understand that you were prevented
from coming into the House at eanll-
over iV

“I jolly well was!” hooted Coker. “I
tell you a gang of Remove kids were
sitting on my tummy——"

“On what?” roared Prout.

“I—I mean on my waistcoat—"

“If you mesdn your waistcoat, Coker,
you should say your waistcoat! Yen
should not use coarsze and meaningless
cxpressions in s;ifakiug tc your head-
inaster! You should— Dear me!
What is this?"

Prout waved Coker aside ss Loder
tapﬂed and entered with seven members
of the Remove trailing in his wake,

Coker glared at those members of the
Bemove.

0 “Here they
lrﬂ- [!:

“You may be silent, Coker I

“But thoy're the fags who—"

“Bilence I

Horace grunted. and was silent,

" What is it, Loder ! asked Mg, Prout
graciously. Ho was feeling rather
pleased with Loder. Had not Loder, b
s¢nding him that welcome note, aaveﬁ
Ihim the trouble of solving that difficult
problem of Blundell?

“I bhave to report these boys of the
Remove, sir, on a very serious matter |7
said Loder. “An outregeous act of
violence, sir.”

Coker nodded a.]ppmva].

These seven fellows had sat on him,
wiud stood on him, and generally man-
handled him, and kept him away from
calling-ovet ] Eeeing der march them
into the Head's study in a body, Coker
had no doubt that Loder was reporting
them for that very act!

“Dear me !” said Prout. *“What have
these boys done, Loder? Are you
referring to the same matter as Coker

Loder glanced at the Fifth Form man.
He had no idea whatever why Coker was
there.

“The same matter, sir?"” he repeated.
“If Coker saw them when they made
that vielent attack——"

The BSecret

Loder’s syes gleamed !
Seven had been masked, and though he
felt sure that he had, so to speak, the
right 51%1 by the ears, there might be
some difficulty in proving it! If Coker

he exclaimed.

THE MAGNET

of the Fifth had seen what had hap-keep silent.

ened, however, all wss calm &nd
right!

“Baw 1t!” repeated Coker, *Yes,
rather! I suppose I couldn't help seeing
it, could I, l?oder?”

“You saw what these juniors did?”
exclaimed Loder.

“Of course I saw them " said Coker
testily. ““How could I help sceing what
they dad?™

“Then you will tell Mr. Prout what
vou saw !V said Loder.

“ What-ho ! said Coker.

The juniors exchanged & grinning
glance. They could see that there was
s misunderstanding.

Coker was alluding to what had hap-
pened in the Cloisters, Loder was
alluding to what had happened in
Class-room No. 10,

Seven fellows had been eoncerned in
each case. Only as it happened, it was
a different seven in each case!

*“But what—"" said Prout.

“A viclent and outrsgeous atteck,
Eir—J—” began Lﬂd&rl.

““Jumping on a fellow and sitting on
him——*" began Coker.

Prout waved a hand.

“ Let Loder speak, please, Coker ! You
may corroborata his statemont sfter-
wards | Kindly explain, Loder,”

“Certainly, sir! These seven boys
seized me an hour ago, sir. The light
had been turned off in the passage, and
th%aeimd me in the dark.”

less my soul!” exclaimed Prout.
C;;:B“t * began the bewildered
ar.
ﬁ::fEﬁﬂﬁnﬁf’ Coker, till Loder has
ished !

“They dragge::l me inte an empty
class-room and tied me to a desk, sir,”
said Loder, “I was gagged with a
duster.”

“Is it ible 1 gasped Prout.
“.El:.t-iﬂ?’s remmiﬂﬂ%&d Coker.
“Bilence, Coker! Proceed, Loder 1
“I remained tied to the desk, eir, till
found by Tupper, the page. Ho released

me. The boys had their faces covered
with Guy Fawles masks, but 1 have no
doubt of their identity. If they deny

the act, sir, no doubt you will guestion
them and make them prove where they
were at the time.”

“Quite 30! said Prout.

“As Coker says he saw them, sir, he is
a witness to what they did! I was un.
nware that he had seen them; but Hb
SR 5,__,._”

‘Quite !" said Prout.

The juniors stood silent. Loder was
reporting the Secret Seven for the out-
rage ; ‘but evidently he was not going to
mention that he had been foreced to writa
that note to Prout! He dared not con-
fess that! For his ewn sake he had to
let Prout believe that that note had been
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They wanted to chortls
badly.

Loder stated that he had recognised
their voices! Loder had very little
scruple in such matters,

The fellows in masks who had.col-
lared him were Lord Meauleverer,
IIohson, Stewart, Temple, Dabney, Fry,
and Scott! And he stated that he had
recognised the voices of the Famous
Five!l

This was getting quite interestingl
Loder was gol te learn, once more,
that honesty is r;.ﬁﬁ best policy.

“In such a serious matter,” boomed
Pmuf., “we must make sura!l You are
mr&au}f that you recognised their voices,

er i

* Absolutely, sir!"”

“Bpecify the boys whose voices you
are sure you recognised?

" Wharton espegially, sir,” said Loder,
with a venomous look at the captain of
the Remove. *He was the leader! He
tried to disguise his voica by speaking
in & husky tone, but I knew 1t quite
well! T was also sure of Vernon-Snuth's
voice, and Cherry's.”

“(Oh erikey 1

“ Bilence, Cherry 1"

“The others I cannot be so sure of I*
snid Loder, with oan air of being very
carefully just and feir. “But sbout
those three, sir, there is no doubt.”

“ Do you deny this?” demanded Prout,
with a stern glare at the seven culprits.

*¥Yes, sir!” said the seven. .

“ You deny having had a hand in the
attack on Loder?” .

“Wa were nowhere near him, sir,"”

“Where have you been during the
past hour #*

“Out of the House, sir?"

“After lock-vp i" exclaimed Prout.

* Yes, sirl” .

“Mr. Woose has reported seven of his
boys as having missed call-over,” said
Prout. *Thesa are the boys. But if
they were the boys who attacked you,
Loder, they must have been in the
House,”

“They certainly were in the House,
sir,” gzaid Loder, “though they may
have dodged out afterwards, in order
to tell this lying tale.”

“We shall see. Coker states that he
gaw them carry out the aszsault. That
should determine the matter. Ooker,
tell ma at once what you know abous
thiz attack on Loder "

Colker gasped.

“ MNothing, sir.”

“What ! boomed Prout. “What!
Only & few minutes ago, Coker, wou
stated that wyou saw tﬁg attack—that
you could not, indeed, help seeing it!
Take care!”

“Yes, sir gasped Coker,
they attacked me——"

£¢ hﬂ-tl !.”

“They mopped me up in tha Cloisters,
sir, pearly an hour ago, and they've
been sitting on me there ever since, and
that's why I cut call-over,”

Loder jumped; Prout stared; the
juniors grinned.

“What—what—what !" boomed Prout.
“There i3 somo misunderstanding here
—some absurd mistake ! you seri-
pusly state, Coker, that you missed
calling-over because these boys kept yvou
out ﬂf the House ¥

*“¥eg, sir. And they won't deny it!™
hooted Coker. “They grabbed me in
the Cloisters. and got me down and sat
on me, and—"

“Bless my socl! YWhen did
happen, Coker?¥

“Nearly an hour ago, sir.”

“When did you come back to the
Housa 1

“Ouly a few minntes ago, sir,2
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* And do you tell me that these boys
wera with you in the Cloisters all that
time "

“Certainly, sir; and they won't deny

it! Bitting on a cha

“Do yﬁ?:gdeny this, ;‘rhal‘tﬁﬂ?”

*Oh, na, sir!”

"Coker's & man that wants sitting on,
ur,” ventured Bob Cherry. “So we
sat on him.”

“Tha sitfulness was terrific, honoured
sahib 1”

Loder stood dumb.

Coker's “evidence ' had been given
now. It was not what the bully of
Greyiriars had expected,

Apparantly there had beer two “out-

rages” going on &t the sama time.
Coker had been the wvictim of one,
Lnder.ﬂf- the other, And the fact that
these juniors had been concerned in tha
attack on Coker of the Fifth was clear
proof that they hed had no hand in the
attack on sr of the Sixth. An
*alibi * could not have been more com-
plete and convineing.

Beven {fellows had handled Loder.
Not this seven. That was certain now.
Beven others—but who?  Loder had
not the remotest idea. And he had
stated that he had recognised the voices
of these fellows, who had been at least
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three hundred yards away frem Class-
room No. 10,

*“Thizs—thia is—is extraordinar
gasped Mr. Prout. "It appears, Loder,
tﬁathhese seven boys have out of
tha House, ¢ in gorae foolich and
thoughtless ﬁ:ﬁiﬂ on a Fifth Form
boy. They will be punished for miss-
ing calling-over. But the& cannot have
been the boys in Gui[ awkes masks
who geized you 1n the House, Loder.”

That was clear now, even to Loder.

Heo was still dumb.

(1]
L

“ Coker, g?u need not take the lines,”
said Mr. out. "You are excused,
You msay go. Wharton, and the mst_j
you will taks two hundred lines each.”

rer} Eih"

“You are satisfied, Loder, that these
taeven boys are not the boys in Guy
Fawkes masks who seized you in & dark
passage ?

“I—I—I suppose so, sit!” gasped
Loder helplessly. *I—I thought from
what Coker szaid that—that M

“We were nowhere near Loder, sir,”
said the Bounder meckly.

“1  believa von, Vernon-Smith.
Coker's statement exonerates you, S0
far as the sttack on Loder is con-
corned.”

“But Loder ssid that he recognised

14

’ sir,” said the Bounder.
Smithy was not the man fo let that
fﬁ if he could help it. " DMay we ask
Loder why he said that, sir, when it
isn't =0 7"

“It was
Whﬂrt'ﬂ‘n!

FProut coughed.

“You must not say that, Wharton.
Loder was, of course, mistaken—that
is clesr now. He could not have recog-
nised your voices, as it is now proved
that you were not present. A mistake
hag——"

*“ A rather'serious mistake for-us, sir,”
said Bob Cherry.

“And 1t wasn't true!” said Smithy.

“Oh! Um! You need say no mora !
eard Mre. Prout hastilir. “You may
leave my study, and I shall speak of
that to Loder.”

“Yes, sir.”

The seven filed out with grave faces.
Not till the door was shut on them did
they grin.

Loder remained. Great as
Prout's confidence in that trusty
fect, he was both startled and shocked
by Loder's reckless statoment which had
been proved to be unfeunded. Ha did
not think that Loder had lied, but he

{Continued on next page.)
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|  ALL FOR THE FIFTH!

‘“Magnet ” Representative Visits a Firework Factory.
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HEN I received an invitation
W to gpo and see fireworks being
nade for Iir.lh;& ﬁ'iﬂh. I felt &
very privileged person, as
obviously & firework factory is & place
where people are npot allowed to run in
and out as they like! First of all,
I was very politely, but firmly, asked to
hand over my matches and cigarettes.
This I was most willing to do, a3 I had ne
deaire 1o be a modern Guy Fawkes.

To bepin with, I was shown a |
room where about Gfty pirls were huaig
nngsgcd in making the cardbooard tubes
which later wore to be loaded and con-
verted inte Roman Candles, Air Bomb
Rﬁ_pau{nra, Shrapnel Guns, Bilver Bullels,
Flitter Fountaing, snd a host of other
fireworks with exciting nomes, And the
girle wera busy, toco! BSeldom have I
seen such swilt and dexterous fingers.
The tubes are made of several thicknesses
of brown kraft paper, made pliable witrhﬁ
& penerous coat of paste. The girls ro
ﬂ]E::n on brasa rods which ars withdrawn
when the tube is finished. Loag tubes
are maade and subseqguently cut into
shorter le -

Beforsa the tubea can he fillad and
boecome fireworks they have to be plugged.
Some have a cardboard diso to seal one
end, but not all. I becams very nervous
at what I thought was the careless way in
which u row of girls were pouring gunpow-
der into tubes and banging it down with
stiocks and malleta! 1 must have o

le, because it was expleined to me that

weas etill on what is erlled the * Safa

Bide,” ond s long way off anything

explosive. What I had taken to ba -

ﬁgwdt:f was nothing more dangerous than

and powdered eclay! When clay

is tamped down like that it goeas brick-

hard and makes a perfect plug, I was told.
SAFETY FIRST |

ASKED why some of the fireworks

I wore being given their attractive

outside jaokets before being filled,

while o wore obviously ﬁiﬁg

off to be filled before being complets

-----
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with the gaily printed wrapper. * Come
along," B;?!dj my guide, * and you'll pee.
Our* Works—vou oennot mally call it a
factory, because it doss not consist of one
big building, but & host of little ones—are
divided inte two °sides," the White and
the Black. The workers on the White
side wear white overalls, and are not
allowsd in any ciroumstances to venture
near the Black side, where the workers
wear black overalls. Neither mnst a
Blﬂae}s side worker venture on the White
BlIdlE.
“ But what is the difference ? ™ I asked.
It 18 & difference in the nature of ths
chemicala used. Broadly, the foundation
of all fireworks is either gunpowder, or
mixtures in which chlorate of potash or
barium nitrate form the principal
ingredionts. The Black side is the gun-
powder section; the White side is the ethor.
Now that snewers grﬂur oint about
wrapping, Chlorate of potash and barium
era are clean substances, so we put
the wrappers on before filling. Gun.
powder, cansa it contains chercoal,
along with saltpetre and sulphur, is &
dirty substance to handle, eo fireworks
containing it are filled first and their outer
coverg put on afterwards.”

By this time we had reached the
* Dangerous ** part of the works. It is
not really so very dangerous, becauee all
sorts of precautions aré taken to ensure
safety., For example, in some of the
huts, neither girl—thers are only two
workers in each hut—is allowed to have
more than half a pound of explosive at a
time. She gets it as ehe wants it from a
*“sorvice "' magazine, which in turp, is
limited to 25 lb. B&till bigger rmagazines
are allowed to contain 100 lb.; while
the bhiggest of all have 10,000 Ib. OfF
course, a3 the magazines get bigger, they
have to be farther apart, and fartﬂz; AWaY
from the filling sheds. The bigpest are
away over the moom. The most elaborate
cauftions are teken against sparks.
Il tools used are made of brass or hard-
wood, and .the workers wear over-shoes of
rubber,

A TRICKY BUSINESS !

HE annual output of the factory L
visited runs inte very
milliona of articles, and the ste
works all the year round, prinoi-

P&Hi{tﬂ provide firoworks for the Fifth.

“ How do you manage the difference
between a flzz and & bang 1 I asked.
* And how do you time a hrework which
goaa off in soveral parts 7"

b TE-EI difference between & fizz and &
bang, waa told, "' is partly & matter of
chemicals, and partly of :fuanufaﬂtu.rﬁ.
Very broadly, oblorate of potash and
nitrates form the basis of fireworks which
are pretty rather than noisy; while
gunpowdor givea us the big bangs. Jun-
powder flashes, or fizzos aa you ecall it,
when looso, but if you compresa it, you
get & bang. Timing a frework of the
mars elaborate kind is a tricky bunainess,
but we use a lot of time fuse in the bigger
kinds., An elaborate firework i in
compartments, and by varying the length
of time fuze between the compartments
wo are able to ensure that the piecs goes
off just as we want it to.”

I was next shown how “ Sperklera™
are made. ILengths of coppered. wire
are securely fitted inte frames. These
frames are then inverted and the wires
d‘[lpped in a trough of what looks like thin
gilver-grey cement, &fter which the
fraroes are put in hot-air cupboards.
The next day they are dip]z‘e;d again, and,
returned to the cupbobrds, this time to be
thoroughly dried. The grey paste, 1 was
told, is Tonde of a mixture of chlorats of
potash, aluminium and steel filinga, The
potash is to make it burn, the aluminium
supplies the nocessary heat, and tho steel
filmga provide the spaiks.

Finally, T was presonted with a big box
of * Btandard Fireworks," so that I could
have a real big dieplay on the Fifth, but
not all to myself. I've been pesping
mta that box, boys, and I've got somse
kinds I never know the names of—Devil-
among-the-Tailors, Fire Fans, Air Bomb
Repeaters, Shooting Star Fountain,
Golden Zodine, Chrysanthemuom Fountain,
Whizz Wheels, Rising Suns, Lighthouses,
Colour Wheels, and a Parachute Floating
Light which ascends to a great height,
ond remains suspended for s considerable
time, That shell be the last of all--a
e Her Eﬂumd'nhnighmgt' I the jollieat tim

re'a yon all the jolliea

on the Fifth |
Tae Maguer Lisrisr.—No. 1,334
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did think that Loder had taken his own

fancies for certainties, which was a
rather serious thing for a head prefect
to do. .And Prout talked to Loder for

a solid quarter of an hour on that sub-
Lmt—a hedrt-to-heart talk that left the
ully of Greyfriars perspiring.

hen Gerald Loder at last got out
of the Heed's study, he was longing to
knock Harry Wharton & Uo. into the
middle of next week, and Prout still

farther along the calender.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Loder’s Luck !

