SECRET SOCIETY KEEPS UP GUY FAWKES NIGHT AT GREYFRIARS!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Quick Work !

i HERRY I
q Loder of the Sixth shouted.

“ Cherry 1™
Loder roared.
“Cherry 1"
Loder bawled |

It was the third time of asking, BO
to speak, but still Bob Cherry ot the
Greyiriars Remove turned a deaf ear.

Bolb was walking acrosz the quad
towards the House. He was not exactly
running, but he was walking very fast
—very fast indeed. Loder of the Bixth
was striding after him, shouting ns he
strode. Bob seemed to be in a burry
to reach the House, Loder in a hurry
to reach Boh.

the

'1] C‘h El'!:‘:"" '|?.l
faurth time.

Still Bob, like the celebrated Felix,
kept on walking! He reached the
‘House steps, where four juniors were
standing, &ll regarding Bob in great
surprise. DBob was not deaf, and cer-
tainly he had heard Loder—half Grey-
friars could have heard him. And it
was rather a risky game to pass un-
headed the angry shout of a Bixth
Torm man whe was head prefect and
captain of the school.

“Bob, you ass—" exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“Bob, you duffer!” exclaimed Frank
Nugent.

“Loder’s callin

hooted Loder for

vou " said Johnny

Bull. “Yelling atter you!”
“The yellfulness is terrific” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bob Cherry's four chums made those

rematks all at the same time. But
Bob did not heed any of them. Indi-
vidually and collectively, he passed

them by like the idle wind, which he
regarded not. .
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He pushed through his astonished
chums and trotted into the House.

Loder came panting up to the steps.

“Stop him I¥ he snapped hrea.thlgsa.]ir,'.

Harry Wharton & Co. were not likely
to stop Bob when they realised that
ho must have some powerful motive for
wanting to keep elear of the bully of the
Sixth just then. But an order from a
Bixth Form prefect had to be obeyed—
in a;EFEaranua, at least.

‘*“ After him 1” exclaimed Wharton.

And the four rushed into the Housc
after Bob. ]

Loder came tramping up the steps
rather breathlessly.

What was “up " the Co. had no idea.
They knew that Beob had gune down to
the village after morning class, and as
he was still wearing his overcoat, he
had evidently just got back., Bub why
Lioder had spotted him and pursued
him across the guad was a mystery to
them.

That mystery, however, was quickly
elucidated as they overtook Bo
inside thoe House. Ha jerked a rather
bulky package from an overcoat pocket.

“Get that out of szight, quick!” he
breathed.

Wharton received it, and walked on
with it, holding it in front of him.
Loder was coming in at the deoorway.

The package was too large for jacket
pockets, or trouser pockets. Itl wis
too large to be successfully hidden
under a lacket. To keep 1t out of
Loder's sight ihere was only one
resource—for Wharton to hold it in
front of him, and keep his back to
Loder.

That he promptly did !

g

He walked on, leaving Nugent and
Johnny and Hurree Singh gathered
round Bob. Now that he had got rid
of the mysterious package, Bob did not
seem to mind if Loder caught him,

Loder arrived on the spot a few
minutes later. )

Wharton walked on. Ta keep hir
back to Loder he had to walk towarde

the Sixth Form Studies. He did so—
quickly !
Loder did mnot glance after the

Remove fellow disappearing towards
the SBixth Form passage. He had no
suspicion of that rapid transfer of the
pa,c].:l‘(n,ge. S0 far as Loder knew, it
was still in Bob's possession. Had
Wharton turned round, & different tale
would have been told. But Wharton
did not turn round.

“Cherry I'” panted Lodoer.

“¥Yes, Loder!” snid Bob meakly.

“1 ealled to you three or four times
in the quad!” yapped Loder. “ Why
didn’t you stop ¥

“ Please, I was frightened ! zaid Bob,
trying to look as if buitter wouldn't
melt in his mouth.

“What?” hooted Loder.

Johnny Bull and Nugent and Hurree
Singh blinked at Bob. Then they
rinned. '"l'here were fellows at Grey-
riars who were ofraid of Gerald Loder
since he had “sneaked ¥ into old Win-
gate's place as head prefect and captain.
Loder was a bully and a tyrant, and he
ruled with a heavy hand. But if there
were fellows afraid of him, Bob Cherry
certainly was not one of them. Even
Loder could not believe that his angry
looks had frightened the cheery, sturdy

Baob.

“Awfully Irightened, Loder!” said
Bob humbly.

“¥ou lying young rascal I exclaimed
Loder. )

“ Honest-to-goodness, Loder " gaid
Bob., *1 was fearfully frightened. ¥Yen

see, 1 caught sight of your facel|"
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“What 17 .
B“ ]:!.nd vour features did it ! explained

ob,

Three fellows chuckled as Bob made
thet explanation. Bob remained quite
grave. Loder stared at him.

He had not been prepared to believe
that his angry looks had frightened the
junior. Still less was he prepared to

elieve that his features had had that
cifect.

" Why, you—you—you—-=" he pasped.

“But here 1 am, if you want me
Loder,” said Bob, still meekly. “ Did
you want anything ¥

“You'll take a hundred lines, for

cheek, to begin with ¥ as.Eed Loder.
* Yes, Loder. Is that g}l?’
“No,” zaid Loder grim “That is

not all You'll come wit?- me to the
Head's study and hand over those fire-
works you've got in your pocket.”

Three juniors guessed at once what
was 1o the mysterious packet Bob had
&0 dexterously handed over to Wharton.
That packet, fortunately, was now out
of sight. Wharton had ﬁﬂne up the
Sixth Form passage, still holding it
in front of him as ?113 went.

Bob raised his eyebrows.

“Tireworks 1" he repeated.

“Yes, fireworks!” sneered Loder.
“You know perfectly well what the
orders are on November &th. No
one is allowed to have freworks in his
hands till leave is given, after class.
You know that, as well as I do.”

“But I haven't any fireworks in my
].'I-Hﬁld."i !Lndar I* said Bob innocently.
&6 ﬂﬂ"-"

He held up his hands—both empty !

Loder breathed hard.

“You needn't pretend fo misunder-
stand me, Cherry ! ¥You've got a packet
of fireworks in vour pocket.”

“I baven't.”

“I happen to konow that you have,”
sneered Loder.

Bob shook his head.

*1 know the rules as well as you do,
Loder,” he said, “I give you my word
that I haven't any fireworks n my
pocket.”

“Well, of all the rotten young liars!"”
exclaimed Loder, in genuine disgust.
4T heard you tell Vernon-Smith ag vou
came in that you had bought a packet
of fireworks at Uncle Clegg's, in the
village, and had them in your pocket.
That was why I followed you.”

“0Ohl” ajaculated Bob.

“Do you deny it now, you young
rascal ?”}sneem{] Loder.
“Oh! Yes I—JI—I—*"

“Well, you can deny it in tha Head's
study.!” said Loder, grabbing Bob by
the shoulder. “You can shell them out
on the table there and tell Prout that
vou haven’t got them. Come on, you
i}rin{; young roguo I

“I—1I zsay! I—I don't want to go to
PNU—t—"

“I dare say you don’t. But you're
poing ! suid Loder grimly. “Come
onl ¥You can tell vour lies to Prout !

And Loder, witﬁ a grip of iron on
Bob’s shoulder, marched him off to the
Head's study, now occupied by Mr.
Prout, the temporary headmaster of
Greyiriars.

Bob glenced back snd winked st his
chums as he went.

They chuckled.

Hardly any other prefect at Crey-

friars would have listened to what one
junior said to another to get informa-
tion against him. Thet was one of
Loder’s little ways that did not make
him popular this occasion the
information he had ebtained had been
correct—at the timo. But it was no
longer correct, as Bob had succeeded
in gelting rid of the package of firo
works. Loder, unawars of that rather
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important circumstance, propelled him
to the Head's study, in the full belief
that his overcoat pockets were crammed
with forbidden fireworks. And Bob
went with himn cheerfully, happy in ths
knowledge that they weren’tl

S

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape!

ARRY WHARTON
H suddenly,
He was half-way slong the
Sixth Form passage.

Juniors were not supposed to enter
those precincts, except when fagging for
the Bixth ar for somoe other important
reas0n.

Wharton, therefore, did net want to
meet any Sixth Former—especially as
he was carrying a package which had
to be kept dark from the oyes of
authority, i i

What that package contained he did
not yet know, but he could guess. A
package smuggled into the school on
the Fifth of November really told its
own tale! S

Obvicusly Bob had been breaking the
strict rule on the subject of fireworks,
and Loder had somehow got on his
track, :

uick work had relieved Bob of the
nilty poods; but Wharton naturally
gid not want them to be found on him.

gtopped

Now that Gerald Loder is ** top

dog ' at Greyfriars he Is deter-

mined to make his old enemies

squirm, But under cover of

a Secref Society his wvictims

very soon prove that they can
hit back, and hit hard !

e —————

S0 he hurried past the doors of the
Sixth Form studies, hoping that nome
of them would open till ho was clear.

One deeor stood wide open, but that
did not matter as it was Loder's door,
and Loder was not there.

Wharton was palsing that doorway
when m door farther up the passage
opened ; that of Walker's study.

Then the junior stopped abruptly. He
was just outside Loder's open doorway
when he heard the handle of the [arther
door turn.

Another moment and Walker of the
Sixth would be in the passage, meeting
the Hemovite face to face.

Wharton had & split second to act in,
but it was enough for him. He side-
stepped swiftly intce Loder’s study.
Lugﬂr, just then, was busily engaged
elsawhere, s0 it was guite a safe refuge.

The captain of the Remove was inside
Loder's study as Walker stepped from
his up the passage. He vanished just

in time,

Walker's foolsteps came down the
passage,

Harry Wharton  slipped  behind
Loder's open door. He did not want

Walker to see him as he passed.

It was fortunate that he did =0, for
James Walker stopped at the doorway
end glanced in.

“You there, Gerald I” he called out.

Gerald Loder was mnot there, and
Walker went on his way. Behind the
door Wharton was hardly breathing.,

He listened to Wallker's footsteps
receding, But they did not recede far.
There was o sound of voices down the
pas3age.

3

Walker had met Carne of the Bixth
and stopped to ﬂPE&k to humn.

T Oh, my hat!” murmured Whatton,

The two prefeets, chatling in the
passage, were like two lions in the

ath! Both of them would have scen

‘harton at once had he emerged from
Loder’s study.

Evidently he could not emerge;
especielly with DBob’s peckage in his
hands. DBut toe remsin where he was
meant waiting for er to come inl
Which was a rether worse alternative!

Softly, without a sound, Harry closed
the study door. Then he ¢ to the
windaw,

It was easy enough to drop from the
window into the quad, if there was no
master’'s eye on the spot, the Sixth
Form studies being on the ground flocr.

But it never rains but it pours! At a
little distance from the Sixth Form
windows iwo masters were walking and
talking. One was Mr. Twigg, the
master of the Second Form, The other
was Mr. Woose, who had tnken Quelch's
place as master of the Bemove that
term.

Wharton stepped back quickly from
the window. at only could he not
drap out, but he did not want to be
seen at e Bixth Form window by a
master's eye.

The situation
desperate,

Heg was safe enough in Loder’s study
till Loder came. But Loder might come
in any minute. Tt would be bad enough
if he found Wharton there. It woulfl
be worse if he found the package, too.

The latter. at least, could be got ouk
of sight. Wharton glanced round the
study with the idea of finding some
gsecluded spot for parking it, where
Loder's syes would not fall on it.

Te make sure of the contents of the

was getling rather

packege he jerked open the wrap-
E:ng-paper at one end. His guess had
een <correct—it contained freworks.

Quite & collection of squibs, crackers,
and other fearsome things were closcly
packed inside,
Ho crossed over to Loder’s grate,

_There the fire was laid ready for
lighting. It was not likely to be lighted
before tea-time, when er's fag, Tubb
of the Third, would put & mateh to it.

Swiftly Wharton unpacked the coals
greanged over the sticks and made =
space at the back of the grate large
cnough to take the package.

Into that space the package was
crammed. Bticks and knobs of coal were
swiftly re-arranged over it, hiding it
completely from sight.

The guilty goods were safely hidden

now.

Even if Loder found Wharton in lia
study he was not likely to guess that »
Eackage had been stacked away in his
fire-grate

Later on there might be an oppor-
tunity of recover it. For the present,
at least, it was quite safe.

If it wasz not recovered before Loder's
fire was lighted the bully of Greyiriars
was likely to get & surprise at tea-time.
That could not be helped. It was
Loder's own fault for being a spy and
& bully!

Wharton crossed softly to the door
again. Ia heard the voices of Carne
and Walker in the passage. They wers
still there.

;;Where"'s Gerald?” lLie heard Carno
ask.

“Not in his study ! answered Walker.

“Well, we may as well wait for him
there £

“Oh, my hat " breathed Wharfon.

He jumped back from the door,
Footsteps wore coming up the pnssagﬁ.
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1t was neck or nothing now! Luckily
tle pacl:af-_a was safe, and could not be
found on liim in any casel

He leaped across to the window and
threw up the lower sash. Plenty of
fellows were in sight, but Mr. Twigg
was walking sway, Icaving Mr. Woose
hy lhimsclf. Wharton had to chance
Woose! It was better than chancing it
with Walker and Carne. He remem-
hered, too, that Woose was an extremely
absent-minded gentleman. Probably he
would forget the matter in a short time.
Wharton ho &0, ]

e jumped from the window,

T'he study door was opening [rom
oitside 83 ha landed under the window,
AMr., Woose gave quite a jump ab the
~ight of a Remove boy jumping from a
sixth Form window.

Wharton oxpected naturally to land
on_ tho path when he jumped. “Look
tefore you leap™ iz an ancient and
vsciul proverb. But the captain of the
Remove, In the circumstances, had no
time for looking before he leaped!

Besides, how was he to guess that any
{rllow had chosen that particular
inoment for leaning against the wall
under the broad stone window-sill to
vest his fat limbs while he devoured o
stick of toffee?

MNabody could have guessed that!

YWharton leaped, and landed—not on

ihe path under the Sixth Form
windows, but on &, fat figure that
crumpled up and rolled over, with a

fearful yell, under him.
“Yargoooh I roared Billy
“Qwl Wow! VYarooop! Help!
lreuse 15 falling down | Whooop I”
“0Oh crikey!” gasped Wharton, as he
sprawled aver Bunter,
“Urrgegh! Wooogh! Yarooooh
“Wharton 1"  gasped Mr. Woose,
staring at the startling scene with wide-

Bunter.

The

lll‘

open eves. “ Goodness gracious ! Good-
10ss graclous me! Wharton ¥ )

Wharten rolled off DBDunter, picked
himself up, and ran. Billy Bunter sat
up and roared.

“Ow!l D'm killed! Wow! I'm
smashed ! T say, vou fellows, the house
12 falling over! k oul! Yaroooh!™

Bunter's first impression was that the
hutlding was collapsing on him. Dut as
e sat up and blinked round through
hiis big zpectacles he saw that Greyinars
s3] stood 1n its ancient place.

Walker glane down from
window at the roaring Owl of
Hemaove.

“Stop that row, you young ass!” he
snapped, and he slammed the window
chak, quite unaware of the cause of
Bunter's * row.”?!

“Ow! Wow|"

“Wharton [ exclaimed’ Ar. Woose.

“Oh! Yes, sirl” gasped Harry.

He ran up to his Form-master. Mr,
Woose blinked at hm very severely over
his glasses,

“You should not play these practical
jokes, Wharton,” sald the new master
of the Remove sternly. “Jumping on &
loy’s head from a study windew iz a
veere, very foolish and reckless prank [™

Ok, sir ™

“ And vou must have entered a Sixth
Form study for the purpose of playing
this foolizly trick on Bunter " said Mr.
VWoose,

“Oh, gir |”

“I am very, very much surprizsed at
vau, Wharton=the head hoy of my
Form. Very much surprised indeed |
said Mr, Woose soverely, “Vou will
take fifty lines, Wharton, for playing
this absurd trick on Bunter!™

“Yes, siv 1Y said Harry meekly.

And he cut away. BMr. Woose glanced
after him with » frown, He was, as he
had said, very, very much surprised at
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the head boy of his Form pla.:.'hl}% gich
& thoughtless prank on Bunter | He was
quite unaware that that prank -had been
unintentional! DBr. Woose had made
one more of his many mistakes, and the
captain of the Remove wasz not likely to
enlighten him! IFifty lines was not
much—especially as Weozse hardly ever

remembered to ask a fellow for hizr (o

lines | i
Harry Wharten departed, in guite a
catisfed frame of mind., Billy Bunter,

who had had a tremcndous shock and
had dropped his toffce, and was now
groping about frantically in search of
it, was not feeling so satisfed. But in
Bl l.i'l'lpEi‘fEﬂt- universe it was :mpnas:tblu
to satisfy everybody |

g

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Not Guilty I

It. PROUT {rowned,
In these days, now that Prout
was headmaster in place of

Dr. Locke, the mere sight of a

Remeve fcllow was enough to make
'rout frown.

(S o———
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Aa master of the Fifth, Prout had not
come much 1n contact with the Remove;
but he had not liked what he had scen
aof that Form.

As hoadmaster, now that Dr. Loske
was iu a nursing-home, Prout saw more
af tho Remove than he had seen as a
senior Form-master.

And he liked them even less !

It was trus that the Remove wers a

rather unruly Form. FPerhaps it was
true that f rather prided them-
selves of that fact. Btill, they did not

quite deserve the severs opinion FProut
had formed of them. That was chiefly
dus to Loder of the Bixth.

Loder had PProut’s ear. Prout would
have been surprised and offended had
he known that all Greyifriars regarded
him as being led by the noze by Loder
of the Hixthl

He waa quite unconscious of being led
by tho nose, He had absolute confi-
dence in Loder. He trusted him com-
pletely, MNever had any fellow been
more 1.‘]1::-l'-u.:lﬂ.:l.g!:tlﬁI unworthy of a head-
master's trust. rout waa quite unawara
of that. Plenty of fellows at Grey-
friars could have told him; but, of
courss, no one di

Loder had a “down ” on the Remove,

cspecially on eertain members of that
Form | Loder's chief idea on h-e::n_:tmmg
“top dog” had been to make his ol
enemica squirm | He had done so—not
wizaly but toe well

Lines and lickings had fairly rained
on the Remove. Other Forms had a
hard time, too; but Harry Wharton &
‘o. came in for the keenest edge of
Lodar's tyranny.

That was why a “secrot society * had
been formed in the Lower School; and
already Loder had learned that his
vietims could hit back, and hit hard

For a weelk or more the school had
been talking of the ™ Sceret Seven.”

Who they were nobody knew—outside
the select circle of the secret society.
But Loder had the strongest of sus-
picions that Harry Wharton &
could have told him all about it had
they liked |

Prout had no doubt that the root of
this rebellious business was to be found
iir;l] the Remove—if one could only find
i

Every day Loder had some report,
well-founded or otherwise, for Prout's
ears respecting the Remove and the
leaders of that Form. Prout felt that
the Remove was a thorn in his side in
his new career as a headmaster. He
was very severs with that Form! He
backed up Loder &ll along the linal

Now, g8 Loder marched Bob Cherry
inte his study, Prout frowned grimly.
Bob, as a member of the famous Co.,
was already in his black books. Now
he had been “at it " again, and Prout
reached for his cane, without even
waiting for Loder to speak.

However, Prout, though obtusze, over-
bearing, and pompous, was & just man.
He wonld not wi ]ingrljr have been un-
just even to one of tho most exasper-
ating members of an  exasperating
Form1 Cane in hand, he waiied for
Loder to make his report.

“What is i, der ¥ he asked.
“What is it this time i’ Prout spoke as
tf the sins of the Remove were numnber-
less as the sands on the seashore.

“This junior, sir, has been amu
fireworks into the school,’ saild er.
“He has his nockets erammed with
them at the present moment. I caught
him as he came back from the village 1

FProut's frown intensified.

_ There were strict rules on that =ub-
ject ot ﬂrfﬁjriam Fireworks were
dangerous things. There had beon
accidents in junior studies.

Certainly, fellows were allowed to let
off all kinds of fArewaorks on the Fifth
of MNovember, in celebration of Mr.
Fawkes' desperate attempt to cut chort
the flow of Parliamentary eloguence in
the House of Commons in the reign of
King James the First.

But no such things were allowed in
the studies. None were allowed in the
possession of juniors till leave was given
for the bhonlire celebration to hegin.
A reclless vounp ass with squibs and
crackers in his pocket was a danger to
himself and everybody else.

The rule was quite a good and sensible
one; though, needless to say, it was fre-
wently disregarded by thoughtless
ellows. ]
_ Bob certainly had meant no harm
in disregarding it. In faect, he had pro-
bably forgotten it when he had seen tho
stock of fireworks at Uncle Clegg's
shop in the village, and laid out hia
packet-money in the purchase thereof.

&till, whether he had or had not meant
any harm, he had broken a striet rule
which entailed trouble. So he was glad
that he had succceded in geiting rffl of
that package before Loder's prasp fell
on huon.

He stond with his meekest lock before
the frowning gazo of Mr. Prout. It
was not for him to epeak ! Loder had



stated that his pockets were crammed
with fireworks. It was for Loder to
wake his words good ! —

“Upon my word 1” said Prout, in his
deep, booming voice. “I1 am not sur-
prised—not in the least surprised| 1
ex nothing but reckless disregard
of the rules of the school from certain
boys in the Remove—boys upon whom I
have had my eye for some &imel
Cherry |

“Yes, sir [

“VYou aro aware that no boy, espe-
cially in a Lower Form, is allowed to
have combustibles in his possession
during the day[”

“Yes, sir!”

*Buch things are dangerous |* boomed
Prout. “You aro well aware of it1 I
remember that once a Remove boy—
Bunter, I think—looking in a dark cug-
board, struck & match, and inad-
vertently set fire to & secret store of
fireworks thersl There was a great
commotion 1" )

Bob suppressed a Erm- Prout, unfor-
tunately catching that grin before it
was quite suppressed, gave him a glare.

“It 13 mot a laughing matier,
Cherry 1 hes boomed. ]

“Oh, no, sir! Not at all, sir ¥

“J shall cane you, Cherry, for having
fireworks in your pockets! "The com-
bustibles in guestion will be confiscated |
You will eripty your pockets and place
the contents on my table.”

"“Very well, sir | gaid Bob meekly.

Hea proceeded to emtﬁtf hiz overcoat

kets and placas o contents on
rout's table.

First came 8 handkerchief. Then a
E‘i}?m of ﬁtring. Then a pocket-knife.

an a small bag of bullseyes. Then a
stump of pencil. Then & rather worn
end crumpled slip of paper, on which
a number of Latin irregular verbs were
written. Then a bit of sealing-wax.

Prout watched that interesting col-
lection, frowning. Bob stopped at last.
His overcoat Eg-:kets were now empty.

“Cherry I boomed Prout.

“1’&5. sir 1:'!

“Placa tha fireworks on the table]”

“What fireworks, sir?” asked PEob
innocently.

*The fireworks which Loder states are

in  your pockets!” snapped FProut
“How dare you affect to misunder-
stand me "

“There are no fiveworks in my pocket,
BIT.”

“What? What? Loder, did you not
By——"
“Cherry 18 deliberately  speaking

falsely, sir 1" said Loder venomously.
“1 know for a fact that he has fire-
works on him. He may have slipped
the parcel under his coat.”

“Take off your overcoat, Cherry !®

“Yea, sir!”

Bob peeled off his overcoat. He care-
fully did s0 in such a way as to make it
appear that he was afraid of Jicttin,g
something dm%{ That was for Loder’s
benefit. He kept it over hiz arm
folded, as 1f itz folds hid something.
That also was for Loder’s benefit.

Prout peered at him across the table.
Prout was not 8 suspicious man.

“There appears to be nothing,
Loder—=" he began.

Loder could scarcely conceal his con-
tempt for Prout’s obtuseneszs. Tt was
quite eclear to Loder that Bob had
something hidden in his folded coat
from the way he had handled it

Cherry has the package hidden in
his coat at this moment, sir 1" he said.

“What 1" ajaculated Prout.

“I—I haven't I” stammered Bob.

“Take the coat and shake it, Loder |*
boomned Prout. “We ghall very soon
ascertain whether this boy is aftempt-
Ing It’P deccive me under my very
eyes
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Loder strode at the junior, and
grasped the overcoat from his arm. Hae
tock it by the collar and gave it a
vigorous shake.

