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HARRY

WHARTON & CO., THE CHEERY CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS, IN—

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
In the Head’'s Study !

ARRY WHARTON, tlie cap

H tain of thae Greyfriara Hemaove,

5tuppnd at the door of the
Head's study, and tapped.

There was o anawer to his tap.

He opened the door, and stepped in.

The study was cmpt

Outside in the quad};angle the dim
November duslk was falling. Lights
had begun to pgleam from many
windows.

But there was no light in the Head's
study; only a fgint glow came from
the: red embers of the fire, burning
low in the graie.

Wharton closed the door quickly when
he was inside. He closed it without a
sound, and stood lListening.

But the coast was clear. No eye had
sean him cnter the study, which was
rather important, considering why he
was there.

He croszed the room to the window.

Boftly, silently, he raised the lower
eash, letting in the chill November air.
He leaned aut, and whisperod :

“Vou fellows there?” )

“Yes; rather!” came a whizper fron
below the broad, stone window-sill

“Tha ratherfulness 1s terrific !

enather whisper.
“Buck up, then!”
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From the dimness outside six faces
looked wp. Wharton stepped back
from the window, and the juniors out-
sicle climbed in one after another.

Bob Cherry was the first. Next came
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh; then Frank
Nugent snd Johony Bull. After them
came Herbert Vernon-Smith and Lord
Maulaverer, L

Seven Remova fellows stood within
the study. Bob Cherry drew the heavy
curtains across the window, lemflﬂai it
open. The way of escapa had to be left
opent; but thoe interior of the study
was now screensd fromm any  casual
glance from the guad.

In the dim glimmer of the firelight
within the seven BRemovites gprinned ot
ong another,

*Hafe az houses I murmured Bob.

“Ouiet 1” muttered Wharton. * Loder
won't be long now.”™

“If Prout comes first—""
breathed Nugent.

“He won't. He's talking to Woose;
and when he begpins to wag his chin,
he never leaves off in a hurry.”

There was a faint chuckla
dim study.

% Lnder comes here at five,”
the captain of the Remove.
have to walt for Prout.™

“We'll keep him amupsed while he's

viting,” murmured Smithy.

L"Lﬁll.] there was ancther chuckle,

“Quict 1 breathed Wharton.
Yo stepped to the door and listened ;

pas

in

iz the
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FRANK RICHARDS.
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but there was no sound io the passage
outside.

“All zerenc ! he said,

The next proceedings of tho seven
juniors might have surprised any ob-
server, had there been anyone to
ocbserve them. :

Each drew from his pocket a Guy
Fawkes mask, which he affixed over his
face, and tied securely there.

The identity of the juniors dis-

peared at once. Nobody, looking atb
EP m, could possibly have guessed who
they were.  Straoge and grotesque
cnough they looked in the glimmer of
the firclight. They grinned at one
anather, ‘Ent the gring were hidden
Jrom sight. Only the eyes twinkled
through the evcholes of the masks.

“Now get inle cover!”™ breathed
YW harton.

There was a scund in the passago.
It was the sound of an approaching
footstep. There was no time to lose.

Two of the masked juniors dodged
under the Head's writing-table. Two
mores backed bebind the window cur-
tains, o more squeczed behind a
sereen. Omna stood against the wall, to
ba hidden by the door when it opened.

Then they waited with bated breath.

The footsteps came 'F.'Ei tho passoge
ﬂu&fld& and stopped at the door.

!

ThE door opened.

Gerald Ioder of the Sixth Form
appeared i the doorway, egainst the
light in the corridor.

a stared into the study snd grunted.

“ Mot here ™

Han switched on the electric light and
stopped 'in. Behind the open door a
masﬁad junier sgueezed close to the
wall. Loder of the Sixth had not the
faintest sus r-::um that he was there,
MNeither did he see a ﬁl%n of anyone
elsa in the study. ar &3 Loder
knew the room was umptwr.

It ought, of course, to have been
empty u.nf:li Mr. Prout came. Now
that. Locke was away in a nursing-
imme, Mr. Prout had taken posscssion
of his study es temporary headmaster.
Loder, his {ma.d prefect, cama there to
make his reports. Little dreaming that
hidden eyes wera on him, Loder steppoed
across to the Head's table, and sat on
it, to wait for Prout.

There was & Ipnper in Loder’s hanc.
It contained a list of names that wern
io be l'l"pl;}ﬂE::] to Prout. Ho glanced
gver it as he sat on the table,

Then he grtrntﬂd n%mn Five ﬂ-:'h:-r:l:
rang out from the clock-tower. FLoder
was on {ime for hiz usual interview
with the headmaster. Prout wasn't.

“The old ass!® Loder muttered the
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—ANOTHER THRILLING SCHOOL ADVENTURE !

words gloud. “Bother hun! Ha
would grouse fast encugh if o fellow
kept lim waiting, but he keeps me
walting five times out of six. Jawing
somewhere, I suppose.”

Soven hidden jumiors grinned. They
wondercd what Mr. Prout would havo
thought, snd said, and done, if he had
heard that muttered observation from
his trusted hcad prefect. Evidently
Loder of the Sixth bhad no natterng
opinion of the temporary headmaster
of Greyfriars School. In point of fact,
Loder rather despised Prout. It was
uscful and satisfactory to him to pull
that pompous gnnﬂﬂman’_s portly leg;
but ke rather despised him for having

his leg pulled, all the same.

“Old ass!” repeated Loder. “I've
got to wait! Bother him !

Bang !

Loder jumped and stared round.
The door had suddenly closed.
Click!

The key turned in the lock.

With a gasp Loder slid off the table,
and stood staring blankly at the jumor
who had been revealed by the closing
of the door.

“ What—" he gasped.

Ho stared at the grotesque mask tha
covered the face. Them, with gloamin
eyes, he made a stride at the maske
junior.

Bofore he reached him, howover,
there was a scuftling and pattering of
feet in the hitherto szilent study.

Six other masked fellows emerged
from various places of concealment, and
they all rushed on Loder at once.

ot & word was spoken. The Secret
Seven of Greyiriars had no intention
of giving the bully of the Sixth any
clue to their identfty. In silence they
g}f&sgﬂd Loder, and up-ended him on
the
Lod

Iead's carpet. A yell burst from
ar.

“Ow! Help!

Loder was a big fellow, and rather
burly. He struggled fercely; but
goven pairs of hands were toc many
for er—a good many too many.

One of the masked juniors snatched a
cord from bis pocket. Bwiftly it was
knotted round er's wrists, while the
ather fellows held him, wrngglng, on
the carpet. Then he was plum into
the Head's chair, and another length
of cord ticd him there. Loder howled
and spluttered frantically,  But the
work was swiftly done. His howling
and splettering changed to wild gurg-
ling as the inkpot was snatched from
thoe table, a emptied over his
features.

Then the seven masked juniors dis-
appeared_behind the window ocurtains.
Out of Loder's sight the masks dis-
appeared from their faces, and were
thrust back into pockets. SBwiftly they
dropped frem the open window, one
aftei smother, seudding into the dim
gquad.

The Becret Seven of Greyfriars were
gone. They had been hardly more E’l&n
a minute dealing with Loder of the
Bixth, but they had dealt with him
faithfully. They were gone, and Loder
was left tied in the Head's chair, gurg.
ling and spluttering, to grest tho aston-
ished eyes of Prout when he arrived,

YXarooh !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Told on the Telephona!

VZZZZZ |
B It waa the telephone bell in the
Remove master's study.

Mr. Prout gave an impatient
grunt ns_he heard it. Prout £ﬂlikﬁd
mterruptions when his plump chin was
going strong.

Ar. Woose, the new master of the
Remove, on the other hand, was barely
able to suppress s gasp of relief.

Never had the buzz of the telephone

! been so welcome to his cars. In it-
self it was not muasical. But it inter
rupted Prout! For that reason it came
to Mr. Woose's ears as pleasantly as the
music of the spheres or the melodious
straing of Jack Payne and his band !

Frout had stopped at the door of Mr.

Woose's study to speak to him. Stand-
ing thers, nearly filling the doorway
with his portly person, Prout boomed.

Wooze made assenting noises. That was
all that any member of the Greyfriars
staff ﬂuuldlﬁn when Prout was talking.

Even under Dr. Locke's rule, when

Prout had been only a Form-master,
his booming voice had dominated
Masters’ Common Room. Now that he
Was tumf:u}ra.r;i'l headmaster in Dr.
Locke's place, he was, of course, more
dominating than ever.
. Prout was dealing with & serious sub.
ject now | It was an inportant subject
—an urgent subject—a troublesome sub-
Ject] It caused Prout to rorget that he
was to be in his own study at five to sce
Loder |

That subject was the mysterious
“secret society ¥ of Greyfriars, which
called itself the Becret Seven, but was

suspected of having ever s0 many mnore
than seven members.

Prout’s belief—fostered by Loder—
was that the ringleaders of that mys-
terious brotherhood were to be found in
the Remove! It was alse his idea that

In the ““ war ' between Gerald

Loder and the Greylriars Secret

Society, the tyrant ** skipper *’

i5 very far from having things

all his own way, It’s a cgge of

playing the game or paying the
piper |

Mr. Woosa, g2 master of that Form,
ought to root them out, and hand them
over to dire and appropriete punish-
ment.

He was explaining all thia to Mr.
Woose, at great length, after class. Ho
had intended to stop and speak for only
& fow minutes, and then go to tho
Head's study, to see Loder. But Prout’s
voice was musio in his own ears, # not
in Mr. Woose's. He went on and on
and omn, )

Woose could only grin and bear it!
Unlike Mr. Queclch, the regular master
of the Remove, he was very nervous of
the pompous Prout!

Quelch had had to go, because ho
stood up to Prout! Prout liked the
mild and submissive Woose much batter.
On the other hand, he had to admit
that Woosa was not the man to handlao
the Remiove as Quelch did. Woose was
willing to listen to any number of
orders, commands, instructions, and
exhortations. Carrying them out was
quite another matter |

Mr. Woose was beginning to wonder
now whether Prout ever would leave off
talking, or whether, like the little
brook, he would go on for ever | Never
had the buzz of the telephone bell been

a0 well timed !

“The _tolephone!” ejaculated Mr.
Woose, in great relief. “Excuse me,
BLr—

Mr. Woose stepped to ths telephone.
He had not been expecting a call; but
he inwardly bleesed the uwnexpocted
caller.

FProut surely would go! But ho did

3

Leaning on the doorpost, he

ot under way.
“Hallo 1" squen

Ir. Woose wnto
the transmitter.

“Hallo 1" camo a deep bass voice—a
votee that even the unsusptcious Ae
Woose guested was purposely disguised.
“1Is that the Squeaker?"

“What?” gasped Mr.
“What 77

Possibly Mr. Woose did not know
that he was nicknamed the Squeaker
in the Hemove !

“Is that Woose 1"

“Yas, certainly | What—"

“ Prout still thero?™

W Eh 74

“Is Old Pempons =till there jawing 1™

“Qood gracions ! What—what——"

“Tell rout he's wanted on the
phone! I want to speak to Prout.,”

“ Goodness gracious me "

Woosa turned from the telephone
with quite a dazed expression on his
mild face. He blinked at Prount, who
was slowly detaching his portly form
from the doorpost.

“Mr. Prout | The eall is for vou—"

“What 7" boomed Prout. “What?"

. ""'}Ennm person desires to speak to you,
gir.”

“To me?” ejaculated Prout. “It is
vary singular, sir, that anyone should
ring me up on the telephone in your
study, instead of my own! ery
singular indeed. However, I will take
the call I

Prout took the receiver from Mr.
Woose, and applied it to & plump ear.

“Mr. Prout speaking ! he boomed,

“{iood! Do you want Lodor 7

“Loder?" repeated Mr. Prout.

“Loder the bully—Loder the rotter—
Loder the snoaking worm—Loder the
limnit 1" came thoe deep bass voico.

Prout gasped.

“Who—what—what——" he stuttered.

“If you want the cad, he's in your
study | He's rather anxious to sce you
there ! Buzz off, Proutt”

“Who is speaking 1’ shrieked Prout.

not go.
seemed In no hur:i to
ad

Wooaso.

“Brother No. 1 of thoe Secret Seven
of Greyiriars—the Brotherhood of
Justica 17

[ Whn‘a_til‘l

“ Deaf, Prout? inquired the voice.

“Upon my word!” gasped Prout.
*“This—this is—is unheard of! Am—
am 1 actually speaking to one of the
young rascals who have darcd to form
themselves into a so-called sceret society
in the school 1

“Guessed it in one!”

“Who are yout” roarcd Irout.

“ Brother No. 1—*

“Your name ™

“(Guess, old bean !”

“ What—what—what Jdid von  ecall
me " stuttered Mr. Prout, havdly able
to believe hia plump ears.

“0ld bean 1™ )

“You—you—you impertinent voung
rascal | You shall be expelled for this
insclence | reared Prout.

“First catch your hare |V

 [—]— 35
«Sing it old thing !”
“Wha-at 7 :

“Singing 13 good for stuttering 1™

“Good gad!” gasped Prout. “Upon
wmy word I Ho boomed iuto tho trans-
mitter :  “Who are you? I command
you to give your name !

“ Bow-bow I

Prout gurgled! That evidently was
not the namo of his interlooutor! It
was simply 8 disrespectful ejaculation !

“Where are you speaking from?®?
roarad Prout.

“Oh, Prout!” eamo the wvoice in re-
progzchiul tonecs. “Where's your gram-
mar? You're master of a senjor Form
—you're sotting up as 8 headmaster |
Don't you know wou mustn't end =
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#cntence with a8 preposillon? Ta that
tho kind of thing you teach in the
Fifth

Prout spluttered]  The unknown
r-Ptaimr had him there! Generally,
Prout would have perished rather than
liave uttered such a sentence. It showed
how deeply disturbed ho was by this
cheeky conversation on the telephona i

“From where are you speaking 1 he
shricked.

“That’s better I came the woice. *1
nm glad to see that your grammar is
improving, Prout.”

“Will you anzswer me?
doubt that you are using one of the
school telephoves [Y raved Prout, “1
demand to know which! I will flog
vou—expel youl I—I—J—T will—*"

“Stuttering again! You sound as if
.}'{::13'}1;3 iF" a bad temper, Prout|”

": Keop "':'“'l"h“'ﬂﬁ] on |

g

I have no

“Loder’s waiting for you all this
time! Ile's tied up in your chair in
the Head's study-——0>

“What 7 roared Prout.

“That's a tip what wo think of vour

recious head prefeet! Thank your
ucky stars we don't tie you g& and ink
you a3 well! Wea let you because
you're really a harmless old ags)?

Mr. Waose, gazing at Prout, was
almost terrified by the expression on
his crimson countenance. Prous hurled
the receiver away, leaving it hanging
at the end of ita cord, anf strode from
the stut.‘[l]:.'

“Goodness gracious me ! squeaked
the Squeaker, and he recaptured the
recelver and replaced it on the hooks,
‘G-g-goodness gracious! I—I—I really
—really—really—-" Words failed Az,
Woose. Still, he was glad that tele-
phono eall, startling as it was, had
come | Prout was gona]

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Exciting !

i ELP ®
"I zay, vou fellows——"
“Help I” came in o frenzied

vell from the Head's study.
And two or three dozen fellows in the
corrider stared at one eanother, oand
migst of them grinned.

“That’s Loder'’s toot I said Templo of
the Fourth,

“Jolly old Loder ! apreed Ilohscn of
the Shell.

“Help I came the roar,

“ Bomething geems to have happened
to Loder ! remarked wiff uF the
Remove, “I1 wonder what 7

“I say, vou fellows, think Prout is
whopping him ! azked Billy Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha !V

There was a yell of laughter ot the
ruggestion that Mr, Prout might be in
the study y‘hu::rlping his head prefect.

“Well, tt jolly well sounds lika it!*
declared Bunter. “ What’s Loder f]ﬂ::l]-
ing for, if he’s not being whopped 7

IIa, ha, hg!¥ :

“IIclp ! came Loder's yell.

“Anybody going to help him?”
grinned Skinner of the Remove. * Don't
all gpeak at once—you're all so fond of
Loder !

“Ha, ha, hal™

*Where's old Prout, if he’s not in the
study 7" azked Billy Bunter. “ He'a got
the door locked—I'vg tried it! The
kﬂg'a insicle.”

Help !#

“¥What on carth’s all this thundering
row " UCoker of the Fifth came up the
Emssage. “What are all you fags doing
wre, outside the Head's atud;.r?

*Listening to the band,” answered
Peter Todd.
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“Ha, ha, ha [*

“Tha band
e T vt

‘ITelp !” came B well from wilhin,

Coker jumped. ¥

“ That's Loder I ha ejaculated.

* Dear old Loder ! said ''emple.

ker of the Fifth tried the door-
handle. But the door did not budge.

t was evidently locked on the inside.

‘That you in there, Loder?” ha
shouted.

“Yes! Get in and let me lopse !
howled Lader.

i Unlock the door, then !

: I'm tied to a chair

‘Ha, ha, ha!” roared Coker.

O \Vare profects 1 said Hazeldene, as
Sykes of the Bixth came up the passage.

Fellows of all Forns were being
attracted to the spot by the extra
c-rtjmarj‘ uprear from the %es.d’n study,

E What—-" began Sykes, the prefect.

It’s Loder having somas sort of g
gome in the Head's study ! grinned
Uoker. “He says he's tied up!*

E;.;!u:a tried the deorhandle,

“¥You in there, Loder 7" ha called out,

“Is that Sykes? (et in somehow,
Sykes! Call Walker and Carne! I've
been sct on by & mob of fags and tied 1o
Prout’s chair——*

“0h, my hat! How am I to get in?”
asked Sykes. “I'm rather too big to
get through the keyhole.™

“You silly idiot I

“Thanks " said Sykes, and he walked
awajy.

“Ielp ! roared Loder,

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Hallo, halle, halle!™ Tt waa Bob
Cherry’s voice, as the Famous Five of
the Remove joined the crowd in the pas-
sage. " Anything up ¥

“I say, you fellows, somebody’s tied
Loder up in the Head's study 17 yellod
Iilly Bunter, in great excitement,

"Gammon [ said Bob Cherry gravely.

“The gammonfulness is terrific !
chuckled Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.

"I‘Eﬂ.j’ﬂ you fellowa, it's tru&—gisten
to him! asped Buonter, as anothey
roar eame from the study,

“TMelp! CGet in seinchow, you foaols!
Iiclp 1

“Degad, that sounds like Loder!”
remarked Lord Mauleverer.

“Tll say 1t does—just a few!”
chuckled Fisher T. Fish.

"“Call Prout!” roared Loder from
within, “Some of you go and find
Prout! Tell him to come!™

Not a fellow left the spot. ‘The

rinited at one another, that waa all
The bully of Greyfriars had no help to
expect from them. There was not o
fellow there who had not had a taste of
tho ashplant eince Loder of the Sixth
had been appointed captain of the
school. Somo_ of them had had many
tastes of it. Nobody went for Prout,

“Anybody know where Prout 157"
grinned Mugent. ;

“Talking to Woose, I believe I said
Harry Wharton, laughing,

“Help I yellod l:tmw:l-{'s:*. “Go and
fetch Prout! Do you hear?”

“Loder seems in rather a hurey!”
remarked  Skinner.  “Anybody  here
{ea;id[}f keen to help him out of hia
.I:{ ¥

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Hallo, hallo, halla! Iiera comes his
jolly old pals!” remarked Bob Cherry,
n? 'Jnlé-:fr and j':i:ame an tha Elxﬁh ﬂf;‘aa
along the corridor. pparen ey
had heard that somcthi h&c{ hap-
pened to Loder in the Head's study.

Carne swished his ashplant round,
and the juniors scuttled back from ihe
study daor.

Walker turned the doorhandle,

" Hallo, it's locked |” he exclaimed.
“\What's up in there, Gerald

repeated Coker.

“I'm tied up!” yelled Loder. “They
left me tied up, ‘and got out of the
window ! Tha door's locked! Call
TR oy bk pasped

“Uh, my hat I gas Walker. "DBu
wim——-”j' S !

“Those young teoundrols—seven of
Hmm—ﬁct vp in Guy Fawkes masks ™
yelled Lodoer,

~The 3ecret Seven| Oh crumbs!”

. There was & heavy, not to say elephan-
tine, tread in the passage. It heralded
the approach of Prout.

His face was crimson, and his cyes
plittered under knitted brows, as he
slrode up to the door of the Head's

gtud The e¢rowd of jumiors backed
farther away, Prout looked rather
dangerons,

“ Walker—Carne—what—-*

Help 1" came Loder’s yoll. “(et me
out of this, I tell you! I'm drenched
with ink ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence ! roared Prout, will a glare
at the erowd in the passage. “ Loder, the
rloor appears to be locked on the inside |
Unlock it immedintely 1#

“Is that Mr. Prout? 1can't get to the
ﬂﬂE'r, sir—I'm ited in your chair !