HE Secret Seven.
' It was all aver the school the
next day.

From the Sixth to the Second,
all Greviriars had heard about the
Hecret Seven, and wondered.

Lader had told his pals, Walker and
Carne. Perhaps they had told others.
Perhaps the juniors teold. Anvhow,
everybody konew.

Who were the Becrct Seven? )

Loder cudgelled his brains over it,
and c¢ould not guess. ) .

Seven juniors had handled him, in
masks, calling themselves the Hecret
Seven. He had been convinced that
they wera the Famous Five—Smithy
and Redwing. And they weren't,

is own notion in reporting the
affair to Prout had made that clear to
the temporary headmaster, as well as
to_himself. ;
" He had many encmies, both i the
Lower School and the Upper. Thera
wera few of the juniors who would not
have hiked to handle hin. Soven of
them had done se. But whichf

Loder could not guess.

‘The leading epirits of the Romove,
it seemed, were not in ik, He could
have sworn that Harry Wharton and
the Bounder wero the rimngleaders.

¥et both of them, it was proved, had
Leen gitting on Coker out of the House
when the Seeret SBeven bappged Loder.
Neither of them could possibly nave
had & hand i ik

Loder was enraged, cxasperated, and
also uneasy. Having butted into Win-
gate’s place, with the mtention of exer-
cising a tvrammy of which old Wingate
had never dreamed, he had expected to
kave the little world of Greyiriars at
Litg feet. All he required waz the
ungquestioning  support of the head-
master—and he had it. Open opposi-
tion to hiz tyranny was impossible—
nobady wanted to ba “sacked.” And
he had never thought of zecret opposi-
tion—the hidden hand, as it were. He

hiad never dreamed of a “seeret
society ¥ at Greyfriare,

And that had come into heing,

It was history repeatin itself.

Wherever there is tyranny, there will
ha secret societies, because then it iz
the only practicable method of
opposition.

Who were they?

Seven fellows—unknown to Loder.

Not the fellows who had the mest
reason to dislike him. He had himself
proaved their innocence,

Who, then?

The tyrant of the schiool had o couple
of hundred fellows to choose from, and
no evidence against any of them.

He cudgelled his brains over it—in
vain !

Thera was, 1t zcemed to him, only
ona ¢lue,

They had disguised their faces with
Guy Fawkes masks. They had, there-
fore, those grotesque adermments In
?lh-nir possession.  IF he could dizeaver
Ll —
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Loder thought that out. The Secret
Sevenr were not done with him. Me
waa sure of that. Hﬂmﬁ “got away "
with their little game, they ‘would try
it on agoin, some time. }f that was
zo, they were keeping the maska on
hand, for use on the next occasion.
Where did they keep them? If he could
find them, and prove the ownership—

Pacing in the quad, after leisons the
following day, Loder was thinking this
out. He scowled st a party of Fiith
Form men whg passed hnm going down
to pames practice. .

Blundell of the Fifth curled his I:f
as he went by. Bland and Fiizgerald,
Potter and Greene smiled.

The Fifth Form men did not know
all the circumstances, but they knew
that Loder, for some reason or other,
had had to giveup his campaign against
Biundell. at cheery youth, after
“chucking ** three Sixth Form prefects
about a study, had escaped tunscethed.

Little did tha great man of-the. Fifth
dream that he owed his escape to fage.
Loder was not likely to tell bim; neither

=

STiLL. THEY COME!
More Winners in Our 100 Prizes Competition.

Here'a this week's batch of prize-wilnmers
EE;]IW competition on *Why L Like The
=

H. ABRAHAMSE, 4, Stanley Villas, Stanley

Road, Claremont, Cape Town, South
Africa~-Pocket Wallet.
#. BUSHELL, 161, Croxted Road, West

PDulwich, London, §.E.01.—Panknife.
B. HOLLEDGE, 34, Beach Gardens, South
Ealing, London, W.5.—Book.
H. 6. HODGES, 1%, Moorside Road, Yardlay
Wood; Birmingham,.—Fountain Pen,
€. BATE, 83, King Willlam &treet, Amblechte,
nr. Stourbridge, Worcestershire.—Penknifa.
T. BRAADY, 23, Emmet Sfuare, Blackrock,
Bublin; L.F.5—Pocket Wallet,

There are sLill many more prizes waiting to
be won, and if you have not yeb sent In
your effort in this competition, get busy
rieht away. AN you have o do ia writa on
a posteard as comnciscly as poezible, Four
E‘Eﬂ&ﬂﬂﬂ for liking The GEM, and then post
Lo

The MAGNET 100 Prizes Competition,
5, Carmelite Street,
London, E.C.4 {Comp.}.

The " Gem,"” our famous Companion
Paper, is on Sale every Wednesday,
Price 2d.
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wera  the juniors The episode
diminished any respect the Fifth might
have had for the new captain of the
zchool.

Loder gritted his teeth as he glanced
after Blundell & Co. But it was & com-
fort to him lo rellect ihat, i one por-
ticular, at least, he had the whip-hand |
The school games were in his hands,
and Blundell of the Fifth was dropped
from the first eleven. like most of the
men who had been friends of the former
captain of the school. Loder was goin
to lead & team over to St. Jim's, whic
was very unlikely to beat the eleven
they would meet there. He cared little
for that, so long as he scored over his
enemies at Greyiriars,

But the bully of Gre
mizsed Blundell from his mind. The
Heeret Seven occupied his thoughts,

Ha went into the House at last, and
up to the Remove passage. He could
not hava said that the Secret Seven
helonged to the Remove, but his sus-
pictons centred on that Form.

Moast of the Romovites were out of
the Houwse after class, as 1t was not
vet tea-time, It was & good opportunity

friars scon dis-

for Loder to spy into their studies., in
quest of {}u:%]?n#kcs masks.

“He, he, hel”

That cachifination came from Study
No. T.

The door was open. and Leder

glanced in. :

Study No. 7 in the Remove belonged
to Peter Teodd, Tom Dutton, and Billy
Bunter. Toddy was out, with the other
juniors, but two fellows were in the
study.

‘Bﬁ'ly Binter =zat in the armchair, grin-

ni .

ﬁm other fellow was standing before
the glass, trying on a Guy Fawkes
mask | ;

Loder’s eyes ghitered.

This was Juck !

“He, he, he!” Bunter was blinking
at the junicr in the mask dand chuck-
ling. "I say, Dutton, that makes you
look almost as ugly as you are natur-
ally. He, he, he!”

“Eh " said the junior in tho mask.

“It’s like your own face, only more
s0!"” saild Bunter.

Tom Dutton of thoe Remove was deaf,
Otherwise, DBilly Bunter would pro-
bably not lave made such personal
remarks with impunity. TFortunately
for Bunter, Dutton did not hear them.

Loder stepped into the study. He
had found one of the young scoundrels,
af all events. He was in luck!

Bunter jumped at the sight of him.

“Oh crikey! It's Loder!” he ex-
claimed. *“I—I say, Loder, I—I've done
m{ lines. I—1 really hove, Loder! I
—I was just going {o bring them, only
—only that ass, ﬁ'uddy, used them to
light the fire with, and——"

‘Bhut up, you young ass!”

Loder é}mppn his hand on Tom
Dutton's shoulder. Dutton blinked at
himt through the: eyeholes of the
grotesque mask.

“What's up " he asked.

“Came with me!” snapped Loder.
“Don’t take that mask off. Reep it
just as it is. Prout's going to zee that.”

L1 Ehljlll

“You're to come to the Head™

Y Dead I reEaatcd the deaf jumor.
“Who's dead?

“0Oh erumbs! You deaf post!
with me |” roaved Loder, :

“Oh, all right. Let me get this off
first,”

“Keep it on, you young sweepl
Prout's golng to see you just as you
ate, and I'm going to take you to his
study.™

“Who's muddy " .

Loder did not answer that question.
Ho hooked Dutton out of Study No.
7 and marched him away down the
Remove passage. )

“Oh erikey !” pasped Billy Bunter.

Ha followed on, in sheer wonder.
Loder wes all sorts of a tyrant, but
taking a fellow to the Head for trying
on a Euy Fawkes mask in his-study was
extraordinary. It  was against
rules that Bunter had ever heard of.

MNovember 5th being near at hand,
lenty of fellows had bought Guy
Tawkes masks to wear at the celebra-

ticns on that anniversary. That was o
trifling matter thet Loder had rather
overlooked,

In his keenness to track down the
Secret Seven Loder was, as usual, jump-
ing to conclusions. In point of fact, he
might have discovered about fifty Cluy
Fawkes masks if he had searched the
junior studies. But he did not, at tie
moment, think of that., He had_for-
gotten all about the glorious Filth
of Novembor, the gunpowder treason,
and plot! He was thinking of matters
mueh nearer at hand! And be had not
the slightest doubt that he had bagged
one of the fellows who had tied him to

Come

1 L8]
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“ You will take 2 hundred lines, Coker, for failing to attend calling-over !*' said Mr. Prout. *“*1 couldn’t help il, sir ! »

roared Coker.

* How was a fellow to come in to call-over with seven fags sifting on his tummy—I—I mean walstcoat 2 **

There was & sudden tap on the door, and Loder entered, with seven members of the Remove trailing in his wake.

10, the

the desk in Class-room No,
previous day.

Down the Hemove staircase he went
with his prisoner, who was in & state

of great astonishment.

What Loder was up to Dution could
not guess. .

He could only wait and zce!

The sight of a fellow in &8 Guy Fawkes
mask, marched along with a prefect’s
hand on hiz shoulder, naturally drew
attention. Tellows gathered from all
sides to stare.

“Who is it?”

“What's upt*

A dozen voices inguired.

“I say, you fellows, it's Dutten!”
gasped Billy Bunter. “ Loder's running
him in for trying on & Guy Fawkes
mask ! Fancy that!”

“YWhat rot!” said Skinmer. “Why
shouldn’t he, if he wants to?"

“YWell, that's ih"” said Bunter. I
say, you fellows, has Loder gone mad,
do vou thinl ?™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What the dooca 1z thizs game,
Loder?” asked Walker of the gixth,
nieeting the bully of Greyfriarz in the
passage.

“I've got one of them,” said Loder
grimly.

“One of the seven?” exclaimed
Walker.

“Looks like it, doesn’t he?"

“Well, yes, but—"

“But, 1 say—" began Carne, who
was with Walker.

Loder did not heed. ¥e marched
Tom Dutton on down the passage and
tapped at the door of the Head's study
and marched his prisoner into the
presence of an astonished Prout!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not so0 Lucky!

E. PROUT jumped.

M e was startlod.

Even o portly, pompous,

sedate middle-aged gentle-

man was liable to jump at the sudden

and unexpected sight of o fellow got

up in a grotesque and hideous Cuy
Fawlkes mask. .

* What—what—what is this?” gasped
Prout, jumping up from his table
“What—what—Loder—who—what—"

“This iz Dutton of the Remove, sir,”
sald Loder,

“Indeed] In the name of all that
iz absurd, Loder, why have you bronght
thiz boy to me in that absurd disguise ™

boomed Prout irritably. *“I was—was
guite startled. It iz most—most discon-
certing! T'or what reason—"

“You will remember, sir, that [ was
attacked vesterday by a number of
juniors, 31331115»5-. in  Guy Iawkes
masks,” said Loder.

“Ng donbt. But—-7"

“I have been looking, sir, for any
juniors with such things in their posses-
sion,” eaid Loder. "I found Dution
with one on, in his stndy—and 1 brought
him to you just as he was, gir ¥

“Oht” said Prout. :

“Mhis 15 one of the seven boys, sir,
who—m-" )

“0Oh1” said Prout agam.

“Tf you question him, sir, no doubt he
will give you the names of the others,”™
said Loder.

“Certainly, he shall do so1* boomed
Prout. “Dutton—if you aro Dutton—
take off that nbsurd mask, at once !

“Did von speak, sir?”

“What? What{ Take off that mask I'”

“VWhat am I to ask, sir®"”

“What! What? Take off that mask,
at onea 1™

“I'm not & dunce, sir!" said Dutfon
warmly.

“YWhat

“Mr. Quolch didn't think me a dunce,
sir, when he was hers! And Mr.
Woose, cur now Form-master, lias nevee
called me a dunce! I don't know why
vou're ecalling me a dunce, sir! What
have I dopet™

“Iz this boy ingane?'" pasped Proot.

“He's deaf, sir "' said Loder.

“Oh! ¥es! I remember that one of
Queleh’s boys is deaf! Is this the box?
Dutton, take that mask from your face.”

“Here, sir?" acked Dutton.

“¥es, here and now | boomed P'ront.

“But there isn't room in your study,
EIT..“

“What? Room for what#”

“A race, sir!”

" A—a—a race !"’ stuttered Mr, Pront.

“Didn't you tall me I was to racoe,
sir? Do yvon mean with Loder, sir?
There's nobody else here, iz there, sir®"

“Bless my soul!” =aid DMr. Prout
faintlv. ™ Loder, fake thatl mask off the
boy's face.”

Loder removed the mask, untring the
strings, Dutton's rather red snd aston-
ished face was revealed. Mr. Prout had
wondared whethor the boy was insane.
Dutten was really wondering the same
thing about Prout! What was a fellow
to think of a beak who called him &
dunge for nothing and told him to race
in a study?

“MNow, Dutton, listen to me !I” boomed
FProut, putting a little extra cnergy into
hiz boom. Y1 understand that you are
deaf—"

“ Mot exactly deaf, sir; only a little

{Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

“I can
hear fellows when they don’t mumble !
A lot of fellows make out that I'm deaf,

hard of hearing.” said Dutton.

but I'm not deaf really. Not what
you'd call deaf, sic!l?

" Lodar tells me that you are one of
the boys who attacked him 4n a passage.
Is that s0®™

“That depends on the passage, sir!”

“What 7™ ]

“I can tackle any passage in Virgil,
1 think, sir! My, Suelch used to bo
satisfied with my Lafin, and Mr. Woose
thinlks it's all right.”

Mr. Prout gazed at him.

“Tpon my word! Dutten! Listen,
boy! I am not speaking of passages in
& poem! Ihd you share in the attack
on Loder 7"

“No, sir!”

“Yon deny it?" boomed Prout.

“Oh, no, sir t but I will ask the house-
dame if you like.”

“What? What!"
“Ask the house-dame "

“¥es, sir; she 13 sure to have szome

soul p—"
ated Prout. “ Soda!™

"Boda " re
“Theugh I dom't know about a sack 1"
“A sack's

gaid Dutton thoughtfully.
rather a lot!™

“A—a—a sack | said Prout dazedly.
“ A sack of sodal Does this boy imagine
I am speaking to him about a saclk of
soda! Bless my soul! Dutton, T am
asking vou about an attack on Loder,
not about a spck of soda! Yesterday
afterncon Toder was seized in a dark
passage. Do vou know by whom he was
seized &

Had Prout said: “Do you know
whom he was seized by " he might have
got away with it | Buat Prout, of conrse,
would have perished rather than have
terminated a sentence with a preposi-
tion. Nothing would have induced
Prout to speak slip-shod English. But
the excellent way he put it led to

gaspad Drout.

another misapprehension on the part of W

the deaf Removite.

“Perhaps he had & cold, =iy
suggested Dutton.
“What

“I mean, perhaps fthat was why he
sneczed. ™

" Sneczed 1M

“Didn’t you say he sneezed, sir?™

Mr. Prout eame out from behind his
writing-table, appreoached Dutton, hent
and bawled. Even Duttoa had to hear,
then !

“Dutten! Did you take part in the
attack on Loder yvesterday?” Not only
Dutton, but half CGreyfriars could have
heard the question mow that Prout put
full steam on.

“"Eh! No!” ejaculated Dutton, in
surprise, “Did anybody attack Loder?”

“ Were You not aware of it?” Dhawlad
I‘I:?ut. 3

Oh, no, sir! Never heard of it!
Fellows often don't tell me things,
hen}uae they make out I'm deaf ™

*They ey make out! IDless my
soull Dutton, if you were not one of the
boys who attacked Loder, disguised in

Tire Macyer LiBRarY.—No. 1,304,
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Cuy Fawkes masks, whera and why did
vou obtain that mask?™ )

“1 bought it from a pedlar, sir.”

“When?" roared Prout.

“This morning, sir.’

TAnd why?v i

“For the [ifth of November, sir!”
said  Dutton, in surprize, “Yellows
always hava them on Bonfire Dag, sit.
It's next week——"'

“Upon my word ! That is very true!
onfire

Day i1s near at hand, which accounts for

% any boy in the school heing in possession

of a Guy Fawkes mask 1"

Loder started! He had! 8o hed
Ppeout, for that matter, until Tom
Dutton reminded him. It was manT,
many years sinee Prout had celebrated
Bonfire Day with erackers and squibs
and a mask!