Tad thers been a parcel hidden in it

certainly that pareel would have
plumped down to the floor. Loder fully
He was dis-

expected to see it plum]pl
appointed. Nothing plumped |
uite puzzled, the bully of the Sixth
shook the coat apain. ut the result
was the same. Any number of shakes
could not have shaken out what was not
there. And nothing was there!
“Really, Loder, it appears——? began
Prout.
“I told you there weren't any fire-
works, sir,” said Bob meckly., "1 ‘twold
Loder so before he brought ma here,

8ir, only ho wouldn't believe ma.”
Reslly, Loder—" &aid Prout
crossly.

Prout liked his prefects to be zealous,
but it looked as if Loder was suffering
from overmuch zeal. Prout did not
want his valuable time wasted, and he
did not want fellows marched into his
study for nothing.

“le has the fireworks, sirl” said
Loder viciously. “I thought they wers
hidden in his coat. I believe he tried
to make me think so. Ho—he may have
Ell‘pgﬁd the package under his jacket.”

‘Bhall T take my jacket off, siri”
asked Bob meekly.

“Take it off at once, you wyoung
rascal I” snapped Loder, without giving
FProut time to speak.

Bob took off his jacket. He stood in
his_shirtsleeves in” the Head's study.
Loder %rabhed the jacket and shook it.

" Really, Loder——" said Prout again.

“I know he had the fireworks, sir!”
said Loder, between his teeth, “I heard
him tell another Remove boy so as he
cama m. Ha pretended not to hear

5

before Loder came out. Tt was judicious
to give Loder a wide berth for the
present.

“¥ou must be more eareful, Loder ¥
said Mr. Prout, when the junior was
gone.  “ Mistakes like this will nat
enhance the prestige of the prefectorial
body, Loder 1™

“T1 made no mistake, sir I said Loder,
breathing hard. I can only suppose
that the young rascal succeeded iIn
pitching the packege away after rur-
ning into the House. 1 wes a minuta
or 50 behind him.”

Grunt from Prout.

“IF you questioned him, sir, and made
him anzwer directly whether he had
bought fireworks in Friardale or mnot,
he——"

Frout waved a plump hand.

“ Nothing of the kind, Loder! No
fireworks were found on the boyl Ha
denied that he had any in his possession,
and he was evidently speaking thes
truth. That is sufficient.”

“ But, eir, I am certain——-="~

“I do not approve of direct question-
ing of & boy against whom there is no
evidence I snapped Prout. "It is
tempting such & g to speak untruth-
fully. Buch a boy, Loder, might reason-
ably think that he iz not bound te
ineriminate himsalf. It is placing a
premium upon untruthfulness, 1 dis-
approve strongly of such inguisitorial
methods | Fair play befors everything,
Loder! Think over that, Loder, snd do
not sllow your zeal to outrun dis-
cretion [

Loder swallowed that as best he
could. He left the study, carcfully
keeping to himself what he thought of
FProut.

“&illy old ass!” he breathed, as ha

(Conttnued on next page.)

me when I called
him, and ran into
the House ™

"I haven't any
freworks about me,
sir!™  said  Bobh.
“Bhall I take off
gnything else ¥

“Certainly not "
boomed  Prout.
“You may replace
Ea ur f acket,

herry | Replace it
at once! Loder,
this 15 absuard !™ J

“But I am cer-
tain, sir—"

“Obviously, the
boy has no fire-
works about him 1
snapped  Prout.
“Cherry, you may
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b
closed the study doorn

fh[.mp ‘l.‘l
Probably Mr. Prout would have losk
is high opinion of r on the spot
ad he heard that expression of Loder's
estimation of him. Fortunately for
Loder, Prout did not hear.

el

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Wants to Know!
s I E.E._}E' vou fellows |

“Pompous old

ut off, Bunter 1"
# .Buf_,t 1 say, what's the gamel”

_ demanded Billy Bunter.

“Find out1” suggested Johnny Bull.

Bunter blinked at him through his big
spectacles, )

::iThat’a why I'm asking youl” he
said.

“Fathead ! Roll sway 1"

Bunter did net roll away. He was
eurious, snd curiosity was Billy Bunter's
pesetting sin.

Bunter wanted to know what the
IFamoua Five were up to .

What thoy were “up te” did not con-
cern Billy Buynter in the very least.
TDoubtless that was the reason why he
wanted to know. ]

It wes quite a bright day for
Novembor, and after dinner most of tho
fellows wero out of the House. Con-
trary to their usual custom, the Famous
Fiva of the Remove were sticking
indeors instecad of going out.

Usually wild horses would hardly
have kept Bob Cherry within walls
when he had a chance of getting outside
them, Yeb here he was, sticking in with
the otherz. ; = g

The Famous Five were standing in &
window embrasure locking out. They
had a view of part of the quad, a
corner of the gym, a number of fcilows
punting & footer about, and other
- things more or less interesting. DBut
such a spot of scenery was really hardl
attractive encugh to keep fellows stand-
ing at a windew staring at it, and
Bunter was naturally puzzled.

It did not occur to his fat brain that,
from where they were standing, the
chums of tho Bemove wera able to keep
an eye on the Sixth Form passage. He
did not know that they had say reason
for 5o doing.

But they im]. They were waihing for
Loder to go out. Loder had gone to his
study after dinner.

t. Prout did not know or suspect—
but plenty of Greyiriars fellows knew—
that it was Gerald Loder's habit to
smoke a cigavetie after dinner. No
doubt that was why he had gone to his
study now. Anvhow, there he was, and
tha row of juniors standing at the
window were waiting for him to glear.

Bob's package of fireworks was still
%kﬂd among the sticks and coals in

er's study grate.

Bob certainly had no great objection
to a terrific explosion taking place
when Loder's firo was lighted. But he
did not want to waste his fireworks.
He had spent money on those fireworks,
and he wanted to let them off, with the
ald of his friends, when the bonfire
celebrations began after dark. Letiing
them all off at one fell swoop in Loder's
study was a wasto, and was certain to
cauga & fearful row—in both senses of
that word |

If Loder would only go out before
afternoon class, it was easy to nip inta
his study and retrieve that é:raﬂl-:aga.
Bob admitted that Wharton had had no
choice but to hide it in the study, and
he f“ui.ﬂj‘l’ﬂ?"*d of the spot where
he had hidden it. If the fireworks could
not ba recaptered, it was something to
make Loder jump.
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8till, he wanted to recapture them if
ha could.

After class every fellow was fres to
buy all the fireworks he liked at Mus.
Mimble's shop in the ecorner of the
uad. That was not of much use to

ch, however, as he had spont all his
available cash on the supply nDow
stacked in Loder’s grate

They waited and watched, Osten-
gsibly they wers watching the scene out-
gide, but every now and then they cast
8 glanca towsrds the Sixth Form

stndies.

Bunter, puzzled, blisked at them, He
had been locking for the Famous Five.
He wanted to see them about negotiat-
ing an advance on a postal order he was
cxpecting, but which somchow had
failed to arrive.

Neow he had found them—disinclined
for his company. That, however, did
not worry Bunter. Iellows ought to
have been glad to ses Buntor at eny
time, considering what a nice fellow he

wae, But somehow they never were |

“Blessed if I make you fellows out 1Y
sald Bunter crossly. “Hera you've
been sticking cver since dinner, slack-
ing about! I say, you fellows, Mrs.

Mimble has got in some hew jam-rolls
in the tuckshop |

“"Go and scoff some |V sugpested Bob
Chorry.

“Well, lock here, if you fellows will
lend me five bo a

* Beat 1V

“] mean half-a-crown—"

* Buzz off I

“"Only 11l this sfternoon ¥ Bunter
hastened to explain. “I know you
want your money for fireworks to-day,
sa it's tho fifth. But the afterncon post
will be in in plenty of time. I'm expect-
ing a postal order—"

*Hook it!" )

“And you ¢an have it as scon a3 it
comes, in lots of time for buying fire-
words—"

“ Bow-wow |

“Well, look here what are you up
to I demanded Bunter. “You're up to
something, sticking sabout here doing
nothing | Is it & japai”

“Run away snd play 1*

Instead of running away and playing,
William George Bunter sat down in the
window seat. He was not only curigus,
but he was getting, sz Alice remarked
in Wonderland, curiouser and curiouser!

Something, avidenuﬁ was on hand to
chain these Lve usua ij‘ sctive fellows
to this spot, and Bunter was going to
know what 1t was.
_ “Are you fellows after Loder!™ he
inquired.

“Shut up, assi®

“Well, it you're trying on that Secret

ven  bizoey, it sin't safe here!”
grinned Bunter., “Take my tip and
chuck it, and come aleng to the tuck-
shop——*

] -ﬂTF up i

“(h, really, Cherryg——*

“The dry-upfulness is the proper
caper, my osteemed idiotic Bunter.”

“¥ah! I say, you fellows, Loder's
in his study. I saw him go in,"” said
Bunter. " gla’a in & jolly %ﬂd temper,
too, I fancy he had a jaw Irom Prout
thiz morning. I say——"

“Is e wound up!” asked MNugent.

“0Oh, really, Nugent! I icl&» well
know you were i Leoder's study this
morning, Wharton. It was his window
ou jumped from, on my head, You
jolly nearly broke my neck——"

“Borry 1 didn't quite |
~ “Beastl I say, if you've been lark-
ing in Laoder's study—-"

Bhut up | ) .
“Shan't | said Bunter independently.

“A fellow can tall if Lo likes,.I sup-
pose. If you fellows doen’t like my
convarsation you can clear off, Notlung
to keep you here that I know of.”

Billy Bunter grinned as he mada that
remark. He was well aware that the
Famous Five had some reason for
remaining in that spot, though he could
not begin to guess what it was,

“Pretty dangerous, if vou're think-
ik ol lafiing with Teders said
Bunter, as the chums of the Remove
did not speak. *“Those Hecret Seven
chaps had their faces got up in Guy
Fawkes masks, and Loder never knew
them, I f I know what some of

faces were like, all the same, e,
he, hel Of course, I'm not going to
tell Lodar1”

“Will you shut up?”

‘FH‘:}‘;?

Bo near the Sixth Form studies,
Bunater considered that he was safe
from being bumped for lus cheek.

“You fat, frabjous, foczling frump [
breathed Bob Cherry.

“Yah! ¥ou shut up, Cherryl” zaid
Bunter. " ¥ou talk too much, old chap,
All jaw, you know, like a sheep’s head.
He, he, I I =zay, you f[ellows, you
might tell a fellow what's on. I can
keep a secret. Is it something up
agamst Loder 1™

“Bhut up!® breathed Nugent aa
Walker of the Sixth camie along from
the studies,

Walker glanced at the juniors, at the

ig window, as he passed. For a
moment they wondered whether he hod
heard Bunter. Apparently he had not,
however, for he passed on without
taking further notica.

Bunter blinked after him.

iy | sai,;, inu ellows |

“ Look here, you blithering bander-
snateh ¥ whispered Wharton, " We're
waiting hers for a chance to nip into
Loder's study when he goes ocut. Now
:l;?ful know. ‘That's all—so vou can clear
Q LR

If Wharton had hoped that that piece
of information would satisfy Bunter
and cause him to take a much-desired
departure, he was disappointed. The
Owl of the Remove did not stir. Bunter
wanted to know all about it. A frag-
ment of information was only like ail
added to the flame of his inquisitive-
ness.

“Ja it a lark on Loder ¥ he asked.

“No, ass|” ]

“What are you going to do in his
study, theni”

“ Mothing I

Bunter winked a fat wink.

“¥You're just going into hia study for

nothing, when you jolly well know thac
he would wh on if he caught you
there—what ? 1 that to the marines |

“ Dry up, you fat foozler 1

“Well, vou might tell a fellow!™
urged Bunter. “No fnﬂd telling me
whoppers, vou know. 1I'mdly!™

Wharton breathed hagd.

“We've got to get something out of
Ludlar’s study,” he muttered. * Now
cut n

“1 eay, you fellows, I hope you're
not going to pinch anything of Lnaﬂl:’ﬂ."'

:?];y a near proximity of the Bixth
Form studies saved Billy Baunter from
Eaing up-ended as ha expressed that

opa.

You pifling, pie-faced porker!™
hissed Bob Cherry. "“It's something
that belongs to us. Now, get aut,
before we slay you” _ o

Bunter's eves glistemed behind his big
spectacles. i

“1 say, hae Loder becn grabbing your
tuck i he asked. * The beast is alwasrs
confiscating a fellow’s tuck. What is
it? A cakel”

No reply. Bunter's thoughts ram



I

EVERY SATURDAY

‘_‘_'.-- m
= om @ ER T 47
l.“-.l"::‘:__'--lr-ld
-

.

Mr. Prout’s eyes almost popped through his spectacles at the sight of Bunier seaied on the pile of books in the wrecked

study. ** Oh, s-s-sir 1'* stuttered the Iat junior. **I—I'm pot here—I—I mean I never——'" *“ Uponmy word!"
gasped Prout. *“*1 find vou, Bunter, in the very act of ragging Loder’s study. This is—Is—Iis ubparalleled | Rise I
naturally to tuck, and the juniors were roared Bunter. ¢lear. And there was—or Bunter

not likely to tell him that it was fire-
works |

"“Is 1t & cake?” asked Bunter eagerly.
“Or jam-tarts? 1 say, you fellows, I
shall expect you to whack 1t out! I
say, is it really yours, are are you going
to pinch some of Loder's?"

It was the second time of asking, and
this time Billy Bunter received that for
which he asked.

The Famous Five grabbed him off the
windew=seat and bumped him on the
floor, hard and heavy |

Bump!

" ¥Yaroooh rogred Bunter.

“Give him another ! hissed Jolinny
Bull. “Give him a dozen !

Bump! Bumpl Bump! _

Having started, the Famous PFive
warmoed to the work, as 1t were. The
bumped Billy Bunter. The bumpeﬁ
him hard, and they bumped

Bunter reared frantically.

0w | Wow | Beasts | Loggo !
Help! I say, you fellows, T'll help you
fun 1 Loder’s tuck, if you like, 1f you
epgol Yarcooh 1

ump |

“Yhoop I

Bump!

“0Oh crikey! Yaroooop!™

It was at that unfortunafe_ moment
that Loder of the Bixth, having finished
his cigarette, and another after it, came
out of his study.

Bunter's frantic roar smote on his
enrs, and he came striding to the spot
with & gleam in his eyes.

* Bullying—what 1* he rapped. " Stop
that at cnce!™

11
a

un often |

“Yoop "
The .'Eamgrus Five turned on Loder
with gleaming eyes. Loder rrised a

hand.
“Go to your Form-room!” e
rapped. ]
“’it’ﬁ half an hour to class yet I" said

Harry Wharton, sa guietly as he could,

“I know that. Go to your Form-
roome and wait there till class 1™

“Woose locks the Remove-rcom——"

“(iog and ask him to let you in. Tell
him it's & special detention for bully-
ing. In fn.cg? I'll come with you, and
tell him myself,” said Loder, witk a
cheary grin.

With feclings too deep for words the
Famous Five were marched off by Mr.
Prout's head-prefect. Five minutes
later they were sitting in the Remove
Form Room, with lines to keep them
busy till the Form came in—and all
hope gone of retrieving that package of
fireworks from Loder’s study.

It

There was only one consolation.
the fireworks remained wheres Wharton
had parked them till Loder's fire was
lighted, Loder would get the benefir.
"Ifmt& was the only silver lining to the
clond.

THE FI1FTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Hunter!

ILLY BUNTER grinned,
B He had been bumped, and he
was breathless. But he felt
that the grin was on his side.

The Famous Five were gone. Loder
was gone with thom. The coast was

believed that there was—tuck for the
taking in Loder's study.

It was one of Loder’s pleasant litile
wavs to “confiscate ™ tuck from junior
studies. Fellows were allowed to tea in
their studies and make what purchases
secmed to them good for that purpose at
the school shop. But there was a limdt,
and if that limit was exceeded, it was,
of course, & prefect’s duty o inervene.
Loder, not very dutiful in other matters,
was o whale on performing that duty.
And as Loder was the judge of whether
the limit was excecded, he had many
opportunities. And the juniors knew
quite well that tuck, confiscated by

oder, was not sent to the housekeeper,
as was the rule, but was disposed of in
Loder's own study ! Which caused very
deep feelings among the juniors.

Bunter had no doubt that that was
the case now. DBut whether the tuck in
Tioder's studdy belonged to the Famouns
Fiva or to Loder himself was a trifle
light as air to Bunter, so long as he
could get away with it safely. That was
the irnportant point.

And it was safe now. The const was
clear! Bunter gave a cautious blink
round through kis big spectacles and
rolled along to Loder’s study in tho
Bixth. He pushed open the door,
*];.'_hlpped in, and closed the door after

1mn.

He gave an eager blink round the
study.

He had hoped to spot the confiscated
tuck on the table. ut there was no
sign of it there.
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He rolled across to the study cup-
board and pulled the door open, There
vas no sign of it there, either.

“Beast ' muttered Bunter. ,

Iic did not want to Jinger in Loder’s
etudy. Loder was not likely to come In
et, it was true, =till, in that study

unier felt rather like Daniel in the
lion's den. Still, he had to find the
tuck I No doubt the beast had puk it

out of sight, somewhere. As a pre-
fect was, of course, not supp to keep
confiscated fuck for his own use, tho

beast would naturally shove it out of
sight in caze FProut, for instance, came
to the study. Yrout sometimes came
thers for a talk with his head prefect.

“Beast 1™ repeated Dunter.

Between his desire to uncarth the
tuck, and his fear of being caught
thero by Loder, Bunter was in rather a
dilemma.

Hao lhesitated to make a furiher soarch,

But a blink from the window showed
him Loder, YWalker, and Carme stroll-
ing together in the quad. That was a
relief]” Loder was safe away, atd
Bunter had plenty of lime,

He made the most of it

Obviously—to Dunter—what the
Famouns Five had wanted lo get away
from Toder's study was tuck! What
clée could they possibly have wanted?
What else, holonging to them, could
have been in Loder's study ¥

Sure on ithat point, Bunter felt that
he liad only to look long encugh, to find
ii !

But if it was there, it was well
nidden !
Tp and dewn and round about the

study went Billy Dunter, rooting alter
tuck like a dog aller a bone,

Every now and then a blink from the
window showed lim Loder still walking
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in the quad with his friends. Loder
was safe! ]

Bocks and papers and olher things
were rather disturbed in Bunter's cager
search. That could not be helpedl An
inkpot was knocked over, and Bunter
did not waste time setting it up agoain.
'The ink fowed over the table and
dripped on the carpet, unheceded by
DBunter.

He pulled open the door of the book-
caze.  Likely enough, the beast had
slipped 1t there, behind the books—quite
a safe and roomy place! .

There was a sound of thudding as
Bunter hooked out the books.. He had
no time to take them out separately.

Books thudded at his feet and accu-
mulated there. Standing in a sea of
volumes, Bunter gave a sudden jump at
the sound of an clephantine tread in the
passage,

“Dh erikey '™ gasped Dunier.

He spun round towards the doar in
alarm, tripped over a UGreck lexicom,
and sat down on the books,

0w ! spluttered Bunter. " Wow IV

The doorhandle turned, and the door
opened. The portly form of Prout
almaost Gilled the doorway.

“T have lopked in, my dear
Loder——" began Prout, with his usual
pompous geniality. o

He broke off abruptly. Ilis 'dear
Toder was not there! His less dear
Bunter was! : ;

Eithn% on- the books, gasping, Bill
Bunter blhinked at the tomporary head-
mnaster of Greyfriars, his eyes almost
popping through his spectactes. Prout
stared at him blankly,

“What——" he began.

“Oh lor'!”

* Bunter |

“Oh! Na! It's not me, sic!* gaspoed
Bunter.
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“What 1

“I—I mean, I—I—I'm not hers!™
stuttered Bunter. “I—I mean,
didn't—that 13, I—I wasn't—1 never

did—""

“Lpon word 1" gasped Prout. “I
find you, Bunter, in the very act of
ragging—l presume that you call.it

ragging—a Sixth Form prefect’s study!
This is—is—is unparalleled I*

*“1—I—1 never—"

* Riza ! hoomed Prout.

Bunter staggered to his fect. e
blinked at Prout in utter dismay.
Now that he noticed it, DBunter

cbserved that Loder’s study did look a
bit untidy. With books end papers
scattered, and an upset inkpot Howing
over the carpet, it was no wonder that
Prout supposed that he had caught o

Rcmmie v in the very act of ragging
ar
:Bu " thundered Prout.

I—I—I wasn't !” gasped Bunter, “1

mean, I neyver——*

“ Follow me to my study i*

“Oh crikey 1”

“ At once ! boomed Prout.

“Oh scissors ™

:Pruut whirled round and swept away.
Billy Bunter trailed after him, in the
lowest of spirits.

Ha had not found the tuck. Indeed,
he was begioning to believe that thera
wasn't any tuck! With a dismal fat
face, the Owl of the Remeve rolled
after Prout to the Head's study.

There Prout selected a stout cane.

Ile swished it in the ailr,

“ Bunter I

“0Oh lox* !

“DBend over that chair [*

Whack, whack, whaelk !

" Yoo-hoo-hoop 1

Whaek, whack, whaek !

“Yarooooh | roared Bunler,

“LCrase thet absurd noise, Bunter !

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow 1"

“Or I will eana you again!"

“Oh " gasped Punter. The absurd
noise ceased on tha spot,

“Now leava study 17

Bunter rolled away, wrifgling. Ila
suppressed his feelings till ho reached
the corner of the passage. Then he re-
started after the interval:

“Yow-ow-ow! Beast! Wow-wow-
wow | Urrrgh! Beast] Wow "

Loder was still walking in the quad,
But Billy Bunter did not go near his
study again. He was fed-up with
Loder's study,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Loder Tries It On!l

GREYF RI1ARS fellows geneorally

were very anxipus for classes
to be dismissed that day.

The Filth of Movember came
only once a year, and every fellow in
the Lower School, and & good many in
the Upper, looked forward to the bi
honfire that was to blaze in the schoo
field, the procession with masks and a
guy, and the squibbing of squibs, the
cracking of crackors, the rocketing of
rockets, and the peneral uproar and
cxeitement.

Keen youlhs who could not wait for
dark, had already been letting off fre-
worlkks in  sceluded spots, like the
Claisters, or the path behind tho elms,
Some had been bagged bf prefects and
whopped for breaking rules,

But after claszs fellows were free to
walk into the schoel shop and buy all
the fireworks they !liked, and make
night hideous with tha same.

oung masters, like Larry Lascelles,
would enter into the spirit of the thing,
Older and more irritable beaks, like
Hacker, shut themselves in their studies,



and clozed doors and windows to keep
out a3 much noise as possible.

Hobson of the Bhell rclated that
Heacker, his Form master, gok
cottonwool fo stuff imto hiz ears when
the eclchrations began. Prout, whe did
not like noise and disturbance, was pre-
pared to endure the same with forti-
tude, though he was not pleased to
romember Fifth of November !

Immediately classes woere dismissed
there was & rush for Greworks,

Mrz. Mimble had laid in an immense
supply, 83 usual, and, as usual, they
wera rapidly cleared. ] ]

Vernon-8mith, who was rolling in
that useful article, cash, bought whols
stacks of them, which he was willing to
let anybody who liked let off.  As it
was forbidden to take fireworks into the
House, most of the juhiors EI;Jztrl-uz'rl their
supplies in Gosling's woodshed, whera
the “puy ™ already reposed in an
ancient chair, ready for burning. A
tip to Gosling had sccured the use of
the wopdshed for the great day.

The ideca had been mooted in the
Remove of making up & guy to resemble
Loder of the Sixth, the unpopular cap-
tain of the school. But it was sgreed
that that was rather too risky 3 scheme,
and it had been reluctamtly dropped.
Loder, backed by Prout, was quite
capable of barging in and spoiling the
whole show, i? he had his back up.
Loder hiad to be treated with tact.

Loder, as a matter of fact, would have
heen plad of an excuse for “barging
im. He was not in a good temper that
dar. Fie seldom waa,

Ho had found his study rather untidy
after Billy Bunter's explorations therc,
and he was not wholly satisfied by the
fact that I'rout had ocaned Bunter for
that exploit. Loder would hava pre-
ferred to do the caning himself. He
would have laid it on & good deal
harder.