“Upon my word! Who—what—how
_,_-“lrh}r_ﬂ

*These young scoundrels, sir, who eall
themselvea the Seerct Seven!” panted
Loder, “They were hidden in ilia study
when 1 ¢amo here, sir!®

“Are they present now, Loder ™
boomed Prout.

“Are they ™ murmured DBob Cherry
to his chums, and there was o subdued
chuckla,

" No, sir; they got out of the window
mors than ten minutes ago. I've becn
shouting for help ever since !

“Unprecedented 1™ pasped Prout,
“Indeed, unparalleled! They shall be
expelled from the school, Loder! Every
one ni~ them shall be discovered, and
immediately expelled from Greyfriars!
Walker 1™

*“Yes, sir!” gasped Walker,

“Go round fo the study window, and
cniter that way, and unlock the door
from inside.”

“Oh, yea, sir! Jamea Walker de-
parted on his mission,

Prout stood ,like a frowning statue of
wrath while he waited,

More and more fellows pathered in
the broad corridor. The news was
spreading far and wide now, Among
the rest camp Ilerbert Vernon-Smith,
who winked at the Famous Five as he
arrived. Mr, Prout did not even glance
at SBmithy, and cortainly had no idea
that that cheery vouth had recently got
off a telephone,

Sixth Form men, Fifth and Shell
Fourth osnd Remove, even fops of the
Third and SBecond swarmed to the spot,
attracted by the stertling end thrilling
news that the captain of the school was
tigd up to the Head's chair in the
Head's study |

The Secret Seven had got busy on a
good many occasiona in the “war ¥ with
the bully of Greyfriara. Dut they had
naever gone quite this lengih before.
This was the limitl

Heveral membera of the stalf came
along, o3 well ns the bovs. Hacker, the
master of the Shell, sniffed. Capper of
the Fourth whispered to Mr. Wiggins
that this sort of thing had never hap-
pened in Dr. Locke's time, and the
Third Form master nodded sssent. Mr,
Capper was careful, however, not ta Ict
that dig umﬁing‘ remark reach Prout's
cars. He did not want to go the way
Quelch had gone.

Tha Eaﬁsage buzzed and swarmed,
when at last Walker was heard drop-
ping in at the window, ‘Then the door
waa unlocked and thrown open.



Mr. Prout atrode in with a brow of
thundcr.

Fellowa crowded up on all sides to
staro in after him. And at the sight of
Toder of the Sixth sitting tied o
Frout's chair, with ink streaming down
hia infuriated face, there was a iremen-
dous roar,

*“*Ha. ha, hal*

“{h orumbs ™

“{h erikey 1”

“J say, you fellows, look at Laoder!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" o

“Loder 1" g.'ﬂ-ﬁ[md Prout. “Is—is—it

pssible ' DPront gazed almost dumb-
ounded ot his hapless head prefect.

L Iﬂtler\_._r_l!

*“Ha, ha, ha!" .

Prout spun round, blazing.

“Silence! Silence! How dare you
laugh! Is this a laughing matler?
Silence! Idisperse at once! Go! I will
cune any boy who is nob gone n ouce
moment———" .

Thore was a st_‘ullglpering of fecl in the
pussage, ¥rom a distance floated back
s howl of merriment.

“1la, ha, ha!™

According te Irour, it was not &
langhing matter,  But the Greyfrars
fellows evidently thought that it wasi
Amd they roared.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Begs for It !

L LEABE, sip—"
P “What?”  squenked  Mr.
Woose, **What i1s it, Bunter ¥

“May I feteh & map, sir?”’

“ A=—a map?” :

“1've forgotten my map, sir!”

Ar. Woose blinked at Billy Dunder
over his glasses. Tho Remove fellows
grinned. To the Removo it was clear
that Billr Bunter was inventing an
excuse for getting out of the Form-room.
Tt would have been equall;.' clear to Mr

ucleh, who knew his Bunter. Dat Mr.

oose was now to Greyiriars, and did
not know Buater so well. So he was
puzzlecd,

“Pid yen say a map, Bunicr®” he
asked,

“Yes, siel I forgot my map!”

“Put a map will not be required for
tiis lesson, Bunter 1" said Mr. Woose,
“Thero is no occasion for fetchmg a
map!"”

“Oh? gasped Bunter. N

It was last lesson, and just going 1o
hogin in the Remove Form-room. All
the Form knew that it was LEnglish
literature in  that lesson, oxoopt
Dunter, who wasn't interested,

Bunter was thinking of other things.

Chiefly ho was thinking of a cake that
had been parked in the study cophoand
in No. 4 in the Remove for tea that
day. Bunter had seen Vernon-Smith
buy that cake at tho school shop. Tle
had scen him convey it to his study and
park it in the oupboard, shortly bofore
class.

Smithy, no doubt, supposed that {hat
cake was still where he had parked e

Bunter knew bettor !

Bunter kpow that that cake had been
surroptiliously and feloniously spiritod
away from tho cupboard in Study No, 4.
Bunter knew, beeause his own fat hands
had done the trick!

There had bsen ne time befora elassz
for Bunter to devour that cake. Indeod,
it had only been becauze the bell was
ringing for classes, and the fellows going
to the Form-rooms, that the far Owl of
the Remove had found an opportunity
of getting away with it undiscoverad.

Bunter had only had one or two hites
at that eake. There had been no time
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for more. All that the fat ;.iruh-}-aic!ar
of the Remove could do in the circum-
stances, was to conceal his plunder in a
safe spot, to be dealt with after lessons.

He did not choose his own study for
that purpose. Any fellow who missed
& cake would have looked in Bunter's
atudy first, as & matter of course. bhilly
Bunter knew, by sad experience. how
beastly suspicious fellows eould hel

That ecake had been dropped into an
empty box in the Remove box-romn, to
wait till eallod for, as it were! Affer
class, Bunter was going up to the box-
reom 1o dovour his proy at his leisure.
In that seeluded and seldomevisited spot
it was safe till wanted. )

Bunter had been late for elass; which,
[ortunately, did not matter much }x‘:t-h
Alr. Woose, Woose gave him [ifty lines,
By it was most likely that he would
forget to ask for thom.

During afterncon scheol, Bunter was
not worrying about the hines and still
Ings about his lessons. He was thinking
of Smithy's cakel The Aavour of two or
threa sample hites [ingered in his fat
mouth. Bunter was always hungry be-
fore tea-time. The memory of that

luscious cake made him hungrier.

5

“Tou are n very forgetful bow
Bunter 1" said Mr.” Woose seversly.
“ You have forgotten a map, and forgot-
ten your Latin grammar! You must be
more attentive, Bunter! However, a
Latin grammar will not be required !’nﬁ
tlie next lesson, so it does not matter.

“Oh lor' [

There was & chuckle among the
Removites. Mr, Woose did not  yet
pereeive what was plain to all the Form
—~that Bunter had some seccret reasofn
for wanting to get away, and was
ini'r-ntiug one idiotic cxense after ap
of her.

“I—I say, you fellows” whispered
Dunter, as Mr, Woose put his nose
into tho Form-master's desk again. “I
suy, what's the next lessen "

“ Algobra ! whispered back Skinner,
who was not a trathful youih.

“Fht We have algcbra from
Tascelles 1™ grunied Bunter. “Is that
nld nss Woose going to give us algebral
Blow him!™

Bunter stood up.

“Please, sir—""

“ Prav be silent, Bunter! 3it down 1™
(Continuwed on next page.)

er which roason,
the Owl of the
Remove wanted to
ot out of the Form-
room  before  class
was over. Had a
map been  wanted
for the losson, the
pood-ratured  and
unsuspicious Woose
would certainly
have given him per-
nizsion to foleh one.

Unfortunately,
II'!E.E'IE WwWoro II.'DE
wanted, Bunter
had not thought of
that. Artfulness and
oblusoness WOCra
Leautifully mingled
in DButiter's fascinat-
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He was not beaten
voi. He was Img
to get out of the
Form-room  if  he
could! HHis fat
mouth watered at

the mere thought of
that lovely cake,
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Bunter a sheor
frivolity; like Nero
fiddling while Rome
was burning.

“If you plense, ==
sir—" Bunter pe- = | e
started. “"May—
may I fetch my
Latin grammar,
sir ¥

Mr. Woose blinked
round again.

“Did you say your
Latin grammar,
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snapped Mr. Woose. Ho was beginning
to get tived of Bunter.

“But I've forgotten my algebra, sirl”

“Your-what 7*

“AMy algebra book, sirl
go and feteh it, sivi”

“What do vou mean, Bunter? Yoo
will not need an algebra book for
Enilish literature! Are you trying to
maka excuses for getting away from
clazs, Bunteri” asked Mr. Woose; the
obvious fact dawning on him ant last

“0Oh erikey ! Vou beast, Skinner!”

“Ha, ha, ha”

“Bilence 1” said Mr. Woose. “ My
boys, wo shall take Gray's famous Elegy
a3 our subject. Maost of you, I have no
doubt, are already somewhat acquainted
with that great work L

“If you please, sir——"

" Bilencae, Bunter !

“I—I—F've forgotten my poctry book,
gir——"

“Whiab?2
“Ceecan I feteh it frem my study,
sir 7

“If von have really forgotlen your
book, Bunter——*

“0Oh, ¥yes, sir?”? .

“You will take fifty lineg—™>

“Oh1?

“And vou may share the book of the
boy next to you when a book is required
in the lesson.”

“0Oh erikey 1?

ere was another chuckle in the
Remove. Billy Bunter had expected
better luck with a soft and mild gentle-
man like Woose, than with a crusty old
bean like Quelchl But he was getting
no better luck,

English literature proceeded. Billy
Bunter sat crushed.

Tho beauties of Gray's famous Elegy
in a Country Churchyard were quite
last on him. e did not care whether
tho curfew tolled the knell of parting
day or not. He was not interested in
tha lowing herd winding slowly o’er the

M.may 1

lea! Ha was quite indifferent to the
ploughman homeward plodding  his
weary way., He was thinking of the

cake hidden in the box-rcom—lost to
sight, but to memory dear!

Never had  Jiterature, English or
otherwise, interested Billy Bunter very
much. But never had it scemed to him
so weary, stale, Hat, and unprofitable
a3 1t scemed now 1

The great General Wolie, the con-
queror of Quebee, declared that he
would rather have written that famous
Elegy than have won a great victory !
Billy Bunter was far from agreeing
with him. Bunter would have given
aray's Llegy, and Gra alang with it,
for one plum out of Smithy's cake 1in
the box-room!

It seemed to Bunter that that lesson
would never end. Gray’s Elegy seemed
to drag its weary length slong like &
wounded snake.

Bunter's thoughts were on the cake,
and hiz eves on the clock. With a

uarter of an hour still toc go, Bunter
elt that ho could bear it no longer.

“If you please, gir—"

“You are interrupting me, Bunter ®
*"?eg} smrl I—I've got a headache,

BIT-—
* Bunter I
. "I—1 think it would do me good, sir,
if I could walk in the quad for a few
minutes, sir—>"
“T1f you EFE:I.I[ again, Bunter—"
“Oh, really, sir—"
“1 shall punish you! Ba silent!”
Bunter was silent for about thres
minutes. Gray's Elagg continued to
drag its weary length along. Ten
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minutes more to go! Bunter was fear-
fuilt';? bungry. The thought of the cake
made him hungrier! Ie tried again.

“ Please, sip—-—"

FIB‘:‘_ !.u

M My—my toothache's getting worss,
g1p—"

“VYour what?™ slmost shrieked Mpre
Weoose,

"“My toothache, sir!
painful !*

“A few minutes apgo, DBunter, you
stated that you had & headache!”

:g'a.lgped Mr. Woose.
Ha belonged to the

It'a fearfully

unter started ! !
class of persons who, proverbially, ought
te have good memorics. Nature had,
unf::;rl;una.l;nij. provided him with a bad
O 2
“I—1 mean my headache, sir!” he
11 mMIcamn E'Ell.l.r

stammercd,
headacho 1™
gasped Mr. Woose.

“Tf':ll'l.l—'
“Yes, sir! It's o fearful ache in a

double head—I mean a double tooth—
that is—I mean—*"

*“ He, ha, hal®

“Bunter! You are a lazy, idle, un-
dutiful, inattentive and untrathful hoy,”
said Mr, Woose., * You will bo detaingd
for half an hour after class—"

“Eh!”

“You will remain in the Form-room
and write out Gray's Elegy——"

“Oh log' 1™

“Apnd if you speak apain, Bunter, |
shall cane you.™

Bunter did not speak again. He
blinked at Mr, Woose with a fat face
a3 dismal os that of on expiring codlish,
and was silent.

He was squashed! Not only had he
failed to get out of the Form-room
befora the end of elass, he had sue
ceaded in getting detained for half an
hour after the other fellows went. He
was not %qmg to be gan.arlrvi in dealing
with the hidden cake in the box-room.
He was going to be latel He sat over
whelmed.

When the Remove were dismissed,
Bunter bhad to remein at his desk He
had to write out Gray's Elegy! [lad
Mr Woose followed the LForm oug,
Bunter might have risked shpping away
and chancing the conscquences  But
Mr. Woose did not follow the Form out

He remnined busy with papers at tha
Form-master's desk. And Bunter, with
fealings too deep for words, remained
busy with Gray's Elegy [

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Session of th: Sscrer Soeclety!

“ LL present?”
Smithy's not here,”
“Where's Smithy, Red
wing T

“1 think he's paying Loder's study a
visit."

“The fathead! He knows the meet-
ing was booked to teke place after class
to-day,” said Harry Wharion. * Smithy
uuight to be here.”

Lots of Remove kids here, if you
uaclslq;ﬁ to that!” remarked Hobson of the
*Lota 1” agreed Templo of the Fourth.

oo many, really.™

“You ass. Hobson—"

“You chaelg tick, Templo!™

“ Order I” srry Wharton rapped on
& box-lid with 8 fives bat  “Ordor!
Members of the Greyfriars Scecret
Sooiety are not sllowed to call one
another fagey mames at business meot-
NS,

We don't want any Shell swank—"

“Ur Fourth Form cheek—*

“ Order 1"

“The orderfulmess is the proper caper,

my ecsteemed idiotic fellow-members of
the absurd secret society.™

It waz really not the easiest tnsk to
keep order ot 8 full meating of the

reyiriara  Secret  Society. That
Brotherhood o©f Justice ihcluded the
chief membets of the Remove, the
Fourth, and the S8hpll. Outside the
solect circle of the secret society they
wera rather accustomed to ragging.
Withio that.select circle they had rather
& propensity for doing the satnael

t was o very numerous meeting. The
Eemove box-room was crowded, not to
ey erammed.

oxes and trunks and other lumber
had been piled out of the way along the
walls  Some of them served as seats for
the honourable members of the Secret
Seven. Had the Eﬁﬂ of authority fallen
on the meeting that cyo would have
detected, ensily enough, that the Secrct
Seven numbered very many meore than
seven members.

The Famous Five were theore, and
Lord Mauleverer, Redwing, Peter Todd,
Squifi, Tor: Brown, Monty Mewland,
Wibley, Kipps, Russell, and Ogilvy,
Mark Linley and Dick Penfold, and
athers of the Remove. Half the Form,
;E&faﬂ' had been admitted to membaor-

".l;'.:emplec. Prabney, Fry, and Scott, and
three or four more of the Fourth Form
were therp. They were fewer in nume
bers than the Remove members; but in
their own opinion, at least, they made
up in importance what they lacked in
nuﬁhers

ere were only three Shell fellows:
Hobson; Hoskins, and Stewart. But
as Shell, which they considered Middla
School, had hardly any juniors at all,
they fancied that they were the goouds,
50 to speak

Hobson had no doubt that tho leader.
ship ought to have been left in his hands.
Everybody else doubted it, however, and
Hobby had no ‘chance of figuring as
leader

Cecil Regmnald Temple, the captain of
the Fourth, had the same persuasion
with regard to himsclf. But Temple,
like Hobby. had that persuasion all to
himscli

Harry Wharton had been voted leader.
As the Hemove members ontnumbered
both Shell and Fourth members, thera
had been no difficulty sbout that.

But Bhell and Fourth were dizsposed to
be critical of Remove leadership; soma-
times over-critical even in tha
Remove members there was sometimaes
disumon Herbert Vernon-8mith wan
liable 1o vake his own way mnd dis-
regard authority—as indeed was ha -
ing on the present cocasion. Instesd of
attending the meeting in the box-room,
to which all members had been called,
the Bounder was following some stunt
of his awn  Whichh was agsinst all the
rules of the Secret Seven.

“(Gentlemen of the Greyfriara Secret
Soctety— =" began the captain of the
Bemove, having restored order.
“Hold on” said Hobson. *Look
here—~>"

“Order I

“Bilence for the chairl®

“Well. look here=——"?

“8hut up. Hobby !*

“Gentlemen and fellow-memberg——?"
recomnmenced Harry Wharton.

“Hear, hear !

“Not too much row,” said Templa.

“ Bhut up, Temple!™

“Well, Loder’s alwaye nosing up and
down the pessages,” said Templa. “If
he hears you Remove fags shouting——a>=

13 l:lrdcr 4

“Look here,” said Hobson. “T tvas
going to say that it would be safer t
meel in the old tower, like we did
before—-*
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* My tocthache’s getiing worse, ﬂr,"* said Bunter. * It I could walk In fhe quad

that you had & headache | ** ya

¢ [afer here!™ sgid the chief. *“That
ass Cokor nosed out one of our mect-
ings in the old tower. Nobody's likely
to come up to a box-room.”

“Well, T think—--="

“Draw it mild, Hebby ! urged Peter
Todd., “You can't expect anybody who
knows you to swellow that!”

“Ha, ha, hal” 1

“If you want a thick ear!” roarcd
ITobson.

114 D._fdﬂr Ir?

“ Silence 1

Rap! Rap!
on the boxlid.

Flobson shook his fist at Toddy and
relapsed into silonee.

“Gentlemen, we have met——"

“I guessed that one!™ said Fry of the
Fourkh.

“Hlmt up, Fry ! .

*We have met,” roesumed the chief,
with a withering glare at Edward Fry,
“to dizcuss business, nob to listen te a
Fourth Form aszs making a funny idiot
of himself,”

“Hear, hear !

“Yesterday,” went on the chief, “ihe
Becret Seven gave Loder & lesson, They
haven't found out yet who tied hum up
in the Head's study.”

“ Bravo ™

“TLoder's going to have some more
lessons [

“Hear, hoarl”

“He's sncaked into old Wingate's
place, now  that Wingate 1z away
crocked. He's pot to learn to bo as
decont as old Wingate, or else chuck
up the job. The Greyfriars Seeret
Socicty iz going to educate him.”

“Yos, rathert” .

“The ratherfulness is terrific 1%

“The seorat gociety it now in session,

Rap went the fives batb

ppad Mr. Woose,
ache in 3 doubls head—¥ mean a double tooth—ihat is—I mean——**
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* J—I mean my
Bunter ! ** said Mr, Woose.

to discuss further moves epainst the
cnemy,” went on the chief. *“Any
?ﬂmifp“ who lras a sugpestion to make,
#fHErk!}J
"'QUj'E'-'t-!”
*Bomebody’s coming ¥ i
There was sudden silence in the

crowded Dbox-room. Footsteps were
audible on the stair that led up from
the Homove paszsage. The creaking of
the old stairv, under a heavy troad, was
plainly heard. )

‘the members of the sceret society
exchanged startled glances.

*Ia the door locked?”
Nugont,

“Yey, of course.”

“If it's Loder——"

can't get in, anvhow.”

“ Quict !

The sccret society hardly breathed.

Leally, that remote box-room seemed
Z safe place for a secret meeting of a
seeret =ociely.  ‘I'wa or three garrets
adjoined it, but they were disused, and
always unoceupied. DBut it wes cer-
tainly true that Loder of the Sixth was
fearfully kecn on rooting out that secret
socicty—especially  since  Prout  had
fornd bim tied up, and inked, in the
Head's study. And Loder had a way
of paying stealthy and unexpected
visits to the Remeovo quarters, in the
hope of catching somebody oug in some-
thing,
H ﬁ’s all right,” breathed Bob Cherry.
“1f it's Loder, we get out by the win-
dow—casy coough to scud over the
[cads.™

“ Quict I

The footstops had reached the land-
ing. They crossed to the door of the
Lox-roon.

whispored

headache, sir ! ** stammeored Bunter,
“ You will bs detained for hall an hour alter ¢lass,

» 4§ few minutes ago you stated
“It's & feariul

The door handle was turned, 'Thera
was & sudden bump on the door out-
side. It was followed by & loud and
angry cjaculation:

-Il"E},ﬂ|II 1]!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
No Admittance [

ILEY BUNTER was annoyed.

e rubbed his fat littlo nose
which had bumped on the box-
room door rather hard.