“The boy states that he bought the
mask this morning 1" said Prout crossly,
“In that ecase, he eould not have worn
it vesterday! Have you any other
reason for supposing that he was one of
your assailants, Loder?"

“Oh!” gasped Loder. *No!*
“Upon my word! Have you wasted
my fime, Loder, and given me the—the
extremely difficult task of talking to this
boy, simply becanse he had a GCuy
‘awlkes mask in his possession a fow
days before the anniversary on which
such thm? are commonly worn?"

8 3—f— ** Loder stammered.

“The boy's statement could be in-
quired into 1" boomed Prout. “But it is
not necessary—not at all necessary!
Probably fifty boys have such masks in
their possession! Possibly a hundred!
Loder, you have acted very hastily and
thoughtlessly in this matter ! You have
acted very atupidl‘lr; Loder!  Raally,

der, I expect a little more judgment
than this from my head prefect!”

Prout turned to Dutton.

“You may leave the study!”
SIa

ed.

“lﬂjnder said the same, sip—>
“Whﬂ-t-f"

“But I'm not muddy—*

“N-n-not m-m-muddy |"

“No, sir! I ean’t see any mud, any-
how! 1If I'm muddy, where 15 it?”
argued Dutton,

Gao!" shrieked Prout. He had had
enough of talking to Dutton, at all
events. “Go! Go!

Dutton went.

Loder would have been glad to Follow.
But Prout had some more to say to
Loder!  There was another heart-to-
hoart talk for that =zealous prefect!
Vhen he got away at last, Loder rea-
lised that he had better think twice, if
not three times, before he took any
fellow to Prout again!

b

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Coker All Over!

HL ODER'S not so bad I
fE Eh 3”
“YWhat #*

“ Not so bad "' affirmed Coker
of the Fifth.

Generally, in Coker's study, Potter
and Greene of the IVifth gave the great
Horace his head. He wounld take it, in
any case; so it was easier to give it him,
and save argument |

Now, however, the worms turned !
Bince the affair of George Blundell, all
the Uifth Form of Greylriars agreed
that Loder was a cad, a sneak, & bully,
a toad, m rank outsider, the limit, the
outside edge—in fact, quite a lot of un-
pleasant things. He was making ducks
and drakes of the football eleven, for
which alene he ought to have heen

boiled in oil!  He had nearly landed
Biundell, #he idol of the Form, in ter-
rific treuble, for which he ought to have
been lynohed, at least, if not boiled over
again | His only friend in the Fifth was
Price, who was cold-shouldered by the
rest; and Price would not heve ven-
tured to speak up in his favour. That
was reserved for Horace Coker |

“You blithering idiot " said Potter.

*You howling ass 1" said Greene,

“Not =0 bad !"? said Potter. * Are you
off your onion 1

“Not ED an " agid Ereene.? “Are
you stark, staring, ravi tiy 1

Coker frowned. o

“1 don't want any back-chat, you
fellows,” e said. “I think I'm a jolly
good-tempered fellow not to kick the
pair of you out of the study thes
‘minute,”

“ Fathead !

11 .ASE !:l:

“TI've said,” resumed Coker, *“that
Lioder's not so bad! If you'll listen &
minute, instead of gabbling like geese,
I'll explain. cr's not so bad! Look
what he's done I

“He's turned old Blundell out of the
First Eleven ! roarved Potter.

* ¥es—that's what I mean ¥

“That—that—that's what you mean !
gasped Potter,

“That's it. I mnever thought much of
Blundell, you know! A good fellow,
and all that, but no footballer ! Coker
shook his head. “Ha has consistently
refused me a place in the Form team.
You know that. Well, that shows how
much he knows about football !

“¥Yeo gods!” said Greeme. “But what
about Loder 1"

“He’s turned out Sykes of the Sixth,”
went on Coker. * Well, I agree with
kim! They're decent fellows enough,
and a fellow likes them perzonally, But
friendship isn't football! They always
backed up Wingate, when he was hers,
in keeping me out of the First Eleven.
That shows what duds they really are!”

“Oh ecrikey 1"

“He's turned you out, Potter——""

‘Do you agres with that, top?”
demanded Potter ferociously,

" As I said, friendship im't football!
I'm bound to a¥m¢. when I know that
the man’s right [ argued Coker. “Can
vou =ay you play Soccer like I do,
Pottor ¥

“Like you do?” gurgled Potter.

“Yea,” said Coker, with dignity. “1
ask wou !

“Nol!” gasped Potter, “Hardly! If
I played footer like you do, Coker, I
theouldn't expect to be in the Greyfriars
First Eleven! I should expect to be
asked to play for Colney Hatch!™

“Or Bedlam !” agreed Greene.

Coker's frown intensified. This, of
course, was sheer cheek, and Coker was
not a man to be cheeked in his own
study. )

Still, he tried to be patient with Lis
erring comrades,

“Talk sense ! he suggested.

* What would be the good, with vou?”
asked Greene. “¥ou wouldr't under-
stand.”

Coker breathed hard,

“I've said, and I say again, that
Loder’s not so bad 1™ he declared.
“He's made s lot of changes in the
footer, and 1 approve of every one of
them. Every man he's dropped has
been against me. Loder’s looking for
new blood, and I think it’s a jolly good
idea. I can’t say I think much of come
of his new men—Hilton, Price, Walker,
and Carne, and so on—but if a man's
doing his best, I believe in backing him
up. Anyhow, he's got rid of a Fut of
duds, like you, Potter, old chap !”

“Like me?” breathed Potter.

Yes, and Blundell, Sykes, Blaund,



and that let! He's trying out some new
men, which 18 & Jﬁll}f- sﬁﬂu-d 1idea. But”
added Coker, with a shake of the haa.&,
“he hasn't t.imught- of me 1"

*You ! spid Potter and Greene.

“Me ! said Coker. “I'm a pretty
good man at the game, 1 believe,™

“ Anybody else believe zo?”

"I'm not bothering about thst!
When a fellow knows a thing, he knows
it, and the silly prejudices of a lot of
ignoramuses can't make any difference
to that! Well, as I said, Loder’s not
g0 bad, and I'm going to give him &
chance, I'm going to back him up, and
offer him my services as a footballer I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you laughing ot, you
dummies? I'm  speaking  seriously.
Loder's got hia faults—E've had lots of
rows with him myself. I don’t think
much of the Bixth. I've said so, a.nd 1
say so again, Still, T believe in being
feir cven to & Bixth Form man. Loder's
&:# his points., And I can tell you:
this—they can jaw as much as they like
in the games study, but I'm going to
back up Loder—and that's thatl”

*“Fathead !

“Dummy !”

“Oh, jawl” said Coker. "Jaw! I'm
backing up Loder! And I can tell you
this, I'm not letting those checky fags
get ot him! Youw've heard all that jaw
sbout the Secret Seven and so on! I've
ggt a pretty clear idea about that. I've

en thinking ever something I noticed

in the Cloisters the other day ¥ Coker
nodded his head sagely. “T1 can tell
ou, I can jolly well put Loder on their
rack. There were fourteen of the
young ticks, and only scven of them
stayed to sit on mo! I fanecy I know
how to put my finger on the Secret
Beven !

EVERY SATURDAY

“If you do—which you don’t—you'd
better keep it dark!” snorvted Fotter.
“They're uE against Loder, and that's
good enough.” :

“ Everybody's up against Loder, except
a few blackguards and one silly fool!”
remarked Greene.

Coker rose from his chair, He gave
his study-mates a glance of lofty scorn.
“Jaw az much as you hke! I'm

standing by Loder! 'm backing him
up! Put that in your pipe and smalke
it, and be blowed to youl®

Polter and Greeno rose also. [They
rlared at Horace Coker as if they eould
have caten him. Coker saw reason for
backing up ILoder in the fact that he
had turned nearly all the good men out
of the First Bleven! That, in tho eyes
of everybody else, waos the head and
front of his offending! Coker was the
man to tnke original views., It was
Coker all over!

DBut his originality, this time, was
altogether too exasperating.

“Look here!” said Potter. “You
back up Loder, and you’ll get ragged
by all the Form !*

“T'd like to see 'em
Coker.

“You'll see it soon enough, if :i-tau
start playing the giddy ox fo that
extent " hooted Greene.

“Rats ™

“You're going to see Loder now?
demanded Potter,

“1 am I

“And backing him up ¥

“ Just that!™ u.s:-}entei Cloker.

“Then you'll live the life of a SBoceer
ball in the Fifth! And vou can take
this as & sample! DBack up, Greeney I

“What-ho I'' said (Greene.

Coker had apened the study door.
Potter and Greene rushed on him in the
doorway. They swept him out!

(2

rag me " jeercd
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Cloker landed in the passage with =
crash,

Cloker’s roar was heard far and wide.

“Now como back!™ roared DPotter.
"Come and have another [

""Lots more ready ! hooted CGreenc.

Up jumped Coker, Like & jack-in-the-
box! Back he came, in a charge like
that of the Light Brigade!

But he had lezs luck than that famous

brigade. They carried all hefore them
in_ their celebrated  charge. Coker
didn’t !

Coker mixed himself up with Poiter
and Greene, and the mixture rolled and
panted in the deorway for a couple of
minutes. Coker was ejected from the
mixture, and rolled in the passage
azain,

Thia time he was not m such o hurry
to get up. He nceded wind. e
sprawled and gasped. He gurgled ! e

gu?;%'le !

“"That's a sample!” panted Potler.
“Lots more! Come on, Greency ! Let’s
tell them in the games study l”

Potter and Greene tramped down the
passage to the games study, where the
Fifth Form most did congregate.

Coker sat uf:, Ho passed his hand
dazedly over his head, as if to make
sure that it was still lj.'lf:i‘{!l! It felt a3
if it wasn't,

“(oooogh ! gasped Coker.

Ho stagpered to his feet, still sivors ol
wind, gasping. He Jeaned on the wall
and gasped and gasped. When he had
recovered a little he started for the
Sixth Form passage, He rcsisted a
natural desire to follow Potter and
CGreeno and slaughter them in the games
study, under the eyes of the Fifth.
Potter and Greene could wait!  Still
gurﬁlin a little, Horace Coker went off
to the Sixth to zea Loder,

(Candinued on néxt poge.)
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
And Just Like Loder!

L OMEBODY must know ™ snarled
S Gerald Loder.

“Right " assented Walker.
" But who "
“"Echo answers who!”" remarked

Arthur James Carne.
Loder scowled. ]
It was some days since the affair of

the Beeret Seven. During that time no

clue had been discovered to the young
raszcala.

Loder's first clue, the Guy Fgwkes
mask, had turned out a frost! er
wda & littlo more partieular about his
clues now !

"He had had enough of hedrt-to-heart
talks witl’ Prout! He was anxiowm not
to shake that gentleman's confidence in

But he was determined to run
down the secret “gang” who had
handled him, and made him elimb down
in the affgir of Blundell, He had had
no luck! Now he was discussing it
with hia friends in his study—but they
could not heI}i);

‘hey were keen encugh to do so. If
the Secrct Seven remesined undetected,
it was likely enough that Louder’s friends
tﬂ:l.ﬁht suffer at their hands, as well as

ar. They did not foel guite safe
while the Seven wera secret,

But there seemed to be nothing doing,
Once their masks wero off, the seven
had vanished, az if into thin sir, leaving
no ¢lue behind,

“Bomebody must know ! repeated
Loder savagely, “In fact, very likely a

Mmany w ¥

“Bhouldnt wonder1” agreed Walker,
“ But thel:.' won't tall us.”

“Hardly I said Carna,

“I'm pretty sura that Wharton and his

have a hand in it, though I can't

x"ﬁ on them 1" snarled Loder.

jl:t!r?nu proved yourself that they
:%h "“!”th re's hardly a £
ou sos, there's a fa
school who doeen't loathe you,

in the
er i

THE MAGNET

Carne pointed out Lkindly. ““And thera's
a conple of hundred of them.”

Tap!

There was a knock at the door, and it
opened.

Loder stared round irritably.

It was Coker of the Fifth whe stepped
in! Loder's eyes fixed on him with 8
rather deadly look.

He had never liked Coker! Coker
WaS RO hi?’ and so strong, and so
reckless and unthinking, that even Sixth
Form prefects had to be careful with
him. The fact that Coker wounld be
satked if he punched a prefect did not
alter the ntger fact that & prefect
punched by Colker would feel as if a
sledgehammer had hit him!

Several times since he had become
head prefect and captain of the school
Loder had considered the ides of making
Cloker sit up for his cheek! For what
Coker regarded as manly independence
was regarded simply as cheek by the
prefects, IL was now in er's power
to treat Coker as he had started to treat
Blundeall, In Coker's case, ha would get
away with it casily enough. Nobody
cared what happened to Coker. He was
a thorn in the side of Prout, his Form-
master, and generally in hot water in
the Form-room. Prout certainly wonld
not feel about Coker as he had felt about
Blundell! Neither would the Secret
Saven, whoever they were!

Loder pet his lips.

If Coker gave him an excuse, half an
excuse, he would find himself in Queer
Street! Loder was fairly itching to lay
the ashplant round a fellow whom, in
hie heart of hearts, he feared! Bringin
the hefty and egregious Coker to hee
would be rather a triumph for the new
captain of Greyfriars !

Loder was sll the more keen on i,
because of the episode in Prout’s study
; f;w days a:iu-i‘:’ ?h“’h*"‘. ‘-'.'}'nktgr, gmnm he

ad suppose e going to witness on
hia gide, had turned cut to be a witness
for his vietims! He was very keen on
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was 1mportant, to

Coker's mind, for that to be made clear.
“Ves, here we are!” said Loder
grimly. “Aand if you've come here to
ask for a m‘haipmg you've come to the
rl%;& shop, Coker I¥
ker stared at ham.
“ A whopping !" he repeated. “Mad "
der exchanged a glance with Walker
and Carne! They rose to their feet!
They had been unwilling to handle
Blundell—but the&r had no such un-
willingness to handle Coker! All three
of them rather “funked"™ Coker in-
dividuslly. Three to one théy did not
funk him; and Loder's authority was

sufficient to cover their proceedings, If
it came before Prout, &ker muﬁ not
deny that he had barged into Loder's

study and asked for it. It was all right
this time! ]

“Just & whopping ! said Leoder, with
s sneer. ““I'd whop Fou a3 soon as sny
fag, Coker, or any other Fifth Form
man, seelt”
_ "You didn't make much of & job of
it with Blundell !" snorted Coker. *"And

faney you'd find ma as tough to
handle

Loder & Co. were quite unaware that
Coker had come on a mission of peace:
and that he was the man—the fml;-r man
—who conld give them some sort of a
clue to the SBecret Seven! Had they been
aware of the latter fact, no doubt they
would have received Horace with open

arms! It was a case where ignorance
was not bliss!

Loder picked nu his  ashplant!
Walker and Carne ¢

ed round between
Coker and the door. auita unknowingly

ker was understudying Daniel enter.
ing the lion’s den when he came to
Loder's study,

Coker, of course, forgot his peaceful
intentions at this hostile reception. He
clenched his fists and his eyes began to
gleam.

“What sort of & game do you eall
this?* hie demanded. “What do you
fancy vou're up to, I'd like to knowi™

Loder pointed to a chair with his cane.

“Bend over!™ he said laconically.

"Mad 7" asked Coker again.

“Bend over [ rapped Loder.

“Mad as a hatter, I suppoze!” said
Coker. "I came herg———->"

“Are vou bending over that chair?i”

“Don't be e silly ass!™ roared Coker,
lozsing what remained of his temper,
never very patient. “Do you want me

to chuck wyou aczoss the study, like
Blundell? I'll do it fast enough if you
ask for it

“Bend him over ! said Loder.

Walker and Carne jumped in together,
They had hold of Coker’s arms befora
he could deliver one of his sledgehammer
blows, Uniting their efforts, they jerked
hirm to the chair and bent him over the
5ame,

YWhop !

Down came Loder's ashplant on
Coker’s trousers with a terrific whop!
The roer from Horace Coker woke all
the echoes of Greyfriars.

He struggled iranticaﬂf’,

In the casa of Blundell of the Iifth,
the Fiith Form man had got the upper
hand! But Coker, though Ferhaps more
becfy than Blundell, was herdly so re-
doubtable an antegonist, In the grip of
two Sixth Form men, both exerting
themselves, Coker found that he had no
chanca. He had no doubt whatever that
e was o better man.than Blundell in all

respects, Bui perhaps that was & mis-
take on Coker's part! Anvhow, bhe
failed to break loose from the grasp of
Walker and Carne, and they held him
pinned down over tha chair!

Whop! Whop!

“Yaroooh ™ roared Coker. “I'll
smash you !

Whop



*Whoooop! Wait till I get at wou!
Yarooooh! Oh, you rotten bully! I'll

make shavings of you!" shricked Coker.

Whop!

Loder was going strong.