His fag, Tubb of the Third, had, how-
ever, rgstored the study to tidines: when
Loder came in to tea. But Loder
scowled round the tidy study. He was
in rather a difficulty about tea that day.

e had asked his friends, Carne and
Walker, to tea, He had been going to
gtand rather a spread, having received
a remittence from home. DBut a night
had intervened since then, .

Me, Prout would have been surprised
io learn that hia head prefect's pocket-

moncy hod disappeared during the
night! Such a cﬂsa pearance  would
hu_\':i suggested burglary (o Prout's
I k.

Prout was not likely to suspect that
Loder had spent several hours of that
night at the Thres Fishers, playing
hilliards with “quids” on the game.
But T.woder had—and his quids had
ft?grnd at the Thres Fishers when Loder
eir.

Locer was short of casht

He had overrun his account at the
school shop to such an extent that Mrs.
Mimble had declined—prefect as he
was —to let 1t run further until some-
thing was paid on it.

Loder had intended to pay that
account and give fresh orders after
using the cash he had in hand to win
money from Mr. Banks at the Three
Fishers. But his enterprize at the Three
Fishers had turned out guite the other
war; it was Mr. Banks who had won
the cash,

%o Loder, when he came in to his
study towards tea-time, found the cup-
beard bare, like Mrs. Hubbard's; and
found only 3 slight consolation in kick-
ing Tubb of the Third, whoe was for-
tunately present.

Tubb did not remain present; he
departed, with a wyell.

oder sat dewn to think it out.
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Walker and Carne wera coming to
fea. ITe had to have a bit of a spread.
He coald have managed with tea in
Hall himself, but he could not take his
guesis to tea in Hall

H: went to the door at last, and
shouted :

“Tap "

Tubb unwillingly reappeared.

“Find Vernon-Smith of the Remove
and tell lim to come to my study!”
snapped Loder.

“Oh, wes, all right!” said Tubb,
greatly relioved to find that it was the
Bounder, and not himeelf, whe was to
zet the keen edge of Loder's angry
temper.  And he departed quite cheer-
fu}_ll:i' in scarch of Smithy.

¢ found h cc-mnlg out of the
school shop, with a big bundle of fire.
works under either arm, Other fellows
were coming out, similarly laden. Cele-
brations were to begin immedistely

WIN A USEFUL PENKNIFE! |}

V. Fearns, of 114, St. James’
Road, Blackburn, Lancs, has
scored a bullseye with the
following amusing storyette ¢

Bookseller {anxlous ta make -a
gale) : "*This book will do half
your work for youw."

Loard Mauleverar {!awning}:

“ Right, I'll take two !

Nore.—All Jokes and Grey-
friars limericks should be ad-
dressed  to: " Jokes  and
Limericks " Ed,, c¢fo Macner,
5, Carmelite Street, London,
E.C.4 {Comp.).

after tes, and fellows wero actively get-
ting ready [or them,

“Here, Smithy 1Y called out Tubl,

YVernon-Smith glanced round.

"Loder wants you in Ins study 1™

“Blow Loder 1" growled the Bounder,

“Better go quick I grinned Tubl,
“Loder looks ratty] What have you
been up to this time ™

“Kick that cheeky fag, somebody |
sald the Bounder. )

lzover major obliged, and a howl
floated back from Tubb of the Third as
he disappearcd.

" Anything up, Smithy?" asked Tom
Redwing, rather uneasily.

His chum was only too often in hot
water, and since Loder had been captain
of the school Smithy had gathered more
trouble than ever.

“hNot that I know ofl!” grunted
Verpon-Smith.  “Can’t imagine what
Loder wants. If be thinks he's goin’ to
pump anything out of mo about the

9

Sceret Beven he will be wasting his
breath.™

“Bettor p,in, though " said Tom.

“Bhove thess parcels into the wood-
shed for me,” said Smithy, snd he
handed the bundle: of Breworks to
Redwing.

Then he started for the House in the
falling duslk with a bluck brow. #o far
as he knew, Loder had nothing up
ggainst him at present, though he had
no doubt that he was suspeeted of being
z member of that mysterious socicty,
the Becret Beven of Greyfriars, Loder
had suspected nearly every fellow in tha

Lower School in furn.
Ha tapped at Loder’s door, and
entered.  To his surprise, he found the

bully of the Sixth with guite a genial
cxpreszion on his face.

“Oh, come in, Vernon-Bmith ! said
Loder. * Shut the door!”

Smithy came in, and shut the door:
but remained standing near it. Loder's
Eﬂﬂ:‘] temper was reassuring in a way,

ut the Bounder, like the wise U'roian

of old, feared ﬁm Greecks when they
came with gifts! “Timeo Danaos* was
a good maxim (o remember in dealing
with Loder, and Smithy was very much
on hiz guard.
* Now, you Remove men don't fag”
said Loder very pentally, “That was
established wlhon Wingate was here,
and, of course, now I'm captain of the
school I'm rather keen on keeping up
all the traditions. I haven't sent for
vou to fag for me, Vernon-Smith.”

This was more and more surprising.
It was well known in the Remove that
Toder was keen on taking away their
cherished privilcgﬂ‘ of never fagging for
the Sixth! Obviously Loder had some
reazon for making limsclf very agroe-
able on the present cccasion. Smithy

could only wonder what it was,
“All the same, I'd like you to do
somothing for me,” went on Loder. "I

only want to make it clear that vou're
not being fagored! You can do o man a
friendly {urn, even if he's in the Bixth,
what "

And Loder smiled pleasantly.

“Certainly,”  sai the astonished
Bounder. “I'll do anyvthing you like,
Loder. What do you want ™

“I'm giving my friends a bLit of &
spread,” explained Loder, % Usunally
voung Tubb docs my zhopping. But I
want something  particularly  good
this time, and I can't trust that young
ass,  Will you cut down to the school
shop and get some things for me? Not
Fagging, vou koow—just to oblize me”

That there was sometling belind sll
this geniality, the Dounder folt sure.
It was not like Loder at all!

Siill, if he meant what he said,
Emit,h;,' had no objection to obliging the
captein of the school in such a trifling
matier, i

“I'Nl do it, of conrse,” hie saud.

“I'vo made a list here,” said Loder,
throwing a sheet of paper across the
table. “ Just run vour eye over it. Seo
that the things are decent! I can trust
vou-~I hear that wyou often stand
gorgeous feasts in vour study in the
Remove.™

Loder had confiseated one or two of
thoso gorgeous feasts sinec he had been
captain of Greyiriars. So he knew all
about thatl )

Smithy ran his eye over the list.

It was quite o long list and repre-
sented at least thirty shillings in eash,

“I'll sce to it certainly,” said the
Beounder. “Am I to pay for the things,
or tell Mrs, Mimble to put them to your
aceount - ;

“ Better pay for them, I think,” said
Loder. “I've stopped my account at
the shop for the present; the old dame's
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heen gﬂttinF it & bit mixed, and I've
pat to go through it before T add any
more bo it*

“T'II tet ® up then!” said Smithy,
and he ran through the items and made
a r:’ur.l!d mental calealation.  *'That will
be thirty-three-and-six, Laoder.”

“That's all right!” said Loder. “ax
cash for the things, and bring them here
as soon as you can,  I'm much uh]iF&d
to  vou, Vernon-3mith, and I shall
remember this"

Loder turned away snd picked up a
newspaper.

SBmithy stared at him, puzzled, and
waited. He was waiting for the thirty-
three.and-zix |

Loder, however, appeared to think
that there was nothing more to be said.
e siarted reading the paper.

“II sav, Loder!™ 5ait{’ Fernon-Smith

ast.

Loder glanced round at him.

“ Hallo, I thought you were gone !"” he
gaid. “Don’t waste time, kid; I'm
{-x‘?%ctu;’:tirﬂy friends zoon.™

“Tell Tubb I shall want him in a
quarter of an hour to light my fire and
got tea,™

“Yeg: but—"

“HBut what?” asked Loder irritably.

ks ;E"n::u haven't given mea the money
yat,

“0Oh, the money ¥ said Loder. He
ran his hands throngh his pockets.
““ Never mind that now, Vernon-Smith!
T've left my_key somewhere and can't
get at my desk. Remind me in the
morning.”

Herbert Vernon-Smith drew s deep
breath.

He understood now.

der was “stony * and was going to
stand a gpread 1n spite of his stoniness.
And Smithy, specially sclected because
he was the son of a millionaire and had
plenty of money, was to pay for it

e knew exactly how useful 1t wounld
bhe to remind Loder in the morning | If
Loder was stony ngw he would be stony
in the morning! A reminder in the
morning was more litkely to elicit six
from an ashplant than thirty-threa
shillings and =ixpence.

The Bounder steod quite still, a gleam
coming into s eyes, Loder, it seemed
was going to put his mew power and
authority to fnancial uses. Ho had
picked the wronr man in ickin
Vernon-8miti.  Smithy certainly ha

lenty of money, but he was about tho

ast fellow at Greyfriars to be “done
in this way.

Loder had taken up tha newspapoer
again, Dut as ihe Bounder still waited
he laid it down on lhzs knees and gave
the junror a lock that was muech less
pleasant than before.

“What are you waiting for now ¥ he
asked.

“Thirty-three-and-=ix 1™
coolly,

“I'vo fold yon to remind me of that
m the morning,”
“Rather a new wheecze for Sixth

Torm men to borrew meney in the
Remove, isn't iti" asked the Bounder

at

sand Bmichy

earcasticably.
Loder set his lips,
“Who's rrowing  money in  the

Remove ™ he asked unpleasantly.

My mistake—usad lEu wrong word !
said Smithy. “You don't want to
borrew it—you want me to give it to
you 1
_A flush came into Loder's cheeks, Put
hike that, even Loder was canzcious of a
shght feoling of shama.

“I've asked you ta do a little faveur
for me, Vernon-Smith,” he said, alter a
pause. " Are vou going to do iti"

Teae Macser Lisrary.—No. 1,385,

THE MAGNET

“Clertainly! If you hand over the
cash for it!"

There was another pause, Loder's
Eg'{m woere glinting now.  Consideri
the power that was in his hands, an
thoe ample cash that Smithy had in his
pockets, he had had littlo or no doubt
that he would get away with this. He
realised now that he would mot. He
had let himself down for nothing; and
there was nothing deing.

His hand moved towards the ashplant
on_his table.

4 Smithy made a backward step fo the
oor.

At that moment the door opened, and
Walker and Carne came into the study.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Six for Smithy !

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
H breathed hard and deep,
He knew what was coming.
Loder picked up the ug-
plant.

Walker and Carne glanced at him
and the Bounder, puzzled. 'They had
come there for tea; but thers was no
sign of tea, so far. Apparently they
had arrived in time to see a junior

hﬂé)[fed,
“Shut that deor, Jimmy!™* gaid
Loder.

James Walker shut the door.

* Now, Vernon-Smith ¥ — Loder
swished the ashplant—"I've sent for you
to ask you about leiting off fireworks
in the Cloisters thizs afiernaan. You
know it's against the rules.”

Tha Bounder's hps curled.

Laoder, of course, could not whop him
for refusing to lend him, or give him,
thirty-three EhiJhnF. and sizpence; but
he could and would whop him for let-
ting off fireworks in the Cloisters, The
fact that Smithy hadn’t let off any fire-
works in the Cloisters did not matter
at sll. Loder, as head prefect, was the
Jud%; of that.

“Young ass!” said Carne. “You
might do a lot of damage in that
mouldy ald corner—lelting off your silly
hireworks there.”

“But I haven't,” said Vernon-Smith
quictly.

“BSomebody has,” said Walker, slar-
i!;’tg at him. *“I’ve heard erackers going
EI there myself, two or three times to-
ﬂ:'_lf Ldl

“Very likely. But it wasn't me.”

“I'm afraid 1 can’t take vour word,
Vernon-8mith,” esaid Loder, shaking
hig head. "I saw you near the
Cloisters at the time. And you're such
an unserupulous young liar that nobody

can believe a word you szay! Eend
over that chair ¥

The Bounder did not move.

Loder awished the cane, his eyes

mockingly on the scapegrace of tho
Remove.

There was still time for Smithy te
ransom himself, as it were, at the price
of thirty-three and six.

Nothing, however, would have In-
duced him te do so. He would not
have grven i in such a matter if Loder
had been going to take the skin off his
bLack.

Loder waited for him to speal:, prob-
ably expeeting surrender, DBut he
waited in vaimn.

“Bend aver that chair I he repeated
at last,

“Get it over!” yawned Walker,

“I won't!” sald Vernon-Bmith, very
distinctlv., “You can take me to Prout
if vou like, and I'll tell him that you'ra
gomg to whop me because I won't lend
¥ou any money.”

Walker and Cerne gave s simultane.
ous jumgp.

“Wha-a-at " stuttered Walker.

“You voung idiot !” ejaculated Carne.
“What's that, Loder?

Loder set his tecth. i

“That's Vernon-SBmith’s own special
brand of cheek,” he zaid. "IHe wounld
like me to teke bhim to Frout, so that
he can spin a faney tale like that.
Bend him over that chair, Jimmy ¥

“By gum!” gaid Walker. “ Why, the
unscrupulous little scoundrel, to think
of spinning a yarn like that to Prout!
I'd ljﬂI[;.r well skin him ¥

“1'm ﬁﬂing to ¥
The Bournder «clenched his hands,
Carne was between him and the door,
and there was no cscape.  Walker
grasped him, dragged him forcibly to
the chair, and bent him aver it

“You rotter !” velled Vernon-Smith.
“1 tell you Leder got me here to
borrow money from me!”

“That's enough!” said Walker,
“Lay it on, Loder!”

Loder laid it on, hard and [ast.

Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack,
whacl !

The Bounder yelled and struggled.
Every swipe of the six came down with
territic force. Tough as the Bounder
was, that six made him squirm.

“Now get out, yon young rascall™
said Loder, breathing hard. *Kick
him out of the study, vou men !

Carne, grinning, opened the door,
and Walker slung the Bounder into the
passage.

Ha staggered into Sykes of the Sixth,
who was passing along. Sykes cazught
him by the shuu?der. and righted him.

“Steady on ! he said.

The Dounder panted. His clenched
fists and blazing eyes caused the Sixth
qums}r to etare at him, and frown.
His grasp tightened on  Smithy's
shoulder, as Smithy made a movement
back towards tha study.

“Better keep clear of that” said
Bykes drylg+ ‘You look as if you've
had enough, kid.”

1le cast a contemptuous
the ui}e:n doorway. Sykes had been o
pal of Wingate's, and thers was little

love lost between him and the new cap-
tein of Greyfriars School.

“The rotten bully!” snarled the
Bounder. *'The cowardly brute! By
ged, I'll go to Prout! I'll tell him
I'va been whopped for refusing to lend
maney to his precious head prefect |

Eqﬁkus’ expression changed.

“What's that? he snapped,
8Bykes disliked Loder; but he was not
likely to believe such a thing as that
of even Loder without the strongost
proaf.

“1 tell Yyou that's it!” hissed
Bounder, “That hound—"

“Cut it out!” said Bykes contemptu-
ously. “Tell Prout that, and he'll sack
vou, and serve you right! Tell me
again, and I'll whop wou!™

Ha threw the Bounder aside, and
walked down the passage, taking no
further notice of him. Loder’s door
slammed.

Vernon-Smith staved, panting, after
Sykes. From what that Sixth Fermer
had said, he realized how futila 1t
would be fo go to the headmaster with

lance in at

the

such -a tale. Sykes had not believed
him; and it was absoluiely certain that
Mr. Prout wonld not.

Gritting his teeth with belplesa rage,
the Bounder limped away and left the
house. Redwing met him in the quad,
with & rather startled look at Smithy's
white, furious face.

“What on earth’s the
Smithy " asked Tom uneasily.

In & choking voice Vernon-Emith told

matter,
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him. Ele expecled an outbreak of indignation from his
chum. Inslead of which Redwing only looked at him very
uncasily and dubiously.

“1 say, Snuthy, are you sure?” he mutterad.

“You fooll Don't yvou believe me?” gnarled Vernon-
Smith.

“¥os, I belicve you, of course, old chap. But don’t you
think you may have been mistaken ? It sounds awiulle thick
even for a blackpuard like Loder.”

“You dolt 1"

“l mean, you mary have misunderstood—"

LRedwing was cvidently unable to get it into his head that
s Greyfriars prefect could be so baze—even Loder !

The Boeunder laughed savapgely.

“Not much good going to U'rout, when you don't Lelieve
mo 1" he snarled.

“1 belicve you, bul—1

"{h, rats !

The Bounder tramped away, leaving Tom Redwing look-
ing very troubled. Ile had only one satisfaction—Loder
had whoppod him, but he was left to whistle for his spread.
And soinchow or other Smithy was going to repay that
whopping before he or Loder was much older.

Loder of the SBixth was not, hewever, as the Bounder sup-
posed, “whisthing " for his spread. One resource had failed
the wnscrupulous bully of the school; Lut he was sdready
trying on apother, with better luck,

¥

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Very Dutiful Prefeet !

ORD MAULEVERER =at on his Iuxurionz sofa in
ﬁ Study No. 12 in the Remove, and glanced round
that study with lazy satizfaction,
It was close on tea-time, and all was ready for tea
in Sludy No. 12,

Whether to celebrate bonfire day, or simply becavse his
haspitable Sélll‘lt- oved hirm, Mauly was standing one of his
meny spreads that afternoon.

The study table was covered by a spotless cloth—probably
the enly spotless one in the passage. And it aelmest groaned
under good things. s

Mauly cared little for fuck himsclf. But he laid in
supplics for his friends with a gencrous hand when he asked
thom to tea.

Cakes and buns, tarts and scones, ham and cold beef, egpgs
and tomatoes, ham sandwiches, egg sandwiches, tomato sand-
wiches, all sorts and conditions of good things wers therse—
in piles, almost in stacks.

Large as the supply was, it was likely to be wanted. Quite
a large parﬁy was coming. There would be Mauly himself
and hiz study-mate, Sir Jimmy Vivien, the Famous Five,
Redwing and the Bounder, Peter Todd, Squiff, Tom Brown,
and Hazeldene, Bussell, and Ogilvy, and last, but not least,
Billy Bunter. Such a numerous tea-party required largs
supplics. Mauly’s study, though the roomiest in the Hemove,
was likely to be flled to capacity.

Mauleverer was taking a rest on his sofa now, till it was
time for his guests to begin to trickle in. Most of them, if
not all of them, were busy about fireworks at the present
moment. Sir Jimmy Vivian had gone to bag extra chairs
nlong the passage, and Mauly wos slone—when the study
door opencd.

“That you, Jimmy? Oh gad!” Lord Bauleverer sat up
suddenly as e stared at Loder of the SBixth in the doorway.

Loder walked in. He had his ashplant under his arth,

Walker and Carnoe followed him. “lhey stood leaning oo
atther side of the doorway, grinning.

Gerald Loder glanced over the well-spread tabile. His
eyes pleamed with satisfaction at what he saw.

But there was a stern frown on his brow as he fixed his
cyes on Lord Mauleverer. ‘That youth was breathing rather
lrard.

“What does this mean, Mauleverer ! demanded Loder.

“Tea, old bean 1™ said Mauly.

“You're starting on an org
Loder. *Don't Iw:;u gxpect to

Mauleverer coloured faimtly.

“I'vo got some men comin’ to tea, Loder,” he explained.
“I’L‘s rather o spread. Quite o lot of fellows—iourteen or
&0

like this, are youl” said
urst yourself i

“1 suppose vou fags could have indulged in greedy

gorging like this and nothing said in Wingate's timel”

remarked Loder. * Wingate was a great doal too easy with

you. You're & d:sgustrmt}; young gluitton, Mauleverer I
“"Don't be an ass, Loder(™

“What 1" roared Loder.

“# And don’t yell in a fellow's study ! I don't like it 1™

{Continued on next page.)

YOUR pet would have bees? lost if you hadn't had an
Ever Ready. And that’s only one of the times you
need an Ever Ready torch. Out of doors in the winter
evenings ; camping during the summer; in attic, cup-
board or cellar an Ever Ready torch turns night into
day. If you haven't already got one—save up, or get -
Dad to give you an Ever Ready—the torch for Christmas
ar your birthday. Don't forget ! Ever Ready—the torch
that lasts the longest and gives the biggest beam of light.

THAT’S when
yor're glad of

Tha Signaller's
Torch, Thitarch
e & ved, priv
or whiza lghs 2
mast Bay Sroubsearry
et Nicker-pratedor
ervered wolth leaths
argitey TE corly
eom-lete, only
ibd,

A Pocket Searchlight.
A big magnifying glagr gloe
ﬂg torch dhﬂ'ﬂdmfﬂgﬂlﬂ i
preier il Bearm of Hpkr,
You will find the battery
toilf Jart a realiy lomp timu
and & ciir mf::r wrly

TORCH

THE EVER READY CO. (GT. BRITAIN
LTD., HERCULES PLACE,
HOLLOWAY, LONDON, N.7




12

Loder slipped his ashplant down into
his hand. At that moment there was
&n interruption. Jimmy Vivian arrived
with three chairs stacked over him, and
hﬂrﬁﬁ into the study with his burden.

“Hallo, what's up?” exclaimed
Vivian, staring at the three prelects as
he put down the chairs.

“Loder’s come here to pinch our tuck,
Jinmy I* gaid Lord Mauleverer re-
signedly.

*Look here—"

“That's enough I rapped Loder. “I
ghould not dream for a moment of
allowing this disgusting and unhealthy
Burging to go on in 4 jumior st y,”?

" Weo've got & party coming—"'

“You can tell them the party’s off
whien they come ™ said Loder., * Pack

all those things together, Maulevercr
and Vivian! he whole lot is confis-
cated,”

"That grub’s cost Mauly pounds!™

velled Vivian.

“Do-as I tell you 1™

“Shon't "  howled the schoolboy
baronet defiantly. ™ You ain't going to
pinch all that tuck, Loder, you beast!"
Loder made a stride towards Sir
Jimmy Vivian, ecaught him by the
collar with his left hand, swung him
round, and applicd tho ashplaot with
his_right.

Vivian roared and struggled and
volled as the whacks descended.

“Bg::ip that, Loder, wou bully!™
shuuted Lord Mauleverer.

Whack, whack, whack!

Lord Mauleverer made a jump at
Loder, forgetting for s moment that
that importent member of the Bixth
Form was monerch of all he surveyed
ab Greyiriars. Walker reached at him
and grasped him, and pitched him into
a corner of the study. Mauly landed

there with a ¢rash and o gasp.
“Stay  whers you'ra sake, kid!”
advised Walker,

“Oh gad ! gasped Mauleverer,

There was ancther crash as Loder
pitched Bir Jimmy Vivian into the
corner on Mauleverer. They mixed
thers, panting.,

*If you want any more, say 501" re-
marked Loder. “Lots more whera that
camo from ! I'll teach you Remove fags
rtanners before I've done with you !

“I say, you fellows!™ Tilly DBunter
Llinked in at the doorway. “I say, is
tea ready? I say, we may as well begin
ecarly: it would be just like that cad
Loder to coma and pinch the stuff if he
E?t en_the track of it—why, what—"

illy Bunter broke off in alarm, and
roared as Loder caught him by the neck,
twisted him across the study, and added
him to the sprawling heap in the
carner,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Walker and

arne.

Eﬂ{}"iﬂ t%huckle% "

“Get this stuff together, you men (™
he said. “I's cur duty tg eonfiscate
every bit of i}, so mind that you leave
nothing."

A bag and a basket were sorted out
of the cupboard, and Loder & Co. began
to pack up the “confiscated ¥ tuck.

It was quite a lengthy task; there was
so much of it. Lord Maulsverer, Jimmy
Vivian, and Billy Bunter sat up and
watched them. arne stood over tha
three, swishing his ashplant,

- Stay where you are! he said =ig-
nificantly,

A In:!f from the ashplant as Lord
uleverer rose persua(ﬂed him to sit
down egain, After that, the three sat
and watohed—Manly with philosophic
calm, Vivian with fury, Billy Dunter
with a grief beyond words!

Having packed up that hu
Eﬂﬂd things, almost to the [ast criemb,

oder & Co. departed. Walker and
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Carne went first, carrying the bag and
the hasket, both of them quite heavy.
Lader turned in the doorway to cast a
grinning glnm-a back into the study.