"Wow ! he repeated.

Bunter, natura!ﬁ:-f, had expected Lhe
box-room door to open when ho turned
the handle. It was rather unusual for
o box-ropm door to be locked.

Expecting tho door to open as he
turned the handle and pushed, Bunter
would have followed it 1In as it opened
—had it opened. DBut it did not open,
with the resuli that the fat Owl was
brought to a sudden stop by his nose
bumping on the door.

“Loogh!” said Bunter, rubbing his
nose, “ Wow! Wooogh!™

He turned the door handle again and
shoved at the door—-this time faking
more care of hiz nose.

But thoe door remaeined shut.

“What the thump!” suorted Bunter.
“The beastly thing's got jammed,
somehow. DBother 1t! Blow it !

He rattled savagely af the door
handle. After half an hour of deten-
tion 1 (he Form-room, Bunter was
hungrier than ever—kconcr than ever
to get at tho cake hidden in the
box-room, “This was an wuncxpected
obstaclte, quite unforescen by the fat
Owl. There had been nothing Wrong

Tue Micrer Lisnary.—No, 1,397
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with that lock when he visited the box-
room with 8mithy’s cake belore class.
Now it seemed to be jammed, some-
how. Anvhow, it wouldn't open.
Quite unaware that that box-room
WaS meeting-place of the secret
socicty of Greyfriars, Bunter did not
suspect yet that the room was occu ped,
and the door locked n%ninst intruders.
‘Thers was no sound irom within, All
the fellows thera had heard DBunter's
voice., It was a relief to know that it
wag not Loder of the Sizth at the door.
But Bunter was not wonted. Lhe
chatterbox of the Remove was about
the last fellow inm the world to be en-
trusted with the gecrets of the mysteri-
ous brotherhood of Greyinars.
Rattle, rattle, rattle! )
“Blow the beastly thing! What on
earth’s the matter with 1t¥" snorted
Hunter. "1t was all right to-day. It
can't ba locked! Blow it !”

The secret society grinned at one
another silently. Bunter evidently had
not the faintest suspicion thav they
were there. Why he had come up to
the box-room at all was a mystery to
them. ‘Lhey hoped that he would get
fed-up and clear. They were not nware
of the hidden attraction in that spart-
ment, which drew the Owl of the He-
move like & magnet,

Bang!

Bunter kicked fiercely at the door.

Bang! Thud! Bang!

“Blow it!" hissed Bunter. " Why
won't it open? What the dickens——"

Bang! Thump! Bang

“What tha dooce doesz that fat idiot
want?" whispered Lord Mauleverer.

" Coodness knows

“I’]l serag him for this when I get

him in the study!” breathed Peoter
‘1'add.

Bang! Thump! Kick! Thud!
Bang !

Billy Bunter was losing his lemper

over the door that would not open.

“Took here! Let's go out and pitch
him down the stairs!” muttered
Hohson.

“QE}liet!“
“Well, loock herg—

“1 zay, you fellows, 1 can hear you?
came o fat squeak froen outside. 1
sny, you let me in, you beasts!™

I'he secret society looked dagpmers at
Haobzon of tho Bhell. That rather fat-
headed youth had ineautiously revealed
the fact that the box-room was
occupied. Bunter's cars had eaught his
whispeor,

“¥You ass!” breathed Bob Cherry.
“"You fathead ! murmured Temple.

“Wall, lat's go out and serag him !
grunted Hobby.

“I say, you fellows!” Bunter howled
through the Ekeyhele. "I know you've
ot the door locked! Let me in, you
easte! If you've got the cake—"

“The cake!” gasped Bob. “Is that
blithering fat idiot aftor a cake?”

“I say, you fellows, I'll whack it out

bt
*

with you, if sou open the door!™
howled Bunter. “Are you thers,
Bhkinner? If you've come up here to

smoke cigarettes, you beast, vou can
let me in! I won't give you away !

No answer,

“Will vou let me in?" howled
Bunter. "1 know you'rc there! I can
Eﬂy well hear you! Lemme in, you

agts] ‘That's my cake! You're jolly
well not gomng to scof my cake!
Beasts! Lemmo in ¥

Bang! Thum

B T HKiek! I
Eiai?f Bunter, in a state !}? proat
bangad and

alarm ahout the cake,
kicked and thumped on the deor, with
a din that rang far and wide. The
secrat meeting of the Gmxfriara socicty
Tee MacKer Liprany.—INo. 1,387,
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wag nobt likely to remain secret much

longer, at this rate.

“Let him i, and :mash him I muat-
tered Hobby.

“You ass! If he sees 1iis crowd
hers, he'll guess what's on P hissed
Johnny Bull. “It will be all over

Greyiriars bofore prep.”

Bang! Thump! Bang!

“ What's that row'” came & sharp
r:n::e from the bottom of the box-room
sLaIr.

Bunter jumped.

Yk lqr? Loder 1™

He blinked round in slarm as the
bully of the Bixth came up. Loder
had his ashplant under his arm.

M I—F—~1 say, Loder, it—it—it's all
right1” stammered Buater. “I—I say,
I'm not doing anything, Loder !

“What are you kicking up this shindy
for?” demanded Loder, staring at the
fat Owl of the Remove. I heard sou
from the staircase at the other endj of
the Iﬁeim::;r% ;::mkage,"

- idn'"t know U werg spyin
in tha Remaove 1" ¥e pyimg

“What 7" roared Loder.

“I—I mean, I—I didn't— Whoop !”
roared Bunter, as Loder's ash t
cstablished contact with a fst shoulder.
" Yaroop 1"

“Mow what's this row about?” de-
manded Loder.

“Yow! Ow.ow! Wowl”

“Is gomebody in that room 1™

Ow]l No! Ves! Wow! I—I—
Wow 1" gasped Bunter. “I say—
Waow I

Loder frssped the door handle and
turned it.
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“Locked ! he said., “ Who's in there,
Bunter 1™

“I=1 don't konow!” gasped Bunter.
“The beasts won't let me in! I be-
lievg they're after my enko I

“Whe's in here?” called out Loder,
ru_:;ﬁmg on the deer.

Gre Was no answer.
ton had silently opened the box-room
window., Outside wers flat leads, lrom
which it was ecasy to reach the ground.
One by one, silently but swiftly, tha
socret sooiety of Grevfriars wers de-
arting by way of the window and the
eatdls.

With Loder of the Sixth at the door,
it was time for that session of the Urey-
friars Secvet Sociewy to terminate.

Loder rapped angrily at the door.

“Let me in at once ! he smapped.

But by that time there was no one
to answer Loder. The sccrct zocieky
wora dropping from the leads, and
Harry Wharton, the last to leave,
closed the box-room window. ILoder
rapped and ropped on the door of an
'E-:II'I]Ith' Toom. )

He dropped on one knee, and applied
his eyve to the keyhole. He was just in
hime to see the window eclose on the
opposite side of the box-room.

Loder startod.

“Whe was there, Bunter ¥ Le asked
quictly.

“1 don't know. 1
whispering.”

Loder gave himn a keen look, and then
turned and descended the hox-room stair
AgAlD:

Harry Whar-

herard  them

Bunter waited $ill Loder’s footsteps
had died away down the psssage to the
Remove staircase, then he thumped on
the door agein.

“1 say, vou fellows ™ Thumpl "Lt
me in, you beastal” Eick! “1 jolly
well know ‘Fm’m there, you rotiersi”
Bang! “Will you let me in, you
ratters ! Thump | “T eay, you fellows,
I'll whack out the cakel Honour
bright I'*

ut answor there came none. Billy
Bunter thumped and banged and howled
through the keyhole to empty space.
Like a fat Peri at ate of Paradisc,
ha could not tear himaa?! sway: Bub ho
thumped and banged and howled in
vain; the box-room door remained fast,
and from within came pot eoven &
whisper.
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
In Hiding!
EREERT VERNON - SMITII
T orm ge with o
~ stick of chalk in his hand and
a grin on his face.
aving from a corner of the passage
geen Loder eafely off the scene, tho
Bounder had whipped into the study
and closed the door, and he was now
busy. With the chalk he was tracing =
message on Loder’s looking-glass in
large capital leiters,

Smithy intended to be only a fow
minutes in the study, aod then to beat
a rapid retreat and join the meeting of
the Becret Seven in the ove bhoxe
TOOm. Eﬁt ?]n 1}1Es eﬂcnftiun it was the
uncxpected that happened.

As he stood chalking on the glass the
door-handle turned and the study daor
opened.

The Bounder had just time to duck
down under Loder’s table and vanish
from sight as Walker of the Sizth came
. Carne followed him in. )

Loder's two pals were actuslly within
the study when the Bounder, out of
sight below the level of the table
crawled silently under that article t:nf
furpiture. There, on hiz knees, with
his heart thumping, he crouched unseen
—Dbut absolutely certain to be spotted if
either of the Sixth Form men happened
to glance uwnder the table.

“Zerald's not here,” Carne remarked.

" Bomebody's been here!™ grinned
Walker, pointing to the looking-glass.
And Carne laughed as he glanced at it.
He read the inseription, evidently ine
fended as an acvostlo:

ID..-nﬂ.ferl
a.
pufer,
vesdropper
Rotter.

The initial letters, read downwards,
formed Loder's name.

Carne laughed and Walker grinned
as they looked at it.

"H3ome fag’s handiwork 1™
Walker, *“Shall T rub it out?™

“No; leave it for Gerald to sea. It
will be amusing to wateh hiz face when
he comes in,’' said Carne.

“Might have caught the young rascal

grianed

if we'd come in & few minutes sooner,”

romarked Walker, as he drop into
Loder’s armchair. And the under,
as he heard that remark, was glad. that
it did not ocour to Walker that the
young rascal was still there.

Carne sat on the edge of the table,
swinaznn his legs. The Bounder hardly
breathed.

“No smokes here, I suppose " eaid
Walker.

(Continued on page 10.)
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. “No fear! Gerald doesn’t keop smokes
in hiz study now,” said Carne. “INok
gince that young villain Vernon-Smith
rooted them out and veory nearly gave
Ium away to Frout.”

“You got any !’ yawned Walker.

“Here you are,”

The two black sheep of the Sixth
lit their cigarettes. %ﬂdﬂl‘ iha table
Herbert Vernon-Smith  breathed  su
pressed fury. Evidently Loder’s pols
were going to wait there till Loder
came 1. Smithy wished that he had
been safe in the Remove box-room, at
the mecting of the secret socioty.

It was about.ten minutes Jater that
Gerald Loder arrived. He nodded to
Walker and Carne, and then glared at
th:a inseription on the looking-glass.

" Who did that?” he snarled.

‘Found it when we came in, old
bean,” satd Walker., “The faps seem
keen on letting vou know what they
think of you—what 1"

“0Oh, don't be & silly ass!”

Loder took a duster and wiped the

in-.gcn(i)tiun from the glass, his two
i1:‘51‘“:!1 3 walching him, with grinning
RCES.

* We've been waiting for you, Gerald,™
said Carne. * About to-night-——1?"

* Never mind that now,” said Loder.

“But we were goin T

“Mever mind now! I've got on to
something,” said Loder, with a glitter
in his cyes. “1 faney the young
sgoundrel who chalked that rot on my
glass will be sorry for himself pretty
.:-::m%,{ And the other voung rascals,
00

“ Getting on the track of the jolly old
Secrct Beven 7" yvawned Waller,

“ Kxactly 1

“Oh1" Walker and Carne sat up and
took motice at that. Under the table
Vernon-S8mith gave a start.

“I've beon up to the Remove” wont
on Loder. “And I fancy I've spotted
the young scoundrels at last. 1 know
that they had zome place where they
held their meectings, of course, where
they lay their rascally plots against the

refects. I rather faneted it was in the
loisters, or the old tower, or some-
where like that, safe out of sight. But

Fve spotted it now; they hold their
meetings in the Remove box-room.*

"How do you know 1"

“That young ass Bunter was banging
at the door of the box-room. I heard
him and went up to see what the row
was. The door was locked. The young
as5 couldn’t got in. He thought some-
body was thore, but they wouldn't
answer him. I knoeked, and there was
no E;.risw{-,r.“l be bod

“Mayn't have been anybody there,”
sald Walker. “Bome kid :J}':n.y have
locked the door——"

“I locked through the keyhole, and
was Just in time to sce the window
closed from outside.™

Ok 1" said Walkor.

“Bomebody was thore, and got out
of the window,"” snid Loder. “A lot
of them, I fam:f;. Bunler said he heard
whispering. There was no time to ecut
round to the back of the House and
snaffle them; of courss, they cleared off
the moment they wora out. i

“But—" said Carne, with intcrost.

“I've got it pretiy clear. They hold
their procious meetings thore, and lock
the door, and have the window and the
leads handy to clear off if there's any
alarm. They don’t know I've spotted
them, of coursc; I said nothing to
Bunter, and let the matter drop at ance.
But "—Loder’s ¢yes gleamed—"we're on
the track now, you men. Next time
they hold a meeting in the box-room
they're ing to be nailed=—the whole
gang of them 1™

“I don't see it,” sald Walker. * Sup-
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ﬁse you run & mob of fags down in the
z-rotm. Thevy'll have the door locked,
and they'll clear off by the window just
the same——"

“Angd while I'm knocking at the door
ou and Carne will be waiting wuder the
cads for them to ::Im;)‘.u into your hands,”

said Loder. "™All I’'ve got to do i3 to
spot the next meeting. We've never
been able to identify the young rascals
because they mask their faces when
they're ragging. Seven of them bagged
me in the Head's study yesterday, and
I hadn't the faintest idea who they
wera, But they won't have Guy Fawkes
masks on thoir faces when they scoot
out of the box-room window.”

Walker whizsiled.

“They may make out fhat it wasn't a
meeting of the secrot society in the room
at alt—-m:"

“They ean make out what they like
when we have the whole gang up before
Prout and they have to cxpluin what
they were meeting there for,” =nid

Loder. *“Lying won't help them out
very much.” ) )
“By pum! It looks hke a catch 1hia

time " said Carne. A crowd of jumors
meeting in the box-reom with the door
locked—the thing speaks for itself.
Prout could hardly have any doubt that
they were the sceret society,™

“He's as keen on snofling them as wo
are,"” said Loder. " He was simply boil-
ing aver what happened o los slody
yesterday., And one of themn appears o
have slanged him on the teleplione, too.
We've got them thiz time "™

“ But if they guess that you've spotted
their jolly old rendezvous——"" suid
Walker.

“They won't! They don't know T
spotted the window closing through the
kevhole. If 1 hadn’t, I shouldn't have
gucssed. All they know 1s that I heard
Bunter kicking uwp a row and came up
to stop him. I'mm not letting a word
drop, of course. All we've gol {o do
15 to keop an eyve open and spot the next
meeting. Most likely it will be pretiy
soon, as  they wero interrupted  this
time. Now we know the pluce, that's
casy cnough,”

“Looks like a cawch!” said Walker.
“I've a pretty clear idea of the nomes
of spome of them. I'd swear that that
cheeky young scoundrel Vernon-8mith
15 one of the leaders, and Wharton's
another. I believe thera are Shell and
Fourth Form fellows in it, too—Ilobhson

for one. But pr{n:-[’ﬂ anoiher matter—
and Prout can’t sack o maen without
proof.”

“Well, we're going to lhave proof

pretty soon,” said Loder, with a grin,
“ond it's the sack for the rvingleaders—
and a Hogging all round for the rest.
Vernon-8mith and Wherton and Hobson
will be expelled if they’re in it—and I'm
pretty certain they are! Il be jolly
glad to see them bunked out of the
school

Under the table, the Bonnder searcoly
breathed. If the three bullies of the
Sixth dizeovered him there, he was
booked for a severe handling. But he
was nat rhinking of that now. 1le was
thinking of the danger of the Greyiriars
Socret Beven,

For there was no doubé that Lodor
had them on toast now! Only the fact
that Smithy bhad learncd what Loder
knew, and was able fo convey a warn-
ing, could save them from absolutely
cortain discovery at the next moeting in
the Remove box-room. Thoe Boundaor
was glad now that he had been cornered
in Loder's study. Whatever might
happen to him he would be able to put
the secret socicly on their guard,

“By pum, I'll make the whole crew
sorry for themselves, once I've got proof
who they are!"” said TLoder, *I'H—7

Hp broke off suddenly.

Tle had stooped, while speaking, to
throw & log on the fire. Hiz eyes fell
on & figure doubled up wnder the table.

“ Why—what—who—" stuttered
Toder.

He made a dive at the table. 'The
next moment the Bounder was grasped,
and dragged out of his hiding-place.

[PrESSS—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Shut Up!

b ERNON-SMITH !
Walker and Carne ejacu-
Iated the name together as
they atarted to their feet. The
Bounder, panting, wriggled in Loder’s

IIEEI.\'I%E.[{: Erasp.
“You!” breagthed Loder.

Vernon-Bmith struggled for a moment,
Dut there was no escape for bBim, and
e was cool again at once.

Loder eyed him as if he eould have
caten him. He knew at once thdt the
Iemovite, hidden under the table, must
have heard every word spoken m the
study. He gritted his teeth with rage.

f Vernon-Bmith was a member of the
HSeceret Seven—and Loder had no deult
thiat e was—his scheme for “snaliling ™
that mysterious and troublescmne
brotherliood was knocked on the head at
onea! They would be put on their
guard immediately S8mithy got away—
and cortainly there would be no more
meetings in the Remove box-room.

“You—vou young sweep!” lizsed
Loder, " You've been listening——"

“Not at all !” drawled the Dounder.
“1 dodged under tha tabla when thoze
Lwo silly asses barged in"

“You heard—*

“1I'm not deaf ™

Loder compressed his grip savagely on
the DBounder's shoulder. Therve was
a maocking gleam in 8mithy’s eyes. Ile
was going to get the whopping of lis
lifc—he expected that!  But he was
going to put the secret society on their
puard ! Any amount of whopping could
not prevent that,

“It was vou chalked that rot on my
glasz 1" eaid Loder at last,

“Was it " drawled the Bounder.

“Not much use denving it, as we've
found vou here,” maid Carne.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“"And now,” sald Loder, in a law,
savage voice, “you'ra going fo i1p the
other young rascals that I'm on their
track ¥ .

“What young rascalsi” ssked Smithy
innn-u:entlﬁu

“¥You know whom I mean—the young
seoundrels who ecall themselves the
Seeret Seven ! snarled Lodor. -

“1 believe I've heard them spoken
af ! admitted the Bounder calmly.
“But from what I’'ve heard, nobody
knows who they are.”

“You're one of them, at all cvents!”
said Welker.

“Any-. proof of that? asked the
EBounder, with an_air of pelite interest.

Loder, =till gripping the Bounder's
shoulder, reached out his free hand for
his ashplant. He picked it up; but he
laid it down again, to the surprise of
the Bounder, and of Walker and Carne
aleo.

“¥ou're going to whop the young
aweep ! snid Walker.

Loder shook his head.

“"No! I'm taking him to Prout."

The Bounder stored. Prout, it was
eertain, would punish him for having
chalked that ncrostic on Loder’s glass.
But Prout never laid it on like Loder!
A licking from Prout was as moonlight
unto sunlight, as water unto wine, cora-
pared with o licking from Loder.

“But——" znid Walker, in sstonish-
et



“PBut—" sard Carne.

Loder did not heed them. With his
grasp like iron on the PBounder's
Ehﬂ:jl er, he marched him out of the
sfudy.

The Bounder went meekly enough.
He was both surprised and relieved to
bo taken to Prout, instead of being
given "six ™ by Loder.

“Hallo, hallo, hsllo!* Bab Cherry

“ Braithy.

aigl:ted them in the passages,
what's up "

“Cherry, take & hundred lines, and go
to vour study and write them out at
ones |* yapped Loder,

DBaob stared.

. “Mustn’'t 8 follow speak?®”
inquired.

“Take two hundred lines [

“Oh, my hat!”

Loder jerked Vernon-Smith rapidly
along, leaving Bob staring. The
Bounder grinned. Loder had not given
hims a chance to speak to a Remove
fallow=but there would be plenty of
chances as soon as he came away {rom
Prout!

Thoy reached the Head's study, and
Loder tapped at the door. Prout's deep
boom bade them enter.