He had s hefty hand with an ashplant;
he had had a lot of practice with it
He put all his beef into this! It was
sheer joy to him to whop a fellow of
whom he was secretly afraid! No more
tact in dealing with Coker—no more
avoidance of trouble with that head-
strong youth—not now that he was head
prefect and captain of the school!
Coker, perhaps, would mend  his
manners—after this! A thrashing, in
Loder’s opinion, was what he had
wanted, for whole terms! Now he was
getting 1tl

Whop !

It was a full gix; and every one of
them o swipe! Horgce Coker wr:lijgglﬂd
and roared and howled and yelled.

EVERY SATURDAY

Loder lowered the ashplant.
“Now you've had your six, Coker!”
he remarked genially., “Don’t ask for

any more, or you'll get them.”
“I'll smash you!” bellowed Coker.
Whop !
“I'll pulverise youl!l”
Whop !
“Yarooogh! Legge! Oh crikey!®

howled Coker,
“ Anything more to say ! asked Loder,
swizshing the ashplant.

Coker gurgled! But he said no more !
Cloker's gmm was not rapid on the up-
take; but he realised that so long as he
slanged Loder the whopping would go
on. And eight fearful whops satisfed
even Coker.

“You cart let him po!™ said Loder.

Walker sand Clarne hesitated to let
Coker go! They were rather doubtful
of what might happen when he got
loose.
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ITALY ON TOP !

T the moment there’s a possibility

A of an International match in this

gountry between Enpland and

Italy, and much interest is likely

to be aroused by the event. A reader who

hea heard of thas visit of the Italians, and

who has also seeén them referred to as the

world's champion football team, asks me

how it gomes about that they are able to
claim this high-sounding title,

Wall, the [taliana can certainly lay some
gort of elaim to the fitle, even though
thot claim may not ke entirely justified
on actual football merit. Not long ago
there waa hold what was ealled & world's
Cup competition on knock-out lines, and
in that competition over thirty countries
were represented, Italy came through on
to%. winners of that world Cup,

ha snag, of eourse, so far sz real
justifieation of the title iz concerned, is
that nono of the countries of tho DBritish
Islos took part in the competition. I
don't suppose you would be mmterested
in the why and wherelore, because it is
rather a complicated subject; mixed up
with what might be called foothall politics.

The interesting thing about this Italian
vietory in the world Cup competition,
however, lies in the fact thal the rulars
of that country were so pleased shout it
that they had special postage stamps
made,

And if you showld happen loreceive
a lefter from anpgbody in Itaiy just
nowo, I should Hhke you to look ot
the stomp very corefully. You
will find that on the picture part of
it there are foolballers, and alse
ithe words Y World's Football
Champions.”

fa whalever glse we may say about this
Italian football team which is coming
to play England, they are at least inter-
eqting because they have been rozponsible
for adding one postage stamp to the
collostion of the philatelists. And we all
collect pos stamps &b one time or
uoother in our ahort lives, don't wol

POSITION PLAY ]

ENTION of this coming Inter-
M national rominds me ihat
England has a ready-made
team at hand— ided, of
aourse, that the men who played againat
Wales at the end of September are all fit
and well, The form of the England
tenm on that occagsion was considered to
be quite good, and it mey be faken for
granted that the eleven plavers who did
duty will be given further ﬂ'pp:rrt-unitiea
of showing their worth. The moro a
team of players from different clubs play
together the better they ought to be.

¥t would be something of a novelty if
England played two International matches
in suceession with the same team.

Indecd, it would almost bﬂ#ﬁ‘mtgc
in these dags, if Englamd played fhe
same centre-half-bRelz in two
econsecutive matehes. This position
has proved veryg difficult to fill to
the satisfaction of the seleclors in
recent yeors, and changes have
been snade almost from match to
match.

This leads me Lo answer & guestion from
a Middlesbrough reader, who wishes to
know what I think of the much-discussed
problem of whather the centre-half-back
should be a third iu}l-hm.:]:—ﬂmt.hlsiln
ato urely and simply—or whether
he mlﬁ. play his part in the attacking

lang of his side. There i8 no doubt that
the reason why there haz heon 50 many
changes in English International sides
recently has been the fact that the
gelectors have not scemed to make up
their minda definitely as to what sort of
centre-half they wanted.

Wo have tried the stoppers Fuml;r and
ﬂimpllir—auah as FRoberts, of Arsenal,
We have tried the attacking type of
centre-half, like Hart, of Leeds, end
Cowan, of Manchester City. We have
also tried the fifty-fifty fype of contre-
half. In trying to answer the qucation
a@ to which type of centre-half my young
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Loder threw tho deor wide open.

“Chuck him ont ! he said. * Listen fo
me, Coker! I'm letting you off this time
with a whopping. Any more cheek and
I'll take you to Prout to be sacked.
You'll go straight back to the Fifth, if
vou're wise. Now sling him out into
the passage, you men.”

Walker and Carne heaved together,
and Coker tottered out into the passage.
Thera he rallied. Ile stood panting, and
glaring back into Loder's study.

The three Sixth Form men steod in a
row, walting for a charge.

Perhaps it dawned on Coker that he
could not handle three Sixth Form men
in & bunch! Perhaps it permeated into
hiz obtuse brain that if he did, it would
be his last exploit at Greyiriars School !
Perhaps the anticipatory lock on
Loder’s face gave him pause; w:a-rnmﬁ
him that the bully of Greyiriars woul

(Continued on néxt page.)

friend should try to become, I am in &
diffioulty. You Bes, ition play is not
a one-man affair. t is where &0
many clubs—senior as well as junior—
make a mistake. A certain player is
told that he musé edopt thia or that
method—and the remeinder of the team
are not told to play accordingly.

ATIP!

HAT I am gotting at is thia,
U & If the cenilre-hall of o

football team in used aolely
for the job of hoelding up the opposing
cenbve-foricord, then some other
siernber of the team must do what
would normally be the work of the
centre-half in attack.

(ne of the secrota of Arsenal's success
with this policeman type of centre-half
1z found in the methods of Alex James.
It ia searcely going too far to say that
James iz raaif the centre-half of the team.
He picks u aﬁ the looss balls in the middle
of tha field, and uses them in the way the
old type of contre-hall used to do.

So in respect of the duties of particular
players, I would advise the members of
every team to have & ifalk togother.
The tactica of the team as & whole should
ba decided,

Position play in footbail iz nine-
tentha of the game. The ari of
getting info position even when the
ball {8 not in your particulor part
of the field should bLe studied.

A very old footballer of my acquaintance
sums up this matter very tersely.

“Tf you are not in ion of the
bali,* gﬂ enys, *then be in position.”
I don't think that needs much in the way
of detailed explanation. When a colloague
has the ball, think about your position ;
try to get clear of the ggition 8o that
the colleague can pase the hall to ad-
vantage. There is one thing better than
beating an opponent after the ball comes,
:]111{! éhﬂﬁt. is to heat him before you receive

o *

In raply to * Foul,” the referce counld
not give a penalty. ara the cir-
cumstances. A centre-forward tekes o
shot at goal from short range, but tho
ball goes over the bar. As soon as it has
gone over the bar the goalkeeper, rushing
cut, foula the man who shot, Although
this offence is committed in the penalt
arem, 8 penalty kick cannot be awarded.
The ball must be in play at the time.
It may be added that & pensalty kick can
bo given for an offence in the penalty
ares oven when the ball is nut.-siﬁguhtlm
area, provided the ball is in play. opo
that ig clear. “ LINESMAN."
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be rather gilml of a chapce of gefting
him bunked. Whatever the reason, or
collection of reasons, Horace Coker did
not charge back into Loder's study !

He bestowed a glare of concentrated
wrath and scorn on the three diies,
breathed hard and deep, turned—and
tramped away! No doubt he promised
himself vengenancs at a8 future date! Just
at present, he gave it up and tremped
back to the Fifth. Whatover the out-
come of that whopping of Coker might
be, one thing was certain—Coker had

uite dismissed the idea of har:kmt; up

ader [ Whoever at Greyfriars might or
mirht” not back up Loder, it was
absolutely eertain that Coker of the
Fifth never would!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
More for Coker!
L SAY, vou fellows! yelled Billy

E Bunter.

He yelled from the landing
inte the Hemove passape. And
it was a yell of high excitement.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" yelled back
Dol Cherry. * What's up, Bunter "

“I say, vou fellows, they're going to
rag (oker in the Fifth——"

*More power to their elbow,” grinned
Yeroon-Snth,

“The ragiulness of the esteemed
Coker is the proper caper” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

el | saY, Vol fellows, looks to mo as
if they're going to slaughter lum ¥
gasped DBunter. “The whole Fith——
And Blundell's got o fives bat, and—"

“Who's going to the eircus?”
chuckled Bob Cherrey.

There was & rush of the Remove fal-
lows across the landing to the Fifth
Form quarters to see the circus. It was
only a few davys sineo they had regged
Coker of the Fifth themselves in the
Cloisters. No doult Coker had got
over that, and was asking for another.
_ "By pum, the whole jolly famaly is
in it1" remarked Johony Bull, as tho
Famous Five arrived in the Fifth Form
tereitory, 3

All the Fifth, or nearly all, wern
there, ewther 1 the passage, or tho
games study of which the deoor stoad
wide open.  And they were all excited.
Blundell, the captain of the ¥Form, had
8 livez bat in his hond, which his ex-
pression hipted that he was poing to
wse, hard. Bland, his ¢hum, had sorted
out & long ruler. Fitzgerald had =
walking-stick; Potter and Greene n
cushion cach, Other fellows had other
things—all apparently ready for Horace
Coker, It was really surprising to seo
the unanimity that prevailed in the
Fifth. Except Hilton and Price, whe
vwere not (o be seen, the whole Form
scemed prepared to fall on Ilorace
Coker and slay him,

Coker’s name was on every lip. And
the interested juniors soon learned why
the whale Fifth kad turned out to sl_a_y
Coker.

. “Backing up Loder,” Potter was say-
g, “Baid b out quite plain—he's
going to back up Loder,”

“Bhouted it out!” said Greene.

“I'll give him backing up Loder !
said George Blundell, “I'll give him

beans ! Il qife him jip!”

“Bure we'll rag the baste bald-
headed,” said Fitzgerald. “Faith, and
we'll spiflicato him intirelv 1*

& Frog's march along the passage,”
Raifliﬂdnml.

“And a dozen frem this bat” said
Diundell. :

“And dip his head in ink,” said Smith
major.

Tae Miorer Lisrary.—No. 1,394,
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_“Back u Loder, will he?” said Tom-
Iingon, *Hea will be tired of backinpg
up Loder when we've done with him.™

"He'll be tired of life,” said Blundell
darkly.

The chums of the Remove looked on
from the landing with smiling faces.
Why Coker, almost alone in the school,
had declared his intention of backi
up Loder, they did not know. But it
was clear that Coker was not going to
get any cncouragement in the Fiffth in
this new idea of his.

They were waiting for him to como
back from Loder’s study. Whatever his
luck had been with Loder, he was going
to have the time of his life when he
got back to the Fifth.

“1 say, you fellows!” sgueaked Billy
Bunter. " Here he comes!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Coker !*

All eves turned on Horace Coker as
he arvived. He was riot looking happy.
He was rather untidy and breathless,
and wriggled a little as he walked. He
gave the juniors a glare.

“What are you fags hanging about
here for?" he demanded.

“Here he 137 roared Blundell:

There was a rush of big Tifth Form
fellows, and the juniors jumped out of

the way. In thc}Fras.[: of half o dosen
pairs of hands, Horace Coker was up-
ended along the passage.

He roared as he went., He seemed to
be taken by surprise.

Coker had come back in a state
of burning indignation—the deadliest
enemy of Loder of the Sixth., But the

Fifth, of course, did not know that,
They only knew that le had declared
hia intention of backing up Loder.
Without wasting time in words they
proceeded o let Coker know what they
thought of that idea.

“Bump him "

“Rag him !

“Whop him !

“Roll him over!"

“8crag him !

It was a terrific roar in the Fifth
Form Passage.

Coker, yelling wildly, disappeared in
the midst of a erowd of excited and
wrathful seniors. FEverv man was eager
to 1g’:ca-t at Coker. Harry Wharten & Co.
looked on. Fellows of the Fourth and
the Bhell came along to look on. The
uptoar was heard far and wide,

udeal of all was the velling of Coker
of the Fifth.

Bumped and rolled and swhapped, the
hapless Horace was left sprawling on
the floor in thednidst of o wollisih eirele,
o sprawled and spluttered. Blundell
brandished the fives bat over him.

“Now, vou cheeky ass!”
Blandell.

“Grooogh ! gasped Coker,

“Backing up Loder, are yvou?”

“Oooogh! Urrrgeh !

“Roll him over and pin him down !
satd the captain of the Fifth. “['l
givg him a dozen to begin with.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“0Oh, my hat!” Fnspw] Bob Cherry.
“Poor old Coker! There won't De
much left of him after this.™

*The muchfulness will not be torrifie,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Groogh! Hooh! Woogh!” gurgled
Coker, sitting up dazedly, “Wharrer

roaradl

you at? Have you gone potty?”

“Backing up Loder—what ¥ roared
Blundell.

“Ow! No! Wow!”

“Changed your miad*™ grinned
Potter.

“"Unrrgh! Yes. Wurrggh!”
T’ give you a dozen, all the same,
in case you change it again,™ said
Blundell. “Rell him over!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

0w ! Goerroft ! Leggo ! raved
Coker. “You silly asses] g!_eeggt}! I'm
not backing up Loder! I'm going to
thrash the cheeky rotter as =zcon as [

t & chance! Ow! Will vou legeo?

aw ¥

“You said you were backing up
Loder I" hooted Poller. " You went fo
ge¢ him in his study to tell him so.™

“Yea; but— Ow! He collared ma
—wow I—and whopped me!™ gasped
Coker.

“What ™

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Loder whopped you!”  pasped
Blundell.  “Whopped a Fifth Form
man !

“Ow! Wow! Yes!” proaned Coker.
“Ow! Those cads, Walker and Carnc,

held me, snd Loder gave me six! Ow !
You see, he didn't scem to understand
that I'd celled in a friendly way—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“And they }pitclmd into me before T
conld explain.”

"Ha, ha, ha!"

“I shan"t be able (o sit down for
days ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥ou ecan cackle!”
stoggering to hiz feet. “1 don't see
where e cackle comes in. ‘tThat bully
Loder—-="

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Fifth.

“That rotten cad Loder—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Nobody was ragging Coker now. The
raggers were deubled up with merri-
ment. Evidently Coker, after all, was
not backing up Loder. Loder had sccn
to that. 1 Fifth roared; the juniors
roarcd, It was quite a Homeric out-
burst of laughter. Coker glared round.

Liswled Coker,

He could not see anything funay in
this. He was the only fellow whao
couldn’t.

“Oh, cackle ! he howled. “I can tell
vou I'm going to smash up that bully-
ing cad, der 1™

"Ha, ha, ha!” o

“Only he's got Prout in his pocket.
and & man doesn't want to bo sacked !™
gasped Coker. “But I'll whop him
some time !

“Ha, ha, ha!" ' ; .
l‘lr; You silly, cackling blithering idiots,

“Ha, ha. hat” )

Horace Coker tramped into his study
and slammed the door. He had been
feeling sore when he pot back after his
visit to Loder. Ile was feeling sorer
now. His last state was worse than his
first ! He slammed his door wrathfully
on the crowd in the passage, leaving
them rocking with laughter.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Selzed by the Seven!

ERALD LODER smiled

G It was not a pleasant smile.
Wednesday had arrived—the
day of the Bt. Jim's match.
Immediately after dinner that day, the
Greyfriars First Eleven were to take
the train for Bt. Jim's, to play Kil-
dare’s team there. And there were few
Greyfriars men who expected anything
but & sound licking from Kildare's tea:m

on the 5t. Jim's ground.

Which did not seem to worry the new
captain of the school. Loder thought of
hiz prudges first and football after-
s*.‘urdgs., if at all.

Ha had reorganised the Greyiriars
First Eleven, 83 he chose to describe it.
Lvery man who had been a pal of "old
Wingate's” was turned out. Great
plavers like Blundell of the Fifth snd
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Eﬁkes of the Sixth had been dmpped*das and fixed on Loder’s back az he stood But thers was no time!l
we

a3 several others. Their places ha
been filled by men like Walker and
Carne, Hilton and Price.

Loder had made himself ﬂmruughliv
unpopular in the Upper Behool as well
as the Lower. Tt was hiz own faunlt;
but he resented his unpoiulu.rity all the
same. He liked to miake the fellows
who loathed him *sit up.” And he
could not do that more effectually than
by playing ducks and drakes with the
QoCeer.

Standing at his study window he was
looking out at & group of szeniora in
the guad, who were talkin tagleﬂmr
excitedly. Bykes, Blundell, Bland and
several other dropped players werse in
the group. They were evidently excited
and exasperated. The fact t they
wers powerless added to their exaspeta-
tion. And Loder smiled!