** Let this be a lesson to you !I" he said,
“This sort of gorging 1en’t allowed in
the lower Forms. I ought to give you
six all round, but I'in letting vou off
that! Next time you'll get whopped 1"

And Loder walked after his [riends
and the plunder,

H0h pad!™ smid Mauleverer, rising
rather limply to his fect.

F0Oh, the rotten bully I groaned Sir
Jimmy Vivian.

“I say, vou fellows, he's got all the
tucl 1" moaned Billy Bunter. *1 sary,
he's snafiled the spread! 1 say, he's got
away with all the feed! Oh lor'1”

Bunter almost wept !

Such was the state of Study No. 12 in
the Remové when the guests began to
arrive! And among the many guests-of
Lord Mauleverer there was, if not weep-
::“E“ ﬂ;“'l wailing, at least gnashing of
QLI 2

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bang !

" UBB 1"
T “¥Yes, Lodar[*
“Don’t keep me waiting 1

“No, Loder®”

Tubb of tha Third was busy in Loder's
study.

e war getting tea.

e had plenty to dol

Soldom had Loder's fag had so much
Et-ug to handle in getting tea in Loder's
stucly.

Tubb was astonished. As Loder’s fag,
he had a suspicion how matters stood
with Loder. In fact, he had confided
to hiz friends, Tapget and DBolsover
minor 1 the Third, that that Sixth
Form man Leoder was bard up, and
couldn't get any more tick at the tuck-
shop.

S0 Tubb was naturally surprised,
when he was called 1n to get tea for
Loder, to find the study such a land
Howing with milk and honey.

Loder & Co sat by the window while
Tubb laid the table and piled up the
bountiful supplies ready for them,

It wasz falling duosky in the guad, but
a pood many fellows were out of the
ITouse. IRRuoles were relaxed on Bonfire
Night; lock-up postponed Lill after thae
colebrations. Among the fellows in the
the quad were o good many Removites,
and Loder grinned at the sight of the
Famons Five, the Bounder, Lord
Mauleverer, and zome other fellows, in
a group, talking in angry excitement.
He could not hear what waz said, but
he ecould guess the fopic!

Loder's fag had already set a match
fo the hre. It was erackling cheerily,

aper and sticks eatching, 1§hi1¢ Tubb
aid the table. Thers was no tea to be
mada. Ameng the plunder from
Mauly's study were bottles of lemonade,
orangeade, and lemon-squash, which
Tubb uncorked ready for use.

A fag under Loder's orders mnever
dawdled over his task. Loder’s ash-
plant was too handy for that! Tubb
was soon finished.

“*Roady, Loder!” ha said meekly.

*Right, you can cut!” szaid Loder.
“Look hore, vou can take a dozen of
those farts with yon, kid!?”"  Loder
could be pencrous with supplicz that
he had obtained on such cheap terms!
And there were lots and lots!

Tubb of the Third departed with =&
bag of tarts. The deor closed behind
him, and the three szeniors drew up
their chairs round the table.

Toder gave tha fire a poke! The
MNovember evening wus setting in chilly.

S¢ far, the fire had not reached the

shall have to send zome stu

package which Harry Whiharton had
parked at the back of the grate that
morning, It wes appreaching it slowly,
Loder's poke helped on the good work!

“All right, what?” zaid Loder, as he
sat down.

:: Yes, rather!™ grinned Carne.
wrDh, right as rain!" said Walker.

Not quite zo right, if some of thosc
young ticks: sneaked to Prout, and he
gave you a look in, Loder.™

Loder sheugged hLis shoulders,

“What would it  matler?”
answored.

“Well, confiscated tuck is supposed
to ba sent to the Howse-dame's room,”
gaid Walker. “If DProut found us
scoffing 1t—-""

“Frout’s a silly old ass, but if he had
the wisdom of jolly old Solmnon, I
don’t see how he can tell one cake from
apother, or one jam-tart from another |

Lo

How's he (o know this s voun
I'lrls-,ulgwe rer's tuck " ? £
“Well, I suppose he wouldn't!®

admitted Walker.
“Of course, as I've carried out a con-
fiscation, doing my duly as & grefect., |1
to the
House-dame I said Loder. “Nothing
like kceg:mg up appearances! I've set
aside a iew things we don’t want—"

‘Gerald, old man, you're deep I said
Carne. “No wonder you've got Prout
In your pocket |I”

" Orly necessary to pull-the old scout’s
leg I" snid Loder. “Treat himn like a
ﬁpumﬂ headmaster—make out you take

12 fatheaded pomposity seriously—
an;i Frout will feed from your hand |”

uHa} ha, ha ¥

Well, this is jolly good tuck 1” said
arne, “ Mauleverer must have gpent a

lot con thisl  After all, it's rather
against the rules to go it to this extent—
In a junior studyl Not in a senior
study, luckily.”
Fi&:ﬁﬂ
“Hallo! What on earth's " ex-
chimﬁd Wail;_er. " that1” ex
shower of sparks shot from the firet
All three Sixth Formers turned round
tcr"s!..gru at it, startled.
" What the thump " exclaimed Carne,
"That was a squb [™
T;%ﬁ'{cr sc.n'l.'l.'|:g.
1at was ib—a squih! Some voun
scoundrel stuek a ﬂmﬁh mto the gm, %
suppose—not Tubb, he wouldn't dare!
Vernon-Smith, I =u pose—inuet  have
sneaked back here while we wera gone
up to the Remove, T let him have
another six after tea.”
I:d:der & Co. resumed tea.
They concluded _that some junior had
E]antcd & squib in tho fireplace, and
ad no doubt that that junior was the
Bounder. DBut they wers not aware
that there was more to come |
Efut thera was—much mora |
That squib was the first to catch! Tk
had Pone of and scattered sparks!
Now, however, the flames were lickin
into the interior of the hidden ackage
Loder filled a glass with lemonade
and lifted it to hia lips, to wash down
a delicious ham sandwich,
Bzr.n._n; !
" Uodoonoph 1

Loder jumped. His hand jumped—
with the glaza in it! Bome of the
lemonade went down the wrong way !
The rest was deposited in Loder's eollar.,

Bang, bang, bang, ng! Bwish!
Swoooosh ! Iizzzeaz |

Bang, bang, bang !

“What the dooce!” shricked Carna,
leaping uip in wild alarm, as explesion
after explosion roared from the grate.
His knees caught the table as he leaped,
and it rocked, and plates and cups and
sancers, cakes and buns and tarts shot
off and landed an the earpet.

“\What the dickens!™ yelled Walker,

Bang ! Whizz| TDizesres]
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“ Hallo, n‘hat’s up ? ** exelalmed Vivian, staring at the three prefects, as he put down the chair. * Loder’s come here fo
pinch our tuck, Jimmy ! »* sald Lord Mauleverer, resignedly. ** That's enough ! rapped Loder. * Tell your friends the
party’s off, when they come. This dlsgusting and unhealthy gorging has got to cease I The whole lot is confiscated ! ™

”Gmur?hl Gl:lg gug |” Loder choked a jumpin f.:mckar, which had & dozen and interest. Only five fellows knew the

over emonade that had ﬁron& down bangs l'ﬂ.‘.l: fpli]m%’abﬂut aatud real cause of it. But a good many

the wrong way. “Urrrrggh! Wurrggh 1™ like & thmg af 1i ith avmzﬂd fellows guessed that it was a jape on
ar's

Bang'l Fizzz ! Banll it hopped It banged hefween the unpopular prefect. The fizzing and

“Look out——-" knuea, and he bounded back, crashed whizzing and banging elicited shouts of
“Qh, my hat!" on the tea-table, and sent it reeling, It laughter from the swarm of fellowa who
“(reat Soott 1" banged on Walker's legs, and then on gathered under the Sixth Form windows.
"Gmﬂnmghi Qooogh " Carne’s waistcoat, and dmp ad on his  *“Ha, hn ha 1"

“Tha place will be on fire—" feet, banging. He kicke: it away “I say, you fellows, fancy Toder let-
“0Oh crikey” frantically, and it banged in the door- nﬁ‘ "freworks indoorsi® squeaked
Bang, bang, bang, bang! way, hopped into the passage., and B ¥ Buntct “Qixth Form man, you
Lumps of coal shot out of the grate. banged among the Bixth Form men know.’

Crackers cracked and bsaoged, squibs there. "I—Ia ha, ha I*

fizzed, Roman candles shot off showers Bang, bang, bang ! “(Cheek ” declared Coker of (hn
of sparks. Catherine wheels buzzed “You ass, Lr:H:ler " roared Sykes, Fifth. “He would whop a_fag for it!
wildly. The whole bundle of fireworks You blithering fathead, Loder I” Now he's at it himself | Prout ought
had mﬂght now, and they wero all = “TFancy a 8i Form man larking to know I¥

going off together. like that “Ha, ha, ha I”

Among them were a number of jump.  Fellows were gathermg under Loder's _ " Well, it was worth that bundle of
ing crackers, Jumping crackers, natur- study window in the quad, staring up. fireworks ™ said Bob Cherry to his
ally, jumped! They leaped from the Coker of the Fifth was heard j‘Ei‘ng+ comrades. “And Loder can't say that
fire ::ra-: ing as they lea.p-ad bnngmg ‘Look at that, you men! Loder let- he didn’t ask for it! We tried every
right an ?t_ all over the sb ting off fireworks in his study! It's way to get that bundle back, but Loder

]‘%: mgm was filled w:t-h smokp, and 2E8inst the rulea! I wonder what Prout stopped us! MNow he's had the benelit
the smell of gunpowder, and the s’tmng would say ¥ of m—a-.nd I wish him joy of it!"
ecent of soot gIﬂ:ll::ﬂ:lghi; down the chimney Bang, bang | Fizzzz 1 Squish | Whizzz | a, ba, hal”

m ﬂﬁuda by fhu e:x asion. The last uib eguibbed, the last _“The dmi;fulnms is probably terrific!”
e arne coughed and cracker cra ed Blessed  silence ochuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur.

annrtn = \%’ Eﬁr an to sneoze wildly. descended on Loder’s study at last— Harry Wharton langhed.

The grate was spitting forth crackers amid smoke snd fumaa and mattarad “He's asked for it, and got it!” hn

that umpﬂr.i mdp banged round their smoky lumps of coal and broken 5aid. “But we shall ‘have to keep this

foot h;m machine-gun fire. crockery, and squashed tarts and cakes, fearfully dark! Tt would mean a
door was thrown open, and and upset lemonade and orangesde ! '“ﬁ%“ﬁr A

3 !:u. Baneroft, Parkinson, and several TLoder's study locked as if a wvoleanio nobody knows ¥ grinned Bob,
o fixth Formers stared in in aru tion had happened there, and Loder dare eay Loder will think of the
amazement. d like a demon in & pantomime— ;g:ri,ly old SBecret Beven; but he can’t lav

“What on earth’'s going on hore?” -IJ.T.I j" more ol is finger on the man who parked the
ghouted Aylkes, "%fu 1; iu:.tgrl:tﬁt 5

“Mhat sss Loder lotting off fireworks * Lue 1 appened at_ tea-time!l”

in his ﬂudj’, like somo ﬂtlf fag 1# IEHEI.'I THE TENTH CHAPTER. chortled Jﬂhﬂﬂj’ ull. "L::-d&r can't
Parkinson, “My hat! f wﬂndar you Prout Comes Down Heavy! have enjoyed the feed he pinched irom
havealt mgrt%ﬂm:&lsa, eri Do you « A, ha, ha!” Maly, I the niroe -
Wan B ouse gn hra?"” a i a

Bang, bapg! Tizzazz! E' Whizzzz | H mi[;iﬁi; g Euii?r ;lfm?un The E.erlnsmna had coased in Loder's

Bang That terrific uproar i (Continued on puge 16.)
One of those fearsome contrivances, Loder's study caused genera Eurprilsg Tre Macuzr Lisrary.—~No. 1,395.
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{Continued from page 13.)

study. But there was still a sound of
excited voices there. The window was
thrown wide open to let the fumes and
emoke escape. The atmosphere of the
study was rather thick. The fellows
under the windoew heard Loder’'s en-
raged voice:

A whole stack of fireworks hidden in
the grate! Meant to off, of course,
when the fire was lighted! I'l have
him sacked. ™

“If caught ! murmured Wharion.

“Ha, ha. hal”

Loder’s furious face glared from the
window. His eyes glitiered over a sea
of locking up in the dusk.

“Yernon-8mith 1 he shouted.

“Hallo [* answered the Bounder.

“Come into my study at onee 1™

Herbert Vernon-Bmith stared up at
him, Bmithy had no knowledge at all
of the matter: the chums of the Remove
had told no one of the fireworka hidden
in Loder's grate. Evidently, however,
Lc'r;:i-:r’s suspicions had fallen en him.

st the thump do you mean,
Loder?” demanded the Bounder, *I
ha;:i nothing to do with it

Come to my study !” roared Loder.

The Dounder set _ his lips. His
recent experiences in Loder's study did
not encourage him fo anather
visit there if he could help it.

deep boom was heard in the study
—tha voice of Prout! Loder furned
from the window,

“What is this? What ia all this?
Loder, is it possible that you have been
letting off fireworks in the House 7

There was a chuckle under the
window ! Heally, Loder of the Sixth
was not likely to have let off fireworks
in_his stody, like a thoughtless fap.

“MNo, sir!” gasped Loder. “It's a
trick, sir—a practical joke—a jape!
A lob of fireworks were hidden in my
grafe, and they went off when the fire
was lighted——=

“Bless my soul! Whom—"

“It was Vernon-Smith, sir!
sure of that 1™

“Call him in at once !I™
, Loder lookzd out again, with gleam-
ing eyes.

“¥Yernon-8Bmith ! Come into the study
at once! Mr, Prout is here waiting
for you! Do you hear me?"

The Bounder laughed. Ile did net
mind going to the =tudy if Prout was
there. Lo-& er might be willing to hand
cut punishment without proof; but
Prout was g just man,

“Obh, I'l come!™ drawled the
Bounder, and he walked away towards
the deor of the Ilousc.

Loder geowled at
erowd.
“Clear off, the lot of vou!™ he

snarled. " What are vou hanging about
here for? Get out of 11" e 2

The junmiors backed away from
Loder’s window. Some of the crowd
cleared off, making for Gosling's shed.
It was timo now to get going with the
bonfire celebrations. Tha amaus

Tae Mucner Linany.—Ng. 1,505.
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Tive, however, lingered at a little dis-
tance out of hear‘mg. but with their
cyes on Loder’s window.

They were rather anxious about
Smithy |
If, by some unlucky c¢hance, the

Bounder was found guilty of that jape
on Loder, Wharton intended to own up
to the facts. But he was not anxious to
do so unless it was essential to pull
Smithy through—and, after all, Prout
was not tha man to punish without
proof. .

In the shadow of an elm ot a little
distance from Toder’s window, the
chums of the Remove waited and
watched ; able to sce, from where they
stood, what gsed  in the lighted
study, though they could not hear what
wae said.

They could see TProut, portly and
pompous, and frawning portentously.
They saw Verngn-SBmith enter the
study. He stood facing Prout, in full
view of the cpen window.

Bmithy was perfncﬂdy ‘mui. 1

What had happened in Loder’s study
was_exactly a Jape which the Bounder
might have planned; it was exactly in
his line. Btill, as it happened, he had
nobt done it; his conscience was umn-
usually clear. And he did not believe
that, 1n Prout’s presence, Loder would
pet away with reckless injustice,

Prout stared about fhe dismantled
study, hiz frown decpening.

The room was in the greatest dis-
order. Walker and Carne had sct the
table on its legs again: but they could
not restore broken crockery and
trampled cakes and tarts end sand-
wiches to their original state. Lumps
of coal had been kicked back into the
fender, whera 1hey smoked dismally.
Certainly, Loder’s study was in a shock-
ng state.
‘Yernon-Smith ! boomed
“¥You are guilty of thisi”

“No, sir!”™ said the Boundor coolly.

“¥You placed the firewerks in Loder's
grafe—="

“ Mot at all, sir!®
_ " Loder, you believe that it was this
junipr—="

“I am assured of it, sir !'! said Loder,
his eyes burning at the ecool Bounder.
“A short time ago, sir, I had {0 cane
Vernon-8mith for letting off fireweorks
in the Cloisters. Then I left the study
for a short time to—to sce to something
ine the junior studics. 1 am certain that
Vernon-Smith entered my study while I
was absent and placed the fircworks in

Prout,

my grate. He knew that the fira
would be lighted at tea-time.”
Loder, to do him justice, fully

believed what he said. He had not the
remotest idea that the fireworks had
been in his grate since morning.

“Do you deny this, Vernon-Smith

“Certainly, sir!”

“Did you enter Loder’s study while
he was absent before tea

“No, sir.”

Prout scarched his face. It was per-
fectly cool and ealm. Whether the
Bounder was telling the truth or not
Prout could not decide. He was aware
that Smithy had few scruples in such
matters in dealing with a beak. Still,
justice was justics |

“You fee!l ceortain that it was
Vernon-B8mith, Loder 1" he asked, after
& brief pause,

“Quite, sir.”

“Did gﬂu actuslly sce the boy necar
your study 1™ ]

Loder paused. In his rage he was
prepared to make a false statement, In
order that the Bounder should not
cscape  punishment for what Loder
firmly believed that he had done

But it was too risky | There was the

¢hanca that the Lounder had not done
it, and that he could prove that he had
heen somewhere else at the time.

“I can’t say I saw him here, sir, as
I was up in the Remove passage,’”’ said
Loder. “But I have no doubt—"

“It is very probable—very probable
indeed I boomed Prout. “It is exactly
in wccordance with the boy's reckless
character. I have litile doubt that you
are right, Loder! et it is impossibla
for me to administer punishment whilae
any doubt remeins. Vernon-Smith, if

you e-mi;ﬁ in your denial—"
“Certainly, sir! I came nowhere
near thiz study sfter Loder had

whopped me an itched me out.”

Prowt shook his head solemnly.

“There appears to be no evidence, no
proof,” he said. “Frobability is not
sufficient for the infliction of punish-
ment. You will realise, Loder, that it
15 hetter for the guilty to escape, than
for the innocent to suffer.”

Loder did not realizse it in the very
least, But he could not tell Prout sol
Heo choked down his feelings.

‘_:i"ii'{:u know best, of course, sir,” he
said.

"guif;c 5ol agreed Prout. “Quite IV
_ "But, sir, look at my study! SHome
unior has done this, if not Vernon-
mith! Most of them have fireworks,
1 sulppu-sua! Suoh dangerous tricks—"

“1 do not intend te sllow this very
serious maiter 1o pass, Loder! Far
from it 1" boomed Prout. *“Fircworks
have been used for a reckless and pori-
lous trick! All fireworks in the school
will be confiscated.” i

The Bounder gave a start. Lodor’s

face brightened.
_ Buch s sentence as that was a crush-
ing blow to the crowds of fellows who
were about to celebrate Guy Fawkes
Day. Really, it was more gratifying
to the bully ~f Greyfriars than a Hog-
ging for Em_ithmwm have been.

" See to if, ar 1" boomed Prout.
“You will call the other ]IJrvafljﬁts.l You
will take possession of all the fireworks
in the school! They will be lodged in
a2 place of safety. Mot a single firework
shall ba allowed to remain in the hands
of any Greyfriars boy. This, T think,
will ba a lesson to all the boys not to
i:t]ﬂ.;s?r such reckless tricks.™

The Bounder breathed hard.

“May I go new, sir?” he asked
meekly.

“You may go!” sm.Ppcd Prout.

One moment, sir!” Loder stepped
!:mt.wpc:n tha Bounder and the doeor.
“This boy desires to warn his friends to
hide away the fireworks before they
can bo confiscated. I awm sure of that.™

The Bounder gave him a bitter look.

That, of course, was the thought in
Smithy's mind. Loder was not likely
to give him a chance.

* What ¥ boomed Prout.
wordl  Vernon-Simmith, remain where
vou arel Do not leave this study 111l 1
Eive your permission.”

Smithy, gritting Lis tecth, backed
towards the window. He had a glimpso
of five juniors in the shadow of =n
distant elm; but they were too far off
for speaking, even i he could have
venfured to call out to them in Prout's
presence.

There was a lurking grin on Loder’s
faco now. Noit only Bmithy, but all his
friends wera ing to smart for what
had happened in that study. Thero
would be ferce resentment and sup-

ressed £ur_z‘:T all threugh the Lower
&hm; that Fifth of November. That

a pleasing thought to Gerald
CT.

“Walker, vou may call ihe other
prefects here,” said Mr., Prout. "1
will give them my instructions.™

“TUpon my

Wwas



" Yer, sir!"™ ;

Wallier Ieit the stody. Proubt watted,
frowning majestically. Carne and
Loder Legan picking up tl‘li]i':‘;ﬁ from
the floor, and putting them back on the
table. The Bounder stood breathing
hard. He was a prisoner in the study
till tha prefects had been instructed by
Prout: sfter which it would be too late
to tip his [riends to get tha fireworks
out of sight. DBut the Bounder was not
beaten yeb.

Prout steod facing the doorway.
Loder and Carne were stooping to pick
up  seattered goods. The Bounder
turned aside and swiftly drew o pices
of paper from one pocket with his left
hand, and a peneil from another pocket
with his right. A list of Latin verbs
wag writfen in ink on the paper; but
the baclk was blank.

On ihat blank Smithy swiftly
scribbled a2 few words., Then the peneil

EVERY SAIruURDAY

disappeared into his pocket again.

With o eareless am, the Bounder
movaed past the open window,

TL;E paper fluttered out into the dusky
quad.

It dropped to the ground there; and
at the same moment cr strode across
and grasped the Dounder by the arm.

Prout stared round.

“What 7" lie boomed.

“Vernon-Smith lias written a nole,
sir, gnd thrown it out of {the window !"
said Loder. “And Wherlon is picking
it up ¥”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Visibility Mot Good!

ARRY WIIARTON had seen the

H wliite paper Autter in the dusk,

as it was dropped from Loder’s
window.

The Bounder, z2s he deopped it out,

i7

stood elear against the light. and all
the Famous ¥Wive saw his aclion.

They did not need telling thet Emiths
knew that ithey were there and la
dropped that note to inform them of
something that he could not convey by
word of mouth.

Harry Wharton darted forward like
an arrow from a bow.

Almost i a moment he had stooped
under I oder's windeow amd picked up
the futtering paper.

Another moment and he would have
darted away.

But he was not given ihat moment!
Lodet was too watchful for that! ‘The
bully of the Bixth put his head out of
tha window.

“Wharton! Btop!

Wharton stopped.

The paper was in his hand; and con-
cealmoent was impossible,

Loder grinmed down at Lim.

(Conginucd on next puage)

(L]
.

Step ab once

s

Come on, you fooler fans, fira in your guerias! !
when he's dealing with problems of interest to the Soccer enthusiast.

4449 Fooler,

fans

— .
‘r-'l i

-

i Lingsman "t i nevar hagpicr than
Addrees your

tetters to " LINESMAN' ¢/o The MAGHNET, The Fleetway House, Farringdon

Strast, London,

STRANGE TRANSFERS !

HTRE are many things about foot.
ball which are difficult to under-
stand, and I am not surprised
when I got letters from my readers

peking me {0 explain what, to them, seems
to be something of & mystery. I have one
guch letler in front of me now from a reader
who sayva that he haos been watching
cartnin transfors lately, and he adda:
* For the lifa of me I can't understand
them ! "

Let ik e admitted thot some of theoso
transfcrs do scom strenge. Take, for
instance, the exchangzes which howve been
carricd through by Huddersfield Town and
Newceasilo United since the start of this
pengorn. In their respective Leagues—the
firat and second divisiong—thosse teams
were doing badly. Neweastle were in need
of a centre-forward, so they sscured the
transfor of Jack Smith, from Huddersfield
Town.