BMr. Woose was with the temporary
headmaster in the study. Hao was listen
ing patiently to Prout's boom. Prout
was pointing out to him, for the
umpteenth time, that it was up to him
to discover the membera of his Form
whe had had the unprecedented and
unparalleled insolenee to band them-
solves together in B secret society
Wooze was not enthusiastic.

The secret society never bothered him
—and he did not want them to begin.
And, though he did not venture to tell
Prout so, his opinion was that Loder
of the Bixth asked for sll he got from
that mysterious socicty, and more!
Prout would have been surprised to
tearn how many members of hiz staff
beld the same opinion.

“ Yernon-Smith I said Prout, turoming
& baleful glére on the Bounder as Loder
marched him in. “A Remove boy!
Mr. Woose, your Form is the most
troublesome in the echool. 1 had hoped

he

for better things when you wook the
lace of Mr. Quelch! ut there has
n oo im vament! Nona !

“ But—" squeaked Mr. Woose.

Prout waved o hand. Woose was ot
there to talk. Ie was there to listen.

“I repeat, there has been no improve-
ment | boomed Prout. “None! Now,
Loder, why have vou broughit this
Remove boy to mal®

“I am sorry to say, sir, that ne was
caught in my study chalking an insult-
ing inseription on my looking-glass.”
said Loder. _

“I am not surprised to hesr wt!”
boomed Prout. “Not in the least sur-
prised | Vernon-Smith iz the mest un-
ruly boy in_an unruly Form! Your
Form, Mr. Woose, 12 the most unruly m
the school 1”

* But, sir—"

“1 repeat, Mr. Woose, that your Form
is tha most onruly in the school! 1
ehall deal with this boy I

“I[ 1 may make a suggestion. sig——"
said Loder.

“Certainly, Loder—most
Make !

*1 should have caned this boy myself,
sir, without troublin vou in the
matter,” said Loder. ™1 sm very an
willing to wasta your time, sir  But the
fact is, that this boy, Vernon-8mith, bas
been canﬁdi?erg many times, and it has
made no difference to bis conduct. |
think, sir, that a few days 1 the punian-
ment-room might have more effect on
him. It would give Lim more time to
reflect, pir, and perhaps lead to an
pmendment of his conduet.”

cercainly.
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. "Quite 50, Loder,” eaid Prout approvs

ingly. "A very good suggestion. A

ve_ﬁl good suggestion indeed.”
o Bounder caught his breath,

He understood now why Loder had
brought him to Prout, instead of hand-
ing out the whopping he yearned to
inflict upon him.

In “punny ™ he would be barred off
from communication with the other fel.
lows, and would not be able to convey
any warning to the gecret society of
what he had heard in Loder’'s study.

Smithy set his teath.

“1 am glad to hear you make this
Eu!g' estion, Loder!” sgaid Mr., Proutf.
o ava onca or twice thought you a
little govers in the matter of ganing tha

GREYFRIARS CARTOONS
By Harold Skinner.

No. 23.—RICHARD PENFOLD,
the Poct of the Remove.
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The midnight ol Dick Pentold burns,
As Trom his tollwern brain he churns
His andless yvarda of verse and rhyme |
Ha'll go bald=-headed in hia prlme!

Or olee he'll burset a sparking-plug
And conk right out upon the rug!

And then we'll buy B handsome plate !
" Here llese our Post Laursate

in poat's oral he was " wallf varasd,’
And wrote and wrote until he burst i
Now liea he hero, so Talr and young
Unwept. unhonoured, and unaunqi“

junmiors, and I am glad, very glad w-
deed, to see that you are unwilling to
administer corporal punishment when it
can be avoided. rtainly your sug-
gestion will be adopied, Loder

Prout turned te the Bounder

*"Veroon-Smith!  You will be con-
fined to the punishment-room for two
days! I trust that you will take advan-
tage of vour seclusion to meditate on
vour unruly and outragecus conduct.
and form better resolutions for the
future And sou may thank Loder that
you are not severely caned.”

Smithy did not feel like thanking
Lodar®

Prout sorted &8 long i1rom key out of
his desk.

" Here is the key of the punishment-
room, Loder 1" he said. “Take the boy
awa% at once and lock him in["

“Yery good, sir "

i1

Loder slipped tne ker into his pocket,
and marched the Bounder out of the
Hoad’s study. The door had hardl
closed when Prout’s boom recommencad,

aor Woose wondering dismally whether
it would ever cease.

In the passage Loder tightencd his
grip on tha Bounder's collar. 1ls was
preparcd for some desperato attompt
on Smithy's part to geb away.

“You rotter I breathed Smithy.

Loder grinned.

“Come on 1" he gaid.

At the corner of the passage the
Bounder made a sudden wrencli. Baut
it was in vain. Laoder's grip was like
iron; and in that iron grip the Boonder
of Greyfrinrs was marched up a back
staircase, and along the passage leading
to the isolated punishment-room.

Loder unlocked the deor and threw it
open.
“*Now, you young rascal—" ho said,
between his tecth.

He swung the junior inte the door-
way, and delivered a powerful kick!
Herbert Vernon-3mith spun head]
into the punishiment-room, and crashe
on his hands and knees thero with &

yell.
Loder chuckled, slammed the door
and locked it. As the infuriated

Bounder scrambled to his feet, the bully
of the Sixth walked away down the
long passage, the key in hiz pocket and
a grin on his face. No warning was
likely to be conveyed to the Greyfriars
Seeret Bociety now |

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
What Happene¢ to ths Cakel

L SAY, vou fellows—"
E “Blow away, Bunter!”
“Had your tea "
_ “No; blow off I”
“Like a cake for tes!”
iE E-‘Cﬂt}t t.l‘l
“A ripmog cake!” said Bunter
temptingly “A lovely plum cake
Sugar on top! I say, I want to whack
it out, if you fellows like the idea—
what 7" i i
The Famous Five wera in BStud
No. L It was nearly tea-time. Bo
Cherry had just come up, with the
announcement that he had seen Loder
of the Sixth marshing the Dounder off
to the Head's study, and had received
two hundred lines for speaking & word
to him on the way ]
“Bmithy's the man to mak for it|™
runted Johony Bull, “Why couldn't
e come to the meeting, like the res
instead of earrving on E},}r hirmself ]
suppose Loder nabbed*him in his study.
Redwing said he was gnirLg thers.”

i | aa.ﬁ you fellowg——

“Honk itl™

“ About the cake—"

“ Bother the eakol”™ hooted Bob
Cherry “Go and bury yourszelf and

take the cake to the funeral 1¥

“0b, reaily, Cherry! I eay, it's not
every fellor who would offer to whack
out a ripping plum cake,” said Bunter.
“You'd like a cake for tea. I Buip:}m?
1 tell you I want to stand the cake !

o Euzr..: aiaém% ;nd ti'-'ib'.illa it, lhellil—if
any—" said Johnny Dull sceptically.

“It’s in the box-reom.” i

“Oh!1" ejsculated the Famous Five
together. .

I say. you follows, I shoved it in the
box-room. because—becauso—— 1 mean,
1 put it there for safety, you knaw,
bocange that brute Loder's always look-
ing for & chanee to confiscate a fellow’s

tuck ! That's what he calls it, con-
fiscating—1 eall it pinching "™ said
Bunter “Well, some beasts have

locked themselves up in the box-room
and won't let a follow inl*
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The chunis of the Remove grinned.

Bunter evidently had no idea that
ho was addressing some of the " beasts ™
in question, who had long since left the
box-room by the window. _

“I've been hammering snd banging
on tho deor,” continued Bunter. * But
they won't open it and wont even
answer. I'ancy that!”

“Only faney I mwurmured Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anvthing to cackle
gt! I sav, that beast Loder came up
and said I was kicking up a row, and

avo mo a lick with his eane I thought

& was going to make them open the

r; but the silly ass seemed to think
nobody was there, as they didn't answer
to hie knock ] That's the sort of silly
fool he is! I jolly well know they’re
there, becanse I heard them whispering,
though Loder didn't! I say, you
fnllﬂwB’, you go and make ‘em let me in,
nm.'lr Pll goet the cake snd whack it
out ™

“Bure the box-room iz locked 7" asked
Wharton gravely.

“Yes, you ass | It was when I left it,
anyhow, I've ashed Toddy to go up
and make 'om let me in, and he only
laughed.”

“"Ha, ha, ha!®

“Oh, don't cackle!™ roared DBunter.
"Look here, I want that cake 1V

“But I fancy yow're mistaken about
fhe box-room door being locked,” said
Harry. "It was unlocked when I went
up o few nunuwtes ago”

"Was it? ejaculated Bunter.

“Certainly it was1”

Which statement was perfestly correct,
for Wharton had gone up specially, as
soon as tho coast was ¢lear, fo unlock
the door of the box-room, and replace
the key on the inside. There was no
doubt at all that the door was unlocked
How,

“0Oh, all right ! gasped Bunter. “1
sup the beasts must have cotna out
H"IHEE. I waz spesking to Toddy in
Study No. T, if it's unlocked! ['[1 cut

off and get the cako I
Billy Bunter rolled away in a great
hurry.

He found the box-room door unlocked,
a3 Wharten has told him. Ha rolled
into the room, in which the secret
society of Greyfriars had so lately met,
and retrieved Smithy's eake from the
box in which it was concealed.

His little round eyes gleamed through
bis big round spectacles as he ploated
over that luscious cake.

He made a step towards the door.

Then he stopped.

Instead of leaving the box-room ho
gat on box from which he had dis-
interred the cake, and proceeded to dis-
pose of it with huge bites.

Pogsibly the chums of the Remove
were expecting him to return to Study
No. 1 with_that cake, to whack it out
as promised. Aore probably, knowing
their Bunter, they were notl

If they expected it, at all avents, thoy
wero deomed to disappointment. It was
a large cake; but only enough for three
or four. It was, therefore, just sbout
encugh for Buntor.

And the fat Owl of the Remove pro-
ceaded to disposc of it to the last pﬁ}um
and the last crumb.

Meanwhile, the Famous Five sat
down to tea in Study No. 1. Tea was
gamg on when there was a tap at the

oor, and Tom Redwing came in. Red-
wing glanced round the study.

“deen Bmithy 1 he asked.

“Bob saw him about half an hour
ago,” amswered Wharton * Loder
seems to have bagged him in his study;
anyvhow, he’s teken him to Proot.”

“But he can't be with Prout all this
timo,” said Tom. “He hasn't come up
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to tes. I've been waiting for him, but
he hasn't turned up. I thought he might
be tesing with you fellows, as he seems
to have shifted the eake.”

“The e¢ake ! repeated Wharton,

“There was a cake in our study cup-
board; Smithy got it in for tea, but it's
not thers now——-="
~“I don’t fancy it was Smithy shifted
it, though I” chuckled Bob Cherry, *1
fancy I've heard of that cake?

SR s

» my hat! exclaime wing.
“That fat villain Bunter was burinﬂgE
tomething about a cake et the door o
the box-room, when we were therge—"

“Hush !” breathed Bob Cherry, as
footsteps  ecamo  down the Remove
passage from the direction of the box-
room stair.

A fat face snd a large pair of
spectacles glimmered in at the door.

illy Bunter blinked at the Famous
Five. He did not observe Tom Redwing
standing in the stody.

Bunter's fat faco was shiny and
adorned with sticky crumbs. He was
hreat}'umgi rather hard, sz if he had been
exerting himself. No doubt he had for
he had travelled through the big cake
in record time.

1 say, you fellows———>

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Whacking out
that cake 7 §r1nne-r] Bob Cherry.

" The—the fact is, there—thoro wasn't
a caoke!” said Bunter. “I was only—
only joking, you know. Just one of
my little jokes! He, he, he! But I—

say, you needn’t mention it to
Em:thﬁ'.”
“Why not?” asked Bob. “&mith
might like to hear the joke." .

“Well, he might fancy it was his
cake,” said Bunter. ™ You know what 2
susploious beast Smithy 8.7

“0Oh, my hat 1"

" Not that thero was a cake at all,
vou know,” added Bunter cautiously.
“1 was only pulling your leg about a
cake! Ono of my jokes—he, he, hel
Still, if Smithy missed a cake from his
study, he might fancy a fellow had had
it! I'd rather you said nothing about
the matter to Smithy! The actual fact
is that 1 beliove Redwing had the
vake,*’

" Redwing I” gasped Wharton.

‘Yes—he's in the study now, and I
believe he's scoffing Smithy's cake at
this very meoment!” said Bunter. “He
might make out it wasn't there when he

came up, i Smithy asked lhim! I'm
afraid he's untruthful.”

* You—you—you'ro afraid he's un-
truthful !¥ stuttered Wharton, while

the rest of the Co. stared blankly at
William George Bunter. Redwing was
standing back out of hiz line of vision,
and the short-sighted Owl of the Remove
had not spotted him vet,

" Well, lots of fellows ain’t so partien-
lar about the truth as I am, you know,”
said DBunter, shaking his head. “If
Smithy had a cake, I'm pretty certain
that Redwing scoffed it. That would
account for its being gone, wouldn™ it?
Not that T know anything about it
personally, of course. I wasn't in the
tuckshop when Smithy bought that cake
before class, and I didn’t follow him
oult—[ stayed there till class,”

“0Oh erumbs ¥ gurgled Bob. “You
woren't there—and you stayed thers till
class 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“0Oh! I—1-—1 mean—"

“You fat brigand ! roared Tom Red-
wing coming forward into DBuonter’s
view., “So I scoffed the eake, did 7%

Billy Bunter jumped.

“Oh, lor'! I—I didn't see you, Red-
wing, old chap! I—I never meant that
you had scoffcd the cake, old fellowl

Neothing of the kind! The—the zctual
fact is, that Loder had it!™

“Loder |” shrieked the Jjuniors,

“Yes, Loder of the Bixth, you know!
He made out that he camoe up here
because I was kicking up s row in tho
box-room, but the actusl fact is, that
he was after Smithy's cake! He snooped
it! I—I saw him.”

Hearry Wharton & Co. gazed at
Bunter! They were prepared to be-
lieve almost anything of Gerald Loder
of the Sixth Form! But they were not
quite prepared to believe that statement
espeeially as many crumbs of the cake
wore  gtill adhering to Bunter's fat
countenanca,

o That's how it was,” said Bunier.

Youn—you might mention that t{o
Smithy, Redwing, if—if he asks about
the eake! Tell him I actually saw
Walker of the Bixth spaffe it—7"

“Walker 7 gasped Tom.
*1 mean Loder! Loder, of course
I—I  wonder what made mo say

Walkor—"

“Perhaps it was becauze you never
remember your last whopper, before
you roll out the next!” suggested Bab.

‘Oh, really, Cherry—>"

8o Loder had the cake?” said Red-
wing. ““And did Loder plaster thoso
crumbs over your slicky chivvy @™

“Eh?” Bunter passed s fat hand
E:rurrlveu:!}lir1 over a fat face, *Oh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I say, you fellows, don't cackle!™
said Bunter anxiously. *“'That bLeast,
Smithy, will ba frightfully ratty abont
tha cake—you know what an ill-
tempered beast he is! Look here, I'll
tell you cxactly what happencd to that
cake! Knowing that L::éjar was after
it, I—I hid it n the box-room, {o—to
save it for Smithy ! And a lot of fellows
locked themselves up in the box-room
and—and scoffed it!”

“Wha-a-t. 7"

“It was those fellows locked in the
Lox-room whe had it!” said Dunter.
& TEat’s why they kopt the door locked,
sea??”

The fellows who had been locked in
the box.room blinked at Bunter,

“1 don't know wheo they were,” went
on the fat Owl. “ But I actually heard
them eating the cake—heard their jaws
golng at it, you now. I heard them
tellim}- one another how jolly good it
was !

“Well v hat 1* gasped Bob Cherry.
“Ain't he the jnlly old limit? ‘Iurn
round, Bunter.’

“¥h* What for?”

“I'm going to kick youl”

Billy DBunter did not turn round. e
made a backward jump into the Re-
move passige and vanished.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Communications Cut !

rHERE'S SBmithy

That gquestion was heing
asked by & good many
follows after tea.

The Bounder scemed to have vanished.

At ealling-over in Hall he did not turn
wp with the Remove. Mr. Prout took
the roll, and the Hemovo fellows ex-
pected him to miss the Bounder at
ontee.  DBut he did not call the namo of
Vernon-Smith.

Evidently Prout did not expect Smithy
at roll-eall. Which added to the sur-

rize and mystification of the Remove
ellows.

When the school was dismissed after
roll, Redwing stopped to speak to Mr.
Woose as he was going out. From tho
“Saqueaker ¥ ho received news of his
missing chum,
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4 I'ye got it pratty clear I’ sald Loder, i0 Walker and Carne,
They don’t know 1've spoited them, of course,
box-room they're going to be nailed—the whole gang of them ! **

Flis face was dark as he went to the
Rag to pass that news on to the other
follows. .

“8mithy's in punny I” he said. “He's
gob two days 1n Ifunn:,r for chalking
up some rot in Loder’s study.””

“Poor old Smithy!2

“"I'he silly ass should have come fo the
meeting instoad of going off on  his
own and playing the goat!?® gronted
Johnny Bull. ) )

“ Loder must have caught him !* said
Boh Cherry. I saw him marching old
Smithy off to Preut] So they've landed
hima in the clink 1™

“Rotten I'? said Frank Nugent.

“The rottenfulness iz termfic.”

“Thiz is a new dodge of Loder's,
landing & man in punny instead of
whopping him 1* paid Peter Todd.
“Smithy will feel it a goed bit more
than a whopping.”

Harry Wharton knitted his brows,

“Smithy’'s one of wus!”™ he said
*“We've got to give Loder as good as he
gives us’”

“ Ilear, hear [* g
“I'm going_to gct & word to him, if
I can " said Hedwing.
“Ware prefeets|” said Bob. "You
can bet that Loder will be locking for
fcllows getting & word with Smithy.”
Redwing nodded and left the Rag. It
was lock-up now, and the Ilouse was
closed. Hedwing made his way gquiatly
to the passage that led to the punish-

ment-room, high up in the back of the

building.
Half-way down thet passage was a
door that closed the corridor when

locked. It generally stood open, back
against the wall, But it was shut and
locked pow.
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We're on the frack now, you memn.

That was the role when 2 fellow was
locked in “punny,” to keep other fellows
from communicating with him by
tappmﬁ at the door and whispering
through the kevhole. It was not & rule
that Loder was likely to forget. .

The corridor door stopped Redwing
and he had to turn back. But his mind
was made up to speak a word to his
imprisoned chum.  As it was lock-up,
he could net leave the House in the
usual way, bot he went downstairs and
da:t};;;p-ed quietly from a secluded passage
window.

Outside the House, he ecut round the
building to the spot overlocked by the
high, barred window of the punishment-
room.

A light glimmered fram that high
windgow, showing that the solifary room
was oocuplad.

Redwing wondered whether the
Bounder would be looking out. It was
fairly certain that ho would expect to
sea or hear something of his friends.

The bars in the deep window
provented & fellow from leaning out, but
the window inside could be opened amd
a hand stretched forth to wave a signal.
And though it wos & risky busipness to
call, for it was necessary to shout fo bo
heard the distance, it was easy enough
for a note to be dropped out if the
prisoner go desired.  Prisoners in
“*punny ¥ were pencrally ;mt. on short
commons, but & string could be let down
to draw up supplies—if there wers no
wabching eyes about.

But it was only too likely that thoere
wonld be watching eyves!

As Redwing stopped beneath the high
window, hesitating whether to call or
to toss up & stone to call the prisoner’s

** The Secret Seven hold their meeifings in the hox-roone.

Next time they hold & meeting in the

Hidden under the {able, the Bounder lstened to every word.

attention, a shadow emerged from the
shadows of the ivied wall., A hand
dropped on Tom Redwing's shoulder,
and as ho started and stared round,
Loder of the Sixth grinncd at him,
“Caught 1" said Loder genially.
Tom’s lip eurled. )
“Hpying, as wusual!™ he gaid cons
temptuously. .
“Come with me!" said Loder grimly.
He marched Redwing with s grip on
his collar, round to the door of the

House. A crowd of fellows saw him
brought in. ; 3
With a quiet, sct face, Redwing

walked to the Head's study with Loder's
heavy hand on his shonlder.

He was marched into Prout's portly
presence.

“I have to report this junior, sir, for
breaking House boundzs and commmni-
eating with a boy lecked 1n the punish-
ment-room I said Loder.

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr,
Prout. “There seems to be no end
ta the unruly rebelliousness of the
Remaove. Redwing, how dare you do
anything of the kind?” .

Redwing did not answer, He had
broken e rule—a very strigt rule—and
there was nothing for him to say.