If they did not like him or respect
himy, at all events they were going to
feel his power | He noticed Walker and
Carna stroll out of the House, and
caught the glare that Blundel] & Co.
turned on them. And he smiled again!
Loder was enjoring himsclf to-day!
Evervbody, or nearly evervbody,
secemed to be in the quad after dinner.
Nearly everybady waa talking, and all
on one subjeet. Loder glanecd over a
sea of angry and indignant faces, and
his =mile %m&dened,

Hea did not hear his study door open
behind him.

It opened very softly.

Had he looked round he would have
been startled by the face that looked
in. It was rather a startling counten-
ance. It was, in fact, & Guy Fawkes
magk, Eﬂra:piﬂt{:hr concealing the
features under it.

Eyes, through the eyeholes of the
mask, fashed swiftly round the study,

at tha window.

The masked junior pushed the door
wider open silently. e made a sign
to six other fellows behind him.

Then he trod softly into the study!

Loder, still entertained by what he
saw in the quad outside, did not turn
hiz head. o was taken quite off his

uard ] MNothing gould have suited the
‘ecret Beven of Greyiriars betier!

The whola seven were in the study,
and still Loder stood staring from the

window, grinning.
The leader closed the door and turned
the key.

The click of the key caught Loder’'s

ear, and he spun round from the
window. He jumped almost clear of the
floor st the sudden and startling sight
of soven fellows iIn  grotesgne uy
Fawkes masks,

Ha stared at them, catching his
breath! In broad daylight—in the

middle of the day—the Beeret Seven
had reappeared | he St. Jim's mateh
and the deep feelings arouzed on thet
subject had rather driven the BSecret
deven from Loder's thoughts, He was
reminded of therz now.

Wers they the same seven? He could
not tell! hey looked the same, but
they might have been any fellaws in the
Remove, or Fourth, or Shell! He had
suspected last time that the Famous
Five woere among the seven, and ho had
Had he suspected it ﬂliﬂ

uk

been wrong |
tima he would have been right!
tho masks told him nothing.

They did not speak ! They advanced
ofi [oder of the Sixth. e clenched his
hands and caught his breath.

The seven wers between him and the
door. He had a wild thought of tear-
ing open the window and jumping out.

“Collar him 1™
They jumped at him in & bunch.

“Help " yelled Loder, a: ha went
down, struggling, in the grasp of seven
pairs of handas.

It was the only vyell he had a chance
of uttering.
~ The next second a handkerchief was
jammed into his mouth, and he gurgled
into silenca,

Silent, furions, he struggled despey-
ately. The s=even 1|I't-erf(¥ na n‘El'd.
They reserved gll their breath for the
tussle, which was fierce enough for a
couple of minutes,

Then Loder, on his back, purgling
under the gag, lay exhausted, the seven
kneeling on hun, pinning bin down by
sheer weight.

He glared up at them rather like a
tipar.

What they intended to do he had no
idea. Thoy were taking tremendous
riska in tackling him like this in tho
broad daylight. Any fellow might
comma to his study to see him any
minute. True, they had picked a
time when the House was almost
emply.  But v would hoeotime soon to
start for the ratlway station. Then——

If they left bim tied, as they bad dono
s few days ago in the French class-
room, he would socom be “oud and
releaszed. What else could thev intend ?

Whatever they intended they =aid
[]-e::thinﬁ Haviitg toduced Loder to
utter helplessness, they proceeded o
fasten his ankles together with a whip-
cord and his wrists with another. Then
g string was knotted round his head

to keep the stuffed handkerchicf safe in
its place.

(Continued on néxi page.)
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LITTLE DEMON

THE BEST AND
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SPITFIRE

1934's WONDER FIREWORK

Here are some others :

“ Standard”

12 FOR 6d.

BIGGEST
BANG OF ALL

2d. each

Bangers,

Colour

Cannons,
Thuaderbolts, Crashers, Flash Bombs, ete.

FOR PRETTY EFFECTS ask {or Flitter Fountains,
Will-o'-the-Wisps, Fire Faos, Lighthouses, Valcanoes,
Wheels,

There are dozens of other kinds to choose from,
whether they fizz, whether they whizz or whether they
go ofl “BANG "—they're ALL JOLLY GOOD.

MAKE SURE THEY ARE
“STANDARD”

Fizbangs, Eleciric

G uns,

Rising Suns,
Snowstorms, ete.

Golden Zodiacs,
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The door handle furned,
was & push at the door.

The seven jumped. Loder writhed
wildly. If he could but utter one shout !
But he could not utter a whisper!

There was a rattle and shake at theo
door handle,

“Yoeu in there, Loder ¥ ealled out the
voice of Price of the Fifih.

The masked juniors remained still as
mica.

Stephen Price waited a moment or
two, and then rattled the door handle
again. Plainly he was puzzled at find.
ing Loder's door locked.

“Loder 1" he called out.

Silenee !

“Isn't he there, Pricey ?” It was the
voico of Hilton of the Fifth. Cedric
Hilton, the slacker, and Price, the black
sheep, were both in Leoder’s reorgaomsed
Firat Eleven.

“Heems not ! snapped Price. * Know
where he can he i

and thera

“Gone to Prout, perhaps! He's
always pow-wowing with Prout.”
“Well, we've got to start pretty
soon I grunted Price. “Anyhow, he's
not there, I suppeosc, as the door's
locked.”

The two Fifth Formers went down the

passage. ) i
I.rﬂltﬁar'ﬂ ayes ileamml with rage. Ivi-
dently his Fifth Forin friends had no
remote suspicion of what was going on
in the study. . _

The seven gave him their attention
again.

One of them sorted out a duster,
which was tied across Loder's eyes,
blindfolding  him. They disappeared
from his sight.

He gurgled with rage.

No doubt, now that he could not see
them, they were taking the Guy Fawkes
masks from their faces. They did not
want to bo thus adorned when they left
the study. But he had no chance of
recognising them. The carefully tied
dustor completely blotted out his vision.

Over the blindfolded bully of Grey-
friars seven jumiors grinted cheerfully
at one another. They were the Famous
Five of the Remove, with Peter Todd
and the Bounder—if Loder could only
have secn them !

Bob Cherry winked at his comrades

THE MAGNET

and there was & chuckle, Loder heard
it, and wriggled with rage. This affair,
he had no doubt, scemed funny to the
sevart young rascalal It did not seem
funny to Loder ! .

Harry Wharton went quietly to the
door, listened for a moment, and then
unlocked it, and peered out into the
passage.

Nobody waz in sight. ‘

He whipped out, and whipped slong
to Wingate's old study; unoccupied now
that the former captain of Greyfriars
was away., He set the door of that
Etual:.' wide open, and hurried back to

er's,

“All serene!” he whispered.

Loder felt himself lifted from the
floor.

He was carried, like a sack of coke,
in the hands of Bob Cherry, Johnny
Bull, Frank Nugent, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. He was not a light
weight, but the four of them handled
him easily encugh. )

Peter Todd cut along the passage in
ona direction, Smithy in the other
They wera to keep watch during the
transit of Loder! A whistle was to be
the signal if anyone appeared in sight.

But the time had been well chosen,
and only a minute was required,

Loder was rushed rapidly along the

assage into Winiata'a old study, and
E"ir"lmrbnn closed the door instantly he
was inside with his bearers.

A few seconds later there came a
warning whistle from the Bounder.
Someone had appeared in the offing.
But all was safe now.

Wharten turned the key in Wingate's
door.

Footsteps  passed the study. The
juniors and their prisoner were still
and silent. The footsteps died away up
the passage.

“Right as [ breathed Bob
Cherry.

* What-ho 1" i
Bob produced another cord from his

pocket. Loder was sat up against the
table, and the cord wound round him
and a table-ler and knotted.

He wriggled, but he could only
wriggle. He knew that he had been
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carriad to an empty study—either Win.
gate’'s or Gwynne's; he could not iell
which. He guessed that he waa to be
left there now. And in half an hour
he had to start for the railway station
with his reorganised eleven for Bt
Jim's, It locked as if he would not
start at scheduled time. He could have
groaned aloud v.%l:h rege, had he bean
able to groan. They had not left him
in his own study—he would have been
found there. Who would think of look-
mg for him in Wingate's cld study?
Iarry Wharton opened the door and
eered out. He sighted Mr. Lascell
the games master, passing the end o
the passage. He popped back agsin
promptly, and gave Larey Lascelles
time to get clear.

Then he looked out again. There was
no one 1n sight. He made a sign to his
comrades, .

Bilently, awiftly, the juniors quitted
the study. Wharton lingered a moment
behind the rest, to lock the door on
the outside and slip the key into his
rocket.

Then the Secret Seven vanished,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Most Mysterlous !

i ODER |*
E “Where's Loder "
“ What on earth's become of
him "

“Gone out "

“Goodness knows 1

*“Is the man mad "

“The car’s waiting 1”

“Where's Loder 7"

. Quite & number of seniors were look-
ing for Gerald Lodor, and inguiring
after him anxigusly,

The car was waiting to take the foot-
ballers to the station. There was a
train te cateh at Courtfield, and Loder
was not to be found.

Obviously, the footballers could net
start without their captain, and their
captain had disappeared
. Walker and Carne, Hilton and Price,
inguired up and down and round about.
They went to his study in turns.

He was not there. He was not with

Prout. He was not in the prefects’
rooin. He was not to be zeen in the
quad,

Amazing 88 such a thing was, it
looked as if Loder had gone out of
gates and failed to return in time to
etart with the footballers.

If that was the case, it was difficult
to irn_u%'mq what had become of him.
Certainly it occurred to no one that
he was tied u
gate's old study.

Ilis new_recruits were getting very
anxious. Blundell, Sykes, Bland, and
other fellows who had been turned out
of the team, were puzzled, but not at
all anxious. 8o far as the fixture was
concerned, it did not matter a straw
whether Loder turned up or net. He
was only-going over to 8t. Jim's to col-
lect a crushing defeat. Indeed, if he
did net turn up, it was all the better,
for Walker, who took his place, wounld
have to play somebody else, and Walker
might have sense enough to play a good
man.

“Looking for somebody 77 asked Boh
Cherry, meeting Walker of the Sixth
in the passage near the changing-room.

“Seen Loder I yapped Walker.

“Loder I” said ob  innocently.
“Can’t you find him¥"

“No. Have you secen him1¥

“Looked in the changing-room ?”

“The changing - room? repeated
Walker. “There's nobody there, I sup-
pose. What the thump would he ba
doing there

like & turkey in Win-
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Mr. Prout unlocked the cupboard, threw It open, and stared -in,
“‘ Who has done this, Walker 2 *

prisoner’s head.

“Oh, I heard somebody thers as I
passed, that's all I said Bob carelessly,
And he strolled away.

James Walker gave a
stalked into the changing-room. It
seemed improbable enough that er
was theve; but, evidently, he was some-
where, and all likely places had been
looked inta.

Loder was not in the changing-room.
But somebody else was—in fact, seven
somebody elses |

Walker of the Sixth was no sconer
inside the room than there was a paticr
of rushing feet, and he was collared and
rolled over on the floor.

"Wha-a-t——" hea gasped.

He had no time to say more. A
sponge was shoved into hizs mouth, His
bulging eyes had a glimpse of saven
fellowsz in Guy Fawkes masks.

But it was only a glimpse. A moment
later & sack was drawn over his head.

Like a fellow in & dream, Walker felt
cords knotled round his ankles and
wrisis, He realised what was happen-
ing. It was the Becret Seven at work
again,

He pguessed now what had happened
to Loder, but he guessed too late. Ha
also was in the hands of the Amalekites!

He felt himsell rolled over. A door
opened and shat,

Walker knew where he was—in a
large cupboard that opened off the
changing reom, in which various
alhletic gadgets were kept. But
nabody else was likely to know where
he was, for he heard the cupboard door
locked en him. Then he was left.

Seven  jumors, with Guy Fawkes
masks shoved out of sight in their
pockets, strolled carelessly out of the
changing-room. They met Bob Cherry
in the passage.

" All serenal™ he asked.

snort and

Fawkes masks | **

“The  serenefulness is  ferrific!
grinoed Hurree Jamszet Ram Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha "

* Liooks like o win for us, dear men 1™
murmured Lord Mauleverer. It was
Mauly who had taken Bob's place as a
member of the mashked seven.

“"What-ho [" chuckled the youthful
conspiralors.

And they sauntered cheerfully cut of
the House into the Oectober sunshine.
They met Carne of the Bixth coming in
from the quad.

“Heen anything of Walker!” he
called out.

“I saw him in the Sixth Form Room,”
answered the Bounder.

Carne stared,
~ “What the thump ! He can’t be lock-
ing for Loder there, 1 suppose |

With an angry grunt, Arthur Carne
hurried away to the Bixth Form Room,

The conspirators exchanged blissful

glances.
“Walking into it!" breathed the
Bounder. “1 wonder if Carne thinks

from what I said that I saw Walker
in the Sixth Form Room lately? I saw
him there vesterday!™

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Let's hope Hobby and his merry
men ara ready ' murmured Nugent.

“That's | rpight!” said Harry
Wharton., “ Bet on Hobby IV

The Form-rooms on s half-holiday
were, of course, deserted. Carne did not
expect to find anvone there, unless it
was Walker searching for Loder.

But he Jdid find someone! He found
seven someones ! As soon as he stepped
inside, the Form-room door was
slammed bebind him, and he spun
round, to stare blankly at seven juniors
got up in Guy Fawkes masks |

The Secret Seven !

That they were not Harry Wharton &

Ty
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§ “ Walker !”* he gasped, dragging the sack from the
A gang of young rascals, sir,”” gasped Walker, ** got up in Guy

Co. was certain, for Carne had just
spoken tc that cheery company outside
ihe House. Whoever they were, they
were walting for Carne.

They had him down on the Sfoor
bhefora ha knew what was happening.
In a twinkling Hobson of the Shell had
jammed & duster inte his mouth;
Stowart was tying it there; Toemple and
Dabney, and Fry and Scott, were knot-
ting cords round his arms and legs, and
Squiff of the Remove was sitting on
him to keep him still during the pro-
cess, Dizey with amazement and rage,
Carne was rolled into a corner among
the Bixth Form desks, and tied to the
leg of one of them. A duster was
fastened over his eyes.

Then the mysterious seven removed
their masks, put them in their pockets,
and strolled out of the Form-room,
Templa locking the door after him and
taking away the key.

“Iallo, hallo, hallo]l ¥You men secn
anything of Carne of the Sixthi”
chortled Bob Cherry, as they came out
mto the guad.

“Bort of 1" grinned Hobson.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Thera seem to be a lot of men
missin’ to-day,” remarked the Bounder
gravely. “From what I hear, the team
gre three men short. Weird, ain't it 17

*“Ha, ha, hal”

It was not only weird, but absclutely
amazing and extraordinary, to the men
of the First Eleven. Loder was still
absent, and Walker and Carne, search-
ing for him, had vanizhed also. And
thera was no time to be lost if the
taam were to catch the train at all and
ﬁgt to 8t. Jim's. The footballers were

hating the strange state of affairs,
and DBlundell, Sykes, and other men

Trag Macxer Lisrary.—Ng. 1,234,
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turned out by Loder, were taking a
leading part in the debate,

What the captain of Greyiriars
fancied he was up to in acting in this
extraordinary manner was a mystery to

everybody—except to the numerous
mentbers of a Greviriars secret
society known as the Secret Beven!

What Walker and Carne fancied they
ware up to, in thus olearing off without
& word, was another mystery.

But the footballers, with a train to

catch, bad no time for elucidating
mysteries! ;i .
Only Hilton and Price raised

objections to Sykes of the Sixth coming
back into the team and_ taking the
captain’s place. By way of reward for
their ohjections the new captain

THE MAGNET

promptly turned them out. They were
not wanted, so far as [ootball weont
Sykes and Danoroft of Sixth,
Blundell and Bland and Potter of the
Fifth, fAlled the places it open by the
elimination of Loder & Co.

That eminently satisfactory arrange-
ment having béen made, the fcam got
off at last, cheered as they went by all
Greyiriars.

“Chanece of & win at St Jim's now I
remarked Greene of the Fifth, “ Loder’s
done the first Enpular thing since he
became captain.”

“But what's he done 1t for?™ asked
Coker, *“Fancy ever g slacking rotter
like Loder letting t}m{ team down at the

last minute like this

Mot PP e e Pt Pt Pt P P Pme P P s P Prnr P P s Do n Mo Poir vt

OME INTO THE |
OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glad io heor from you,
chumas, sao drop me o line to the
foliowing address : The Editor,
The ** Magmet " Librory, Theo
Amalgamated Press, Lid., The
Fleeticay House, Forringdon
Eh"ﬂﬁtf Lﬂ“dﬂ“’ E-Iﬂli* .l!'l
stamped, addressed envelope
will ensure o reply.