Almost on the sams day that this
transfer of o centre-forward from Hudders-
fiold was carried throurh, Huddersfield, in
their turn, obtained the services of a now
centre.forward, named John Ball, from
Menchester United. Shorlly afterwards,
Huddersfield went to Newcastle and pnid
a substantial fee for James Richardson.
All very strange, isn't it ¥

The arguimment rems samedhing on
fthese lines. IFf Smith is not good
enaugh fo [cad the Huddersfield
Torwn affack, how can Neweasile
hope that Ree will be good enough 1o
{cad their aoifaclz 7 And, ogoimw, f
Newweasfle are im dive difficidlties
loakivg for cxiva plagers, how con
hey afford o tronsfer one of their
forwards ¥

Lat me say at once, in atlempting fo
reply to my corrcspondent, that some of
these transfers even mystify me, and 1
believe they are occasionally dietated by
something epproaching panic. On the
cther hand, it does neot necessarily follow

E.C.4.

that because s player iz not considered
good encugh for one particular zide he will
not be pood enough lor another side. The
play of different tenms—ihe style, I mean
—is very different, and a player who does
not guite fit in with fthe ideas of one
manager may he perfectly suited to the
ideas of another manager. That is one
roason why thers are so many cases of
failurcs in one side being big successes in
another side. Mistakes are often maade by
monagers, of course, but it i3 not neces.
sarily true rhat when a player makes good
after changing his ¢lub that the manaper
of the original club was at faclt.

ADVANTAGES OF A QUICK THROW-IN 1

O yvou think that the wing half-
D backs should make & point of
taking all the throws which fall
) to their gide ' That iz another
interesting question wlich I am asked to
answer. In the preat majorily of cascs, of
eoursa, the wing-hall should de the
throwing, becanse he is supposed to be an
expert at the throw-in busimesa.

At the same time I think it is worth
while for cervain otlier players te learn
the rudiments of the throw. Wing for-
wards, for instance, can oflen gain for
their side a real advantape if they oan
throw the ball in guickly and acowrately.
In the frst International match of the
resent  scason—between Wales and
ingland—3Aatthews, the oubside.right of
England, happencd to be on the spot
where the ball ran out of play.

e piched it up and, in the hieinle-
ling of an eye, as it were, he lhrew
the bLall in fo lritton, who surung i
voer for Brook fo score a vory
elever goal. The England owtsule-
Ieft got ihe opening becanse the
Welsh defenders weren't yeady for
the surprise throw-in.

I am quite sure that this was o bit of
quick work which wus thoroughly appre.
ciated by Brook, becouse I happen to

know that thiz Manchester City outside-
left is himselt a firm believer in the
advantages of tho quick throw, Onece,
when I waa ot the Manchester City ground
in mid-weck, I saw Brook practising the
throw, and when [ saw him deing this T
expressed surprise. © Oh,” ke coid, 6 is
just as well to Lo able to do it Prﬂipaﬂy.
cven thoeugh, astrictly epeoking, it is oot
my job."” That Brook hod mestered the
art of the throw was plainly demonstrated
during last season’s Cup Final, when he
threw the ball in several times in & way
which upset the Portsmouth defence.

The point about the quick throw-in by
gomo pleyer other than the half-back ias
that it usually happens when a lorward
throws the ball in hurriedly he deesn't do
it fnirly. But it is certainly worth while
to get the ball back to play without woste
of time in certain circumstancces. That
means it is worth while for players, other
than the wing helf-backs, to konow tho
rights and wrongs of the throw.in.

NOT ACCORDING TO RULE!

OW we come to b technical question
gbount the rulea of the game, A
reader from Leiccater says that
fn his distriet there has been

much talk concerning the action of &
referee in a  first-class match in which
Leicoster City fipured. According to this
eorrespondent, the opponents of Leicester
werd attacking, and one of the Leicester
defenders, making s desperate tackle in
the penalty arca, fouled an opposing
forward. As the relorce blew the whistls
for & penalty kick the ball traveiled seross
goal to ancther attacker, whe drove the
ball imto the net, and & goal was allowed,
Waa this according to rule ?

The answer ig thatf, if the focis
agre os sfated, The action of the
referce was not agocording fa rele.
Once fie had blown the whistle for
a penalty hicl: the ball weas * desd,'?
and he could not allow a goal fo be
scored and counfed for something
which happened offer the whistle
Teasd Dlown.

It is true that the referee has the power
given him to refrain {rom stopping thy
P:“F if by so dotng ha @ hkeiv to benefid
the offending side.  But if he hoas blown,
them he cannob exercize Lthot discreiion
and award a pgoal.

I think it would be found, on elozer
inquiry, that the referes in this particular
ease did not actually blow the whietla.
He might have raised it to his moeoth, bus
then refrained from sgpunding it whon ha
suw that & geal was likely to be sgored.

“ LINESHMAN."
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“Mr. U'rvout! Wharton Las the note
fhat Yernon-Bmith threw out of fhe
window—it 15 1 his hand now.”

Wharton breathed hard! Bot there
was no escape; he was fairly spotted.

Prout's plump and portly face looked
from the window.,

“Wharton ! he boomed,

“0Oh! Yes, sirl”

“{ive mo that paper at once!”

I'rout held dewn a plump hamd for it.

“Yernon-Smith, how dare you pass &
note out of tho window when T have
forbidden you to hold any communica-
tion with the other boys for the
present P boomed Prout.

A note, sir Y repeated the Bounder,
with an air of innocent surprise. * Oh,
eir! Burely there’s no harm in lending
Wharton oy list of Latin verbs, sir—Mr.
Woose gave them out in Form to-day.
and we had to take themn down, and——

“A list of Latin verbs!™ repeated
Prout,

““Yes, sirl”

Do vou mean fo tell me, YVernon-
Bmith, that the paper you passed oul to
Wharton eontains nothing but a list of
Latin vorbs!? roared Prout.

“You can see it for yourself, sir!™

“Upon my word! This bare-faced
attempt at deception, Vernon-Smith——"

“Will you look at the paper, sip?”

“Certainly I will look at the paper!™
boovmed Prout. “And if I find & single
word written upon it that is not a Latin
verb I shall administer the severest
gng_i.'llnp: vou hiave ever reccived, Vernon-

mitl.*

Y Very well, sie!I?

“"Hand me that paper, Wharton!”

"L'eri-:‘a.in[f, gir 1 said Harcy Whar-
ton. He held the paper up in the light
of the window, *“I ¢an see nothing on
it, but Latin wverbs, sir.”

“(isve it to me at once !V

“Here it is, sir.”

The captain of the Remove obediently
passed lhe paper up to Prout. That
preatleman Emuundad io oxamine it.

Loder looked at it also. That Herbert
Vernon-Bmith would hiave tossed s list
of verbs out of the window to the cap-
inin of the Kemove did not scem at all
likely fo Loder.

Certainly it was a possible oceurrence,
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if two juniors happened to be using the
sama list for reference. But it was
highly improbable.

oder had not seon the Bounder write
the note; he had spotted him tossing it
from the window. Dut he had no doubt
—ha conld hardly have any doubt—ihat
he had seribbled something on it before
tossing it out.

Prout scanned the paper and Loder
scanned it. On the side upward there
was undoubtedly o list of Latin verbs in
ik, which Smithy had taken down in
class from Mr. Woose.

Capio, capis, capit, capimus, capitis,
capiuntr—

There were a great many more; the
variouz moodz and tenses of the verb
“eapio,” I take!

They were neatly written in ink.

Loder could scarcely contain his un-
potience as he zaw Prout blinking at
these variations of the verb capio. Prout,
in hiz slow way, was pgoing into the
matter thoroughly; but Loder could
have told him, at once, that the junior
had used that list of verbs for his note,
eimply becawse he happened to have it
in his pocket ab the time, The nole, of
course, was writlen on the back,

But Frout was not & man to be
hurried; and Loder had to centrol his
1 paticiice.

“This cerlainly appears to Le as
deseribed by Verpon-Zmith 1% said Me,
I'rout. " Howorer, we shall see!”

Ho turned over the sheet in his plump
hande,

Loder fully expected, and Prout guile
expected, to sce a pencilled mcessapge
written there!

Both siared at the paper.

Tt was blank!

Loder’a jaw fairly dropped ! He could
have sworn—he could have signed an
affidavit—that Smithy had seribbled a
mesaage on the back of that list of verbs
for the information of his friends oult-
side—a tip, of course, to get the fire-
works hidden before the prefects gob

busy.

Igut there was not a word to be
secn on the back of the paper! Not a
single gign of & pencil mork!
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It was an uifor, Beauliful blank?

Loder gasped.

Trout frowned, and gave an impationt
snortk.

* MNothing is written here, Loder ! Le
spapped.

“ But—but~—but
stammoered Loder,

“Lock at xt ! grunted rout,
- Loder was already staring sb it! If
intent staring could have produced a
written message there, Loder's slare was
intent cnough to produce one! But it
couldn’ !

There was nothing (o be secn!

L

I—Y am sure—

“ But—but——-" gasped Loder. .
“Nothing s written  here!  said
Pront. “The papor contains a list of

Latin verls on one side, and nothing on
the other! Really, Loder, I wish you
would not jump to these hasty eon-
clusions.”

“But I--I-I thought—--"

* Nonsenso !

“May I have my verbs, sir?? asked
the Bounder m-:ci-.ﬁv.

" Certainly, you may, Vernon-2mith.”
Prout handed the paper to the Bounder,
while Loder stared blankly, utterly
faken aback.

"I suppose I may lend il to Wharton,
sir " said the Bounder in the same meck
and respectful tone. “We've got 1o
learn these wverbs, sir, and Wharton
would like to use my copy.”

“Certainly, certainly!” said Mo,
Prout. “Give Wharton the paper, and
then cloze the windew.”

Bmithy tossed the paper out to Whar-
ton, who caught it, and then slammed
down the sash of the window.

He bad mot spoken a word to the
captain of the Demove—having indeed
been very careful not to do so.

Loder gave him an sngry and sus-
piciguz glare. But even Loder had to
admit to himself that he had made a
mistake. Apparently, after all, the
Bounder, kﬂhpt in the study unexpectedly,
had remembered that he was going to
lend that list to a friend, and had tossed
it out of the window to him. As thern
was nothing to be seen on the paper but
Latin verhs, even the suspicious bully
of Greyfriars was driven to that con-
clusion.

“Loder!” boomed Prout, when the
window was closed, "I wish—I really
wish—that you would not jump to such
hasty conclusions! A little more
Jjudgment, Loder—a liltle more circum-
spection——m="

Prout would probably have gone on
to greater length; for his fruity voice
was music in his own ears, if not in
Loder's; but just then Walker roturned
with the array of prefects to hear
Prout’s instructions. Prout's “gas ¥ was
turned off Loder, and turned on the
others; the Bounder listening with o
lurking grin on his face. Prout took
his time in giving those instructions:
Prout always took his time. And
Smithy could only hope that his friends
were making the best use of that time.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Visibility Better!
g
H “Frhigt
“Quick I breathed Harry
Wharton urgentty.
the darkening quad al lop speed for the
door of the Housc. !
The Co. followed him fast.
up the stairs, and raced inte the
Remove passaze.
He whipped into Study No. 1.

ALLO, halle, hallo——"
He did not step. He cut away aeross
Wharton darted into the Ilouse, Tan
Without cven stopping to turn on the



Fght, he ran across to the fire, which
was low in the grate, bub smouldering
red, and knelt there on the hearthru

Nugent turned on the light, and the
other fellows came in, and the study
door was elozed.

Smithy's list of verbs was in Whar-
ton's hand. He was holding the back
of the paper to tha fire

That list of verbs did not intercst the
captain of the Remove. Hes was not
eoncerned a2t the moment aboui capio,
capis, capit. It was the back of the
aper, on which Prout and Gerald
}mcler had scen only & beautiful blank,
that interested him. It was that that
he was holding to the heat of the fire.

“Ay hatl” ajaculated Bob Cherry.
“Is that 1! Smithy—"

Whartow, still holding the paper
efeadily to the heat, glanced up over
hiz shoulder.

* Bomothing’s up ¥ he zaid. “ Blessed
if I know whet it is! Can't guess and
can't imagine! But Smithy wanta us
fo know in & hurry ¥

Bob whistled.

EVERY SATURDAY

“They ean’t have spoited the Becrct
Seven i

“Hardly ! said Nugent. )

“It's something—rather urgent ! said
Harry. “Smithy chucked thiz paper
out of the window for us znd it's
thumping lucky that Loder doesn't
know that the Secret SBeven have fixed
themselves up with invisible penecils|
Smithy couldn't call cut to us with
Prout there, but it's on this paper all

right [
Smithy 1®

“Good old
Bull.

“ Trust the old Bounder to get away
with it 1" chuckled Bob Cherry. “ But
what the thump can he have written

“ Bomething we had to know quick 1"
said Nugent.

“We shall see pretty scon.”
The [Mamous ;‘i?ﬂ gathered oca Eli]
[} -

said Jobnny

round the paper that Wharton was
ing to the fire.

Az the heat permeated it, traces of
writing began to appear on_ the sheet
that had presented a beautiful blank
to the eyes of Loder and Mr. Prout.
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Neither of them bad thought of in-
visible pencil-writing. 'That was one
of the secret resources of the Scerck
Beven of Greyfriars

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo1* breathed Bub
Cherry. “ Look 1”

* My hat "

" Good old Smithy I

The traces of writing grew clearer as
the heat was applied. A word leaped
out into sight:

“* Prout——"
“Bomething about Prout 1™ said Bob.

“What on earth is Prout up to that
couldn’t wait till Emlth,:,'r got out of
a

Lodor's study 7" asked hnny Bull,
quite perplexed.

“ Look 1"

The rest of the writing came oub
clear. It ran:

“Prout is going to confiscate all fire-
works. Get them hidden—quick "

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at that
MERSRZn.
{Continued nan next pagt.)
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IKE to po diving, chums ? Not the
E ordinary kind of diving which you
cun do in any swimming peol, but

REAL UNDER-WATER DIVING FOR
EVERYONE !

Faney walking around on tha bottom of
the sca for twonty minutes or so at a
ghroteh ! Thig is what you will be able
to do, if the new invention which a French
officer has patented becomes popular.
It consists of a sort of face mask, fogether
with & eylinder of compressed air. The
mnsk is attached to the face, like a face-
mask, and thoe eylinder iz attached to the
body by a strap. Then the diver posa
down, and allows the air to be delivered
pently to his nostrils. ‘
It ia elaimed that by meana of this
dovice one can walk about on the sea.
bottom to his heart's content, coming to
tha surfoce before the air supply iz ex-
hausted. T've s=eon enmﬂth under-water
hotopraphs of people nsing this apparatus,
Em:l. t-iﬁﬂypluﬂll: gﬁd. So perhape it won't
be lonr befors you are able to say to
aur chums : * What abouf an underwater
ike this morning ¥ ™
O late there have been some most

INTERESTING INVENTIONS,

gome of which will certainly oppeal to
my teaders. Those of you who are
cycling fans may like to know that a new
apparatus hna been made whereby you
can " travel * miles without leaving your
own rocm ! It is & aug;porb which holds
up the rear wheel of a bicyole and presses
it against a ball-bearing roller. Every
milo or 8o, & bell rings, so there is nothing
te prevent youw, 1If you are enargetia
cnovgh, to eycle umptsen miles before
brenkinst without even leaving your

oL

fowelnfo The
Office. Boys /

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers,
“ Magnet,”
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Londan,
A stamped addressed envelope will

Write to him : Editor of the
The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,

ensure a reply.

Here's another invention—this time for
Arctic explorcra. You are all familiar
with the caterpillar tractor idea, such as is
used on tanks in war-time. The latest
adaptation of this is made epecially to
grip iee, and there is a projeet on hand for
a party to motor to the South Pole ! But
it will be a long time before some enter-
prising peorson starts running charabancs
there |

How mainy of you like drawing ma
in achool ¥ The latest idea in gecgraphy
lessons iz to have a globe-shaped btack-
board, with the lines of latitude and
longifude marked on it. The schoolboy
has to draw his own mapa on the globa-
blackboard. Like the ideal If net,
don’t blame me. L didn't mvent it |

By the way, have you heard of the
jolly Coeocubs, those cheery little animal
friends whose morry adventures appear
svery week on the children's E_:»ﬂ»gﬂﬂ of the
big * dailiea** 1 Ah, I thought you had !
Then why not have a set of Cocoguba of
your own ! There's a brightly painted
maodel of one of the Cococubs in every tin
of Children's Bournville Cocoa, Ask yvour
mother to buy Children’s Bournville Cocoa
for vou mnd stark collecting Coeocubs.
You can get housea for your Cogocubs, too,
in exchangs fot the discs from the top of
each fin. Ones you've tastod this
delicious cocoa, boys, wyou'll wani it
always, with the pesult that vou will be
able to colleot & eomplete set of Cococubs
and their houses in double quick fire.

Thore are a nomber of

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to be attended to this wealk, go here goos :

The Most Valuable Water in the World
(J. K., of Totnea): Ieavy water 15 tho

moat valuable in the world. It is worth
approximately £120 per ileaspooniul |
Chemieal laboratories can only producs o
thimbleful every two days. It containg
twice as much hydregen as ordinary water,
and it takes 400 gallons of ordinary water
to produce ons ounce of hawi water |
aitlng Monocloguss Published (A. John.
gon, of Willenhall) : Any reputable musia
publighor will consider %cu.r monologucy
if they ere any good. Submit them to tha
publishors with a stamped, addressed
envelope for return if unsuitable. You
can get the address of music publishers
from any musical publication. member
that reputable publishers do not charge
any publication fee, and have nothing to
do with & publisher who asks for fees of
deacription.
m:l';n}w Long do Parrots Live? No one
knows exectly, but some of them atfam
great ages. One has been known to live
118 years—and it i still going strong !

Can Trees Grow on Ice ? (" Unboliever,”
of Whitstable): Yee, Lapland &
epecies of troe 18 found which can conduct
wator through several ieet of hard-frozen
suil and ice.

What are * The Rats of Norway ?* (C. B.
King, of Lancs.): They are lemmings—
Hmr:nﬁ rodents which migrate ]El'iﬂdiﬁﬂ-“j?
across Norway and Sweden. Eventually
they plunge into the ogean and drowi.

Kow a word or two about next weel's
Maioner programme. The long eoinpleta
yarn of Harry Wharton & Co. 18 outitied :

* THE DICTATOR OF GREYFRIARS [ ¥
By Frank Richards

As usual, it is packed as full of good
things as only thie popular auther ean
pack & yarn. Judging by my postbog
recontly, our new series of storiea felling
of the ?Hud batween Loder and fhe chums
of the Remove are proving immenscly

ular. I haven't had a single criliciem
of them yeb, which proves that thoy must
ba “the goods." But you can alwaya
depend on Frank Richards delivering tlo
goods, and your Editor doing his best to
goo that the old MaoxETY iz always on top,

There'll ba a double-page ™ Greyirinrs
Herald "  supploment, further thmlhing
chapters of Morton Pike's popular adven-
ture story and another interesting Soccer
tallk by “ Linesman,” while I'll try to
weodge my little chat in somoewhere amongst
thia budget of good things. Ho dun’t misd
next week's issue, chums!

YOUR EDITOR.

T MicNeT LiBRary.—No. 1,383,
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Every word was clear now, and they
understood at once. Bmithy, evidently,
was kept in Loder’s study, so that he
could not mnvel':rl that very picce of
information to the other fellows and

ive them a chance of getting ahead of

rout.

“Oh crumbs 1™
“Confiscating all our fireworks!
cheeky old ass ™

Wharton tossed the paper into the
fre. It was done with now, and it was
tather dangerous to keop about.

What Prout would have thought—and
done-=had he learned that S8maithy had
conveyed information fo his friends
under his portly nose would not bear
thinking cri},l

“Come on ! panted Wharton.

The Famous Five dashed out of the
etudy.

There was no time to lose. In the
woodshed was an immense store of fire-
works, representing nearly all the
pocket-mmoney at present available in
the Eemove. Perhaps, in view of what
had happened in a prefect’'s study,
Prout was justified in confiscating the
ot at one fell swoop. But the juniors
eonld hardly be expected to see eve to
eye with Prout in that matter.

They had not the slightest intentien
of losing that supply if they could pos-
sibly help it.

They whipped out of the House and
raced down to the woodshed.

A crowd of juniors thore were getting
busy.

A weird-looking guy, scated in an
ancient chair, huig already been brought
vut.  Beveral fellows were letting off
squibs and crackers, anxious for the
nowse to begin. Moat of them, however,
were sorting out the fireworks for con-
veyance to the school field, where the
celebrations were to take place, and
where the big bonfire was piled up
ready for lighting.

There was & general startled ex-
clamation as the Famous Five burst,
breathless, on the merry crowd.

“What's up ¥

“What the dickensg—*

“Quick I” panted Wharten. “ (et all
the Brewerks together! We've got to
get them out of sight*—sharp ¥

“ What the thump for?™ exclaimed
Bkinner,

" Prout—" gasped Wharton.

“Never mind Prout now !

ejaculated Nugent.
Tho

“Fathead] DProut’s going to confis
cate the lot because of at row in
Loger's study 1"

“QOh, great pip 1®

“What a rotten #ell!” said Lord

Mauleverer,

“Shame I" hooted Squiff.

“I say, that's jolly thick 1 exclaimed
Temple of the Fourth Form. *“I zay,
I've spent & quid on my Greworks—a
whole gquid 1

“We've all spent jolly nearly all we

had ¥ roared Bolsover major.” * That
old fool Prout——"

“That old ass DProutl" snorted
Hobson of the Shell

“Look here, how do you know,

Wharton * demanded Skinncr suspici-
ously. “If you're pulling our leg—--"

“Ass! Bmithy got the tip to us! Get
the things together, and got them
away |” exclaimed the capizin of the
Remove. “You can leave a few for the
prefects to find when they get here—
they won't be long! Buck up, and get
the things away | Park them under the
elmg in the quad for the present! It's

J e Maagxer Liprary.—No. 1,395,
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too dark Lhere for anybody ta dpot

them 1™

“Bueck up!” exclaimed Bobh Cherry.

The juniors bucked up at great apeed.
There were many exclamations of wrath
and disgust, but no time was lost.

What was going to be done with the
firoworks, and where and when they
wero ultimately going to ba let off, re-
mainged unsettled ; there was no time to
discuss that. The business on hand was
to savo them from confiscation.

That business was promptly attendead
to.

The juniors streamed out of the shed,
every fellow carrying packages and
bundles—his own or somebody else's; it
did not matter which, so long as the
goods were got away.

Tho DBounder's great stack required

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS

By HAROLD SKINNER,
No. 21, TOM REDWING.

This week our Lightning artist selects
for his subject a character with whem

vou are all familiar—TOM REDWING,

the son of an old sea salt.

Reddy's the son of & sallar hald,
And a sallor bold la ho

Hia greatest happiness, so I'm told,
Is aflcat on an angry sen.

Ha likeg to bntile
in a boat on ths
wWe

olling sea.
i1, iat him: A nice warm bed in the
dorm.

Will jolly wall do for me !

alnst the storm

soveral fellows to handle it. DBut all
ithe bundles wore picked up by one
follow or another and carried off.

In & very few minutes the woodshed
was deserted. Here and there a few
scattered crackers or squibs lay about,
dropped by hasty hands, to greet the
eyes of authority when authority
arrived. By the doorway the guy sat
in his chair, neglected and doserted.
The lantern that lighted the shed was
blown out, and it was left in darkness.

At a safe distance, under the shadowy
old elms in the guad, hidden by the
November darkness that had now
descended thick and decp, the rescued
goods were parked. They were safe
there for the tiine at least.  But the
work had been done none too soon;
already in the darkness gleamed several
flashlamps, lighting authority on its
way to the woodshed with confiscatory
intent.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Too Late!
L OME eon, you men !” said Loder
C of the SBixih. )
“¥Yes, come on!”  said
Carne.
Loder waa keen, at all events.

Walker and Carne were keen. Tho rest
of the prefects did not scem fearfully

per.

Indeed, Syvkes was heard to murmur
that it was rot, and Bancroft that it
was silly, and Parkinson that it was a
shamae,

But orders were orders. Mr. Prout
stopd in the place of the absent head-
master, and hiz orderz had to be
abeyed by his prefeots.

een or not keen, the SBixth Form
men fallowed Loder from the House.

Loder knew where to look for the
confiscated goods. He was quite awaro
of the plans made by the junicrs for
celebrating the glorious fifth. ;

Indced, Loder had debated in his
mind whether he might be able to
barge in and Efm-il the show befors the
happening in his study provided him
with an excuse, backed by the authority
of Prout, )

Lodar of the Sixth led the way direct
to Gosling's woodshed through the
November gloom, scveral of the prefects
turning on pochket torches to light tho
dark way.

He was a little puzzled by the silence
and general deserted appearance of the
spot as he ncared it.