My, Proub selected a cane.

o Y?u will bend over that chair, Red-
wing I

“¥Yes. sir,” said Tom quietly.

He tock his “six " without a mur-
T,

Prout laid down the cane.

“1 have ganed ¥ou, Redwing!™ heo
said. Ar? boy whe sttempts, after
this, to_ hold communication with

{Continued on page 16.}
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Tricked !

1STICE ! é ERBERT VERNON-8MITH
oy ATk H stared from the window of the

{Continued
Cfrom
puge 13.)

Vernon-Smith in the punishment-room
will be flogged. VYou will tell the
Remove so. ioder. I shall rely on vou
to keep these unruly boyas under neces-
sary observation.”

“Certainly, sir 1” said Loder.

There was no doubt that Loder, not
generally & very dutiful ﬁrafﬁ{:t_. would
obey that injunction, 8 Was going
to ba very careful indeed that there
waE no communication between the
prisoner of the punishment-room and

the rest of the Remove. Loder had
very good reasans for that.

Eedwing left the study.

It was wuseless to make ancther

attempt to speak fo the Bounder—ior
the present, at least, and he went to hus
own study in the Remove for prep.
Other  fellows, who might have
thought of getting & word to the
Bounder pave up the ides after what
had heppened to Redwing. They
would have liked te eall up a ocheery
word of encouragement to the prisoner,

but it was not worth a Emf ing. And
it wat clear that the bu 5 of Cirey-
{riars wos on the watch for delinguents,

During prep Loder of the Sixth
walked up and down the Remove pas-
sage several times and looked into somne
of the studies. juniors were well
aware that he was on the leokout for
any fellow who mmght have got out of
House bounds to go round fo the
punishment-room window. After prep,
when the Removites went down to the
Rag, Loder was still watchful. Beveral
times Loder or Walker or Carne looked
into the Rag.

“Keeping, & jolly old eye on us!” re-
marked Bob Cherry, with a grin, “No
catch, so far [

“The catechfulness will not be
terrific ¥ ssid Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, *“The esteerned and ludiorous
Laoder will have his ridioulous trouble
for his absurd pains™

"We'll find a chance to
% word fo-morcow,” said
ton.
mecting of the whole society to see
what's to be done. We're not going
to let Loder get away with this without
hitting back.”

I;;Hn fear 1" agreed the Co. emphatic-
ally.

Loder of the Sixth saw lights out for
the Hemove that night. Bome of the
fellows, who had not gone to sleep,
heard a sound of stealthy footstepa out-
gide the dormitory door later. Evidently
the bully of Greyfriara had a sus-
picion that some fellow might think

of breaking dm‘mitu::r¥ bounds. Keen as
Loder was to catch fellows for punigh-
ment, the Removites were rather pur-

ispd At his taking all this trouble.
Chey wera not aware—vet—of the very
powerful reasons Loder had for cutting
off communication between the
Founder and his friends.
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ive Smithy
arry Whar-

“And to-morrow we'll hold a

unishment-room io the morn-
ing sunlight with a scowling
face.

He had the window open, but the
bars outside, across the deep em-
brasure, prevented him from pubting
lits head out.

He could not see the ground below the
window, snd a dozen fellows wmight
have been standing there without
Smithy being aware of it, unless they
called up to him.

At & Ettle distance there was a wall,
overhung by trees, leafless now, and
that was the nearest spot of which tho
Bounder had a view from the high
window.

“The fools!” muttered the Bounder.
“The idiots ! The silly asses!”

He knew that the corridoer door was
kept shut and locked, so that there could
be no communication that way. And
he had walted and watched in vain for
any sign from outside the House.

Knowing what he did, and fervently
anxious to convey a warning to the
Seeret  Seven, tha Bounder was
sngry and irritated. It seemed to him
that the other fellows ought to have
pueszed that Loder had some secret and

werful reason for segregating him.

hey ought to have got in touch with
him somehow.

As a matter of faet, of courze, tha
Remove fellows guessed nothing of the
sork. It did not eceur te anvong that
the Bounder was shut up in “prony ™
to keep his tongue quiet.

The punizhment-room was  seldom
used. Still, it was there to be used
when oceasion demanded, and thers was
nothing eurprizing in the Bounder
getting a sentence of “clink ” for a
couple of days. In fact, it was & thing
that might have been expected to
happen to the most unruly and rebel-
lious member of the Lower School.

That Smithy had made a discovery
in Loder's study, and that Loder had
taken mensures fto keep him from
passing it on, was not likely to occur
te any fellow. The Bounder, in his
angry irritation aund impatience, did
not realise that.

“The foclz!1” he repeated savagely.
“This means the sack for some of them !
Thot cad will cateh them fairly on the
hop I*™

e gritted his tecth at the thought.

The secret society, so far, had
beaten Loder of the Hixth! Whatever
guspicions he might have as to thes
identity of some of the members, ha had
never had a chance of getting any
proof.

He could guess, of course, that they
held meetings to discuss their plan of
campaign against the bully of the
school. But he had never had a chance
of spotting one of those secret meet-

II'.EE'-E-.

Now all was changed | Loder knew!
At their very next mm:i.-inf the secret
gociety of Greyfriars would be nailed |

And the worst of it was that that
meeting was likely to ba held very
EOGN. Likely enough, a maot-
ing would .ba ecalled to discuss the
vory state of affairs that had now arisen
—8mithy’s imprisonment in the punish-
ment-room |

Anyhow, & meeting would be held
beforse Bmithy was let out! Leder
would take care of that, for if it did
not take place during the two ddys for
which his senteoce ramn, his imprison-
ment would be prolonged. Loder could

eontrive that easily enough. He had
Prout in his pocket !

The Boun knew that he was not
going to be allowed a chance to get a
word of warning to his friemds till a
meeting had been held again—after
which 1t would be uscless,

“The dummies|”  he
savagely.

He bad hoped to get & messape, or
a note, away by means of Trotter, the
page. Trotter had had to come there
to prepare the reoom for his occupa-
tion; he had had to come to make the
bed in the morning and to bring break-
fast. But T.oder put “paid ® to that
hope!  Trotter did not come alenc!
Every time the Eggﬁ came, Loder came.
l‘Thﬂm was nothing deing in thet direc-
100

Now the fellows wers in class!
omithy's school books were on the table
in the room, and he had been set a
task—te which he gave no attention
whatever. .

He was thioking of one thing, and
one thing only—how to get a warning
to h:iis comrades before disaster lLap-
pened.

And he could think of no way !

If a fellow had signalled from below
ha could have dropped down a note,

encilled on & flyleaf of one of the
ooks. Certainly, he could mnot have
ventured to write a message in plain
Englizh, warning the Secrct Seven, lest
it should fall into the wrong hands.
Such & message would have amountcd
to & confession that he was a member
of the sccret society; and that, if it
fell into the hands of authority, meant
tho “sack,” shert and sharpl FProut
alregéldv ﬁuslfneeted him, and he only
warn roof | )

But the Secret Seven of Greyfriars
wera equal to that emergency. They
had been well aware, when the secret
society was formed, that necessity might
arise for secret communications. Ior
that very purpose they had adopted the
“Bheriff's Becret Code,” of which Loder
of tha Sixth had never heard.

By means of that code it was easy
enough to write & message which would
tell & plain tale to the initiated, and
utterly puzzle anyone unacqueinted with
e e Bsanun: A ths ops. of

ndeed, the Bounder, in the hopo o
hearing & signal from below, had
already written oot & code message, and
it was ready to be dropped from the
window, .

“Fools " he imwlu& again.

muttered

If they had guessed |
HGUSHII]!J T hu]lg of Greyfriars was
carefully on the watch. ut if the

fellows had essed how important it
was they would have contrive gsomehow
to get in touch with the prisoner. But,
apparently, they did not guess. : £

Tt ecemed an age fo the imprisone
Bounder befare hig watch told him that
it was time for morning bresk.

But bresk came at last, and ho knew
that the juniors were out of the Form:
roams.

Ta pressed his face against the wind.
dow-bars, trying to get & peep &t the
ground below.

But it wes in vain. He could sce
nothing that was nearer than & score of
yvards from the building.

Loder would be watchful: ho waas
sure of that. A fallow could not wven-
ture to shout, if he crept round under
the high window. But some signal
could given. Burely some fcllow
would come.

The Bounder started suddenls.

_From below there foatod up to his
listerting ears the sound of & low
whistle,

It was & signall



“Oh, good egg!™ he breathed,

The whistle was repeated, low but
clear. Between the bars the Bounder
whistled back. Then the whistle came
again from below.

Vernon-Smith drew from his pocket
the message he had written, snd which
he had wrapped and tied round a pen-
knife to give it weight in falling. He
rtreteched his hand %mt-weg:n the bars,
and let it drop. If that signal whistle

ad eome from a friend waiting below,
his warning message was gone to the
right quarter. If not

He listened, exre&ting to hear o
whistle again, He did not hear =
whistle, The sound of a laugh Hoated

ugr.

The Bounder gritted his teeth. It
was not a friend who was below the
window of the punishment-room. It
was Loder of the Sixth. le had been
tricked,

?iﬂl!"

7 GEz0 Fooler:
N FEATURE &

EVERY SATURDAY

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Mysterious Message !

ERALD LODER laughed.
Leoder was amused.

He stood by the wall under
the high window, the little
packet in his gimd, a fiyleaf torn out
of & Latin grammar, wrapped round a

penknife, and tied with string.
1t had dropped at his feet from the
window of the punishment-room, and
he had only had to stoop and ‘;lzir.k it up,
His trick on the mmprisoncd Bounder
had becn an casy success. Ho had won-
dered whether so wary and sagacious a
young rascal as Herbert Vernon-Smith
would “fall” for so transparent =#
trick. But he had caleulated on the
imprisoned junior's desperate keenncss
to convey a mossage to his confederates,

And he had been right.

“The Bounder had dropped the moes-
sage, and now it was in Loder’s hand.

fans

If you'ra in doubht over any Saccer probiem, boys, write 1o ¥ Linésman,'” ¢fo Tha

MAGNET, The Fiectway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Ha'll ha only ton

pleased to glve you his expert opinion.

UPS AND DOWNS !

L HILE there's lile there's hope.”

All membera of a football

tenm shouid bonr this n

mind. No matter how badly
the side may he l!l)lu.ying : no matier how
long-continued the record ef failure, the
turning in the lane is sure to come if the
players just * stick it "and zeep on doing
their best.

In this connection I wag interested to
fearn, not long ago, that Barholm United
bhod won a football match. The only
thing this team had won for a lopg time
previovely waz fame for keeplng on
trying. For more than two seasons they
had played in the Stamford and Distriet
League without winning a match; and
180 goals had been pcoved against them.
But ot long lase they found the turning
in the lane, and won n League mateh by
tive gonls to one |

The sarne sort of thing happens
i the kigher circles of football;
the game is just a thing of ups and
downs for the clubs.

Most of us remember the time when
Cardiff City were & power in the land.
They carms v near to winning the
championship of the First Division one
senson, and they did actually win what is
colled the English Cup, But Cardiff City
started d ing, end actually finished
laat season n the bottormn place of the
Nouthern Third Division. But brighter
timea will come back to Cardiff—ifl they
“atiek it.”

If you doubt the truth of this, think of
Stoke City. They have been one of the
big surprisca of the First Division this
seRaon, and the other week, when the came
of the club appeared second in the League
tablo, T happened to meet one of their
directors

" Years ago,” he said, "* i any-
body had told me that Stoke would
ever ogain be a big power in football

I would have fthought him wmore

$han a bit mad.’”

A TEAM TO BE FEARED !

ERTAINLY this Potteriea side
@ has experienced the upa and
downe of foothell, and felt, to
o greater cxtent than most clubs,
the " slings and arrows of outragoeons
{fortune.” There was a time, twenty.odd
yearse ago, when the officials felt they
could no longer continue the struggle,
and they voluntarily vacated their
agd in the Second Divigion. Tncidentally,
ottenham Hotapur were eloeted to till
that place,
But Stoke came hack to life. Ewen
B0, they met with a lot of trouble, and
ppent one acagon in the Northern Third

iviBion.

Now ihey ure a tcam fo be fea
st focal enthusiosm for the doings
ef the ciub runs high.

I should like to think that Stoke may
seagon win the championshib of the
First Division, Porhaps they won't do
that, but they am a gﬂud teamn, and this
senson  their  outmde-right, Stanle
Matthews, has been eap for England.
It is thirty years since a Stoke player was
thua honoured.

1 em glad to be able to put in this bit
about Stoke, Because I have at Toast
two readers who are very much intereated
i the club, and thoy have each written to
me to say that 1 haven't said much about
Stoke previously. Well, 1 can’t be
accused any longer of ignoring them, and
it has certainly never beon my intention

to do so. I have a great admiration for
their full-back, Bob WMeQGrory, Twe
seagons ago he himself thought he hed
finishead Bﬁia layi carcer, He was
pppointed coach to ciub, but just as
a peasing thought the officiala ineluded
him on ir list of players.

Circumstonrces compelled him to
go baeck to the first eleven, ond
to-day MeGrory i playging as welk
as ever with the first team.
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And, unless Loder was very moch mis-
taken, what was written in that mes-
sege was enough, more than cnough,
to get the voung rascal sacked from
the school.

Prout, though from different motives,
was as keen as Loder to get on the
track of the scerct society, Onco he
hod a member of that society in his
hands, with ?rﬂﬂf, there was no doubt
about what Prout would do. }Me wonld
cxpel that member on the spot os 4
warning to the rest.

And if that did net scare the young
rascals from combining against Loder’s
iyranny, Lodor was muach mistaken,
and he did not think that he was.

He laughed aloud.

Then he locked up at the barred
window.

“Thanks!" ho called ont.

(Continucd on next papt.)

I T T L —

Yea, thie foothall is a funny game.

Flenty of queationa reach me shont tha
offeide rule, and T would like to answer ot
leant one of them by atressing the point
that a footballer 18 not breaking any rule
merely hecauso he is in an ofiside position,
The referve should not atop the play and
award & ‘ree-kiek unlees the * offside ™
plaver ia interfering with the play.

It is rother difficult to explain, really,
just when a player ia interfering with the
play The referew may deeide that the
position of a player is sueh that, even when
the ball ja gome distance away from him,
his position is nffecting the play of the other
fellows, The wise coursa, for a_player
who knows ho iz in an offside position, is
to stand perfuetly still.

e

THE IDEAL SHORT PASS!

YOUNG player writes and naks
if T ean give him & hint o, trap.
ping the ball: or, to uss tha
export player's deagription * Lill

it." There ure scveral waya of bringing

a& ball under control. Ome ia to pot the

sale of the boot on it just as it falla, In

that way the bounee can be Erawnlm!,
and the ball kept down * dend,

Another way i8 to " stroka ' the hall,
with the mide of the hoot, just az it is about
to bounea

tig oppiying the side of the boot
in this way, the ball is not hrought
down ~ dead,” but is pushed just o
tittle way ohead. The use of the
sfile of the bool, however, inparis
boack spin to the ball, and it is thereby
prevented from going a long iway
ahead of the plager

The moge | su of football of all kinds—
big Leagur carmpeos: and huga' matches os
woll—the more | um eonvinced that too
much use + made of the toe of the football
boot and not encugh us made of the side
of the hoot. When Peter MaWillism wna
playing for Newcastle United—and was
one of the greatest hall-backa in the gome
~—it used to be Lold of him that the toes
of his foothall boots never even required
brughing, but that the sides were in
constant eeed of repair.

That. of course, ag an exapperation,
The idea which the story was meant to
convey was that MeWilliam did all tha
feeding of hs {orwards—passing the ball
to them-—with the side of his boot, and
not with tho toa. It is rhuch sasier fo
muke an acourste pasa with the side of
the boot, and what is very importent—
the hall i8 kept on the ground. In short,
the ideal short paes is pushed, rather than

kioloed
“ LINESMAN."
Tae Masgxer Lisrary.~—No. 1,397,
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“You rotterd” came a furious shout
from abova,

Loder lasughed again, and walked
away. H¢ cdme back into the guad,
where he stoppid Walker of the Sixth.

“Cut round, and keep an ¢¥e on

punny, Jimmy,” he said. “I've got to
- go in and see Proat.”

“(Oh, bother " grunted Walker.

“The bother won't last long, old
bean,” pgrinned Loder. “I fancy that
young seoundrel will be outside ‘Grey-
friars in a foiy hours.”

“Eh—why 1 asked Walker. .

Loder held up the little paclket.
James Walker stared at it.

he

“What the dickens is that?”
asked. ;

“Message  from Vernon-Smith,*”
grinned Lodes. “Dropped from the
window, fairly inte my hands.”

“The young ass ! said Walker. “He
must have fancied there was some Re-
move kid undér the window."

“I faney he did, when he heard me

whistle,” gaid Loder coolly. " He fook
it for s signal.” )
Walker made a grimace. :
“That's rather thick,” ha said.

“Dash it all, Loder, you ought to draw
a line somewhere! That's s dirvty
grick ! 2 3 .

“Thanks for your opinion!” said
Loder cheerfully. *¥ou ean keep it to
vourscif, though., I'm not interested.”

“I suppose that's a tip to the other
voung rascals that their meeting-placo
haz been spotted,” said Walker.

“It can’t be anything clse,” grinned
Loder. “And that means that Vernon-
Smith is piving himself sway as a
member of the gang.”

“Have you read ?"

“T'ma taking it to Prout to read.
Prout’s poing to open it, and see for
Limself,” er chuckled. “This does
for Vernon-Smith-—the worst of the
whole crow. I've not much doubt that
he was one of the gong who tied me
up in the Head’s study. Anyhow, he's
onn of the precious secret society, and
this message, 1n his own fist, will prove
it. I've got him!”

*Looks like it. But—"

“And if there's nam>s mentioned in
tha message, we've got some of the
others, too,” said Loder venomously.
“Wao shall sea. Anyhow, we've got the
young rotter who wrote this, and he
won't be sble to squirm out of it. He
ecan got ready for the long ju-mg. I
fapey he will be packing his box before
dinner.”

And Loder laughed, evidently very
much bucked by that prospect.

“Y knew I'd get them, sooner or
later,” he said complacently. “They've
hod a bit of & run, but [ knew I'd put
paid to them, I fancy the other young
villaine will be scared stiff when
Vernon-Smith is bunked. I'm going to
Prout now—"

“Are you going to tell him how you
diddled the kid into drepping that maes-
sage into your hands?” asked Walker
sarcastically.

“0Oh, shut up !” snapped Loder. * Geot
round and keep an eye on the window
of the punishment-room. Some of the
fa:%s may be sneaking round to get word
with him, and that won't do.”

Walker nodded and walked away:
and Loder went info the House. Quite
a number of fellows noted the gloatin
look on his face as he went, and eye
hlﬂl curicusly,

der looks fearfully bucked,” Bob
Cherry remarked, staring after the
bully of the Sixth.

“Tho buckfulness seems terrific,” said
Tog Macwer Lispary.~No. 1,397T.
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Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh. ' Some-
thing has happened to please the

esteemed apnd disgusting Loder.™

T E-nmebod_z{ianded in trouble, I sup-
poze,” said Harry Wharton. “That's
the sort of thing to pleass Loder.™

But the chums of Remove did not
guess what 1t was., Loder went direct
to the Head’s study, the little packet
in_hiz hand.

The gloating grin disappeared from
his face ez he entered the presence of
the temporary headmaster of Grey-
frinrs.

“What is it, Loder?” asked Mr.
Prout genially.

Loder laid the packet on the table.

“This 15 some zort of a message, sir,
fropped by Vernon-Smith from the
window of the punishment-room,” he

seid.

“Bless my soul!” said Prout, blink-
ing at it. “How did it come into your
hands, Loder$”

“1 have been keeping an eye on the
spot, sir, during break,” explained
Loder. “I am afraid thet somg of the
Remove would have had no scruple
whatever, sir, in bresking the rule
against holding communication with a
boy in the pumishment-room.”

“An unruly Form!® c=aid Frout,
frowning. “A very unruly Forml BMr.
Quelch left his Form in & very in-
subordinate state.”

“YVarnon-Smith may have heard me
therer and fancicd that it was one of
hiz friends—] might sey confcderates,”
eaid Loder. “ Anyhow, he dropped the
message, whatever it is. I thought it
my duty to bring 1% {o you, sir, s0 that
vou might examine it.,"”

“Quite so!™ said Prout. *“I shall
certainly do so, Loder! I think it very
probable, Loder, that such a message
as this may confain =ome refercnce
which may furnish s ¢lue to the lawless
and disrespectful association mnnng]'- the
juniors, which they foclishly call a
secret society.”