¥ {the number of appreciative
B letievs I have recelved from you
fellows, it's a dead cort thal you
are all pleased with our Free
Sheriff's Outfit. Good! There's
gome more good things coming along
goon, believe me! Heep your eyes
on the MAGNET and pouw'll see for
yourselves !
Now for an interesting ** Coreers’
ingquiry from W. H.G., of Birmingham.

HE WANTS TO BE A JOCHEY,

and asks me how boys achieve that
gmbition. From the details of his
wweight and age tokich he gives me, ¥
shaowld imogine that my chum is
suitable if he con manage to find a
training establishment which rweill
agree to fake him. Although a boy
tlio aspires fo be a jochey must be
light and smell, he wust olso be
strong, and be naturally saympathetic
to horses. Tvaining ond practising
ioke years, for he muyst start as o stable
boy.

gfubi'e boys Hve together in special
dormitories in the stahles, and their
weork consisis of cleaning the stables,
feeding and rwaotering the horses,
making the horses’ beds, and, loter,
eventually groowting the horses. The
boys must keep fit with physical
exercises and boxing. Later bn they
are taught how to mount, trot, conier
and galiop a horae.

If & boy shows progress he will get
his echance to ride as an apprentice,
with the advantage of o special weight
allowance. When he has won forly
races as an apprentice, he loses this
reeight allowanee, but his wish comes
truc, for he is then a fully-gqualifled
Jochey.

The. first thing my chum must do
i {0 write 1o a fraining eslablishment,
giving full particulars of age, weight,
e height, ete, He can obfain the
names and addresses of such estab-
lishments jrom aporting weference
bhaaks.

Iere are a fewr

THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE

arhiich I hove gaothercd i response
toweiqnests by several readers

THE MacxET LIBBARY. =g, 1,593,

MEN EAT RAZOR-BLADES, TACKHS
AND BROEREN BOTTLES.

This story comes from Fisher T.
Fish's country! In U.8.4., ecircus
performers make o speciality of ealing
razor-blades, facks, brokon botiles,
and other similar '* delicacies.” Ohe
wwhoe wos X-rayed s hospilal scos
feund to have hundreds of tochs
inside him. No wonder he had on
ot-fack of Tummy-ache!

THE LARGEST STOP-WATCH IN
THE WORLD.

This record belongs to England.
On one of the dog-racing fracks there
iz ¢ stop-walich seven feet in dinmetler.
The lorge poinlter records down to
one fiftieth of a second, while a smaller
pointer records the number of
seconds talen in the vace.

THE HIGHEST BUILIMNG IN THE
WORLD.

France is going to fry to break the
vecord for this! For the World's
Fair, which iz 1o be held in Paris in
1937, a mighty tower, 2,300 feel high,
hag been planned. There will be a
spiral roadivay running oround the
tower, to enable cars {o be driven up
almaost to the top, and there woill he
a vestaurani and an observation
platform there. Lifls will carry poas-
sengers to the sumamit.

AUTOGYROS FOR TURTLE
FISHING.

The enterprising owner of an gulo-
gyro has invenfed a new sport. He
cruiaes over ihe sea, and when he
spols a turtlec, hovers over if. While
the pilof gitends fo the plane, g fisher-
wman i the passenger seat throws a
harpoon, and the turile is them drawen
up into the plane.

Ready for next week's programme ¢
Right ! Frank Richards® fine, com-
plete yarn of the chums of Gregfriars
iz entitled :

“ FOOLED ON THE FIFTH!"

and, as pgou have learned fo ecxzpect
from this author, it iz packed full of
thrilling and amusing incidents.
Pon't miss this topical story, chilins !
I't's a winner ]

Yau'll enjoy reading the nerve-
tingling chaplers of '* Captain Crim-
sonl?* dnoe. Don't forgel lo wrile fo
me aboul Hhis gripping sgarn by
Morton Pike. I'm alwops anrious fo
hear from gou and 1o have your

supgpestions.
There'll be another special edition
of the ** Gregfriors Herald," and

another interesting Soceer falk by
our old friend ' Linesmgn."
Cheerio till next week, then.

YOUR EDITOR.

“Pub-haunting, perhaps, and far-
Eﬂttm all about the matchl!” said

reene. Y Anyhow, it's jolly lucky he
never turned ap.”

“It's jolly queer, all the same
Coler,

“The queerfulness 18 terrific, my
esteemed  chums!” murmured Hurreo
Jamset Bam Singh, and there was o
chuckle from the Removites, !

All sorts of rumours were fiving
round Greviriarz School, Some fellows
concluded that Loder & Co. had gone
“pub-haunting,” and forgottem the
match, as Greene mﬁlgested. Some even
surmised that Prout had somehow found
out what sort of rotters they were, and
sacked them ! DBut that supposition was
considered too good to be true!

The fellows who knew kept their own
counsel. Silence was golden for the
Secret Seven of Greyfriaral

g2t

Baid

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Who ?

o EAR me!” murmured Mr.
D Prout. .
Prouwt was toasting his toes

before the fire in the Head's
study that afterncon,

The temporary headmaster of Grey-
friare ha heard something of the
mystery that was thrilling the echool,
and ho had been thinking over it and
wondering what was the explanation of
Loder’s strange conduct,

It was nearly tea-time when the tele-

phone bell suddenly rang. )
Prout sat up and took the recciver.
“Hallo* c¢ama a voice. “Is that
Prout i
“What, what? Yes, this 15 Mr,

Prout!" eaid the Fifth Form master
severely. “Who is speaking i

“Brother Wo. 1 of the Secret Seven [
came the startling reply,

Prout jumped and almost dropped the
receiver,

“W-what?" he stuttered. *“What?"”

“{;ettin% deaf, Prout?”

“What I

“Brother No. 1 of the Secret Seven
speaking ! If you want to find Loder
and the other rotters—->:

“What "

*“¥ou can root them out now s it's tao
late for them to barge into the footer.

Tha game's over at St Jim's by this
time.’

“Bless my soull”

“Loder’s in Wingsate's old stody!
Walker's in the cupboard in  the
changing-room! Carne's in the Bixth
Form Room! The kevs hava baen put

back in the doors! Go it, Prout 1*

“(Zood gad ™

Prout esat with the receiver in his
hand, gazing at the telephons. His un-
known interlocutor had rung off | DBut
Prout still gazed! e secmod
petrified !

It was a full minuta hefore thae
temporary  headmaster of Greyfriars
stirred ! en, recovering a [little, he
rose, replaced the receiver, and almost
tottered to the door.

The porily Prout rolled away to the
Bixth Form passege. He Efuﬁpcd el tho
door of Wingate's study, Tho key was
in the outside of the lock,

Prout turned ikl He threw open thoe
door !

Then he gazed at a figure that sat by
the table, tied to the leg thereof ! Loder
had succeeded in wriggling off the
duster from his eyes, and he was sble
to see.  But he could neither speak nor
stir. His eyes met Front's.

“Bless my goul [ said Prout faintly.

He tottered to Loder and fumbled at



the fastening of the gag. He gof it
away at las. ;
“Who—who—who hes done thig,

Lodor?” he gasped.

Loder spluttered. ]

“A gang of Toung rascals, sir—got
up in QGuy Fawkez masks—seven of
them—the same gang os last time—
Cooogh 1

Prout got him loose.

Laoder staggered to his fect, rubbi
his cramped limbs. Prout sailed out o
the study. Wrath, deep and intense
wrath, was in his plump end portly
face, He rolled away to the Sixth Form
Hoom |

The key was in the outside of that
door also. The Becret Seven had done
as stated by the mysterious voice on tha
telephone. All was ready for Prout to
release the prisoners.

Prout unlocked the door and rolled in.

Hiz eyos fell on Carne of the Sixth.

Carne was released,

“Who has done this, Carne?” asked
Mr. Prout in a deep voice.

“A gang of young rascals got hold of
ma here, sir 1" gasped Carne.

* Dizguised, I presume——"

“In Guy Fawkes masks, sir

“'Che same gang ! said Prout. “The
ssne gang! No doubt about that!
=even boys will be expelled from this
school when I discover them | I will
have no mercy on them !

Loaving Carne, like Loder, rubbing

ik
!

cramped  limbs, Prout rolled away
again, heading this time for the
changing-room,

_ That room was pretty well filled, The
juniors had becn playing football that
afternoon and a crowd of them were
changing. There was a general stare
ut Prout az he rolled in.

Unheeding, he rolled towards the wall
cupboard at the end of the long room.
DVozens of fellows stared after him.

“The kevy's not in that enpboard
sir 1" said Tubb of the Third. “I
wanted something out of it this after-
noon and the key was gone”

Prout did not heed. i v

No doubt the key had heen missin
that afternoon, but it had been slippe
hack into its place by some unknown
{Iﬂ-li:d since, for it was there now in the
ock.

Prout unlocked the cupboard docr.

He threw it open and stared in.

“Wadker I he gasped, dragging the
sack from tho prisoner’s head.

" Halla, hallo, halle! Walker in that
caphaard 1" ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“What on earth is Walker doing in that :

i’:tl%hﬂﬂl‘d?”

_ There was & rush of fellows to lock
in. They crowded round Prout, sturing
at the unhappy Walker. :

“Relesse him, some of you!” said
Mr. Prout, his voice deeper than ever.

Walker was released.

Ha staggered out of the cupboard,
under a gea of staring eyes, Some of
tho fellows in the changing-room had
known that he was thera| Maost of them
hadn™t! All were deeply interested.

“Who__has done —this, Walker?”
hoomed Prout.

Walker could only reply as Loder and
Carne had replied.

“A gang of young rascals, sir, pot up
in Guy Fawkes masks-—-"

“Tha same gang!" boomed FProut
“ Undoubtedly tlie same gang! Walker,
those seven boys must be discovered
immediatelv] I shall expsl them from
Girayriars.”

“Heven &t & blow I murmured
Brunder, and there waz & laugh.

Frout glared round.

“Bilence! How dare you lasugh! Do
you imagine that this is a laughing
matter? 1 will cane any boy who
laughs |

the

EVERY SATURDAY

(irave faces surrounded Prout and
Walker, as they left the chmgmgmnm.

Hﬁhﬂd‘; Wan to be ecancd ravity
relaxed, howaver, when they were gone,
and there was a roar:

“Ha, ha, hal” _

Billy Bunter met the Famous Five
when they came up to the Remove
passage to tea. DBunter's fal face was
full I:E oxciternent.

“1 say, you fellows!” he pgasped.
" Hoard %’

“ Any news?!” drawled Bob Cherry,

*“Oh, wou fellows never hear any-
thing " said Dunter. *I say, it turns
out that Loder and Walker and Carne
were in the House all the time."”

—————

A POCKET KNIFE I5
ALWAYS HANDY !

Tell & joke and win one, like
S. Denton, of 13, Cecil Road,
Seaf iverpool, who sent in

arth ] !
the following winring ort.

! Mpr. Queloh : ™ Bunter whg‘l ia it
you are always late for class 7 ™

‘ Billy Bunter t ** Pleass, air, they

|

nlwuia ring the ball before | get l
hepe ! M

NOTE :—All jokes and Greyfriars
limericks should be sent tao:
* Jokes and Limericks " Editer,
cjo MAGNET, 5, Carmelite St.,

| London, E.C.4. (Comp.)} i

L

“ Not
Wharton.

“Yes, rather !” chuckled Bunter. 1
say, some fellows got hold of them, and
tied them up! You needn't laugh—it's
g fact! I tell you it really happened.”

" Sounds rather E!er,ga * said Johnny
Bull, shakmmg his head.

“The steepfulness
gsteemed Bunter |

“T say, you fellows, 1t's true!” yelled
Bunter. “Lots of fcllows know! You
fellows mever get on to what's goimg
onl I tell you Loder and Walker and
Clarne were tied up like turkevs, and
Prout somehow found it out and went
and got them.  They're in his siudy
now, jawing. I heard old Frout, when
I passed hiz door—jawing like billy-ol
I didn't listen, of course—] never went
anywhere near the kevhola! OF course,
T wouldn’t! But I beard Prout sayv
thers were seven of them, and he's going
to sack thoe lot 177

“Tho sackfulness will be termfic I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But who arce they?"” asked
Wharton gravely.
thenn Bunter i”

really 1 ejaculated MHarry

15 lervifie, - my

Harry
“Were you one of

2

Billy Bunter __;;:.mpni

“Eh! No! You beast, don't you get
making out that I was one of them! I
don't innw anything about it, except
what I heard at Prout's kevhole—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I say, they don’t know who the
chaps were—Loder thought one of them
was vou, Bob "

“1id he??

“But Walker said he spoke to you
just befors the seven younpg villans
collared him in the chenging-room, #so
it couldn’t have been—"

“That's lucky for mel”

“And Carne said he saw the whole
lot of you outside the House, just before
the gang got him in the Sixith Form
Room."

* Lneky for all of us '™

“Well, yes, rather,” said Dunter.
“The fact 15, I should have thought you
fellows had a hand in it, only it's proved
you hadn’t, you see”

“That's good I'* said Bob gravely.

“But who ean they be!” asked
Bunter. *It's jolly mysterious, ain't it?
hHE.‘I.:E you fellows any idea who they can

CR A

* licho answers who | said Bob,

“The who-fulness is terrific.”

“It was done to keep them out of the
=t. Jim’s mateh, of eourse,” said Bunter.
“Don't you think go? You sve, Loder
had mucked up the eleven to such an
extent that they were bound to he
beaten at St. Jim's. The men who have
gone over may pull it off, without Loder
and his lot to get in the way. I faney
that was the game. What Jdo vou fcllows
think

“Bounds probable ! admitted Hayry
Wharton,

“But who did it?” perzisted Buntor.
“Frout doesn't know! He's going lo
sack thom, all seven of them, but he
doesn’t know who they are, you know, so
he can’tl Smithy wasn’t in it—-"

“ Not reallyi”™

“ No, Carne said he saw Voernon-
Smith with you fellows in the quad, just
before he went to the Sixth Form Room,
I think Prout was a bit suspicious of
Smithy, but, of course, that clears him,”

“zood for Bmithy [

“And Hobsan wasn't in  it—Prout
found out that Hobby was with his
Form-master, at the time Loder was
collared! I heard Prout zay—"

“You scem to have heard a lot for a
fellow who wasn't listening ! remarked
Bob Cherry.

“ITa, ha, ha!™

And thse Famouz IFive walked on.
leaving the Owl of the Remove to relail
his  exolusive information (o other
hearers.

It was a mystery!

It remained & mystery!

Prout was puzzled ! Loder & Ca, nwere
fairly beaten! The secret of the Seerct,
Seven remained & secret!  And there
were faw fellows at Greyiviars who did
not wish more power to {heir clbow!
The foothallevs returned victorious from
St. Jim's, having won thal great match
by three goals to two; wihich they cor-
tainly never would have done had Lader
of the Sixth had his way! Indeed, it
wasz, in point of fact, the Sccret Seven
who had won that mateh for Greviriars,
by putting paid o Loder. Outside tie
zeleck gircle of Gerald Loder amd his
friends, eavory fellow at Grexfriares
wishod the best of luck to the Becret
Seven !

THE EXD.

(Look out next week far a rippivg
Hnngrﬁ Xight yarn of Harry Wharion
o . enfitled " FOQEED ON THE
FIFPH I s full of big bongs puod
exciling sitiations. Be wise and orlor
yoaur copy {o-duy!



THERE ARE REELS OF THRILLS IN THIS POWERFUL HIGHWAYMAN YARN!

WHAT'S CONE BEFORE.

Owing to the actlivilics
of a certain Dan Hicker-
srian, Excfse afficer
Squi;'a Dashicood, a
Jacobite ot heart, comes
inte possession of the
famous Trimingham
heirlooms, with which
it iz hoped fto railze
money for the Jocobile
cauge. The squire is
robbed of the treasure
by a mysterious high-
seayman who colls him-
self Caplain Crimson.
Later, Dart Huggelt, a
Hewecomer o the dis-
tricd, picks up a crimson
mask ognd, being seen
weith it, ix taken for the notorious
highwayman and shot dead. Fol-
fo this, the squire trites
to Lord Trimingham informing him
of the loss of the jewpels, The mesgenger
iz intercepled, however, BY a mys-
{evious rider, who peruscs the migsive
and then seribbles g note on the back
thereof to be token back fo the squire.

{ Noto reasd on.)

A——————

Stariling News!

R. LANCELOT DASHWOOD'S
M troubles wera all forgotten
under iha_ soothing influence

of the punch-bowl, and by
¢neral request he sung that jolly old
itty, "The Fox Jumps Over the Par-
sen’s Gate!” in his rich, mellow voice,
The last rousing chorus filled the
crowded parlour as Jack Lermard
rushed in, made his way to the squire's
chair, an:%l whispered in his ear.