He had cxpected 1o find 8 crowd of
fellows there, and enjoyed the prospect
of sccing their faces when they were
prderad to hand over the fireworks for
confiscation.

Instead of which, the woodshed was
dark and deserted; and thers was no-
Irody to be seen or heard,

“What on earth’s that?"” exelaimed
Walker, as he spotted a strange figure
ecated in a cvhair outside the shed, his
light falling suddenly on it

::ED}EI?:* a guy!” grunicd Loder.

It was rather a startling sight to come
o suddeniy. The guy weas built up of
old sacks and such things on a wooden
framework, draped in an old coat, with
an ancient hat on its head, and its
face was formed of a grotesque Guy
Fawke: mask. Looming out of the
shadows in the glimmering lights it
had an uncanny, half-human look.

Walker gave it a vicious kick as ho
passed it. Jt had startled him and he
found satisfaetion in kicking it

The guy lurched over, chair and all,
and fell on its side. Walker gave it
another kick, and the mask and hat
rolled off.

Then he followed the others into the
woodshed. )

Loder flashed his light round.

A few scattored fireworks on the floor
told what had been there! But what
had been there was there no longer.

“They'ro gone ! gaid Loder, scowling.
“I suppose they've started for the
school field already ! Get after them 1™

Loder led the way again and the

rofects marched off for the echosol
ald.

This was entered by & gate from the
quadrangle, gencrally shut and locked
at dark. Now it stood wide open, and
was to remain open till after the cele-
brations wera over. Tt was time now for
the bonfire to be ]iﬁhmd; and Loder
expected to sight the blaze.

ut the bonfire was not lighted. The

gstack of combustibles loomed dimly
through the gloom. o

MNeither was there & crowd of juniors



in the field with fireworks to be con-
fiscated! Nobody was thevel

Loder stared about him, perplexed.

“Where are the young sweeps:” he
exclaimed.

“ Mot here!"? said Carne.

“Nobody here!” grunted Sykes.
“I.ook here, Lader, if we're to bag their
fireworks, where are they? I'm getting
fed up.”

“If you don't choose to carry oub
Prout's arders, Sykcs——" ,

“(Oh, rate! Whera ara they, I say ¥

“We'va got to find them,” growled
Loder. ; e

“Looks as if they've got the tip!
satd Walker.

“They can't have—not & word has
been satd, so far, outside my study,”
snarled Loder. “Only that young cad
Vernon-Smith knows, and he’s still
there, and Prout’s with him.”

“Well, it's no good hanging about
here | growled Bancroft.

Loder led his flock back to the q_gid.
El!_lvidentlj it was no use hanging about
there.

Several of the seniovs slipped quictl
away in the quad. They had ha
entugh of this hunt for elusive juniors
and their fireworks.

Not only the fireworks wera not to be
f3und, but the juniors also scemed to
have vanished from all knowledge.
MNovember nights were dark, and it was
as black as & hat in the gquad, except
whera light fell from lighted windows.
Dozens of fellows might have been near
st hand, vet unseen; but it was extra-
ordinary that they were not heard.

“Have they all gone back te the
IMouse, or what?"" demanded Walker,

“What the thump does it meani”
grunted Carne.

Loder gritted his teeth, o

“They %u.d all their dashed rubbish in
ithe woodshed, I kpow that,” he snarled.
“1 know they gaf leave from Gosling.

ut—"

“Then they've found out—"

“How could they? I—why—what—
whot—oh crumbs!” Loder broke off,
as & spark sailed in an ar¢ through the
blackness and descended in the midst
of the bunch of prefects.

Bang, hang, bang, bang!

“Look out!”

“0Oh erumbs 1™ ]

There was a sudden scatfering of the
great men of the Sixth as a yumping
eracker jumped, and hopped, and
banged, and roored in their midst—
hurled by an unseen hand from the
darkness.

Bang, bang, bang!

Loder gave & yell of rage.

“That’s one of them—that—* TIle
made a fierea Tush in the direction from
which the spark had suiled,

Crash! .

He crashed into someboady in the dark
and grabbed ficrcely and savagely atb
that somebody.

“I'va got you, you young hound! I'l1
smash you! I—"

“Whet? What?"' came o squeaky,
high-pitched voice. ™ Who—what—re-
lease me—— How dare you scize me

thus—what—what ?"

It was the startled high-pitched voice
of Mr. Woose, nicknamed the
“Squeeker * in the Remove !

Loder, evidently, had got the wrong
pig by the ear

“Oh gad!” he gasped. He let go
Wr. Woosa as if that gentleman had
iuddenl:f become red-hot. “O0Oh! I—

“What? Who is that? Loder? ex-
elaimed Mr. Woose, blinking at him
owlishly through his glasses in the
gloom. “JI3 that Laoder of the Hixth
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Form? Loder, how dare you seize me
in that ruffianly moanoer? rapcat,
eir, how dare you?” Mr. Woose's voice
rose to a high and indignant squeak.
“Loder, I shall report this to Mr.
Frout—-="

Loder spluttered: ..

“* Sorry, sir, I—I took yon for & junior
—J—I—1 can't ses in the dark, sir—I—
I thought—"

“ Nonsense !” squeaked Mr. Wogse.
“Even if you supposed it was a jumor,
Loder, how dare you rush on anyone
in that ruffianly manner——"'

“ Someope has just thrown a cracker
at mae, sir, and I—I thought—*"

“Pah ! snapped Mr. Woosa,

“ Look out!” yelled Carne. )

A circling spark descended behind
Loder. Probahbly the sound of his volce
euided the aim of the unsecn fellow in
the darkness.

Bang, bang, bang, bang! -

Loder, startled almost ont of hiz wits,
jumped clear of the ground. He bumped
into Mr. Woose, knocking that onior-
tunate gentleman backwards,

“(loodness gracious !’ squeaked Mr.

Woose, © What—what—Loder—I—I-—
you——>*"

Bang, bang, bang!

“Goodness gracious me!  What—
what—" stuttercd Woosa,

“Therse he goesl” yelled Carne,

glimpsing a shifiing shedow in the dark-
ness. Ha rushed ab it

A bundle, emitting sparks, dropped in
front of hirn, There was a sudden wild
whizzing and fizzing, as squibs and
roman candles, tied together, went off
all at onece. Carne leaped back with a
yell from showers of sparks, From the
darkness came o howl:

“ Ha, ha, hal” i

Loder & Co. were not finding the fire-
1.1{:11*!:3! But the fiseworks were flinding
them |

— s

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Prout is Not Pleased!

b 47 R. PROUT staried.
il it Smithy grinned. ‘

Having given his prefects his
lengthy and  solemn In-
strnctions, and seen them start, Prout
had sat down in Leder’s armchair to
wait for his head prefect to bring in
the confiscated goods, Porhaps alse he
thought of keeping an eye on Vernon-
Smith, lest that youth should convey
a warning to the other fellows of what
was eoming=—little dreaming that that
warning had already heen conveyed
and, acted on.

Smithy did not mind waiting, The
“invisible pencil ¥ stuat had heen fixed
up among tho “sceret socicty ' of Groy-
{riars, ready for any emergency in which

21

majestic silence, taking no notice of the
Bounder, only seeing that he did not
leavo the study.

e had sent a message to Mr. Woose,
requesting him to step neross to the
school shop, and inform Mrs. Mimble
that the sale of firaworks was to stop at
onea if 14 had not stopped slready.

That night—or so Provot fondly sup-
posed—the Fifth of November would
celebrated without fireworks——if cele-
brated at alll

Prout was quite a kind-hearted man,
and he was rather sgrry to spoil the fun
for the Lower School, but he felt it his
duty, and Prout was a whale on duty !

His stern edict had gone forth—there
were o be no fireworks, not a single
cracker, not a solitary squib, not & lone-
SO man candla or rocket! No
maore fireworks were to be bought, and
those already bought were to he con-
fiscated to tha last squibl That would
be a severe, but no doubt salutary lesson
to reckless fellows who parked fireworks
in prefects’ fire-grates !

And so Prout etarted, in great sur-
priza, at the sound of eracking crackers

and squibbing squiba from the dark
quad.

That sound was quite unexpected by
Prout! Tt was not so unexpected by
the Bounder, who grinned.

“ Bless my soul I said Prout.

Ha heaved his considerable weight out
of Loder’s armechair and stepped to the
window,

It was black as a hat outside, but the
blackness was broken by flying sparks
and streaming sauibs.

Fireworks wore going off |

There was no doubt about that!

“ Bless my soul I repeated Prout.

Frowning portentously, be hurried to
the door. e had forgolten Vernon-
Smith, but the Bounder ventured to
remind him of his existence.

“Please, sir——" began Smithy.

“Eh, what? Prout glanced at him.

“Aay I go now, sir? asked SBmithy
meekly.

“Ohl Yes! Certainlv! Tou mav go,
Vernon-Smith 1" said Pront, And he
rolled out of the study, and, like Iser in
the poem, he rolled rapidly!

j‘T ¢ Bounder grinoed and followed
1.

FProut rolled rapidly, but Smithy was
out of the Iousze long before 1'rout
reached the doorwar. He cut away
aeross the quad in search of the other
fellows. Ta the gloom he barely dedgad
a figure that was running for the House,
It was Carnc of the Sixth.

Mr. Frout, standing in the dogorway,
stared out.

Bang, bang, bang | Tizzzz! Whizzzz |
came from the November night. It did
not look as if Loder & Co. had taken
possession of the hireworks,

“Unprecedented [V gasped Prout.

(Continued on next page.)

gecret commuUNICa-
tion might be re-
quired. BSmithy
knew ithat Harry
Wharton would lose
no time in holding
that paper to the
fire, and discovering

the secret mossage 3

seribbled on  the | AWAR by Bi
back of the list of Hend for
Latin  verbs. He

had no doubt ikat
tha fireworks had
been  disposed of
before fthe prefects
left the House in
search of them.

ho walted cheerfully
in Prout’s comjpany.

Frout waited in
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A gasping figure tottered up the steps,
and the mm{]pm“ﬁ} headmaster of Grey.
friars stared at Mr. Woose. The new
master of the Remove tottered
breathless.

“Mr. Woose | boomed Prout.

. *0h, goodness gracious!™ pasped the
Squeaker. “Oh dear! I—I have been
considerably uwpset, Mr, Prout! Some
boys appear to—to be letting off fire.
wurl:s_perhaps vou have noticed—"

“Perhaps I hooted Prout. *I am not
deaf, Mr. Woose "

“Wo!l No! Quite so!” stuttered the
confused little gentloman. “Of course
not! Quite 201 I am somewhat upset |

der rushed into me—I was knocked
over—it was very, very clumsy and in-
considerate, I thought! Oh dear”

“Where 15 Loder

“I really do not know! I did not
remain after he had—ooogh l—knocked
me over ! I—I was feeling very, very
upset 1"

r. Woose totiered in to lus study.
I'ront, with a thanderous brow, glared
out into the hlackness,

Carne of the Sixth came running up
the steps. ly ran into Prout in

i,

Heo near
lis hurry. "The temporary headmaster
canght him by the shoulder.

“What is cocurring out there, Carna?”

“Oh™ pasped Carne. “Those young
demons—" ]

“What? Such MFtessluﬂs, Carng——-="

“I—I mean, the fags!” gasppd Carne.
“They—they're pelting us with fire-
works! YWe can’t see them in the dark |
Ch erumbs ¥ :

““Did not Leder take Emgﬁamn of the
fireworks as I ordered him to dot"
boomed Prout.

“Wa couldn’t find them, sir—"

" Nonsense ! )

“The fags have hidden them some-

n

wlhere—

" Absard |
tho boys?

“They're dodging l
sir, and—and pelting us with
workg—"

“Upon my word [ gasped Prout.

Bang, bang, bang! Fizzz] Whizzz!
Squizzzze! came from the darkness.
Firoworks, it was only too clear, were
roing off in great numbers, N

Walker of the Sixth came dashing in
from the quad. He, also, ugq.marad to
have had encugh of it. Ile dashed in,
breathless,

Bang, bang, bang, bang!

Whizzz! Fizzz! Whizzez!

"Walker,” elmost shricked
Prout, “ whore is Loder ™

#I—=1 don’t know, sir!” gasped
Walker. *1I lost egight of him, sir] 1T
EUppOse Eﬁﬂ—hazhe's[snmcwhﬂra, gir |

ang, bang, ban

“Have the bovs gbeeu told that there
aro to be no fireworks this evening?”
boomed Prout.

“We haven't found any of them, sir—
the whole crew are dodging us.
had :ziumping cracker on the back of
my neck—="

;nAb-surbd sll':lr:rtmT] Prout.

ng, ban

From: the direction of the schoo] field
came & dancing flara of flame, Some-
body had eet fire to the bonfire and it
was blazing ug.

'rout glared into the guad. The fire-
works evidently had not been seized by
the profects, as ordered by Prout.

The boys had not even becn told that
fireworks were forbidden that evening |
I'rout was very sngry, but he was a just
man—ha prided himself on being a just
man ! Boys in possession of fireworks on
honfire day, balieving themselves =t
liherty to let off the same, could hardly
be blamed for letting them off.

Loder was to blame!
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Prout realised that!

Loder should have seized the fireworks
cfore the juniors started their celebra.
tion ! Prout had ordered him to do sol
He had detained Vernen-S8mith indoors
g0 that he ecould give no warning!
Loder should have carcied out his in-
structions | e must have wasted time—
or blundered somehow! Prout felt very
displeased with Loder |

Bang, bang, bang]

Whizzzz | Fizzaz ] wizzzzz |

Prout snorted, turned from the door-
way, and stalked back to the Head's
study! HMe did not fecl disposed to root
about the dark quad personally, at the
risk of being caught in the ear or the
neck with a whizzing squib or a jump.
ing cracker] Loder had bungleé 1t—
and that was that! Anyhow, the fire-
works must be ncarly all expended by
this time at the rate they were going
at]!n I:ioutHsnﬂde f“r;ii ﬁﬁnt. 4

e Head’s stu 2 walted for

T.oder. Cracking and banging in the
quad died away; the firework display
was over, FProut waited for Loder to
come and report—and explain,

But ho waited in vain !

Loder did not come |

Loder of the Sixth was otherwiso
enguged just then! Prout litile dreamed
how he was engaged !

[ Ipm——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Guilty !

“ w'VE Fﬂt you 1" hissed Loder,

His grasp clesed on a fitting
shadowy figure in the darkness
of the quad. Leder had got him |

It did not oceur to Loder for the
moment that he had been allowed to
“get"” that shadowy figure. But he
realised it very soon afterwards, as
hands reached out of the darkness and
seized him. ;

How man _‘i'mlrs of hands fastened on
him Loder did not know. He knew that
there wero half a dozen at lesst. 1In
actual fact, there were seven pairs |

Loder had not been thinking of the
Secret Seven of Greyiriars! ﬁut they
had been thinking of him,

The bully of the echool had, in fact,
walked blindly into the trap. Bhowers
of whizzing, han%iug, craecking fireworks
had scattered the prefects. Most of
them wers fed up with the affair, any-
how, and glad to “chuck ™ it. Only
Carne and Walker were really keen on
backing up Loder. And Carne and
Walker had had enough—and cleared |

Mobody cared whether they cleared or
not. But if Leder had tried to clear ho
would have had no chance. There were
too many eyes watching for Gerald
Loder.

But Loder was not clearing—he was
getting hold of & dim figure that had
hurled banging fireworks. And now it
was too late fo tryl Beven pairs of
hands bors him to the earth.

He struggled frantically.

“Let me gol Hands off 1" he panted.
“By gad, I'll thrash you for this—I'll
have you sacked—I'll— Orooooogh 1*

A erumpled ecardboard box that had
once contained fircworks was crammed
inte Loder's open mouth,

He gurgled  wildly,
gagged. _

Hea still struggled, down on his back,
inrjl;h seven shadowy figures piling over
11[T1h.

But he had no chance. They wore
too many for him—many too many!

His upward glare dimly distinguished
tha faces over lhim in the gloom—
hideous, grotesque faces. His asseilants
were got up in Guy Fawkes masks.

Plenty of fellows had put on Guy
Fawkes masks for the celebrations.
There were scores of them about. Bat

efectually

Loder remembered the Secret Seven
who had handled him before, disguised
in masks.

Thae Beeret Beven were at work

aq;ml i

hey did not speal, The Becret
Seven did their work silently, They
wera not giving Loder a chance of
identifying them by their voices.

Loder, struggling and wriggling, was
pinned down till every ounce of breath
s his body was expended, and he lay
spent and exhausted.

Then he was lifted.

Yach arm and leg was grasped,
Another fellow had his neck, auotler
his hair, another his ears. In such
a position Loder was scarcely able to
crestet, He was carried away in the
flﬂmﬂ, inte the dense darkness under
he elms,

He kqﬂw that he was being carvied
along Klm Walk—at s safe distance
from the House! MHe strove wildly fo
yell, but the crumpled cardboard in his
mouth  presented insuperable  difli-
culties,

His bearers turned off smong the
trees, and Loder was dumped down at
last, close l}ly the echool wall,

Several gleams of light came from
the gloom  Electric pocket-lamps had
been turped on.

here was a murmur of voices, a
sound of chuckling. Dim figures Ritted
on all sides,

Loder glared round him, hoping to
recegnise some of the fellows in the
glimmer of the torches.

But every face he saw had a Chuy
Fawkes mask on it. Recognition was

im ible, unless he coul et loose
&ug tear the masks off the fagns.

But one thing was clear to him. The
Secret Scven, as they chose to call
themselves, had numerous associates.
There were more than seven in the
secret  society  of Greyiriars—many
more |

Loder had suspected that already!
Several times he h®d been collared g;-
the Becret Seven, but he had suspected
that it was not the same seven every
time. Dy that simple device the secret
society had made 1t practically impos-
sible to identify them.

. Now therc were at least a score of
jumors round him, of whom not ons
was recognisable. And he was not
given the remotest chance of snatching
off & mask, to identify the wearer for
denuneiation to Prout, and subsequent
sacking | His hands were pulled behind
him and his wrists tied together there.
Then his ankles wera tiod together. Ha
had half-expested it. IHe had been
through this before.

Blumping against the old stone wall,
half-lying, half-leaning, Loder glaved

in epeechless rage at the  dim,
grotesque figpures.
Nobody spoke. But there was an

almost incessant sound of chuckling.
The young rascals seemed to be enjoy-
mg thisl Leoder was neot. The enjoy-
ment was  wholly on  the side
of the Becret Soclety of Greviriars
There was no help for Loder. In that
secluded spot, efter dark, nobody was
likely to hind i‘lill‘l, even if he was looked
for. And he was not likely to be logked
for! Nobody knew that the Secret
Zeven were st work again, end that
the bully of Greyiriars had fallen
intoc the hands of the Philistines
And he could guess, too, that soine of
the young rascals wera posted to keep
wateh, to give warning of the posaible

approach prefects or beaks. In
which c¢ase, Loder would have becn
whisked away promptly.

The light of a torch was directed on
his furious face. He blinked in the

light.
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As Prout jerked the mask [rom the face of the effigy, the light from his study window fell fall upon a white and furious face,

and jaws that chewed frantically on a handkerchlief. *““ Loder ! * sald Prout, like a man in a dream.
Form | My bead prefect ] Loder ! ™

“Loder!” came & decp, husky bass
YOLlCe.

The speaker was disguising his voice,
dragging deep notes up from the depths
of his chest, Loder had not the faintest
idea wha was speakin%; but no doubt
the masked juniors had, for there was
B 4:%1.&.'.1:11’;:.}“Il (g

“Lregogh V' gurgle er.

He tried to speak and failed, He
chewed fiercely at the eruinpled card-
hoard.

“Loder !” repeated the deep voice.
“¥ou are in the hands of the BSecret
Beven of Greyfriars You have
mucked up the boufire celebrations.
We've let off the fireworks, instcad of
keeping them for the procession and

the bonfire. You are & rotten bully,
Loder, and you are going to be
punished. Guilty or net guilty

“zurrgh 1™

“Let him speak "

The gag wes removed. Loder

gurgled for breath, gathering force for
s yell for help. A jumping cracker was
tucked into his collar under his chin. A
ghadowy hand was revealed holding a
mateh in the light of a torch.

“If you call out, Loder, that cracker
will be lighted,” said the deep voice of
the chief of the Secret Seven.

Loder immediately decided not to call
gut.

“Guilly, or not gwlty "

“You young scoundrel 1™ hissed
Loder.

“That is not en gnswer. Only ihe
guilty are punished by the secret

gaciety of Greyfriars., Are wou guilty
of being a beastly bully, and a snealk-
ing tick, and a putrid tyrant?”

“I'll smash youl”

“Slick & pin in him ™

“Yarooh "

“ Guilty or not guilty I

Loder purgled.

“Not guilty I” he gasped. .

e had to answer. He did not want
the pin again.

“That won't do!™ said the deep
vaice. * Only the guilty are punished by
the mysteripus brotherhood.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Shut up, vou cackling asses
is & serious matfer.”

The e¢huckle died away. Apparently
rome of the mysterious brothers were not

This

taking the mysterious brotherhood very

seriously. Perhaps it was rather too
like the films to be taken very
sermusg'. However, orderly silence was
restored.

“Guilty, or not guilty, Loder 1

“Not I gasped Loder,

“ Brck that pin mm Liun

“YWhoap 1™

“Ha, ha, ha ! ; :

T Bilenca t You'ras wasting time,
Lader ! =aid the deep voice severely.
“I ask you once more—guilty, or not
guilty

Loder panfed with rage. E":idanﬂ_{
the pin was going on with its work il
he pﬁeaded guilty befora his mysterious
judges. He had to make up his mind
to it. He was more than tired of the
pin.

“Guilty I* he gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha i )

“The prisoner at the bar pleads guilt
to his heinous and manif:::l-f crimnes an
misdemeanours ” said the deep volce.
“That's that | Gag him "

Loder's own  handkerchief  was

“ Loder, of the Sixth

** Grumbs I ** gasped Trotter, the page.

annexed and jammed into lus mouth.
Hiz necktie was used to secure it there.

“Hava you anvthing further 1o say,
Loder, belore your sentence is carried
put

Loder had nothing to say.
utter no sound at all,
mumble! He was silent.

*“The prisoner has nothing to say "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“*The sentence will now be carriced out,
as the prisoner has nothing to say for
himself 1"

Ta Loder’s surprise an ancient and
rather rocky chair was brought into the
light. Tt was the chair to which the
“puy *” had been sttached, at the wood-
shed, Why it was brought there loder
could not guess; but he was soon
enlightened.

Many hands lifted him, and he was
saated in the chair.

His legs were tied to the leps of the
chair, his arms io the back. Several
aords were wound round him and the
chair, and knotted.

The Secret Seven seemed to be rather
liberal with cord. Yards and yards were
used up on Loder! There was no doubt
that he was quite safa when the last
knot was tied.

But they were not finished yot. A
particularly hideous Guy 1Mawkes mask
was fived over Loder’s face, and frastenad
thera, Then the tattered eld coot, taken
from the guy, was ranged round him,
mara cords l{aﬂ. ing it tight round tha
hapless bully of Groyfriars.

oder’s icfent-ity had completely dis-
appeared now. ‘

o one, leoking at him, would lLave
p;hugssad that it was a human figure in
the chair. His aspect was that of a

Toe Mrewgr E1srany.——No. 1,385,

Ile ecould
not even a



24

Guy Fawkes * guy,” and that, evidently,
was what the mysterious brotherhood
of Greyfriars intended.

The truth was dawning on Gersld
Loder now. He was égoin to .be used
as 8 “guy ” in the Guy Fawkes pro-
cession | At that thought he bit on the

ag in helpless fury. But there was no
ﬁeﬁn for Loder., Loder had asked fer
it, and he was getting 1t |

The chair was lifted. Loder was a
good weight, but many hands made
light work.

Heaved high, over the heads of the
masked juniors, Loder was borne away.
more and more fellows joined up as the
procession went down the Elm Walk
mte the quad, Shouts and yalls and
cheers reng on all sides. Mouth-organs
and castanets added noise, if not music.
Swaying over the roaring crowd went
the {)ulf:.r of Creyfrfars, with innumer-
gble voices yelling round him.