“I suppose that is possible, sir,” said
Lodor gravely..

o did not mention that he was quite
certain of 1t, and that that was the
reasonn why he had brought the
Bounder’s message to Prout.

“It is quite possible, Loder—indeed,
I think very probable,” said Mr. Frout,
in his pompous way. "I am very glad
indeed, Loder, that you have inter-
cepted this message. I it should con-
tain proef that Vernon-Smith is a
member of the so-called seoret society,
I shall nmot hesitate fo act with the
necessary severity., 1 shall expel him
from the school at once”

Loder’s eyes glepmed.

Mr. Prout took up the little packet.
e cut the string that fastened the
paper round tho poenknife and unrolled
the pa.[]wr, Battening it cut on his writ-
ing-table. He gazed at it, then he
stared at ik, then ho blinked at it

Loder, watching his face, wondered at
tha cﬂangl cxpressions thereen. To
his surprise Mr. Prout gave an angry
snort.

“Yhat nonsense is this®" he ex-
claimed.

“What—"

“ Absolute nonscnse ! enapped Mr
Prout.

“ But, sir—"

“Look at it]"™ boomed Prout. * Look

at it!1 A m-aaninfﬂm farrago, sir—
utter nonsense! If Vernon-8mith wrote
this, and allowed it to fall into your
hands, he must have been making & fool

of you, Loder "

“But—* gosped Loder, in asion-
ishment and dismay.

“Look!” boomed Prout imn great
ARNOYALCe,

He pushed the paper across the table
to Loder of the Bixth, And Loder’s
ia}'erc.i almost bulged from his head as he
read :

:-::EIG' A

BYIUYYF,

NYQAU JIVBE FAAVWIG
WE VXA UAFYTA

il —_

THE- THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Quite a Puzzlal

B. PROUT enorted.
Loder atared, 3 ;
ving, by & cunning trick,
enafled the message Vernon-
Smith had tried to send to his comrades,
Loder had considered the rest plane
sailing.

All that he had to do was to &ilnm
that tell-tale paper in Prout’s hands. A
message of warning to the Scorct Society
was, In itseli, a condemnation of the
Bounder as a member of that society.
It was encugh to get him sacked—Loder
had had no doubt about that

Not for an instant bad it occurred to
him that the message might be in code.

He had, indeed, wondered a little that
50 wary a customer as Vernon-2mith
had takén the risk of dropping that
message ioto unseen bands on no betiex
guaranteo than a signal whistle.

. He realised now that the Bounder,
qktInkmg that chance, had taken mo
) of )

if the message fell inio Remove hands,
well and good ! If it did not, no harm
wad done,

Certainly no fellow could be found
gui&y of anything on & message that
read :

©J NYOAU JI¥YSE FAAVWIG
SNRQA WE VXA UAFY7A
BY1U YYF.

Te Prout’s eyes it was & meaningless
suceession of letfers and fgures—a
farrago, a3 he called it! Leder, whe
was rather brighter than Prout, guessed
that it was & messago in code,

But thot gucss Zot him no forrarder.
Hg did not know the code; and it looked
rather tough for guess work!

Loder it his Lip till it almost bled
in his rage &t this ubterly unlooked-for
check. :

He stared at the paper, as il by
staring he could make the mysterious
message give u}: its meaning—if anyl
But staring couldn’t!

The bully of Greyiriars was complotely
beaten.

“ Absurd'!” snorted Prout. “ Ridio-
wlous! Nonscnsical! I fear, Loder, that
that mischievous boy Vernon-Smith was
aware that you were on the watch and
made up this absurd and meaningless
message to delude you. He has caused
you to waste your time—and my time !

“ But, sir—" gasped Loder.
“Throw it into the wastepaper-
basket,” boomed Prout. *And on any

other occasion, Loder, please exercise a
littla more thought—a little more
discretion, Loder! You have wasted
Four l;qa.cimaater’a tirme by your absuzd
gullibility, Loder!”

Loder breathed bard. ,

It was dificult for him to swallow this
with patience. Mever had he come so
near to telling Prout what he really
thought of him |

But he restrained himself. Prout had
to bo treated with tact. He had to be,
in Shakespeare’s words, tenderly led by
tha nose as asses aral

“I think, sir, that it iz & message |
Loder cut in, as Pront paused o snort
with contempt.
_ A messagel Nonsensal What can
it mean I
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“ Now, you young rascal,’” said Loder, hﬁfwun his teeth, as he threw open the door of the [solated punishmeni-room,

** get in there 1"

“ A code, sir—"

A what?” boomed Prout.

“It looks to me, sir, like & mossage
written in a secret code!” said Loder.
Really, that onght to have ocourred to
Prout himself. But ideas did not evolve
quickly in Prout’s massive intellect.

“Oh ! said Mr. Prout, “Ah! I did
not think aof that, Loder! Certainly, 1
did not think of thatt” _

Lader refrained from telling him that
he lacked the neeessary apparatus for
thinking with ! )

Prout looked =&t the mysterious
message again, with 8 new interest.

“A code!” he said. " A oryptopram,
what, what? It is possible that thoso
Fﬂ““g. rascals have adopted a crypto-
graphic method of communicating with
one another! Bless my soul! Do you
think it possible, Loder®” )

“1 do, sir! In fact, I am sure of 1£!"
said Loder. “ Vernon-Smith hoped that
one of his confederates would get this
message—but he took care to make it
incomprehensible to anybody else.”

“I could send for the boy,” said Frout
l:hnu%htfull . “Y could command him to
translate thizs absurd message.”™

Loder barcly controlled his impatience.
He knew exactly how likely the Bounder
was to translate a code messag& that
would earn him the sack. If that
message ever was decoded, it certainly
would not be by Herbert Vernon-8mith !

*“1 am afraid, sir, that you would get
no truthful answer from him on this
snbject,” said Loder.

“Possibly, possibly! Indeed, doubt-
less he would be afraid to decode the
message if it contains proof of his
participation in the lawless activities of
the so-called egceret society 1¥? zaid Prout.
Prout's powerful brain moved veory
slowly, its wonders to perform!

He' blinked at the pRPCE, ]

¥ In my youth, Loder, I had some skill

i1

with ::r;,ripu:]grams!" he remarked.
have little doubt that I shall be able to
decipher this! Very little doubt.”

Loder had & very great doubt.

Prout’s youth was a long way behind
him; and if he had been at all sharp
at that distant date, he had mnot
preserved that gift later in life!

Lader doubted very much whether he
would be able to decode the mysterious
message himself! He was absolutely
certain that Prout wouldn’t be able to.

“The letter * G ' oceurs by itself first of
all in brackets,” remarked Prout. *MNo
doubt the name of the boy to whom the
message is addressed.™

Loder thought it more probable that
the brackoted letter was a code sign;
but he did not gainsay IProut.

“Is there a boy in the Remove, Loder,
whose initial is G7” asked Prout.

Loder ran over the names in his mind,

“*No, sirl” .

“0Oht* Prout was a little dashed. His
first shot had missed, “It might, how-
ever be the initial of a Christian name.
Can you recall any such?” ,

Luger made a8 mental cffort again,

“Mo, sir: I can't think of any.”

“0Oh1” said Prout agan. “Dut there
are other boys, as well as Remove boys,
in  this—this lawless organisation,
Loder! Some boy in another Form t*

But “G * seemed to be rather an un-
common initial at Greyfriars. Loder
could think of nobody, except his own
fag, Tubb of the Third, whose front
name was Ceorge. There was Greene
of tha Fifth; but it was fairly certain
that Fifth Form seniors were not
members of the secret soctety of the
Lower School. i

Prout frowned. He did not like being
checked like this! Ha would have been
glad to display his intellectual powers
ta Loder by reading off the cr;*ii?:-u?r&m
like & paragraph in the "Holiday

He swung the junior into the doorway and delivered a poweriul kick., Herberi Vernon-Smith spun
headlong Into the punishment-room, to crash on his hands and knees.

Annual!” But it was evident that thers
woro difficulties in the way. ;

Prout gove up “ G * as a bad job.

“Only ono word of Enghish occurs—
the short word ‘we.” That, at least, is
?mte clear, and ecidently not in code,
oder.”

To Loder's more sagacious mind that
word ' we ™ was as clearly in code as
the rest, and it was sheer chanco that
made the code lotters form a genuine
ward, even so short o one,

But it was not his cue to argue with
Prout.

“That, however, does not get us far,”
sajd Prout thoughtfully. **You will
observe, Loder—please ohserve—thet
numerals oceur among the letters,”

Loder-had already observed that.

“There 35 & *5 ' and a *7"," resumed
Prout. "These numerals may refer to
the numbera of studies in the Hemove,
Lader.” et

Loder thought it improbable.

“The last word should give us somo
lottera, which may coable us lo decipher
the whole,” went on Prout. * Doubtless
it i3 the signature.”

Loder did not think it likely that
VYernon-8mith would sign & letter in
coda, and thus give away a number of
the code letters. DProut, however, pro-
ceeded to examine “BYIUYYF " very
earcfully. ]

“Certainly that word cannot imply
Vernon-8mith,” he said musingly. “'The
number of letters is insulficient for the
purpose, Loder.”

Loder very nearly sard “Go hon ¥

*Is the boy known by any nickname in
his Form, Loder, to your knowledge?”

“J think he ts usually called Smithy,
E]:I"‘.H

“That word contains only six letters,
and this final word contains seven,” said
Prout. “It cannot bo ‘ Bmithy.! DBut

Tog Mierer Lisrary.—No. 1,397,
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I think I have heard that he has some
gort of a mickname—" .
“Hopo iz called the Bounder, sir.” ;
*“The Bounnder! SBeven lettors ¥ said

rout trivmphantly. * No doubt ho nas
¥ P i hantl *No doubt he h
signed thiz lotiter by his nicknamese,
Loder! Btay—what iz his Christian
nama "
“ Herbhert, sirl”

“Saven letters again. The last word

may therefora be Herbert!™ satd Mr.
Prout. “Either Herbert or Bounder,
Loder! What, what?” .
“But there's a double letter in the
last code word, sir,” said Loder, &3

pationtly as he could. “And there iz no
donble letter 1n either Herbert or
Bounder.” _

“DBh!” said Prout. He blinked st the
paper again, “Quite so! I had not for
the momoent cbserved it. A double letter
—undoubtedly ; represented here by two
et Lmiar. that laﬂt word cannot,
I think, be a signatura™

Lnder knew that glreadr.

“It 13 very pnazlmm—verj perplex-
ing indeed!” said Prout. He knitted
his plump brows over that puzzling and
perplexing message.

Loder waited He had po hope that
Prout would be able to decode that mys-
tericus message, though he was going
to try his owm luck later. For fully five
minutes there was silenes in the study,
while Prout’s rathér stolid brain
laboured—in vain ! ;

He made a gesiure of angry 1m-
patience at last.

He was beaten—beaten to the wide
by that code. DBut Prout did not like
to admit being beaten  He preferred
to diﬁt‘niﬂa the matter as trivial, and
unworthy of his attention.

“We are wasting time, Loder " said
Prout. “Time is foo valuable to waste
on what is, after all. only =& foolish
trick of a mizchievous schoolboy.
Probably the message. if deciphered,
would mean nni,hmﬂr-nﬂthlng at all!

y
o !M!T !ﬂ'*d I am afraid I can give the matter no
s g 1, m,,,; The Great 3 i Looiise

Prout mada a gesture of dismizsal.

You iopl? Wandtathent me i Tt
& BLuUaY. oL gave BRI ITrl

ttﬁ‘lﬂh ot wintet —it 18 P l 'G as ha went. He did not really like

W hiskers "“E::ﬂ et eveningd uzz e a e being besten. Neither did Loder—but

ideal game ) he had to admit that he was beaten,

pfter he had made his head ache over
that perplexing message in code.

That it was 3 message to the secret
society, that 1t con fye-tl a warning of
Loder's knowledge of their plans, that
it held evidence to convict Herbert
Vernon-Smith of being a member of
that secret society, Loder had not the
slightest doubt. He was certain of that.

ut that certainty was no present halp
to him! Concentrate as he might on
that mysterious deptﬁg‘r&.rn he could
muoke neither head nor tail of it, and
that was that!

=

THE FOURTEEKTH CHAPTER.
Tipped in Time!

i A1 gaid Coker of the Fifth.
M “Talking about yourself az
usual?*” vyawned Potier of
that Form.
“Tion't be & cheeky amss, Potter!™
“ Anybody else mad #* asked Greens.
“Don't be a cheeky fathead, Greens I

On

SEIE That afterncen was a half hnhday at
E‘my rl“mt.ch?hﬂtiﬁ?:m% h:i.q:iEJ plagug

orm ma wi e Fourth; a

E\'EI’FW}!EI'E good many fellows had net given their

attention to the football mateh, but to
sttempts to get a word with the prisoner

aer by in the punishment-room.
ﬁiﬁ«f“‘“’m Wnrﬁf' All sm:h attempts, however, had been
Finast f"lfnymg Carda un'a.?a 1

m{luw found at it was booked




for & Bogging, they had to be very
careful. Faollows would stzoll in an
accidental snd casusl sort of way round
the achool buildings, as if thinking of
aoything in the world but Smithy in
"punny.” And inrwaripm they had
to shesr off, finding that watch and
ward was kept.

_ Either Carne or Walker was always
in offing, strolling about, with his
ashplant under his arm.

Redwing was the most determined of
sll to get a werd to his chum, but he
had no luck.

Loder was taking great care of that.
He could not decipher the code messago
he had got hold of by a trick. But, at
all events, ha could keep the Bounder
from dropping a message to anyone who
would be able to read it. He could, at
least, gusrd sgamnst the Bounder put-
ting the secret society on their guard,
even if he could not convict Smithy
of being a member of the same.

The J*l.imur football matoh was over
now. More and more fellows took a
casual sort of stroll round the school
buildings, but they were rewarded only
by & distant view of a patrolling pre-
fect, and had to scuttle off sgain.

Bome of them were beginning to
wonder at the extraordinary care er
was taking to keep communications cut.

Even semiors who chanced to stroll in
the forbidden direction were turned
back. Coker of the Fifth, much to his
mdignation, had been told curtly to
“eut ™ by Walker of the Bixth when
he happened along., Loder was taking
no chances, t-hcru§h this excessive watch-
fulness had the etfect of drawing general
attention to the prisoner of the punish-
ment-room.

Coker at the Igresent moment was
standing by the House steps. His loud
voice reached many ears, as well as
those of his friends Potter and CGreene.
Coker, in stating that somebody waa
mad,” was pot, as usual, talking about
himself, as Potter had playfully sug-

o

Horace Coker was locking surprised,

plexed, and a little concerned.

averal fellows stopped to hear what
Coker had to say.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, who's gone off
s rocker in the Fifth?” Bob Cherry
inquired affablg

Coker gave him a glare.

“8Shut up, you cheeky fag ! he =aid.
Hea turned his back on Bob, and con-
tinued to address Potter and Greene.
“He's mad—mad as a hatter! What
do vou think of a fellow standing at a
window chucking bita of paper out—>"

“Wha-a-at?" ejaculated Potter.

“With a lot of silly rot seribbled on
them,” said Coker. “What do you
think of that?”

Potter and Greens stared. So did
other fellows, who gathered round to
hear about this: f any fellow was
acting in the manner described by
Coker, it certainly seemed to imply &
doubt of hiz sanity,

“But who's doing it 1" gasped Potter.

" That Remove kid in punny !

“ But what—why—" gaid Greens,

""Beats me hollow, unless he's mad!”
said Coker. “Must be absolutely barmy,
I think. I walked round, you know,
and that cheeky cad Walker had the
nerve to tell me to cut. He was picking
up bits of paper.”

“Picking up bits of paper?”® said
Potter almost dazedly.

“Just that!” said Coker. “And I
saw that kid's paw sticking out of the
bars of the window, jrou_ﬁnuw, drop-
ping some more. The wind’s blowing
them all aver the Elaﬁ&"

“Well, my hat!l

the
“QOne bit Aew past me, and T got it,"” sight

EVERY SATURDAY

said Coker. “I looked at it, and it had
some mad stuff scribbled on it—a lot of
mearvingless letters and figures—just
mad pithe] Looks to mre as if that
kid Vernon-Smith has gone right off s
rocker in punny. Something ocught to
be done gbhout it. Think o fellow ought
to speak to Woose 7V ]
“Liob the paper 7 asked the mystified
Potter. )
“No; I chucked it away after lookin
ak 1t. 1t was a leaf torn out of a echool-
k and written on. ad stuff—no
sense in it st all. It dida’t even make
worde—just a lot of letters and figures”
Bob Cherry listened—and drew a deep
breath. He was glad that he had
stopped to hear Coker's remarks.
Leaving Coker still discussing this ex-
traprdinary  phenomenon  with  has
friends, Beb ran into the House and up
to the Remove passage.

He found his comrades in Study No. L
After the football match, the meeting
was booked to take place in the box-
room before tea. It was not yet time
for the meeting, but the word had been
passed rbund to the numerous members
of the secret scoiety in the various
Forms. :

“What's up?” asked four voioes
together, as Bob burst breathlessly into

the study.

“ Bmithy—" gasped Bob.

“Wa can't get ut Bmithy,” said
Johnny Bull. “No good asking for a
Hogging., But—

“Hhut up, old chap, and listen 1" said
Dob, and he hurriedly related what he
had heard from Coker of the Fifih.

Harry Wharton gave a whistle,

“It's the Sherifi's Codel” hs raid.
The members of the Secret Beven all
knew that at once. ) ]

What seemed to Coker startling evi:
dence that the imprisoned junior had
gona * off his rocker ¥ was clear enough
to Smithy's associates, If he was throw-
ing papers out of the windows, scribbled
on with seemingly meaningless letters
and figures, it meant one thing—and ono
thing only—that he had asomething
urgent to tell his fellow-members, and
was adopting that desperate expedient
to gat in touch with them.

“Let’s go and see!” said Nugent.

And the Famous Five hurried out of
the House at once. )

From a distance they had a glimpse
of Walker of the Sixth under the high
window of the punishment-room. [
was still thera on the watch, and it
was umpossible to approach the spot.

Communication with Smithy was as
impossible as ever. But it was possible
to see the high, barred window from a
safe distance, and that was all they
wanted now.

Keeping in cover of a gardener’s shed,
well out of Walker’s view, the chums of
the Remove fized their eyes on that
distant high window.

They waited. i

But they had not lang to wat,

Betwern tho bars of the window a
hand wes stretched from within. Far
off a5 it was. they could see that the
hand held a number of small sheets of
paper,

t opened, and the papers—six or
seven of them—foated away on the
wind.

The November wind was rather gusty,
and the papers fluttered away In JI
directions.

Maost of them fell near the wall, and
they had a glimpse of James Walker
scuttling after them and picking them
up.

But one or two sailed away on the
strong wind and landed on roofs, or in
branches of trees, out of Walker’s

a

“Well, my hatI” said Bob Cherry.

“We've got to get hold of one of thoso
papers|” said Harry. “ 3mithy's trying
to get word vo us about something. 1%
must bo something urgent, or he
wouldn’s be using the code.”

“But what1'*

Y Goodnees knowa [

None of the ra had fallen any-
whera near the Yamous I*‘w&r, and they
could not venture to let Walker spot
them. They waited

O o few minutes later the
Boun Er’a.dhuld ;mar d?cim Ithe bars
again, and a w andiul of pepors
dropped and acat-mdr*;erd on the wini b

@ juniors watched keenly. Four or
five of the papers—pages torn from o
schoolboo ated far oo the gusty
wind. One of them dmﬁ:pﬂd only a few
yards from the shed where the juniors
" Pab Cherey Whipyed al bbed
5 orry whip after it, grabbe
it, and ecudded back to his comrades,

“Got it 1" he gasped

“Cut 1 amid ??hartﬂn briefly.

Without waiting to loak at the mes-
sage, the Famous Fivo retreated from
tha spol. As they went, another handful
of peapers came futtering down from
the barred window, Evidently the

nder was making innumerable copics
of his message and scattering them on
the wind in the hope that one of them
would fall into friendly hands.

The Famous Five hurried back into
the :_Hﬂusu, the captured paper safe in
Bob's pocket. Not till they were back
in Study No. 1, withh the door closed, did
they look at the paper. Then it was
spread on the study table, and all the

. read it togethos,

NYOAU JIYS5E FAAVWIG
WE VXA UAFYTA

G
EPEJR A
BYIU 3

It was strange enough to look at, No
wonder Coker of t.hagFifth had fancied
that Bmithy must be poity to have
written such meaningless stuff and scat-
de it étrﬂm the b?rmd wiﬂduw! But
1t was not meaningless to the memboers
of the Greyfriars Eﬁiﬂet Society.