The broken seals on the traitor’s
letter brought a husky ocath that stifled
thq cliorus, and Dashwood's face was
white as death as he read the words
peneilled on the back.

* Meither you nor his lordship are like
to sec the Trimingham jewels again.
Thera are two roads—one leads to
Tower Hill, the other to safety, Which
are you going to choose, fool?
“CarrAln CrRIMSON."

And only Jack heard him murmur :

“This means France for me ("

“What's wreng, squira? Zounds,
man, have you ecen a ghost?™ gueried
half a dozen voices anxiously.

“Yoe, I have geen a ghost!” said
Lance Dashwood, pulling himself up
with surprising effort and holding the
letter in a eandle-flame until it was
burpt to ashes. " Boys, the dead have
come to life again., We shot the wrong
man  to-day—he wasn't Captain
Crimson, after all!™

A fresh babel burst out, and everyone
was too buzy voicing his own theory at
the top of Eia bent to notice that the
squire had left them by the door leading
through the kitchen,

At the end of half an hour Dan
Hickerman, unpopular by reason of his
calling in on that smuggling fraternity,

CAPTAIN,

k!

e

s

squared his broad shoulders, stood up,
and looked round the crestfsllen throng
in the inn parlour.

“Well, gentlemen,” he said, with a

slight sneer, "don’t forget it was my
bullet that iﬁlI]l_}ﬂ the man, whoever ha
be. If Captain Criroson has s twin
brother—well, I can’t help that! Good-
night, all [

- - [ ] L] L [ 3 L]

“@ot the key of the shed, Parker?”
psked Phil Langley of his chums at

the Grammar School
‘]'Yas,” answered Dick Parker with &
gulp.

“Then listen ¥

The four excited boarders who were
in the conspiracy crowded round the
leader of the expedition as he whispered
final instructions,

“The rope's tied to the head of my
eot,” said Langley. “I'll go down first
and you fellows wait five minutes and
then follow me. I shall ba on the school
wall by then, and keep your ears open
for the signal. If vou hear me give
a sort of hoot, you'll know old Parslow’s
coming, and you'll have time to shin
up again. But whatever you do, lock
the shed deor end pull the rope up
after you! When you hear another hoot
vout can lower it for me. Now, come
on "

Langley stole across the bare floor
with & pair of woollen stockings drawn
over his shoes.

It was a very dark night, and there
was hardly a breath of wind to stir
the boughs of the trees in the orchard
beneath the dormitery window.

vThere was a goodly store of fruit in
the barn where old Parslow, the hated
Grammar School Head, kept his apples,
and it was that store the four chums
had planned to raid—less from the
epirit of adventure than from the fact
tgat they were really hungry.

The Grammar School boarders never
had encugh to eat—all the day boys
knew that.

CRIMS

ON/

LGN

MORTON
PIKE.

Phil Langley looked out of the dormi-
tory window to make sure the coast
was clear., Then hearing nothing, he
clambered out, lowered himself to the
ground without difficulty, and stolo
across the grass.

Mr. Parslow’s orchard and kitchen-
garden had & very ancient brick wall
surrounding them, with a wooden door
at the far end opcning on to the high-
road, This door, however, was always
kept securely locked.

The  deservedly hated headmaster—
for even in that flogging age, it would
have been difficult to find a more eruel
tyrant than Mr. BSBeptimaus Farslow,
M.A—was 8 man of fixed habits.

Every night, on or about the stroke
of ten, he would make & perambulation
round the Grammar School buildings,
Iet himself in again by the orchard
dpor, pause always st the same spot,
beneath the windows of the dormitory,
listening for any comversation, and
after assuring his suspicious mind that
cverything was as it ought to be, seck
hiz own dwelling.

Those of the unhappy bearders who
chanced to be swake could hear the
heavy tread, the tappmg of the walking-
staff, the halt under the windew, and
the peculiar, ravcous cough he in-
variably gave as he went on again. Tt
was the regularity of these actions that
suggested the apple raid to Phil
Langley. y

Parker had urged the risk of dis-
covery, cspecially with the coming of
s new usher in Mr, Sturge, whom the
boys had not had time to size up as
vet, bevond a general feecling that they
didn't like him.

~ But Langley overruled everything
in his masterful war.
“Nonsense, Dick. Do wyou think

Sturge is Fﬂil‘lg‘ to lock at every bed
to see who's in it? He hasn’t dona it
g0 far and he's been here a week,” he
had said. “If there's any risk, I'm
taking the lion's share, anyhow. Of
course, if wou're mnet hungry, don't
Eﬂmﬁ."

And Parker had surrendered.

Never before had a Grammar Bchool
boy boen known to set foot inside that

=
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sacred orchard, but Phil Langley had
reconnoitred it so thoroughly belore-

hand from the window, that he was at’

his post long before the five minutes
had passed.

From his position on the wall,
Langley would be able to hear. the
&gpmach of the enemy quite a long way
off, allowing him ample time to give
warning to the others, the apple barn
being slmost in the angle of the wall,
only thirty feet from where he kept
guard.

Moreover, it was scarcely hali-past
nine, and if four boys couldn’t f£ill
two small sacks. with apples and get
back before ten o'clock with the plun-
der, well, they didn’t descrve to eal
an epple ac long as they lived! )

Langley hoped they would obey his
instructions and not take toc many
apples from the same place.

2 knew the boys were there, becanse
the barn door gave a slight creak.

He smiled in the darkness as lhe
thought how nervous his chum' Dieck
had been, when the whale thing was
proving so simple!

Why, they had finished already, and
there was the creak of the barn door
again; telling him that Parker was
turning the key!

How long would they take to gét
back to the dormitory?

Langley worked it all out to a
fraction, and was about to get down
from the buttress when he heard an
unexpected sound that turned him icy
cold | : 5

Homeone was coming towards him
down the broad path that led from the
house, whistling very scftly as he
approached.

Langley guessed in a moment that
it was Bturge. The new usher whistled
from morning till night. And he was
‘meking for the ﬁp-te. within a yard of
the spot where Phil was keeping guard.

To clamber from the wall and hide
without noise was impossible.

Drawi his  legs up, Lamgley
stretched himself ocut Hat on his face
alupg the broad coping of the wall and

waited.

The low whistling changed to a hum,
and then ceased altogether. The man
had reached the wall now, and was
standing so close to the terrified culprit
that he expected every moment to. feel
an arm lifted to drag him from his

erch. Langley need not bave feared,

owever, for, after a moment of thrill-
ing suspense, he heard Mr. Sturge
unlock the wooden door and close it
gently behind him, _

Langley's courage returned a little,
although he was at a mmEIﬁta loss to
account for the usher’s bebhaviour, for
Mr. Sturge, leaning ageinst the out-
side of the wall immediately beneath
him, not only lit a pipe from his tinder-
box withont any attempt at mp-::neal-
ment, bubt smoked furiously until the
bow! glowed.

“(Qdds rabbit the fellow!™ he mut-
tered suddenly. *1 told him half-past
nine. We shall have Parslow here
directly—and everything turned topay-
furvy I

The words and their tona of impa-
tient anger, gent another chill through
the unwilling listener. Langley was
wondering what it all meant, when the
seund of & gquick step on the road
brought matters to a head.

*Ia that Mr. Hickerman " said the
new usher, purposely sending a shower
of sparks from his glowing pipe.

“That 1s name, sir, but you musk
excuse me if on't w youl"
growled the neweoimer, not too plea-
eantly.

-clapped the
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Langley was puzzled.

“¥You got my note, at any rate?" was
Mr. Sturges’ next question,

“1I should not be here elze, on the
darkest night I ever remember,” said
the newcomer. " But the note told me
nothing. Have you news of the
smugglers for me ™

“Come cloze under the shelter of this
well, #r Hickerman; I am going to
tell you a great deal, and not over-
much time left for the telling.” said
the usher, holding the pipe in his hand

now that it had done its work. “No;
it has mnothing to_do with your
smuggling folk, Mr. Excise officer—'tis

more serwous by far! I am a Govern-
ment mqln, and your name was given
me by ihe King's Minister. You are
to help me arrest o brace of very

dangerous rebels, and the matter is
one for the greatest caution!™
“Egad ™  ejaculated Hickerman.

“"Who are they? Do I know them?”

“¥ou should do, my friend. One is
Mr. Lancelot Dashwood, of Dashwood
Hall, and the other Septimus Parslow,
Master of Arts, and ithe head of this
school behind us” ]

Langley heard Hickerman draw in
his breath and give & low whistle of
astonishment.

“The ono does mot surprise me, for
he is an avewed Jacobite: Buf Parslow

—what has he to do with the
FPretender 7
"Ha! Ha i maughty busy under the

rose. 1 have been through his papers
and found oncugh evidence to hang,
draw, and guarter him four times over,”
replied SBturge. “It may be news to
vou, but there are arms hidden here,
ready to be distributed among the Pre-
tendar’s adherents +when the time
comes.”

“"Tell me," said Ilickerman, * what
lics behind these whispers we hear of
an invasion? Is it all smoke ¥

“Far from it. The Feril 15 a real
one, and more than half the nebility
are concerned. The Tories are for a
change of king to & man, and the
North will flock to the prinee’s standard
if he unfurls 1t. 1 could tell you of
great honses where a-bowl is zet on the
table and healths drunk every night to
the * King over the Water.’ You your-
zelf have been lately brought here from
Sussex to watch tha smugglers on the
river. Has it never dawned on vou
that there was & desper motive? And
a whole troop of dragoons placed under
vour arders [

¥ Zounds M exclaumed
officer, very startled. ]

“¥es, "5 zounds indeed!™ said Mr.
Sturge ql:ucklr. “The time has come to
strike, befere any warning can be
given. To-morrow night Squire Dash-
wood must be arrested. Iis own house
is full of hiding holes, we understand,
but he can be taken at the Black Boar

the Excize-

the waterside yonder, and your
drageons will do k. MHere is the
warrant !

From his hiding-place on the wall
Langley heard the passing of & paper
from hand to hand.

“And what of Mr, Parslow "

“Him I will take myself, when onca
vou send me word that you have
braceletz on Dashwood's
wrists. And, believe me, the doing of
it will give me ne little joy, for the
fallow is & merciless brute, and treats
these wretched youngsterz shanefully !
I have been here only a week, and
never & l:]ﬂ?‘ of it that my bloed has
not boiled 1

Phil Langley could have shouied
aloud, but g:nr the knowledge of the
squire's danger; for he was o hero to

.pered Parker,

2

the Grammar Senool boys, who wor-
shipped him.

“Well, Mr Sturge, you've
something to think about with a ven-
geance | said Hickerman, deep down
in his throat. * And, by the war, sinee
you are so well informed of what is
going on in Widewater, you may bae
able to answer another question. Do
you know who the mysterious highway-
man may be who haz sct the th-ira
Mlace by the ears thiz month or more?

e calls himself fCaptain Crimson,’
and goes about wearing a red velvet
mazk, robbing folk, and speaking, s=o
they say, like a gentleman of quality.
Is he something more, by any chance
—another Jacobite spy, think you

*There you have me" replied Ar.
Sturge. avond hearing mention of
his name in the town, I know nothing
of the rascal. Thesa other twe,
Lencelot  Dashwood and  Septimus
Parslow, have elaimed all my attention,
and as one of them will be coming
this way in & few moments we had best
part now. Remembor, I shall wait
word from yon to-morrew night, Alr.
Hickerman 1™

IVen me

“And you shall have it,” said the
Fxcizse officer.
Langley heard AMr. Sturge walk

away down the road ond the door in
the wall close gently,

When nll was safe he clambered from
the wall and made tracks for the dormi-

_tory again.

“What's made vou so leng?” whis-
after hauling up the
knotted rope and fastening the ocase-
ment window.

“Bhut wp!” was Langley’s curt
response. “I'm  cold—give me an
apiia e

nd az his chattering teeth bit raven-

ously into the stolen fruit, a familiar
seund eame froin the orchard below.
Ie was Mr. Septimus Parslow, M.A.,
¢learing his throat as usual, but he was
five minutez too late that night!
whom everyone hed a good

_ word, breakiasted early, and the
morning sun made the room a very
pleagant one.

“Jack, my son,” said the doctor,
passing his coffeecup to be refilled,
“you are gsttmglda great fellow these
days. Your shoulders are broader than
weare mine at your age, and you'll be a
man ere long. At the end of this quarter
I chall ta you Baway from the
Grammar School, where, I have a
's;hmwd idea, you are only wasting your
ime.”

“I'm positive, father |” cried the lad,
emphatically. “I wish I were leaving
at the end of the week |”

“1 dare say vyou do!” smiled the
doctor dryly. " But be patient, my son,
two mcmt:i’is will soon go by. ¥ou will
be scventeen then, and if, 1o the mean-
time, you would give more thought to
Latin and less to the horses m the
stables of the Black Boar, yonder, it
would please me, and, at the same time,
benefit your future.”

“Yes, but I love horses, father”
sighed Jack.

“8o do I, and the sooner you gualify
to follow in my footsteps, the soocner
will you have & horse of your own. I
know all you want to say. We've had
that over so often. But I intend xon
to be a doctor, not a dragoon, Jack, =0
iust‘. make up i@ur mind to be a good
ad, snd think, for once, that your
father knows best, eh 1"

ThE MaGrET LIBRARY.—No. 1,304,

Who Did It?

HE household of Dr. Lennard,
that excellent practitioner for
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Tb&r wero graat pals, thosé two. To
be leaving th-.t hateful school on the hill
20 soon was the most welcome news in
th-&] world, and Jack's sigh ended in &
snile.

Naturally, wmtm‘f to carry that news
to kis bosom friend, Billy Jepp, Jack
Lennard paid his morn: visit, B9
usual, to those self-same stables,  But

B:!Ir bad gone down ithe marshes, =0
Lﬂn!ﬂqm ?m 5 cthed the G

7om res ram-

E-:hml rather earlier than usual, to

ﬁnﬂ Phil Langley waiting for him,

bursting with more pews of a very
different kind.

. In & comner of thst mieerable, gritty
space called the playground Phil

poured out his elory of the night's ad-
venfure and what he had overheard,
Jack Dennard's first sensation was one
of blank dismay.
“Have you told anyone else?”
“Not & soull”
- *Then !ur Hedven's sake keep it to
vourself,” said “Jack, looking towards
the entrance gate. " The squire must be
warned [

-The bell on the school roof had just
given its last clang, and one of the
ushars mu in the act of locking | tha Eate

*1t's late npoew,” zaid
:i.fageirf ‘T'Il go ra:n-umt to the hall st
&!unepﬂma ot my way home. This is
fnghtfu]ljr serious, " It's high treason,
you know. But we must save Mr. Dash-
wird, ﬂhutarer ‘it ‘posts, As for old
Parslow, I
take him, -
they'll

ovatr '’

tho brutel LComa an, 'br

we're whispering

_ happen as it is,’

don't care how soon they.
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Phil, you're trembling like a leaf. You
know Parslow’s got eyes in the back of
his head t*

“Jt's enough to make a fellow ' f
jolly ill, Jack,” said Langley. “But
;Jvhag will the esquire do when you tell

im

“He'll bave to fly. Tom Roke's
lugger sails to-night—unless Hickerman
geizes her! TFancy Bturge being 'a
Government epy, and .gelting a key
mngda to that door{ Bure the other one

nt back -on its nail 1

a8, Yc-ung Jenkine hung it up.
Thnt’a all right. But no more risks for
We. daren’t think what would have

]latpermd if théy'd found me on the
"Ami I daren’t i'hmll: wh}ﬁﬁ fbmg to

I."H"I.'l.!
in to pray
prayera t at morning . Jnal:
sat mrotionless imrmg: vain Cg
tu ﬂurt things. out of . the ‘mist whi
Langley’s words had
thing.
D'EIIF mah in d
ashin iashwood, mpat
figure En Widewataer, tﬂ be ] mdeq:;v
irors and drnggmi sway to the Tower
thah night | It was impossible—unthink:
e!  Rebel or no febel, he must be
5#"&-&6 befdre it was too iata! -t
Jack wanted td rimh out* thers and
then, and warn bim !
T-ha clock on the wall said five minutes
nine. ¥ Folir holtre must pass before
Eﬂl womdd be fres, and all that- tine he

tha
I;HH rdg

r of his . hfal

must sit irf t-hat’hnh;ﬂ‘ui hall,- holding the
pecret in his own breast, - deﬂ. ick-
erman, Excise officer, with. the

spra-n.-.'i OVer every-

wnrrm:t in hiﬂ pocket, bt find an
rtunity to’ take  his r with-
4:.- waiting for nightfall

'No wonder Jask Lennard folt dszed.
The monstonons wmwuible of words
ceased, the book closed with a dull-bang.
There was the usual shufle of feet
along the rows of desks as the boys
seitfed themsalvés in their places, and
it came as'a rolief when a door np@ne-d-
sharply and the headmaster entered,
Unlocking® hin' desk, Mr. Beptimus
Parelow produocad: the Fformidabla pmn:i
which was his rod of office. Instead
seating himaelf, however, he remained
standing, and the whole school saw in
a moment that something was wron
The tyrant's thin face was It
beméath the bag-wig, axch he . hdm;:m im

1! in and © af
wolty in  fnding the ‘Hﬁﬁ.‘]l
"wan 3
“ Bilence 1V thundered nt last,

r. Jthough oné m’i bt have heard
ag ik Jﬁ‘ﬂh ﬂu;:m

a last :11 ho was,_ it ?"'
Ffacéﬂﬂ a.u.w Jenkins® ears tum

very red, but nnbady ka, .
r the ladt tldiﬁ,"Pﬂd'amanded Mr.
Parslow, “who did it1”

g:lanwi :
© well,” said Mr. Parslow.
- Imbaad of breskin 1? up &t ore o'dlock
the whole schoo] will rerasin here umtil
the culprit confesses, even if T keep
you ali in till m:dmght i
(Detentisn- ér no  deténtion, Jack
Lennard fs defirmingd (o fave Squire
Pashwopd Before If {2 too late! D't
wise next wiek's nerpe-tingling clhoplers
of_this powerful .story, Enylfj

&Pm

h&i“d_“ el

vourself inse-thnm
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NEWLAND'S THROAT GARGLE

Just the tonie for tired throats, lads!
If you find difficulty in swallowing, take
& dose right away. Willlam Stoit
{(Remove) writes: ““It's so effective
that it even enables me to swallow the
tall stories Skinner’s always telling me ! "
—Obtainable only from the Maker,
MONTY NEWLAND, Study No. 9,

Eemove.
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November 3rd, 1934.