“Here's another guy |

Ed

Some Guy!
G
“Here's another guy!”

gloom. Flaring light fell in the old
marching in proegssion, with s guy
cracking erackers and squibbing squibs.
there been Greworks Prout would have
forbidden.
was & long time ago. Onee upon a
though Lhers were no lireworks. And
He smiled.
was nothing to distinguizh the seven

Some of them knew who and what
select circle of the Secret Society was
near Prout’s thoughts, Iie gazc® from
was giverr for the procession to halt
on high 17 Stick him up

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.,

UY FAWKES—guy!”
“Stick him up on high!”
“Ha, ha, ha!"

Mr. Prout glanced from his study
window. In the school ficld the bonfire
was high, dispelling the November

uad, easting strange shadows among
the eclms, reflecting on innumerable
windows. Tt lighted a swarm of fellows
swaying aloft. .

There were no fireworks,  Usually
guch a procession was accompanied by
But the fireworka had all been ex-
pended before it started to keep them
out of the hands of suthority. Had
weighed in. But therc were none, and
Mr. Prout had nothing to complain of
in the procession, which had not been

Ha oven smiled faintly at the sight
of the gFuy. ]

Prout had been a boy once, though it
time, in the dear dead days beyond
recall, Pront had joined in just such
cclebration. There was Elenty of noise,
FProut did not like noise, Still, it was
not going to last long. And he was &
benignent gentleman in hiz own way.

Thera were more than a hundred
fellows in the procession. Half of
them wore Guy Fawke: masks, so there
fellows who were carrying the guy from
a crowd of others. All were shouting
and yvelling and cheering.
the “guy ® was. More did not know,
but fancied that it was an ordinary
effigy.  Certainly nobody outside the
iiketlj': to guess that the hideous figura
in : e gwaying chair was & Greyiriars
prefect.

Nao =uch suspicion ecame anywhers
the window and smiled.

Ag if to give him » good chance of
observing the procecdings, the bignal
bofore the study window., A terrific
roar burst forth.

“Guy Fawhkes—guy !

“Let Prout sce him ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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The effigy
window,

Through the eye-halez of hiz mask,
Loder’s ayes wora gleaming and glint-
ing with specchless rage. Now that
there was light on the subject, he was
savagely trying to pick out the identily
of his aszailants,

One of them, he was certain, was
Wharton. But he suddenly sighted
Harry Wharton, unmasked, sauntering
along at a distance. Another, he was
assurad, was tho Bounder. But agein
he saw the Bounder, iunmasked, among
iﬁh& other fellows, not even looking at
1im.

The same fellows were not carrving
him all the #ime, Every now and then
the burden was handed over to another
bunch of bearers. Again and again
Loder felt certain that he knew one or
another of his enemies, and again and
ngain he sighted that very fellow un-
masked in the crowd, far away from

him.
to Loder at the

gwayed before Prout's

It did not occur
moment that fellows every now &nd
then removed their masks in shady
spots, and replaced them afterwards, in
order to fpuz«*:lﬂ and perplex him.

Mast of the crowd, as he could easily
soe, were unaware of the identity of
that remarkable guy. And, so far as

LEATHER POCKET WALLETS
FOR BUDDING POETS!

Compaose a Greyfriars limerick like
the following and win one of these

USEFUL PRIZES1

Billy Bunter'a renowned for hils
thirat.
But hls appetite’s really the worel.
Quite anough for a score
| Has will pat; and want mors.
. It's a wonder, It is, he don't
burst

The above eflort was sent in
by: ). Macmillan, 32, Shooter's
Hill Road, Blackheath, S.E.3.

ho could ascertain, the fellows he sus-
pected most were among those Innocent
OIes,

“Let Prout see our guy!” roared the
Bounder.

For the moment Smithy was without
hiz mask, and quite willing for Mr.
Prout to see how very innocent he was,
with an evc to the future,

The guy was marched right up to
Prout's window.

He gave quite o start as he locked at
it. It seemed to him, for that start-
ling moment, that the eyes of the offiy
moved and gleamed as 1if the thing were
alive.

A strange fanoy, of course. Proat
smiled at that strange fancy as the guy
was marched on again.

More and more fellows gathered and
joined up as the procession moved an
out of the gquad into the scheol field.

There the blazing bonfire mads it
almaost as light as day.

Round the field, in the glaro of the
crackling, leaping fire, went the pro-
ceesion, the guy swaying aloft. Round
and round, amid yella and cheers, Loder
chewing on the gag in speechless fury.

“1 say, you fellows, ain’t vou going
to burn it7" squeaked Billy Bunter.

“Bhove it in the fAre, you men!”
shouted Tubb of the Third.

Loder shuddered,

He really wondered, for a terrible
moment. whether thesa wildly excited
fellows might not shove that guy into
the bonfire!

“Btick i in the fire!” shouted Bob
Cherry, for the moment vnmasked.

“The stickfulness in the fire i3 the
proper caper, my esteemed chums !
came the voice of Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Hurrah I*

“8tick him in !

“Let's see him blaze !

Loder choked and gurgled. Evi-
dently n lot of the fellows did not know
that the guy was alive! If they
chucked him in—

Fortunately there was no danger of
that. The Sceret Seven of Greyfriars
were very much down on Loder of the
Sixth, but not to that extent. Not quite.
The guy was paraded round and round
the field, while the bonfire burned out,
and died down.

“1 say, you fellows, why don't vou
burn 1t?* sgueaked Bunter.

“Bhove it in the fire before it goos
out ! shouted Temple of the Fourth.

“Btick it in ¥

* Look here!
to burn it!"

“Huo, ha, ha!®

Loder of the Sixth was not of a
grateful or thankful nature. DBut he
was deeply thankful when the bearers
turned away at last from the dying bon-
fire, and carried him back to the quad,

As the fire died out darkncss settled
down again. A bell rang in the House,
It was time for the celebrations to
cease, and for the cclebrators to turn
up for roll-call.

Many of them were disappointed
because tha guy had not been burat,
and puzzled to know why the fellows
crowded off to the House.

We're jolly well going

Beven~—all  masked—were left in
charge of the puy. Wheother they were
the same seven who had started with

him, or not, Loder had no means of
telling. But he was going to know
goon, When they set him loose, he waa
going to grab at their masks.

But they did not set him loose,

The cheir was planted on the path
under Prout's study windoew. Thera it
waa left,

The last teven dizappeared in the
gloom, and did not remave their masks
till they were out of Loder's sight.

Loder remained.

Prout's study window was dark at

present, Prout had gone off to Hall for
calling-over. Loder would not even be
mi at call-over, for prefects were

sllowed to cut it, if they liked, and
Loder often did. Loder had to sit
where he was till he was found.

He chewed on the gag. By this time
he had put in a considerable amount of
chewing, and was ghle to purgle. .But
he could only gurgle. He could not eall
out. His gurgle mingled more or less
harmoniously with the November wind
uiallmg among the branches of the old
elms.

Loder was not enjoying Guy Fawkes
night! It was very improbable that he
would be pleased to remember the Fifth
of November |

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Startling Discovery |

ARRY WHARTON & Co.
answered cheerfully to the eall
of their names in Hall.

Mr. Prout took the roll per-
gonally. Hﬁhﬁd{&was missing from call-
over eaxcept d hose absence

er, W

excited no remark. Roll-call was later
than usual that evening, and when it
was finished, the echool was dismissed

to prep.
In many of the junior studie
ever, prep was rather neglecte
(Continued on page 28.)

how-
that
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YARN OF GRIPPING ADVENTURE !

WHAT'S CONE BEFORE.

Daw Hickerman, an
FExcise-officer, o=
gether with o froop
uf dragoons, iz de-
tailed to Ieep an cye
ik Widewaler, a
sinugglers’ paradise
and the haunt of
Caplain Crimson, o
mnysterioua highieoay-
ran. FLafer, Hicker-
wman 18 informed by
a Govermnent &pY
named  Sturge  1hat
Sguire Dasxhwood, the
most popular filgure
i Wideiweater, and
Seplimus Parslow, headmasier
of the Grampmar Schoel, ore
Jacobites, and muxt be ar-
roafed. Unlike Parslow, a born

fyrant, the squire is respected by

the Grammar School boys. In con-
sequence of this, young Jaclk Lennard
determines to warn the squire before
it is too late, Luck is against Lennord,
lowever, for the ichole school is
deinined following a wraid on Pars-
low's apple barn.
{ Now rewd on )

A Daring Escape !

* audible shiver ran through the
A hall, and Jimmy Martin gave
a stifled =ob, which made Mr.
Parslow’s chservant eyes focns

in his direction. ) .

Martin was a delieate little chap,
whom Jack Lennarvd had always cham-
picned against ihe r:::uth usage of the
other fellows, and little Jimmy wor-
shipped the head boy in consequence.

Jimmy sat next to Jenkins, and Jack
had scen Jenking pass him one of those
“ forbidden fruits ¥ when prayers began.

As tho rustle of paper and the open-
ing of books teld that work was Legin-
ning, the headmaster of the Grammar
Sehool walked down the far side of the
hall with that stealthy, cat-like stride
of his until he cama behind little
AMartin's desk. Then, stretehing out his
arm without warning, he flung the lid
of the desk wide open. ] .

“Hal I thought so,” he sald, taking
out & half-eaten apple. “A Darcy-spice
—of which there are but fwo trees in
the whole town, both of them m my
orchard ¥ ]

“Please, sir, 1t was given fo mel
Tndend, I did not steal it)” wailed
Jimmy Martin, as Parslow ¢lutched
hald of the youngster by the neck.

“ And who gave it to you i

Jack Lennard jumped up from his
Ecut.

#1 know who gave it to Martin, sir 1*
he coried, flashing a hot glance at
Jenkins, who sat tight.

“1 am guestioning Mariin, not you,
Lennard 1¥ was the freezing observation
of Mr. Beptimua Parslow, MLA. " Bince
this mizerable thief will not answoer, we
will see if we cannot make him ™

Lifting the terrificd youngster from
the ground, he carried him, all strug-
gling arms gnd legs, to the ocak tabla
at the far end of the hall,

Jack never Lknew why he did it—or,

indecd, how he did it—but on tho
impulse of the moment he shouted:

“Don’t vou tell him, Junmy "

And the whole school gasped.

“What, is this mutiny 17 thondered
We. Parslow, “Come oot here, Len-
nard, this insfant 1

The awec-stricken hboys watched as
Jaclk Lennard walked to the punish-
mont - table, head ereet, shoulders
equared, and both fists elenched tightly
at his sides.

“Touch litile Aartin if you dare,
gir I he cried, amd lis wvoice rang
throngh the astonished stillhess in the
Lindl.

With a hoarse cry of lijz‘gm'&rnnhlp
rage, the tyrant headmaster m]i’]]md his
victim face downwards on the table, and
then rushed at the head boy.

But a certain corporal of Idicker-
man’s dragoons had found Jack a ver
ept pupil in the noble art of self-
defence in the stable-vard of the Black
Boar where they were quartered, and,
quickly side-stepping, little Martin's
champion shot a muscular “right* tfo
Parslow's throat which sent him stag-
gering & yard away.

“You young villain!” roaved Mr.
Parelow, recovering his balance and
hurling himself on the lad.

The next moment & very hard
“siraight left * found the point of Mr.
Parslow’s jaw, and the heavy man
crashed down, the back of hiz head
thudding against the edge of the brass
fender, and he lay thera quite still.

In an instant a revulsion of feeling
overwhalmed the victor.

"(Great heavenz! He's dead! I've
killed him ™ he cried; and befora
anvone could raise & hand, he had
bolted from the hall.

Knowing the great schaool gate was
locked, Jack Lennard tore open a
door in the brick wall, raced across the
orchard, scaled the selfsame buttress
Langley had used the night before, and
dropped into the road.

Two sounda reached hie esars as he
bagan to run-—a plercing scream and the
gallop of hoofs,

Jack gucssed that Mrs. Parslow had

MORTON
PIKE.

Wy

been informed, and that a mounied mes-
senger had been sent for the docter. On
his way, the man would inform the com-
stable, without doubt, and the fugitive
realised that home was the very lask

lace he must make for, since it wounld

o the first place where they would
scarch for him.

Where should he hide until he had
scen his father? “Lhen the equire's
cril flashed across Jack's memory, and
w sped along the field path that would
bring him to Dashwood ITall, where
there were sliding panels and * priests’
holes ¥ in plenty, he knew.

With every yard he placed helween
himself and tﬁe possibilities of swift
pursuit, the more terrible became that
act he had done ou the impulzo of tho
1omaent.

They hanged people for murder—and
for a great many other things, as he
knew, in the vear of grace 1745, and
the ghastly (hought %c-rm:d him fo
increase his pace until he reached the
gate of Dasﬁw:md Park, scavlet and
breathless.

“ Why, what be amiss, Master Jack "
asked the groom, who was yiding out
on & young horso.

“I want to sce the sauire!” panted
Jack Lennard.

The man_shook his head. ,

“S8guire bo away carly this morning,
and left no word,” he said.

Jack groaned at first, and
bright idea seized him.

“Something  bas happened, Jﬂri;
vou'll hear all about it later om,™ he
said. “Call at our house, and tell my
father I must goe lim at once. 1 ghall
ba here waiting for the squire, but no
ona else must know it. Can I truet
yvou to keep your mouth shut, JerryI”

“(losa as a rat-lrap, Master Jack ™
grinned the groon:.

Az he went away, very puzzled, the
perspiring fugitive soughf the stables,
where he hid himself in the hay-loft.

It zeemed an age before Jerry re-
tarned with his neows.

Dv. Lennard was out on his long
round., The constable, az Jack dreaded,
had already been to the house, thmwir‘;f
his mother into hysterics, and the Black
Boar was filled with the wildest of
TUTIOUTS,

HQomo had it that Ar. Parslow was
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dead ; others that he was »t dead at all,
but had been arrested ai an unaccount-
ahla charge; while a stranze whisper
was going round to the elfect that a

cat stora of French muskets had been
iweovered in an apple-loft—which, of
course, was ridiculous, as Jerry said,
sznd poor Jack did not argue the point.

He dared not ask what Hickerman
and his drageons were doing, and, as
the groom made no mention of the
Excise-officer and his escort, the lad had
to rest content, for the squire’s sake,
and long for his coming.

“TI wonder who will come first”
Jack muttered to himself, as he tossed
restlessly on the sweet-smelling hay—
"Mr. Lancelot Dashwood or the
diagoons ™

IHour after hour went by, and it was
four o'clock in the afterncon when loud
voices and the clatter of hoofs awcoke
Jack from a troubled sleep. He peeped
through the trapdoor in the floor of the
lnft, and then slid down the ladder,
with a glad cry, as his father and
Squire Dashwood rode up to the stable
door, chatting unconcerncdly, which told
him that they knew nothing.

“What in the name of fortuns are you
deing here 7" exclaimed Dr. Lennard at
sight of the tousled lad, his hair filled
with hay, and distress m every line of
I"?:ﬂujwfd face. S

8, DR, Wy young Ircnd—pHayl
truant, eh? I}:'mghnd Mr. Daﬁmﬁﬂ
* Never thought I should encounter your
father on the road, and bring him along
at the wrong moment, did you?”

“DMay we go into the house, sir!”
pleaded Jack, as the two gentlemen dis-
mounted and Jerry took charge of their
horses. * I have something to tell you.”

In » panelled room of that fine old
mansion, with a goodly row of his
ancestors looking down on the dashing
squire as he filled the doctor’s goblet,
Jack's news fell on the two men like a
thunderbolt.

“Zounds!  Dashwood, this iz what
cornes of playing with fire!™ exclaimed
Dr. Lennard severcly, finding his vaice
at last. "I have warned you many a
time, and now you ara burnt in all
conscience !”

8ink me, doctor, I believe you'ra
l‘t%‘ht, after all 1 snid the squire rue.
fully. “Ilad the prince not been so con.
foundedly long-winded in coming, the
boot would have been on the other foot 1™

M Piague iake your grinc&. as you term
him=1I c¢all him the Pretender—and tiz
no longer & case of his coming, but of
your going, and this hot-headed boy of
mine “"“5’“.5‘-" with you if we can find
a way,” sald the doctor, very haggard
and careworn all at once.

“Do you mean that, father?” cried
Jack, sceing & ray of I’lﬂpﬂ for the first
tune that dav,

“ Most d ecidedly. Roke, the
gmtﬁgler: should sail to-night, and be
i Dunkirk by to-morrow. You shall
begin your studies in earnest in Paris,
under my old friend, Perriot, the king's
surgeon, to whom I will give you an
introduction, with ancther to & banker
tvho will furnish you with an allowance,
It is your poor mother who will be the
chief sufferer.”

Whatever Jack thought of the pro-
posal, was not destined to be epoken
then, for he suddenly pointed to ono
of the windaws.

A red-conted dragoon was just riding
past, and a loud ﬁnwking‘ resounding
from the hall door was followed by a
storn order :

“Open, in the King's name 1"
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"You lost, Dashwood ! eried
Dr. Lennard, {urning very white.
“They'l]l gearch the house from top to
bottom !" ;

“And find nothing for their pains,™
gaid the Jacobite plotter, striding to the
wall, where he pressed on the panelling
whieh slid aside, revealing a sccret
cavity. “1I am truly grieved to impose
on vour friendship, Lennarvd, but what
can I do? Thiz passage leads to the old
wellhead in the park, and my man
Jerry i3 to be trusted. Will you see
Tom Roke and send us word after night-
fall? Come, Jack!™

Jack Lennard glanced at lus father,
who motioned to the opening. The next
moment the sliding panel had elosed
behind the pair!

Dr. Lennard emptied his glass, walked
into the hall, and came face to face with
Mr. Hickerman and another man in
civilian dress whom he did not know,

“We want & word with Squire Dash-
wood, doctor,” said the former, with a
rather conscious smile.

“And so did I, Hickerman, but T can
wait no longer,” said Dr. Lennard,
leaving the two visitors taken aback for
the moment as he made his way to the
stables,

“He's been here ahout hizs boy,” esid
the Excizse-officer to the lieutenant, * Tell
vour fellows to allow the doctor to pass.”

“I should be proud to be father of thet
boy,” said the other men, who was Mr.
Sturge, the new usher at the Grammar
School. *'"T'was as good as a play fo
se¢ him knock Parslow senseless. The
only pity is it was over too soon !

SIe

¥

A Helping Hand !
HI‘ was very dank and chill in the uﬂi

moss-grown well-head which sto

in the centre of the park, and Jack

_was shivering, a3 he and his com-
panton crouched there, sick at heart
from those hours of waiting for the
messengor.

About three o'clock in the morning
there came a soft tapping on the stone
slab, which Lancelot Dashwood slid back
a couple of inches.

“That you, Jerry?" he breathed at &
ventnre,

_ “IHist, sir!” came n whispering voice
in reply. * The doctor says ’tis now or
never, for 'twill be getting light in an

liour, Roke is waiting with a boat et
Dead Dog Hard, but the dragoons are
all round the park, and Hickerman’s

riding-officers are watching the marshes,
"This packet is for Master Jack, and I'va
brought your honour some food.”

“Which I hope is less indigestible than
vour news,” muttered the sguire, taking
a bhasket from Jerry, and the heavy
packet, which he handed te Jack.

While both ate ravenously, the faithful
Jerry unfolded Dr. Lennard's plan.

“When your horour be ready,” he
whispered, *“I'm to crawl away to the
edge of the lake yonder, wait there
until you'll be getting nigh to the park
paling, and then fire a pistol, giving &
shout at the same Bme. Thatﬁl bring
the red-coats on the road full gallop for
the gate, and leave the coast clear for
you. If nmo one has heard you, the
doctor will meet you in Black Boar yard
with Billy Jepp.*

Tz a risk ¥ murmured Sguire Dash-
wood, “It would be safer to go back
u]m‘g the passage into the hall, and—"

“Be nabbed by Hickerman, who
together with half a dozen helpers, is
still trying fo find the secret panel?”
said Jerry. *Ther mean to take yvour

honour if they can—all along of a man
they call Sturge, who never stops whist-
img while he hunts.”

“Yery well, get you over to the lake
and give us five minutes,” whispered the
sguire. “Are you ready, Jack?”

Both the squire and Jack were hatloss
as they struck across the silent parkland,
undulating and grassy, and as they
neared the high wooden pales that
gtrrounded the domain, the fugitives
bent down, waiting breathlessly for the
signal.

“T'll give you a leg up, squire, when
wo got there,” whispered J :gk, “Don’t
bother sbout me. I can climb like s
cat, there it goes!”

From out of the darkness behind them
a sharp rgnrt rang out, followed by &
cry of ; “Here they be ! and the sound
afﬂtimrﬂed VOICCS %rmn the gate in the
wall.

“Bo far, so good!™ said Mr. Dash-
wood, leading the way forward at a
rumn.

The two leaped up and cavght the
tep of the paling together, then
dropped into the nettles on ithe other
side, within a yard of o drageen whe
was in the act of standing up in his
stirrups to peer over the barrier.

“Odds blood! ¥'ve got ‘em!™ yelled
the dragoon, firing his musket at random
while his horse reared. Then, as two
crashes in the hedge across the road told
him the way the fugitives had taken,
the man drew his broadsword and
followed Jack, while a warning shout
brought six others galloping up.

Had there been any daylight, Jack
Lennard would have laughed at * all the
king’s horses and all the king's men,”
knowing every inch of the ground as he
did. PBut in the dark, it was another
matter, and the sound of hiz own feat
betrayved him.

A ploughed field was bad enough,
but roots” wera very dangerous-going,
and the hedges being mostly of hazel
and thick at that, the rustle revealed
him every timo he broke through.

As he doubled back like a hare across
a fifty mcre meadow, making for the
fence that bordered a farm lane on the
righty ha heard the rest of tha
dragoons approzching in the distance,
and knew that the whele troop would
take up the chase in a few moments.

“Have a care, bove, he's somewhere in
this field " shouted the man who had
first spied them.

Jack exarted svery ounce of strength
to reach the fence, but luck was sgainst
him. The top bar was rotten, splinter-
g with his weight, and as he fell
heavily inte the lane almost under the
feet of another horseman, he gave a cry
of despair.

" Quick, lad, jump up behind me!”
said & voiee out of the darkness. * Where
do you want to go?”

The volce was
mistakahly friendly.

“Dead Dog Hard, sir!” gasped Jack,
elambering on to the croup of the horse
that stood oddly motionless,

“Then hold tight, we're going to take
the gate here |"

The next moment the
oleared the gate.

The exhausted lad waz conscious of
soft turf under the thudding hoofs, of a
rapid gallop that presently splashed
through water and spongy ground.

“Look «out, there's someone on tha
marsh 1™ eame 2 sudden hoarse shout
from not far awar.

The gallop fimished in a squelch of

strange, but un-

horse had
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salt mud as the first grey light crept into

the sky,

“Thisa iz Dead Dmi Hard,” said
Jack's reseuer; "and I hear Tom Roke
yonder.™ .

“But who are you, sir?” panted the
boy, trying in vain to make out the
shadowy figure on the black horse.

“When you come hack to Widewater,
and should chance to find a new gibbet
on Windyway Heath, Jack Lennard,”
said the man, with & touch of bitterness
in the mocking voice, “doff your hat,
lad, and place one good deed to the
erelit of Captaln Crimson.”

The next moment the man was gone
and Tom Roke had appeared upon the
sCETIE.

“ In with you ! he whispered. “ We've
got the squire aboard [V

Thero was no school that day, for Mr.
Septimus Parslow had been heawily
ironed and carried off to London in a
chaise, with two dragoons riding escort
beside it.

“ Fancy all those muskets in the loft
and we never knew 161" said Parker in
an awc-stricken tone. .

“Y wish we knew what's become of
Jack Lennard? said Langley. “Chuck
us over an apple, Jenkins—ii you
haven't eaten the lot!¥

—

A Wet Night In Paris!

AIN was falling heavily outside
R when the anatomy lecture came

to an end, and the profeszor
rose to leave the room, ]

*“ Do not forget,” he said, “my third
address will be given here the day after
to-morrow at the same time. Good-
night, messieurs—if, indeed, one can
call it so ¥ e

In those days the School of Medicine
was in the Rue de la Boucherie, and
tho would-be surgecns hastened along
tha deserted streéts to their various
homes in & dozen different direetions.

One of them, however, lingered under
the portico after the rest had gone.
His IE& inf was nearly two miles away,
and he %m no wish to be soaked to the
skin.

Moreover, he was English, and feeling
a little lonaly and strange mm Paris,
where he had been st-udging for the lust
two months, making but one friend,
Picrre Lerclle, a young artist, with
whom he shared an attic in the Latin
guarter. .