Harry Wharton took his copy of the
code and cipher key from his pocket.
It consisted of two cardboard dises, a
smaller one revolving on a larger.

On the outer rim were the alphabet
and numerals; on the inner rim wers
the code letters.

“i," the letter in brackets, was tha
“code letter.” By turning the inner
dise till the “G "™ on it came opposite
the "G’ on the outer disg the “code ™
was revealed,

Thus, “R*™ came o ite to “A M
and g0 "R " stood for " in the code.
“J " came opposite to “K." and so
“J*" stood for “K.” Amd =0 on
through the whole alphabet,

It waz easy enongh to decode onco the
code letter was placed in position.

(G]. NYQAU JIVSE FAAVWIG
SNR WE VXA ~ UAFYIA
BYIUYYF.

LODER ENOWa& MEETING PLACE
I8 THE REMOVE BOX-ROOM.,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Loder !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H stared at that decoded message.

They stared blankly,

That the Bounder had some-
thing urgent to convey to his comrades
was cvident from the extraordinary ex-
pedient he had edopted, but they had
not had the faintest idea what it was.

TEe Maigxer Limzapy—No, 1,397,
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Now they knew | ; .

** Loder koows meeting-place is tho
Remove box-room,” ™ repeated Harry
Wharton blankly. “How the thump can
Loder know "

“And how the thump can Smithy
know that he knows!"” said Bob Cherry
in wonder.

“The howlulness is tecrifio,” romarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Hmgh, * Byt the
esteemed Smithy musy know what be 13
talking about, my absura chwms, and he
haa given us the tp. And as tho Englizh
proverh rewnsrkatiy observes, o Wp o
vitne saves tne crafked pucher from
going longest to tho well"

*bBut how—-" sa1d Nugent blankly.

“an’t make that out,” said Harry.
“Looder must have spied it out, and
Smithy gol on to it That’s pretty
clear.”

“My hat! And that's why they've
Lbeen taking such jolly good care thaw
Smithy never got a word with any ol
us!” oxelaimed Uob Cherry. * Loder
geve mo hines for trying to speak to him
when he wasz taking him  to Lrout
yoesterday. And they've been watching
like cats ever smoee.”

Harry Whurton nedded.

All was ¢lear now,

If Loder had spotied the sccret
meeting-place of the sceret society and
kmew that the Bounder was aware of if,
it was evident thmt ho would tuke the
greatest care to keep Vernon-Smith
irom gotting & word to his comrades.
" Ti]m captaia of the Remove breathed

A,

“By Jovel" he said. “That bully
knows—and, of course, he's on the watch
fﬂrl*;:ur next meating—to bag the lot of
ug

“Phew 1"

# And Smithy knew that, and couldn’t
give us the tip!"” gaid Frank Nuogent
*1 dare say that was why Loder got him
into punny, instead of whopping him."

“That's pretty certain,”’ suid Harry.
‘By gum, 1t's ]i::ﬂ]}' lucky he had the
code to fall back on! If he'd written
thig in plain English it would bo enough
to get him sacked! It's a proei thars
he's a member of the secret society.
Prout would have secked him on this.”

“He couldn't bhave risked it," szaid
Bob. * But the jolly old code bas done
the trick! Loder can get hold of the
messago if he likes, and make his jolly
old napper ache over if, but he'll never
read it without the key.”

*Walker's got hold of a good many
coples,”’ grinned Jobnoy Bull. “We saw
him picking them ap. I suppose he will
guoss that 1t's in —but reading it i1s
ahother matter (™

“Bouthy's a jolly old genius!" said
Bob. 1 suppose he's been watching all
day for some fellow to peb a word with
him, and fournd that there was nothin
doing. ‘Then hoe thought of this.
suppose he's chucked dozens of these
from the window Lodcr can make a
collection of them if he likes and bo
none the wiser,"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“But some fellow whe knew was
bound to get hold of one sooner or
later,” said Nugent. “Lucky we got it
in time, though! Tho mecting’s booked
for five—and 1it's 4 gquarter to now.’

“Tiune to warn the fellows,"” said
Harry.

“Yes, rathor [™

There was o tramp in the passage, and
Hobson of the Bhell came into the study.
He had a rather excited look.

“Here, look hore, you men!” zaid
Hobby. "I picked this up in the quad.
It was blowing about, and I picked 1t up
and locked ot 1t.  Somebody's been
writing in our coda [

Tue Magner Lmrary.—No, 1,337,
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Hobby laid a paper on the table. It
wasz a leaf torn irom a Latin grammar,
and on the margin was writien the now
familiar message.

&f‘r NYOAU
SNEQA WIS
BYIUYYF.

JINSE TFAAVWIG
VXA UAFYTA

“1 haven't worked it out yet,"” said
Hobson.,. “But—""

" But we have!” grinned Bob Cherry.
“It's a tip in time from Smathy. Here's
the ‘iall}r old construe [

“‘ Loder knows meeting-plage is the
Remove box-room,” " repeated Hobson.
“Oh, my hat! Why, 1 was just going
up therel"

"Get word round to all the fellows,”
said Harry Wharton. “The meeting's
off | For goodness’ sake, don't let & man
go near the box-room !

The juniors hurried ount of the study.

There was no time to be lost, with the
mesting of tho secreb socicty Enut-r.ed to
take place in less than a gquarter of an

LT T R T R R T TR AT

ALL THE WEEK'S WINNERS !

Hers are the names and addresses of the
resders who have been awsrded prizes this
week in our pepular competition ou * Why I
Like The GEM **:

8. M. DODD, 10, Barony Road, Nantwich,
Cheshire,—FPocket Wallet.

MRAS. H. L. BUY, Enderley, 45, Sheffeld
Acad, Erdington, Birmingham.—Book.

J. SANDERS, 33, The Crescent, Letchworth.—
Panknife.

G:. MITCHELL; 3, Cacll Grove, Edinburgh
Btroat, Hessle HRoad, Hull, Yorks—
Fountain Pen.

4., QDODE, 218, Rocky Lane, HNechslls,
Birmingham,—Pocket Wallet.

K.

SYRETT, 13, Emdiess Bireet, Balisbury,
Wilts.—Book.

If Fou have not submitted your eflort yet
in this simple compotition, now's the time
to get Eo work, for there I3 no time like bhe
present. All ¥ou have to do is state briefly
on & posteard why you llke The GEM, aud
post your effort to:

MAGNET 100 Prizes Competition,
6, Carmelite Street,
London, E.C.4 (Comp.).

The GEM is on sale svery Wednesday, prica 2d,
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hour, and—as they could npot doubt—
Loder on the watch,

Some of the members were already on
their way. Cecil Reginald Temple of
the Fourth was coming up the Remove
staircase. Btewsre of tho Bhell was met
on the lower landing.

But there was time—and the juniors
made the best use of it. In a very fow
minutes every member of the Greyviriars
Secret Society was warned of danger
and tipped that the meeting was “off."

Noboedy went near the stairs leading
up to the Romove box-room.  Every
member of the scoret soclety was care-
ful to give that quarter a wide berth.

But for the code message, the Removae
hox-room would have been erowded at
fiva o'clock, Now, when bve chimed
from the clock-tower, thst room re-
mained in its ususl silent snd deserted
state.

If Loder was keeping watch on the
mecting-place, he was welcomea fo go on
deing go as long as he liked.

As a matter o fact, he was, i

Loder considered it quite likely that
the young rascals would held their meet-
ing after the football match that sfter-
noon. And before the match ended ho

was ensconced in the garret adjoining .
the box-room,

~ There he could not fail to hear them
if they came up—and onco gathered at
that meeting, they would be in the
hollow of his hand.

He waited—and listened for footsteps,

went on waiting |

He had cigarcttes, and a racing paper
to keep him company. But after an
hour or two he was tired and bored and
extremely bad-tempered.

And he wanted his tea,

But Loder was & sticker—and he
waited another hour—in the hope of
hearing footsteps of surreptitious yvoung
rascals coming to a meeting in the box-
roOMm.

He did not hear a sound !

He wondered savagely whether, in
spite of all his precautions, that young
villain Vernon-Smithy, had  somehow
Sueceg:éed in getling s warniog to his
associatea ! Anyhow, he realised at last
that there was going to bo no meeting
that day—and he left the garret at last,
tired and disappointed, m‘:ﬁ in the worst
temper that ever was! And the meet-
ing, in a distant spot, bad met—and
was over, by that time!

[ S

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER.
Brought to Book!

AMES WALKER grinned,
Coming aleng the Sixth Form
to Loder's study, ho heard
s foud howl from that spartmont.

The howl was followed by Tubb of the
Third whizzing out into tﬁa passage as
if he had been shot from a cannon.

A boot appeared for a moment astern
of Tubb, showing what had becn tho
means of propulsion,

Tubb bumped in the passago and
roared.

Evidently Loder was at home, after a
rather long absence. Enually evidently,
he was not 1m a good tomper, and his
hapless E&g had had the benefit of it

ubb of the Third picked himszelf up
and wriggled away. Walker, grinning,
went into the study.

Loder waes at the table at tea—a very
late tea! Tubb had got that late tea
ready for him—and had been rowarded
with a kick, Loder sceeled at James
Walker's grinning face.

“Where have wyou been?” asked
Walker. “I've locked in two or three
times."

“ Keeping an eye on the Remove box-
room,” grunted Loder. “The youn
scoundrels never turned up, as
expected they would !

* Not much use now,” grinned Walker,

pﬂﬂﬁﬂ-gi‘:

“That young rogue, Vernon-Smith, has
done you, Geral I've been trying to
find you, to tell you."

Loder gave a snarl.
“You've let him get word, you fool,
tG LF]

* Steady on ! said Walker. " INot my
faunlt! ok at that!”™ He drew a
handful of crumpled papers from his
pocket and threw them on the table.

Loder stared at them., They were
leaves torn from school books, more than
two dozen of them. And each had a
sentence wriiten on the margin—the
mysterious sentence that had already
given Loder a hcadache that day!

[G] NWYOAU JINSE FAAVWIG
BNEROQA WE VXA UAFYTA
BYIUYYF.

“What the thump!” exclaimed the
astonished Loder. -

“The young villain’s been scattering
these from the window of punny,
explained Walker, He scemed rat



* What nonsense Is this ? ** snapped Prout.
fall into your hands, he must have been making a fool of you, Loder !
his head as he read the meaningless suecession of letters and figures.

amused.
showers.

them out in
I picked vp that lot—but a lot
more blew away, all over the shop. I
saw five or six faps with them in the
quad—puzziing over them! See the
idea? If that rigmarole i3 a secret

message, as you fancied—"
“1 know it was, you idiot!”
“Weli, if it was, he got
through by that dodge!” prinned
Walker, “*You can bet that some of
his eonfederates got hold of szome of the
poapers he scattered all over the school.™
ar sat and stared at the crumpled

* Chucking

the tip

h&ln_nlp.

ia fara was pale with rage.

He realised now why he bad had his
long and weary wait in the garret ad-
joining the box-room in vain! No mect.
ing had been held there—no meeting
was going to be held there! Carefully
watched as he was, the Bounder had suc-
ceeded in getting the news through !

“You silly asa!” be hissed. " Why
didn’t you bag all the papers the young
scoundrel threw out?”

“Dozens of them—blowing all over
the place!” Walker shrugged his
shoulders. “How could IT I got a lot
of them—and then pave it up. I tell
you I've seen them in the hands of a lot
of the fags. Coker of the Fifth bhad cne.
And a lot of juniors—""

l.oder rose from ths table, heedless of
his unfinished tea. .

The Bounder had “done ® him, there
was no mistake about that! Not only
had ha had hia weary vigil in vain, but
it was nsaless fo keep watch on the box-
room at all—for now that they wero
* put wise,” the Secret Seven were quite
certain not to go near that apartment.
When they held a meeting again, it
might be anywhere—exzcept in the
Remove box-room !

a8 11
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* Look at it | s
oK a

Loder’s rage was too deep for words!
He still could not make head or tail of
that crypiic meszape—but he knew that
the Secret Soven could! TIf he could
have decoded it, he knew that it would
be proof encugh to sack the Bounder
on—but he eould not decode it! The
sceret society of Greyfriars had beaten
i all along the line!

He picked up hia ashplant,

“What are vou going to do®” asked
Walker. “You ean’t whop the wholo
Lowepr Bchool on suspicion, old bean 1"

Loder gritted his teeth.

“J can whop that yvoung szeoundrel,
Vernon-8mith, for diddling me like
thia I** he said, in o choking voice. “I'm
going to the punishment-room now, snd
I'm going to take the skin off him!”

He took a big iron key from his desk,
It was the key of the punishment-room,
also of the corridor leading thereto—ihe
locks being similar. The key was left
in Loder's charge by Frout, now that
punny was occupied, though FProut
wotld certainly never have dreamed for
what reason Loder was now going to use

1t.
He slipped the key into his pocket,

put his ashplant under hia arm, and
stamped out of the study, leaving
Walker Ermn_ing.

A back staircase led to the long cor-

rider that gave access to the secluded
punizhment-room, Loder tremped up
that staircase, hiz eyea gleaming, and
his teeth set.

He c¢ould not deal with the seecret
society of Greyiriars—the coda message
had prevented that. But he could deal
with the imprisoned Bounder—and he
was going to deal with him-—hard !

The leng punishmentroom was dark.
1t was now h:mﬁ after nightfall.
November gloom hung thickly over

woleididaty Sy
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If Vernon-Smith wrofe this utter nonsense and allowed it to

it 1" Loder's eves almost bulged from

It was enough to astonish any fellow !

Greyfriars. But Loder know where the
switeh was, and he groped for if.

As he did so, o sound in the darkne:ss
of the corridor caught his ears. Grop-
ing for the switeh, his hand came in con-
tact with a human form in the darkness.

He gave a viclent start

The pext instant, hands were on him
on all sides, and ho was down on his
back on the Aoor.

One hand was elasped over his month,
shutting off the yell he would lhave
unttered in his sturE{m:i torror,

lie struggled desperately, realising
what it meant. He was in the hands of
the Secret Seven agamn! It fashed into
hia mind that they had gnessed that he
would be on Smithy's track as soon as
he learned how the sagacious Pounder
kad “done ™ him.

It locked like it, at all events, for here
they were, evidently on the watch for
him in tha dark. His ashplant clattered
on the Hoor, and”he struggled wildly in
many hands.

But he had not the ghost of a chance.
His arme and legs. lnz hair and neck,
wera held, and he felt his handkerchief
jerked from his pocket, and stuffed into
1is mouth. He felt a box-rope wound
round him again and again, and knotted
in many places. In that dark corrider,
o distance frem the occupied pare of the
House, thera was no chance of the
scuflling being heard. He had falrly
delivered himself into the bands of the
enemy by coming therel

A pocket Oash-lamp gleamed. It
gteap::ed on Loder’s inturiated face and

lazing eyes. ;

He had a glimpse of seven dim figures
and of seven Guy Fawkes masks that
coverad seven faces. Then a bag wos
drawn over his head.

Tee Maicwer LiBRART.—INO. 1,397,
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The light was shut off st once. He
knew that it had only been turned on
to make sure that the captured man was
the man they wanted,

He heard a faint chuckle:
word was spoken.

Unable to stir o limb, unable to utter
& sound, Loder of the Sixth felt himself
picked up and carried away.

Where he was carried he had no
rcmote iden. Thero were stairs and pas-
sages on the way, and thera were zeveral
lang halts, during which, he could guess,
his bearers kept in cover, to watch for
the coast to be clear. E‘-‘hrmuﬂly, !i;ag
had to take caro not to be spotted wit
ihicir peculiar burden !

He Leard & window opened, Tho bag
over Ivis head completely cut off his
vision, but he felt himself lowecred to
tho ground outside. :

He was in the open air! They had
mot him out of the House—why, he
could not begin to guess.

I'ien ho was carried again!

but no

There was another halt, and he folt

himself lifted through a window again!
He was dumped on & floor!

Ho was inside the House again! He
was In a room on the ground foor—
that was all he could tell |

The bag was jerked from his head.

1le blinked round.

IMm as it was, with only 8 ghimmer of
wintry slarlight coming in at the win-
tlow, he could make out where he was

It was Prout's old study—the one the
master had occupied before becoming
tempovary headmester of Greyfriars,
amtl moving into Dr. Locke's,

Sineg that time, Prout's old study had
Lieen unoceupied. It was oceupied now—
by Loder of the Bixth and the Secret
Seven! Bot what it all meant was a
dizey wystery to Loder.

THE MAGNET

He glared at the masked faces in
gilent fury. Seven pairs of eyes twinkled
at him from the eve-holes of the masks.

Loder chewed hard on the gag. The
very ncxt room on either sido was
accupied by & Form-paster. If he could
have shoutad— .

But he counld not even whisper |

The door was shut, snd, ho could
guess, locked. One of the masked

uniors c¢losed the window., Then he
ent over Loder.

“"Loder I It was o deep bass voice,
disguised, unrecognisable. " Loder |
You know where vou are=—in the hands
of the Becret Seven—the Brotherhood of
Justice, Loder, wvou are sentenced to
punishment for having a Remove man
shut up in ‘punny’! ‘The sentonee is
that you shall have all your hair shaved
off, leaving you as bald as a crew.
Brother No. 2, you have the scissors!”

Brother No. 2 nodded and produecd a
pair of scissors, Loder shuddered, His
eyes dilated with rage and horror,

“Brother No. 3, you have the shaving-
brush and the razor?”

Brother Mo. 3 produced a shaving-
brush, a safety-razor, and a stick of
soap! Loder wriggled with lorror!
"-".j"hq_t. was he going to look like when
his hair was cut off and all the remnants
shaved cloan?

The mental picture of himself with
head as bald az a billards ball, enused
horrified shivers to run througli Loder,
Ha could not bolieve that the young
villaing were in earncst !

TAre you ready, Loder?™

Snip! A chunk of hair fell fromn
Loder’s head! Brother Noo 2 had
started with the seissors!

Loder strove frantically to speak! Ilo
would have promised anything, done
anything, agreed to anything, to save

An Exciting Book-Length Yarn for 4d!

Ask for No. 453 of the

“BLAGK WHIP
OF ARABIA”

“In a little while,” said El
Kut, the rebel Arab sheik, |
shall have money and guns,
Then will 1 sweep these
cursed British into the ses,
and there's not a man who can

stop me."”
But he was wrong. A dark
from a tree
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figure dropped
Kut's cnsﬂu

that overhung E
wall, It was a man dressed in
black from head to toe and
from whose hand dangled a
long coiled whip. He moved
away into the desert and twao
ures joined him-——an
Alsatian hound and an Arab
urchin. It was Black Whip,
the Gang Buster, and his palI;.
** And this,” said Black Whip,

rimly, i where we gel

usj'! :

And if you want to know how

they cooked El Kut's goose

and brought peace to Arabia,

buy the most thrill-packed
BIM YOU'Ve ever run across.
t's & winner |

himself from thiz awiul fate! But he

could not speak. - 3

" Loder I came the deep voice again.
“If you wish to escape your just punish-
ment, you have one chance—and one
only! There is & tclephono in this
study-that's why we've got you herel
(et through to Prout and beg him as 2
favour to let off the chap in *punny 'l
Put it how you like—say anything you
jolly well please—FProut's pretty easy to
stuff, and yon've had a lot of praclice
at stuffing him! Get me?”

Loder nodded.

“If you get away with it, we let you
off! Fail, and you lose cvery hawr om
vour head, and you'll be a sight for
gods, and men, and little fishes, for
weeks to come! You agree?”

Loder mnodded again with
CaFerness,

“Mind! You give one howl, one yelp,
when wo take the gag away, and you're
for it! Yeu won't get a sccond chance—
we're not taking risks! Kecp ready, you
men and ﬁag im again it he yelps—
and then he gets it!]"” )

Loder was lifted and placed in 8 chair
at the telephone. The gag was taken
from his mouth.

But he dared not yell. Mr. Capper on
ong side, Mr. Trigg on the other, would
doubtless have heard him, if they were
in their studies. But they could net
have got through a locked door in time
to save him. Loder had to toc the line—
and he loed it! Almest choking with
rage, but not even dreaming of re-
sistunee, Loder of the Sixth took the re.
cetver from Prout’s telepheone, and gave
the Head's number!

e

frantic

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Let Off !

& B, PROUT waved a plump hand
at Mr. Woose.

“MNot at el ! he sald de-
cidedly.

“But, sie——" squeaked little Mr.
Woose, “The boy has already been a
whole day in the punishment-room——"

4! %uite 50, and he will remain there
another day ! said Mr., Prout firmly,
" Discipline must be enforced, Mr.
Woose] I quite understand that you are
concerned for o member of your Form.
sir=—but on this subject I can hesr
nothing—nothing, sir!"”