IF LODER INQUIRES—

Whether I went out of the dormitory
or not last night, take jolly good care you
support me by saying I didn’t. Let me
add that if you don’t bear me out, there'll
be a stretcher needed to bear YOU out!
—BOLSOVER MAJOR, Btudy No. 10,

Remove.

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.

Bob Cherry asks—

IS ALL-IN WRESTLING
BRUTAL?

Intrigued by the varns I'd heard soncernin
the brutality of All-in Wrestling, I toddle
along to the gym t'other evening fo watch
Bolsover major and Bulstrode fight three ten-
minuie rounds under All-in rules—if any.

The first phenomenon I noticed was that
these two renowned sportsmen had both
changed their reepective names, An attendant
informed me that this was the usual thing in
Alliin cireles. It was necessary to feel ferocious
when you went in for All.in Wrestling, and
most fellows who took it up accordingly gave
themselves ferocious names to make the
fe-a!inﬁ come to thom more easily—and inei-
dentally to scare the lives out of their
opponetits !

Bolsover major had therefors hecome Perey
the Pulveriser, while George Bulstrode fought
under the name of the Human Boa-Constrictor.

The eflfect of these ferocious names on
opponents was evidently consgiderable, for
hoth firhtera fainted from [ear of each other
befors the preliminaries were over.

Az soon as they had been restored with
smelling-salts, the fight began,

It was soon clear that the Pulveriser and
the Boa.Constrictor had become a litile
worked-up over the alloged barbarities of the
All-in game. They circled round each other,
shaking with fear, and both gave a howl of
terror at the least sign of & move forward on
the part of the other,

Eventually the Boa-Constrictor plucked u
aufficient courage to step forward and twea
the Pulverizer’s nose,

The Pulveriser uttered a shriek of agony
and fell writhing to the floor,

The Boa-Constrictor fell on his knees beside
him with the ovident intention of tapping him
on the nose., DBut before he counld put hiz in-
tention into effect the Pulveriser jumped up
in sheer desperation and slapped his opponent
on the shoulder.

The Boa-Constrictor at onece pitched for.
ward, moaning piteously.

A fight fought at thizs fearful speed could
not, of course, go ita full length. Before the
end of round one these supermen had between
them landed fully half a dozen czlaps, several
nose-tweakings, and a couple of hair-pullings.
The end was incvitable. Just befora the pong
sounded for the end of the round both col-
Ia%:ad from exhaustion and terror.,

ntal ¥ I should jelly well think it waa!

Believe mo, chaps, the brutalities of All-in
Wrestling are worse even thean those of ping-
pong and ludo §

e ghall have to put & stop to it, or there’l
ba an epidemic of deaths from beart failure in
the Remove |

WARNING

Mind how you walk out of tho House teo.
morrow morning, chaps. ThE;YJ?E just run
short of bread for tea in Hall, and it's =
thousand to one they'll make up the deficiency
with doorstepa from the front of the Houze !
—BOB GH.E&LRY, Bemove Form.

m—

Thess lotters, p.ut. in their right order, give
the nameo of & well-known author, What ia

Lthe name 1
TDGNECINYUR

Jack Jolly & Co., of the
Fourth at =t. Saom's, were
seated on the Bchool House

steps when a weerd figger
came trotting acrosa from the
direckshun of
house,

The newcomer locked like
am artist, for he wore looso-
fitting trowsis and a wvelvet
acket on his body and a

ITY on his napper,

For a moment the chums
of the Fourth didn't recker-
nige him. Then something
familiar about the stranger
mada them look at him more
closely, and they started
violently. It was Dr. Birchem.
all, gm Head ! >

" Geg-grato pip ! stutter-
ed JH.EE. g’nl]y. P‘PIt isn't Guy
Fawkes' day to-day, is it # "

“Ha, ha, ha ! "

Dir, Birchemall frowned.

" If vouimajice I'm dressed
up to represent Guy Fawles,
Jolly, you're quite wrong.
- What I am wearing at the
present moment is my artist’s
elohber !

Jack Jolly stared.

"I never knew you were an
artist before, sir! What sort
of an artist are you—a pave-
ment artist ? "

“ Certainly not!™ rapped
out Dr. Birchemall eroszaly.
“ Then what are you, sir 7 ™
“A landscape painter in
water cullera,” answered the
Head, cullering slitely aa he
spoke. " If vou will accom-
pany me to my study, boys, I
will show you my lateat work.
I heve invited the most
prominent of the local resi-

dents to comea along and see it

the Head's|hsa

» ST. SAM'S!

=5 THE ARTIST OF SILENCE ZONE

By Dicky Nugent

this morning. They should be
héere any minnit now, and as
one or other of them is bound
to offer me a handsum sum
for it, you will probably never
ve another chance., Come! "
“What-ho ! " grinned Jack
Jolly & Co.

They accompanicd the Head
with plezzure, only {oo
anxipus te view his artistic
effort.

When they arrived in Dr.
Birchemall's study, the _Head
prouMy pointed to a picture
standing on an easel . the
middle of the room.

* There ! ** he said. * Have
vou ever seen & painting like
it i? vour life ? °1

“ Ripping 1
Bright-.PP =

* AMlarvellous ! '’ agreed Jack

mermered

Jolly. * What is it supposed
io be, sir? A Yorkshire
pudding ? "

“No, Jolly, it is notl™
snorted Dr. Birchemall, " As
n matter of fact, it i3 called
‘Pawn ' 1 "

“ M.rn-my hat 1 ™

* ¥Without boasting, L think
I may say that it iz the most
remarkable picture of dawn
ever painted—come in, at-
head 1" finished the Head, as
soraebody rapped on the atudy
door,

The door opened, to admit
quite & collection of local hig-
wi ir Frederick Funguss,
the Honnerable Norman Nit-
witt, the Hevverend Mr.
Bleat, and Mr. Wayham, the
grocer from Muggleton.

“ Well, jentlemmen, here is
the mas iece I promised to
show youn,'! said tho Head,

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

IF"I

-

after he had epgoschanged
grectings with tho "I.'inh}l‘!.‘L
" What do you think of 15 #"

Jack Jolly & Co. waited
eggepectantly as the visitom
eggsamined the picture, They
were curious to see how these
influential jentlemen would
regard the Head's eggutra.
ordinary *° masterpiece.”

For a mainnit nobody spoke,
Then Mr. Wayham broke the
silence,

“ Dre. Birchiemall,”™ he said,
“yon have painted the pic
tura I have been longing t
gee for years. This iz indeed|
a masterpiece ! 1 offer you

five pounds for it here and! \nti-Noise brigade.

now,"” )
“Tone 1" ecried the FHead
delitedly., "I am to sea’

you appreciato art at its best,
gir. Don't you think it's the
best picture of * Dawn * you've-
N, Wayh a
. Wayhnm gasped.

e DE‘WE b ”ﬁf&%rieq. e
didn’t know it was a pictum)
of dawn ! I'm going to use it:
in my bizziness as an adver. |
tisement. I TOOK 1T TG BL!
A PICTURE OF A PLATE
OF EGGS AND BACON 1V |
‘What the Head said to the
Jack Jolly & Co. never knew. !
Long before he hed e |

1

FOR GREYFRIARS

ANTI-NOISE FANS’
EFFORTS

“Qur aing and objects 1" smiled Tom
rown, the Big Noise of the newly founded
Groyfriars Anti-Noise League. * Why, to
lessen the nerve-racking din of modern life, of
course ! We're going to bri‘nc% Greyfriars right
into the Silance Zone, and we shan’t rest
smtent till the old schocl is as silent as a
tomb ! * )

“ Whoopee ! " howled the erowd of Anti-
Noisoe fans in attendance, thereby drawing a
frown from Tom Brown, i )

* Shut up, you idiots ! ” he zaid. * Imagine
sheering at an  Anti-Noise headquarters!
People will think we've not serious if they
hear it | ™

‘* But what noises are there to objeet to
i Creyfriars ¥ asgked the * Greylviars

" ierald" interviewer. ‘'l haven't noticed any.”

“ Then it's about time vou had your eara
cleaned out ! retorted the lender of the
“ Thia school 13 one of
the noisiest places outside Bedlam.” o

“ But how are you going to set to work i

“You just wateh out and youll soon
eea ! ¥ was the reply.

In less than helt an hour he saw enthu-
sipetic members of the League perforin the

following experiments : . _
1. Take out the * works ™ of Hoskina® piano
and remove them to a seeret hiding-place.
2, Tis a gag round Buntor’s mouth while
he wag'snoring in an armehair in Study Ne. 7.
3. Nail mbgber pads to Bob Cherry’s boots
during the owner's ahsenece from his study.
4, Handcuff Bolsover major. ]
“ &uch things as these, of course, are all in
e day’s worle with us," smiled Tom Brown,
when our interviewer congratulated him on
the Leaguo's enterprisc. * Just wait till we

covered his breth suffishantly rtackls the bigger problems—somo springs for

to speal, the chuma of the; ke

Fourth wers running &way
down the passidge, busting!
their eidea with larfter.

Jack Jolly & Co. could do
o good many things at &
Pi_m;h, but to remaoin seriond
in the presence of the Artist'
of St. Sem's was simply
impossibul ! |

Remowve staira to lessen the noige when
we're throwing Colkor down them, for instance,
pod a silencer for Mr. Prout during the soup

course at dipner !
“Jt's when we got down to such stern

realitios os these that you'll see the astuff the

Greyiriars Anti-Noise Leaguo is made of I ™
'ﬁa await the foture of the Anti-Noise

seague with interest—ecombined with a certain
amount of misgiving !

ABOLISH

Aake no mistake about it,
chapa, the private manu-
facture of armaments should
be forbidden,
While private individusls
and firms are allowed to pile
up profits out of weapons of
war how can we expeet to get
posca 7

The raorse stock they sell
the more profits they'll make.
Isn't it only reasonable to
suppose, then, that they're
gomng to do all that liea in

their power to crente discord,
20 a3 to inerease their salea 7

I know some fellows deny
it, but I can jolly well prove
that the armameont profiteers
actually employ agents to
start wara 1

Take that recent outbreak
between Groyfrinrs and High-
cliffe, for instance. Nobody
knew exactly how it started.
'l tell you. It started
through a stranger to the
district ineciting Highelifio
chaps to usa pea.shooters
agamst Greviviars men. THAT
STRANGER WAS A TRA.
VELLER FOR A BIG FIRM
OF PEA-SHOOTER MANU-

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHIL

FACTUREER® |

Peter Todd Thunders—

PRIVATE ARMAMENT

FIRMS

Then there waa that series
of battles between the Re-
maove rud the Uplﬁaf Fourth
last month, in which more soot
was used than in any war
within living memory. Who
do you think started it ¥ I'Il
tall Eimu that, toa. IT WAS
THE FRIARDALE CHIM.-
NEY -SWEEP — and, ne¢i-
dentally, the profita he mado
out of his soot while it lasted
can only be described as a
public scandal 1

I eopuld give dozens of
examples of feuds and wars
started by vendors of mouldy
fiuit for their own selfish pur-
poses., And as to egg mer-
chants with old stocks on their

hands, the revelationa I could
make of their plots to bring
sbout egg-throwing batiles
would shook the school if X
made them !

Poace-loving readers ! There
iz but one thing for it. Abolish
the private armeament lirms !
Let the fellows who fight the
battles eantrol the production

and distribution of poa-
shooters, stale eggs, soot,
mouldy fruit, and 1L then-

sand and ong other desdly
weapons of modern warfare.
Then perbaps wo shall gat a
little peace !

(Or perhaps, on the other
hand, thers'll be mors fighting
than ever —Ed.)

INKY’S BIRTHDAY GUIDE
This week : CLAUDE HOSKINS

The esteemed Hoskins, as my honoured and preposterou?

readera will guesafull
Whether he plays

blowfully or the big-drum bangfully,

hazard, was born under & musical star
18 pieno t.humpfu;liy or the tin-whistle
OB

king, like the boy

in the esteemed pocm who rides the ecock-horse Banbury
Crossfully, will have mugic wherever he gooa,
From the books of the learned and idiotio soothsayers of my

native Bhanipur

T learn that o sahib born on Hoskins' birth-

day will most certoinfully be eriistic and sensitive. Whan I
musefully ponder on the fearsome colours of Hosking' ties
I feel dubiously uncertain of the artistfulness ; and the
esteemed and horrible din he sometimes makes on the pinno

does not suggest earful sensitiveness.

Nevertheless, when the

wise books say it is so, then the must.be-sofulness iz terrific,
50 I takefully accept their word for it,

Perhaps the explainfuluess lies in the

forecast of tho

osteomed HMasking” future. The indications are t}]ﬂ,t. he i
fated to be misunderstood. If, therefore, he is 6 genius, I am
fearfully afraid that he will be a misunderstood genius !

Geniug or not, my honoured and

idiotic chums, you may

pankfully rely on it that the csteomed Hoskins will bo a
dreamful musician to the ond of his days.

The stars that rulefully order his destiny will never allow

athorwize !

E YOU WAIT!

When the water supply at Grey-
Iriars was accidentally cof off,
Bunter was the least pertnrbed of
all. ** Williamm GQeorge™ com-
pleted his morning toilet without
gr:tmbungdhgmlgni n& ihe h%lbiui
wafer—and he looked no grubbier
than osuoal |

Though Fercy Bolsover often
cuffs fags wi impunity, be
leaped on Bkinner like a tiger
when Skinner {weakad the ear of
Hubert Bolsover of {he Third.
%Bﬂ]ﬂh Ellij leagant a:taiig
olsover or Is very attac
to his ** mipor ** |

e ———

Wun Lunﬂg Funmn1ﬂﬂipag ol
some wonderful old Chiness dishes
which be occasionally prepaze .
for the delectation ol Bemovite

They ara reslly good—though his
visi are always fearlal u:qi
wmay be ealing rats or mics iy

¥ * =% :

When the Upper Fourlh chal-
ienged the Remove to a game with

iant “ Push<Ball *’ on tha
mnde at Pege by the Sea, they did
npt anticipate the ** big push »
which the RBemove team put mfto

B s

When Harold

wicker chair

& joke,* ha
goon made

wora
into the zea | P

- ‘EI ol
- A -

Skin
through the leg of Mr. Quelch’s

by
ht [nﬁtlhﬂ “-:t
a sct,
S ologe acguaintancs

th & different—and
- atnful—sort ol

ner  sawed

end ol a **

ol &
o Billy,

of to
kinner

Sk mu.n}?“ towsrds his

Hﬁmmmy Bm:ttgr ig wvery fond of
ket &weets.
ol fizz " when hiz major,
“ borrowed ™ :
them. which Bammy had left in
mhis h“kdiﬂiﬂnntthaﬂal i gerant M
my
elder brother |

FOR SALE

One hundredweight of charcoal.
has been presenting

time every doy .
—Offers to T. NORTH, Sixth Form.

My fag
ma with it at bma{faﬂt-
thia term. He calls it toash

et e—

—— = —

He was in no
B bag of

Form.-rocom,
top-hat.

FOUND

On a chair recently occupied by Master
Bunter, o concerting. Owner can havo sama
on applying to MRS. KEBBLE, Housekeepeor.

N.B—Decrhaps I was misteken about 115
being a concerting, On s second axaminat. on,

I find that it may at one time have been o