This would-be surgeon pressed his
threg-cornered  hat firmly on  his
powdered head, and, with notebook in
one hand, and his stout cudgel im the
other, bhe splashed through the running
water which coursed dewn the flooded
street. .

Not & soul did he meet on the way,
and in & sense he was not sorry, for it
kept folk indoorss and the badly lit
quarter was not the safest of places
after nightfall, as Pierre Lerolle had
warned him,

He had not far to go now, however,
and he turned into the Passage of the
Black Cats, which was a short cut lead-
ing to his own stroct.

%‘he passage was very narrow for some
distance, bordered by tall houscs that
seemed almost to meet overhead, and
the only light came from a hanging
lantern round the first angle where the
lane widened into a tiny square that had
a tree growing i the centre of it

The splath of water from the eaves
drowned the sound of the walker's feet
until he was within half & dozen yards
of the angle, when & voice cried:

“Back, villains—Dback, cowardly,
murderous dogs !¥ and he heard the un-
mistakable rasp of steel upon steel!

Although he was only seventeen, to
hear someone in  peril was quite
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“ Touch little Martin if you dare, slr !

" ¢ried Jack Lennard, leaping forward,

and shooting out a museular * right’* to Parslow’s throat, which sent the tyrant
headmaster staggerine.

enough. Taking quick strides, he
reached the bend in the lane anﬁ SEW
things for himself,

‘A tall man, who had evidently drawn
his sword not a moment too scon, was
trying to undo the fastenings of his
cloak with one hand while he beat off
the attack of two others, all the time
ratrpﬂtlg backwards to gain the pro-
tection of the solitary tree!

It was not his quarrel—the man might
be the veriest seoundrel on earth for all
he knew—but his anger rose st the
sight of that unequal combat, and he
measured the distance by the dim light
of the lantern overhead.

“One at a time, you curs ! he shouted
in Englisk, and before the nearest man
could turn his head the carved knob of
the oaken cudgel caught him under the
right ear, sending him staggering
against his companion, who was almost
carried off his feel,

With_a muttered curse, 1he pair took
to their heels, leaving resener and
rescued under the swinging lantern,
which threw their reflections on to the
web pavemnent in an odd jumble of light
and shadow,

“4A thousand thanks, young gentle-
man [* exclaimed the man, speaking in
his own language, to the lad's surprise,
“But for your timely aid there might
have been another unsolved mystery
added to the many that stain the stones
of this lawless eity., And to think I
ghould owe my life, maybe, to 2 fellow-
countryman. Your hand, beay, and my
heart with it 1"

“"From the glimpse I had of your
swordplay, sir. you rate my lhelp too
high,” smiled the lad modestly, lis tone
instantly changing to one of anxiety os
some red drops fell splashing from the
other’s wrist. ‘““You are wounded 1™

“Ma foil I believe I am,” said the

man, looking ruefully at the bleeding
cut—"though I had not noticed 1t
before !

“There is no surgeon hereabout,” said
the lad, " but my own lndging‘ is close
handy. That wound should be dressed
without delay before you inform the
Chief of Police of this ocutrage.”

“Which I have not the slightest in-
tention of doing,” said the man, with a
curious smila,

As he spoke he drew the unfastened
aloak about his shoulders again to hide

the scarlet coat he woro.

The uniform was unknown to the
young student, but he had realised at
oneo that hiz new acquaintance was an
officer and a gentleman, and he led the
wey into the narrow continuation of the
FPassape of the Black Cats,

Although both threw cautions glances
behind tliem as they went, they did not
notice another cloaked man who had
watched that mterrupted fight from the
mouth of a dark alley and who followed
on tiptoe, keeping them in view at a
distance until they entercd the doorway
of the lad's lodging | _

In that bare attic room, five storics
above the street, the grateful gentleman,
when the damaged wrist had been
cleansed and bound in a strip of linen,
torn from the geod Samaritan’s slender
stock of shivts, looked obout him in-
guiringly.,

“This 15 a very unexpected meating of
fellow-conntrymen in o strange land,”
he said. “May I know to whom I am
indebted for all your kindness?"™

“Aly name 15 Lennavd, sir,™ answered
the lad., “Jack Lennavd—studyving
medicine hkere by my fatber’s wish,
greatly against my ouwn will I assure
you,'

{(Who iz the sravger Jaek Lennard
has befricnded? There's a big surprice
tn siara for J{I-:-E—&yr.ﬁ for you, feo, tn
nert week's ncrve-tingling chaplers of
this F&pu?&r adyenture yarn.)
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FOOLED ON THE *FIFTH'!

(Continued from page 24.)

evening. From many studiss—especi-
ally 1huse in the Remove—ecame sounds
of merriment, which “did - not -indicate
that the occupanis were hard at work,

Probably they were thinking less of
prep than of the effigy still seated 'in
the old chair in the guad, abandoned in
the November gloom, and wondering
H:“ Loder of the Sixth was fecling
ike,

It was certain that he was not feeling

ha ;

gli:: Frout went back to the Head's
etudy. He switched on the light there,
and frowned. He was purzled by the

fact that Loder had not come along

yet. He had sent a meszsage to him,

and learned that Loder was not in his

study. It seemed that-his head prefect
was still cut of the House after lock-up,
which was rather perplexing. Prout

stoods nt bhis window and looked out.
Then his*frown mtensified.

Right under the window was an
ancient: t#'imr, planted o thﬁ path,” with
the Gur Fawkes guy sit in-it,

P-an my word [” axﬂiu:m-ﬂi Prout,
graatly annoyed.

He ﬂmd at the effigy.

From memorics of far-off boyish days

Prout supposed that thé guy ‘would
c?ummmf in the bonfire—the usuat fato
o

qumd of which, the celebrators had
left it sittin utu;ier the Head’s win-
dow—why, out could not imagine,
unless it was intended as an act of im-
ftinence t-:wurdu hm‘-— lmp-artant salf.
:n:l not, -as know ' what very
r ful reasons ¢ a ]u!l:iﬁﬂ had for not
urning that guy !l
Prout left hla study, and marched out
angrily. . .He cal to. Trotter, the
page, and Trotter followed him out of
the .House. They arrived at the spot
the guy sat, and t-pointed to

“Remove l'.hat—that object at onee,
T:utier“” ke seid y

.mask

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Yessir 1" said Trotter.

He grasped the guy to jerk it awagy.
The next moment tter let out a
startled yell, and jumped back.

':’nrmur.:-h 12

“Trotter,” boomed Prout, * what——7"

“Its elive 1" yalled Trottor.

What! You atterly ridiculous boy,
what do you mean?" shorted Prout,
“How dare you make such an absurd
staternent, Trotter !

“Jt—it moved 17 gasped Trotter.

* Nonsense I

* Ib—it sa:fnenkc-ﬁ sir [*

* Absurd I

“It's alive |

“Hilence, you stupid boy!” boomeid
Prout,
Ho took hold of the Guy Fawkes

and jerked it from the E;.m of the
effigy. Under it he .naturally expected
to see stuffing of some sort—a folded
Mc'i:,hm‘ something of the kind. Instead
of which

Prout - atuﬂam& back. The mask
dmplga - from his nerveless hand. His
arh ulg'e:! fmm hin head.

The light from his study window fell

full upon a white and furious face, and

jaws that chewed frantically on a hand-
erchief, -

Evidently Trotter was right. It was
ninre! It was very much alive!

rrrrg% cuma from it.

# Loder ™, Prout, like 8 man in a
dream. "Lnder of the Bixth Form!
H;ﬁ head prefect! Loder!”

Cramba !" asaid Trotter, unabls to
suppress s grin.

Prout did mot grin.

thunder gathered on Proul’'s portly
brow.

He knew now why Loder of the Hixth
had not come in to report. He knew
now upon swhat he had gazed from his
study window whén the rm&umu was
going on ! Hins head pr

Prout found his voice at Iut.

“Helease him !"” he said faintly.

Trotter had some work to do to
telease the efigy. But he.got him locsa
at last. At a gesture from Pmut tha

k.
lympian I

grinning page carried awsy th& old
chair and the old coat and the nl.%‘-
ments of mr& The “effigy * leit
with Prout.

“Lodor ! aaid Prout,

“Gurrrggh 1" gurgled Loder. “I-—1
sa}'—uuugg wt ey gu.t mau-a.nd—nn
EH-E% me—and—an

ho?” roared Prout,

“Some of them, sir—masked—the
young villains whu .::uﬂ themselves the

Socret Eeveu* h 1
* And uwa them to do eoi”
boomed mut.

“I—J—opogh! I—I—"

“My head ufl refect—the captain of the
school—you allowed them to cover you,
mréhmth ridiculs, with—~with ignomioy,
wi

“J~1 couldn't help—

o
" fre ]
“Bah " snorted Prout.
He stalked away! Loder of the Sixth
hmpﬂcl after him.

- & L] -

Thn Secret Seven of Greyfriars. had
scored agsin! Grinning faces gree
Loder the next day all over tha sohool.
Fellows howled round cornérs, “ Here's
another guy!* and mampamd AWAY.
gétrte a number of fellows at" Groyfriars

hool were pleased to remember that
Fifth of November! Buot Loder of the
Sixth wau m‘nt ¢ne. of them !

-ﬂ.ﬂnt j- Fawkes - D‘!.j" had mma

g'une. Harry Wharton & Co
t_:rf tha Remm a, had mm:la the most ﬂf

Gerald Loder, howevar, was never
likely to forget that eventful night. 'He
hed been ridiculed in the nyes of his
chief—he had been made to lock & -fool
before the whole school. It was the
limit |
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AMAZING OPPORTUNIT

Advertiser will exchange cricket ba

I Third Form Room.

tennis racket, valuable stamp collection,
2 slabs of nut toffee, ball of string,
| dozen conkers and 3 fresh herrings
for a five-shilling box of fireworks.—

Apply (with fireworks), G. TUBB,
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SLACKERS BEWARE

If the Remove Voluntesy Dorm.
Pillow Fighting Squad sentrivs don't
keep awake while on duty Guy |
Fawkes night we're going to fire
them. The next one found asleep
at his post is certainly going to be
made to sit up and ** take nctice ' |

—TT,

"HIS DUBBLE
TRIUMPH

By DICKY NUGENT

Dr. Birchomall, the rovered and majestilc
headmaster of 5t., Sam’s, In the dock at
Muggleton Perlice Court !

1t was impossibul—it was ridikulona—but,
neverthelesa, 1t was troe!

He had been arrested only half-an-hour
belore on o charge of letting off fireworks
in the street and hawled before the ma?ilstmtm
like & commeoen fellon. Now, ha was klutehing
the rail of the prisoners’ dock with nerveless
handa, awaiting the wvordict.

“ Alfred DBirchemalll ™ It was the wvoice
of the seenmior magiatrate.

The Head of 8t. S8am’s braced himself up
for his supreem effort. JNobody looking at
him would have guessed the agﬁem?' of mind
he was inwardly suffering. o looked as
calm and unroffled a3 & statchew.

“ Alfred Birchemall, wo find you
Eilt'F ! ¥

“Eh 1" gasped Dr. Birchemall.

“ The avvidence is insuffishant to prove that
you chscharged the fireworks. That being
80, vou ara discharged.”

“Without & stain on my carrickter 17
asked Dr. Birchemall.

The seenior magistrate nodded.

* Absolutely without a stain on  your
earrickter.

A burly perliceman tapped Dr. Birchemall
on the arm, and he stepped dewn from the
dock—fres |

Outside, he was grected offewsively by two
of his assistant masters from 5t. Sam’s—Mr,
Lickham, of the Fourth, and Mr, Jusiiss, of
the Fifth.

“ Immejately on hearing the news, sir,
we hastened t0 egpgspress our simperthy,”
snid Mr, Justiss, in his pompuss way. “ ﬂ.’ﬁ
are happy now to be able to add ocur con-
gratulationz on your forchunit escape, aren’t
we, Lickham

“Yes, rather ™ grinned Mr. Lickham,
** It beats me though how some crimminals
get away with it."

“What 2

“* I—I mean, won't you come and havo a
coffy with us to sellybrate the verdiet,” said
Mr. Lickham hastily, as Dr, Birchemall
Elﬂ.t'ﬂd+ ** After looking forward to a diet of

read and water for the next six months you
gught to find a coffy very grateful and
comforting.”’

“* Ah, now you're talking | ** said the Head,
* Come, jentlemen !

He linked arms with his two assistants and
marched them away to the nearest caffy.

While they were feeding their foces,
Dr. Birchemall'a talk turned to the subject
of an official weleome when he got back to
&t Sam’s.

**Tha occasion, jentlemen,”
“ demands something extra-s
forchunitly this has happened at juat the right
moment. To-day is Guy Fawkes Day, It
will be dark when we get back to St. Sam’s
and the revels will be in full swing, with the
entire skool making merry in the quad.
What I sujjest is that as soon as we got back,
vou hoist me shoulder-high snd carry me
across the quad. This will give the skool
e chance to egpspress their releef at my ae.

not

he said,
ial, and

quittal by giving me a tremenjous reception
and cheering like mad. What do you say,
jentlemen t ™

“ Wall, really, sir
rubhbing his chin.

“Wa don't hke to n%: @ your wishes, air,
of corse,” began Mr. Lickham. * But——"'

Dr. Birchemall Fritmed.

“Good! I'm glad you accept my idea
g0 readily | ™

And Mesgrs. Lickham and Justiss found
that willy-nilly f.h-::;.r were committed to a
programrne of carrying the Head through the
guad lilke a conkering hero—a task they would
haveo gladly dodged !

In dew corse, the treeo returned o St.
Sam’s. As thoy drew near the skool, they
perceeved that the grounds were brilliantly
illewminated with the light of many fireworks,
whila a vast concorse had assembulled in the

uad, to watch the judging of the competition
or the ugliest guy of the year.

“ Now, jentlermnen ! ' grinned the Head, as
they arrived inside the gates,

Mesara, Lickham and Justiss grudgingly
bent their backs and holsted the Head on to
their shoulders, and a8 minnit later they were
stagpering across the qund towar the

uy FFawkes Nite crowd.

Xa soon as tho boya saw the newcomers,
they started checring,

Dr. Birchemasll had eggspected to reccive a
warm welcome : but never, in hiz wildezt
dreams, had he irmajined a welcome so tumult-
upus as this! The cheering was deffening,

At last, Juck Jolly, of the Fourth, who was
i charge of the Ugly Guy judging, mannidged
to obtain eilence, and the Head opened his
lipa o make a hreef speech.

Bofore he could do so, however, Jack Jolly
had robbed him of his chance.

*“ Jontlemen, chaps, and fellows !* eried

* gasped Mr. Justiss,

Jack. ' The cheering leaves no doubd
whatever as to who wins the prize. For shea
ugbness, this guy nocks all the others into &
cocked hat [ ™ i

** Hear, hear1™

“I have much plezzure,” went on Jack,
“in declaring Messrs, Lickhom snd Justiss
the winners of this year's Ugliest Guy com.
petition, and I congratulate them on a
masterly offort ! ™ .

“ Hooray ! ™

* You—you—"" ghreeked Dz Birchemall

time.

Thers was a gasp from the crowd—and
then a roar.

* It'a not a guy at all 1

““It'a the Head ! ™

“My hatl So it is!* said Jack Jolly,
in serprise. “In that case, the entry is
dizguallified and we will carry on with the
judging egain!™

“ What about choeri

your headmaster
on his return from his i

ul ordeal ¥ " hoobed
from the shouldera of his subordinita.

him---and after standing there for & minnit,
glaring at them, the Head turned on his hees
and tramped off, muttering into hia beard.
He had gained two victories—ons over the
erlice and one in the Uglisat Guy conteat.
ut, somehow, he didn't seem o find the
slitest sattisfaction in His Dubble Triuroph!

)

at that moment, finding his voica for the frsy

Dr. Birchemall, Fewriously, as he slid doww

We were returning from
s ceuntry tramp whoen we
rmn into the chap, An
honest-looking cove hs was,
in welveteen trousers and
gaiters mnd  old-fashioned
jaeket and billycock hat.

Wo'd heard of " tithe
tattles ™ before, and once or
twice we'd seen farmers in
ihe Greyiriars district havin
tussles with fellows who'
come to take away their
pigs or ducks in lieu of
tithe payments. We didn’
Enowe much about it, and
gtill don™, if it comeos to
that, but such sympathica

‘as wo had wers with the
But the buzzing erowd didn't even hear]

farmers! Seems rough fo

3 & farmer loge part of his
stock-in-trade just because
ia's too hard up to meet &
debt |

Well, to eut a long story
ghort, the merchant in the
billycock hat told us a tale

INKY’S BIRTHDAY
GUIDE

This week : FISHER T. FISH

It would give me great and
esteemed happiness to be able to
say that the K;nﬂured and rascally
Fish was born under s hicky star.

I should like to state that his
horoscope showed him to he of
noble and penerous nature and that
the Fates had endowed him with
wisdom,

The pleasurefulness of relating
that his future would be prosperous
and immensefully happy would be
truly terrifio.

Unfortunately, my estecmed and
idiotic readers, I cannot do 80 |

will not
On the

heedFul

Ag a fact matterfully, the estecmed

and olmgxious
unlucky day for hia birthday.
His iohility and generosity are so
rauch the reverse of terrific
nobody 3 2
vet. “while as for his wisdom, &
lowful conning is the most nearful
thinf. to it he ownfully posgesses |
Thuygmranfulness and grablulness
of the honoured and fathesded Fish
will always be terrifie—but the atarful
indications are that these

down inte the sehool
oder guspected anolber
He found,

sneakin
vaults,
“ Guy Fawkes ™ plot,
however, fhat Bunter had been
raiding the pantry again—and
was amasging & secret hoard ino
the waults ! Bunter’s plot weni

Day. Bu
exploded

v

took notfice **

up ion *smokas ' |

N\ g 2

R Al s

EBixth Form meén are too dignified
to take any notice of Guy Fawkes
when Dicky Nugent
d 3 cannon cracker direct-
behind Gerald Loder, Loder

Bob Cherry says be leaped atf
least Teei in the aizl

on_Little Bide, the Removit
rallied in force and smote Te
snd Co. ! Cecil Begingld and
men IpHﬂi]E

conld not **

with a vengeéance.
goy ™

Bunter

in rockeis,

Fish chosse a most

that
has observefully seen them

ualities
lead him to fame and fortune.
honoured contrary, they are

far more likely, unless he takes

core; to lead him to the

peniter tiary

To'd)your best to mend your ways
patchfiily pa far as the stars will
allow iou seems, my honoured and
nefarioms Fishy, the esteemed and

propoer?caper for youl

display 1ikia
S0NCCES,

yedr. Fooling
123

and

When the Upper Fourth tried tp Dicky Kugenol says the Secon
burn & *“goy *? of Billy Hunpter Form are bolding a big firework
Iﬂ-
they plan to let off 56
catherine wheels,
learnad that they 45 capnon crackers, 55 Homan
2 Remove canidas,

: . : _approximataly
man wilh imrumtlv—nut even 20,080 squibs. Miod your eye ]

tieorge Blundell says—

LEAVE TITHE WARS
ALONE

that would have melted a
heart of stone. The bailifia
who had called on him had
token pigs and sheep and
chickens worth pounds and
pounds—and yet the amount
he owed was a mere pound
OrF Ad.

We felt indignant about
it, did Bland and T,

When the farmer chap
added that the seized stock
wag in a cart in o yvard down
the road, and that it would

be the easiest thing in the.

world for anyone who wasn’t
known to get into thedriver's
geat and drive the lot away,
we promptly asked if we
nuuig help.

It geemed that we could.

If only wo could get it
out into tho road, he would
do the rest. DBut one or
other of the labourers around
was bound to recognise him
if he went to do the job
himself and the alarm would
quickly be given.

Bland aend I, full of
righteous indignation, didn't
need asking twice. We raced
down the road and gaw the
cart in the yard indicated,
with & horse still harnessed
hetween the shafta, munch-
ing away at the hedge.

In two ticks we dodged
into the yard, climbed up
into the cart, grabbed the
reins, and got going.

Igncring the yell behind
us, we drove out into the
road and urged the steed
into a pgallop.

Our pal, the farmer,
jumped on behind, and we
had a hectio drive for five
minutes or so, with pigs
and gheep and fowls shriek-
ing and Iﬁeating and chawk-

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

ing in the cart hke ona
o'elock !

All at onco we became
awars thata powerful motor.
car was overhauling us
from the rear,

At the samo moment, we
realised that the chap in
the billycock hat had dis-
appeared.

Within a [ew geconds,
the powerful motor-car had
brought us fo & stop. A
gentlemon with o face
and & shot-gun told us to
remain where we ware while
his msssistant fetched the
police.

About an hour later, we
found ourselves at Court-
field I’olice Station, facing
a charge of robbery!

Fortunately, wo were able

toconvinee Inspector Grimes
that our intentions wers of

t-lfg-& beat, and we gol away
without a lot of difficulty.

The honest-locking chap
in the billyeocle hat, it
turned out, 18 & wall-known
confidence trickster who
makes an excellent income
out of selling cattle and
other things that don't
belong to him,

You can {ake it from us,
we're leaving tithe wars
severely alone in the future |

gum by collecting for &
Iond in the REemove.

study No,

7
had szpent {

Billy Bunter raised & considerable
firawork
At the last
moment he called & meeting in
pononneing that he
he money on fuck,
The subscribers soon convinced
him it wasn't worth the ** candle.”

Bob Cherry suggesis
Bunter’s long-overdne
order wera

certainly caunsge
Wea fear there’s no

this bappening,

Having heard that letters
been sent eoclosed in a mnka}i

postal
to whizz down in
the quad in a rockei, it would
“ firgworks ** |
chanea of

THE REMOVE FILM
FANS CLUB

There's a proposal to form a Film Fans' Club
in the Remove. It's an awlully good idea.

Vernon-Sioith is the moving spirit behind it
Bmithy's firm opinion is that we doen’t go to the
pictures enough in the Remove, He points out
that the only chance we get as a rule is on a half-
holiday, and ** halfers " are usually laken up with
footer or running or detentions, so it isn't much

' of a chance when it's boiled downt

Smithy has a notion that ths beaks aro not likely
to see eye to eye with the Film Fans' Club on the
need for inereasing our facilities for going to the
picturcs, s0 he doesn't propose to ask for their
official co-operation,

Instead of that, ho's thinking of running the
club as an illegal nocturnal affair, Members of the
club will take it in turns on different nights to
break bounda and cycle to the pictures in smail
parties after lighta out.

Of course, there will be an element of risk in
belonging to a club run on thesa lines, but it is
hoped that the risk will merely add a spice i¢ the
usuelly prosaic business of being a Glm fan.

The odds are about ten ta one that members will
be nabbed every time they take one of their little
jaunts, but they can rely on a jolly good exciting
evening, even 1if it's [ollowed by a flogging on the
following morning !

Besides, they're bound to get away with it
sommetimes. On the average, there shouldn't bhe
more than nine floggings to ten jaunis.

It seems a reclly splendid idea to me.

o you think ;r.mu‘ﬂpjﬂin !

I SHAN'T |

PETER HAZELDEXE,

—— e - EEEE W

STARS STARTLED
AMATEUR ASTRONOMER

THEN HE LEARNED WHY

Dutton, who has recently taken up astronomy
a8 a hobby, had a real burat the other cvening.
He staggered into the editorial sanctum, his eyes
nearly popping out of their sockets.

“The end of the world!" he said hoarsely.

“Eh 1" we hooted. (You have to hoot gt
Dutton—he's & trifle hard of hearing, you know 1)

“The end of the world!" repcated Dutton.
“ Either that, or else I'm going off my rocker!
There'a Jupiter rushing through the Great Plough,

and Mars getting tang!n%‘l up with the Milky
Way and——-"

* What the thump—-"

“Come and have & look through my
telescops and you can gea for yourselves 1"
g the trembling Dutton.

e went and had a look.

Then we recovered from our first excitement.

It wasn't the end of the world, after all.

It was only the SBecond Form giving a
firework dieplay as a preliminary to November
the Fifih.

We're sending Dutton a postesrd aboyt i+
That'll be quicker than telling him!

hava

Correction
We are asked to correet the rumour that

Ogilvy rocently ewallowed a live cannon
cracker. The fact is, he suddenly saw ihe
point of a joke eomeone told him six months
ego—and promptly exploded with lavghter |