Mr. Woose sighed. He had come to
the Head’s study to speak a word for the
member of his Form who was shut up
in “punny "—boaked for another dreary
night there, and o dreary day to follow,
But he had spoken that word in vain'
A word from his trusted head prefeet
wottld have been enough for Prout—bur
any number of words from Mr. Woose
he passed by like the idle wind which
he regarded not.

I “No, sir!” boomed I'rout. *'No, sir!
gumsl y "
rout was interrupted—not oose,
but by the telephone bell. He gave &
grunt and picked the receiver off the
Head’s telephaone.

“Mr. Prout——" came through.

“Dear me! That is Loder’s voice 17
exclaimed Mr., Prout in astonishment.
“For what reason ean Loder possibly be
telephoning to me? s that you,
Lodar?™

* Yes, sir

“This is very singular, Loder! Why
arc vou calling me on the telephone 7"
exclaimed the astonished Prout.

*The—the fact 13, sir—"

HWI]“L?JJ

* J—[—J—""

#1 did not caich that, Loder! What

IH



did kgaugs&y? med n w&era Iarig}_ljrcg
epeaking " vTappe roat, © al
u%darstgndﬂp

“The fact is, I've been delayed in—in
Conrthield, sir—*

“In Courtfield! I was not aware that
i;gu were oub of the schocll But wlg

ve you rung me up from Courtfield,
Loder 7™

“The fact 1s—2

“Ploase explain yourself, Lader! 1
entirely fail—"

“The fact is, sir, I~I am s litile
worried about—about Vernon-Smith,
the Remove boy in the punishment-
room, gir! I—I saw him this afternoen,
and—and it seemed to me, sir, that—
that he was—was penitent, that he was
eorry for—for having dene wrong, sin
and—and I should like to suggest, sir,
that he might be release

“Bless my soul ¥

“It is my—my opinion, sir, that he
has—has come to a better frame of
mind, and—and that being so—"

You feel sura of that, Loder?”

“Oh!l Quite, sir] I—I should have
spoken to you about it, but—but I
thought I—I would think aver it! I—

I’'ve thought over it, sir, and—and X'm
sura that the boy has been sufficiently

&um‘she&, and I thnufht it my duty to
I you se, sirl I—I felt this so
strongly that I've rung you up, sir,

instead of waiting till I zot back 18
i g g ack to tl

Prout smiled genially over the tele-
phone.

“My dear Loder, say no mora! I am
glad you have formed this opinion of
the boy, and still more glad to see you
ro consciontlous—so very conscientious
in your sense of duty | 1 shall cortainly

act on your suggestion, Loder! T am
uh{!:%nd to you for making it, Loder.”
hank yeou, sirl”

Mr. Prout replaced the receiver. Ho
turned to Mr. Woose, who was blink-
ipg at him.  Mr. Woose had caught
tome of Loder's words on the phone,

and® iad becen greatly surprised there-

h}-.d II-IE had Enc-l: :::_t::pc d thisﬂrsf
ar

“Mr., Woose, Loder has requested me

to release tho boy of your Form now
locked in the punishment-room,” said
Mr. Prout. “He ia convinced that
Vernon-3mith is in a proporly penitent
framo of mind! I have one of the keys
here, Loder has the other. Perhaps,
Mr. Woose, you will be kind enough to
take this key, and proceed to the
unishiment-room, and releaza Vernon-
mith.*

Mr. Wooze jumped up.

" Very gladly, sir1” ?ua squeaked.

Key in hand, Mr, Woose left the Ifead's
study. Prout was left in a very ploased
frame of mind. He liked conscientious-
nesa in his prefects—and what could he
more conscientions than Loder's present
conduct ?

Prout, no doubt, would have heen less
Fﬂm . he been aware that that
olephone eall had not come from the
town of Courtficld, but from one of the
school telephones in Greyfriars itself |
Heo would have been still less pleasad,
no doubt, if he had known that his
trusted head prefect had been frightened
}ntnlmukmg that call by a gang of

3

ElxEt:nl: Prout did not know that |

Prout naver was going to know all
that, for it was certain that Loder of
the Sixth would never dare to tell him !

Prout was pleased! Mr. Wooze was
pleased as he trotted away with the key
to release that incarcerated member of
his Form! And Herbert Vernon-Smith
was most pleazed of all when he was
thus unexpectedly let out of “ punny.”

And seven masked juniors, standin
round Gerald Loder, in Prout's ulg

EVERY SATURDAY

study, were also pleased! Loder was
pot! The expression on Loder’s face
indicated that, whatever he was f&einm
it was nothing at all like pleasure!
lacked, imdeed, as if he could have
found pleasure in slaughtering the
seven fellows who stood round him |

“Now let me go!” he hiseed, when tho
receiver was back on the phone,

The next moment he gurgled, asz the
gag was shoved back into his mouth.
Ho glared apprchensively at hia

captors,

“All sgerene, Loder ! said Brother
No. 1 cheerfully. “You've done your
part—the Brotherhood of Justice lets
vou off] You've had the narrowest
shawe of your life—s close shave of
getting a close shave——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Quiet! Loosen those knots a bit—
give him about an hour's job to wriggle
out of it! That will ba plenty of time
for us.”

The Hecret Seven fumbled with the
knotted cords. Then they dropped, one
by one, from the window.

Loder was left alone in Prout's old
study.

He was left to wriggle.

It was more than an hour—nearcr
two, in fact—when the bully of the
Sizth was frec at last.

He was tired out. He was breathless
and perspiring. He was in such a ragoe
that no words in any known language
could have expressed it! And he was
beaten all along the line!

He let himself out of Prout's study,
and walked to the Bixth Form passage,
to his own! He found Walker and
Carne thers, wondering what had
beeome of him,

“What—"" began the two togethar.

But they pot no further. The look on
Loder's face was encugh for them, Thoy
lﬂi‘% Itha study, and left Loder to him-
se

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Smithy,
bean |

ald
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esteemned and  ludicrous

*The
Emithy 1
“Out of clink ™

“Ha, ha, hal"

The Bounder was in the Remove pas-
sage when seven E]lunmu came up. The
Famous Five and Redwing and Peter

Todd came up the Remove staircaso
with smiling feces. There were no Guy
Fawkes masks on their faces now | Tho
Secret Beven had disappeared from
existenco once more |

The Bounder looked at them curiously,

“Woose came and let me out,” he
said, “It's a bit of a puzzle. He said
L!%&R’ Loder had asked Prout to let moe

“So he did I chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Ha did " ejaculated Smithy.

“Tha didfulness wea  terrific |*
chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“*“ But why ™

“We asked him to!™ said IHarry
Wharton, laughing. “You eee, olld
bean, we got your tip in coda, and the
meeting wasn't held in tho box-ropm—
it was held in Gosling’s wood-shed, and
a jolly old scheme was planncd, and
carried out! Come into the study and
we'll tell you.”

Fellows coming uéy to prep heard
roars of langhter in Study No. 1. That
study, e;:cicntly, was in possession of a
good joke

" " ] * #

The next day Loder of the 8ixth was
like unto a bear with a sore head. But
there wers a lot of Greyiriars follows
who were feeling quite pleased with
themselves |

THE END,

(Make a note of the title of the next
yara in this povular zeries, chumsr A
TRAITOR INX THE CAMP! and then
see that you order your copy of the
MAGNET in good fimef)

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS !

G, 8., of London, W., aske me a

guestion which 1 imagined

@ evervone would know, Ie
wanta to know

WHAT DOES * 5.8." MEAN

when it appears in front of a ship’s name ?
The latters are short for " Steam Ship,"”
and were first used to distinguish steam
vessela from nailing vessels. Bailing eraft
had, in front of their names, ther par-
tipular mg, such as: Darque Mary,
Brigantine Ceres, Schooner Hesperus, and
Ship Wayfarer. *Bhip " was only uscd
for a four-masted vessel which was square-
riggexl on all masta,

Other imbials used ot sem aro the
following ;

HM.8. ., His Majesty's Ship.

H.M.T. ., His Majesty's Transport.

11.58.58, «» United '}Evt-at-ea Ship.

T.8.8, ++ Turbine Steam Ship,

an- [ ] I'Iiﬂt-ﬂl" vm&ﬁ-i-

thf'-ﬂl & & Hﬂ?ﬂ! Mﬂil E‘tﬂMJ

E.¥.8. .. Royal Yacht Squadron.

Differant countries have differant initinls
for their warships, such as H.8.M.8., which
stands for Hiz Serone Majesty’a Ehip, and
was used by the pre-war German Navy.

ERE is an interesting question
from Lionel Tlummer, of Ted.

dington.

WILL SALT WATER FISH LIVE IN
FRESH WATER ?

In the mojority of casea a fish dies
matantly if it is taken [rom its proper

elament—thos aalt water fish dis immedi-
ately they are placed in fresh water, and
vice versa, But this is not the ease with
vortain fish that can—and do—live in
both fresh and salt water. Such a figh ia
the salmon, which, although it is 8 sesn
fish, enters rivers at different timea during
the year. The sturgeom alap frequents
both sen and rivers, although some of them
confing themsel exclosively to fresh
water, It would take up too much of m
rpace to give a full list of fish which will
live in both salt and freah water, go I
suggest my reader consulte a good encyclo.
pedia, which will tell himn what fish will
ve in both varietics of water.

NEXT WEEK'S BUMPER
PROGRAMME !
The piece-do-resistance is :
“A TRAITOR IN THE CAMPI["Y

the mext story in our fip-top now series of
school and adventure yarna

By Frapk Rlchards,

dealing with the foud betwesn Gerald
Loder and Harry Wharton & Co., of the
Greylriare Remove. Thoen come further
thrilling chaptera of our nerve-tingling
story of the Olden Times :
*CAPTAIN CRIMSON 1™
By Morton Pike,
Moro topieal information coneerning Harry
Wharton & Co. in the
“ GREYFRIARS HERALD "
and o oollection of answera to readers’
Soccer queries, by " LINESMAN."
YOUER EDITOL,



MORE AMAZING ADVENTURES IN OUR THRILL-PACKED OLD-TIME STORY I

APT
By
MORTON PIKE.

WHAI"'S GONE BEFORE.

Having warned Sguire Dashwood, o
Jacobite wogent, thot Excise-officer
Mickerman i hot on his trail, young
Jack Lennard, a Grammar School
nhoy, 18 forced fo flee to Parvis. By a
strange coincidence, he meets his
uncle, an exiled
Jacobito officer who is alliending a
council of war at the lodging of Major
' Donnell, The conspiralors ave be-
trayed, however, by one of the King's
spics. Leovelling his revoloer, Caplain
Smith, who in reality i Caoptlain
Crimzon, a mysterious highwayman,
ahoots the betroyer dead. ond then
warre the conspirotors o ecacope
wehile there i3 Hime.

{Now read on.)

Paried Pals!

N urgent rapping came on tho
deor, and, ?ﬂlluwad by Jack
I.onnard and hi=s chum, Pierre
Lorolle, Major 0O'Donnell

entered without ceremony, echoing Cap-
tain Crimson’s words. i

“Fly, your Highness!” he cried.
“Tha Frenoh Guard are halting outside
the house. It may be too late now.”

1o had nearly tripped over the body
on tho Hoor, and, ms ho started back
ut aight of it, Yuck cried across the
talile to the dragoon officer:

“Uncle Don, wo can-save all these
gentlemen yet, if they will only trust
1o us, but there is not an instant to bo
lost !™

“Too  late !”
" Tasten to that !

Homeone had clanged the bell from
the outer door under the archway, aud
a loud voico called:

“Open, in the neme of the I{inf;

“Bpeak, boy! What 13 your plan?”
demanded Captain Crimson, *“ Unfor-
tunately this house has but one door.™

“But thia room has a8 window,” said
Pierra Lerolls, pointing to it. ‘_‘Eiarli i
The heavy tramp of marching men
could be heard on the gtone Hags out-
side, "“That iz the half-company on its
way to close the other end of the pas-
sage. In a moment they will have
turned tho corner, aud wo must follow
them.™

“The youngster iz domented!™ ex-
¢laimed  the Iarl of Trimingham.
“Idoes ho think wo can ecut our way
through a halb-company of the Garde
Francaiso?"

“No; but you can follow us in singlo
file to & placo of safety,” cried Jack,
stretehing a pair of imploring arms out
to lvs uncle. *Oh, telil them we mro
to bo-trusted—that wo are risking our
own hberty to help you, Unclo Don!
Picrre's grandmother lias a house three
deors from whera those men will be
halted, and there is & way tomit throuzh
A side alley. Do you hear? They are
breaking the door down alroady.”

Tho crash of a halberd splintering the

gasped thoe major.

L
:

AIN CRIMOON!

e n

i .

stout pancl brought the conspirators to
their gsenses, and tho prince was the first
to find hiz tongue.

“My lords, this is folly! We must
put our pride in our pockets!™ he said.
“Come, young gentleman] 1, for one,
will take the risk! "T'will be greater
if we stay here !”

As Donald Murray unbarred the
shutter and opened tho low casemcnt,
Captain Crimson drew out his empty
fmégl. and laid it by the dead man's
1atucl.

“Let them think their informoer blew
out hiz own brains when he found
there wera no conspirators hero, aiter
all, sir,” he whispered quickly to the
old officer. "It will save you from
prison.”

The next moment he dropped neise-
lessly into tho darkness,

The fugitives stole on tiptoe round tha
little squars which had such strange
memorics for Jack and Uncle Don;

lided like dphzmtums ast the swingin
antern, lan huntered l% 10 PRSSAES l:]rey{?u
the angle, ging the deoper shadow
of ﬂmn%rul'l 1:.-'tigth bated breath. Secarcely
more than eclghty paces off, where
another lantern dangled averhead, they
eould seo the light shining on the laced
hats and fixed bayoncts of the soldiera
drawn up in the strect at the end of
the narrow lane.

Then, as a -.rhis-ﬁcred word was passed
back, cach took hold of the voat-skirk
of the man in front of him, while Pierre
piloted that strange procession into tho

The old gentieman In the chimney-corne

, 5aw thro
his closed 1ashes that the neited purse held several guineas [

I, apparently :la;pl

mouth of the alley-way to salety, for
thae moment.

It was none too seon at that, for, as
Captain Crimson brought up the rear,
he heard a haughty voice cell out:

“Bergeant, go back and post yourself
under the lamp jyonder, that you ma
give ua wuniri_lg'. "Cis more than likely
some of the English rats will scuttle
this way!”

Late as was the hour, a large crowd
had gathered in the street round the
detachment at the entrance of the Pas-
sage of the Black Cats, and, one at a
time, the prince snd the conspirators
left madame’s hespitable dwelling to
steal away unseen.

-k Il}gad 1" muttered Uncle Don, draw-
ing his eloak about him. "My nephew
Yere tells mo that I have been marked
out for tho Bastille, so "tis no use re-
joining my regiment. But, hang me, if

know whera to hide myself in this
country of seerct agents, and polioa
gpies! Tell me, Christopher, before
we part—-how camo you to hear of
Borden’s treachery, and to &rrive in the
very nick of time?"

“That story had best keep for the
present, old comrade,” smiled the man
of mystery. “ You must not be here
when they make a housse to house
search; and I ean help you to a hiding-
place, if you will. I took the precaution
of -:-‘é’::-l;&im'ng three passports when I
camo to France, and one of them is at
vour disposal. I am going back te
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Punkirk, where 2 young smuggler of
Widewater awaits mwe. You had
planned the invasion of England with
an armed foree. What say you to in-
vading it alone, in my company? Youn
will Lin safe there, m:s wo ean pass the
gaics of Paris in a post-chaise”

dack Lennard plucled his sleéve, his
cyves dancing with excitemment snd hope
03 he told the story of hiz father's
letter of recall.

“Egad, my brava Lboy! I had meant
to get Squire Dashwood out of tho city
with that third passport, but he has
bolted with the others,” smiled Captain
Crimson.  “Yes, you shall eome with
us, and though my name does not figure
on the list of those to whom King Louis
would offer the hospitality of his prizon
cells, the soomer we leave this pood
Iady's house, the better. Peesp vou
round the door, and sce how things ave

m ‘!J

Ag they did 20, a murmur roza from
the watching crowd, and a sharp com-
mand rang out above it

"The soldiers are, all of them, run-
nmi back into the passage,” whispered
Jack, over his shoulder.

“Then now is cur time,” said Captain
Crimson, with a low bow to tha fright-

cned old lady whose quiet dwelling had
been put to so strange a wse. “No
harm will come to you, madame. And

a thousand thanks for vour help in a
moment of great peril I

Pierre Lerolle stood with very misty
eyes, watching a four-horse chalse pass
under the Porte St. Denis as the clocks
of Puoriy struck midnight; and only
when the barrier had reclosed with an
iron clang, and the sleepy sergeant had
gone back into the guard-house, did he
wrench himself away from the spot for
tI!a lon walk that would bring him to
hiz lonely attio,

——

A Midnight Mission !

¢ g ACK.” said Dr. Lennard, coming
into the room where his son was

oring restlessly over a medical

~ book. "I am called away to a
seriouz case, and may not be back
before the small hours. Step over to
the Black Boar and tell Mr. Faleon
that I shall not have the pleasure of
that ciam& of chezs with him to-night.”

Jack ¢lozed his Lock with a bang
and grinned d'ﬁ[iil‘ltﬂdl], and as the
doctor rode away, he crossed the village
street to the inn.

His mission with the old Bast India
mercheant would not take & moment, and
his chum, DBilly Jepp, was sure to be
in the stables wondering whether he
could make an excuse to join him. But
things do not always happen as planned,
and Master Jack Lennard was destined
to run mnto an unexpected adventure.

Mr. Falcon sat in his usual corner
by the bright fire, talking to a strange
gentleman. whose rif]iuf-bunts Were very
muddy., The only other occupant of
the snug parlour was Dan Hickerman,
the Excise-officer, who was reading the
news sheet at another table.

“Ab, Jock, my lad, something tells
me your good father 1s not going to
give me my revenge tonight, eh "
said Mr. Falcon, with one of his genial
sniles, s he pointed to the chess
board already set ont beside him.

“That's so, s=ir!” answered Jacl.
“He's been called away, and sent me
ovar to tell you™

“Never mind. Business is business,
and our ]!?"3“““’5 st wail,” said the
East Indin merchant. He turned to
Mr. Percival, ®This 13 the son of our
surgeon, Mr IPercival, with whom 1
play o game six nmights out of the seven,
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as a rule. nIr. Percival is from the
Fast India Heuse, Jack, and though
he has not lived in that marvellous land,
like myself, we may have interests in
common.”

“My duty to vou, =sir!” said Jack
with a bow, and Mr. Percival nodded
his head.

Before he conld speak, however, My,
Falecon made a sign with hizg hand in
the direction of Tan Hickerman and
lowered his own voice.

“When iz Tom Roke, our smuggling
friend, expected home”? he asked.

Jack cast a side glance at the stranger.

“0Oh, Mr. Percivel is quite safo. In
fact, his +isit to these parts concerns
Tor very particularly. It s important
that they mect as soon as he arrives.”

“He will be in tonight, sir,” said

in a whisper. “‘ At any rate, early
in the morning. High water iz at four
o'clock, which means he should pick up
his moorings about tweo.”

“ Nothing could he better [ ejacy-
lated Mr Percival, haunling a huge
silver watch from his fob. “1 confess
the ride from London has tired me.
Not so young as ona was once, ch, Mr,
Foleon® Ii these good people can give
me a bad I will turn in for a few hours.”

“Tell Mrs. Jepp as you go through,
Jack,” said Mr. E‘ﬂ-!ﬂﬂlh *“While they
are getting your room ready, Mr.
Peoreival, we'll have another magnum
of Jepp's excellent port. Whet say
vou? ‘Twill prove a capital night-

cap.”

%he gontleman from the East India
House rubbed his fat hands, and as Jack
went into the kitchen Dan IHickerman
left the parlour by the u}%ﬁ-ﬁsita door.

Half an hour later Mr. Percival was
snoring above stairs, and, their recent
conversation having thrown the retired
imerchant into a thoughtful mood, he
ordered yet another magnum. As he
was sipping it the latch lifted, and two
strangers entered the parlour.

Mr. Falcon felt his hearibeats
quicken.

The port had loosened Mr. Percival's
tongue, and the secret he had imparted
suddenly gained in importance as Mr.
Faleon saw ihat the newcomers weve
Asiatics,

They made straight for the fire, like
men who were very cold, but started at
sight of him, salaamed humbly, and one
cufg them addressed him in Hindustani,
to which Mr. Falcon replied with .o
shake of his head, although he under-
stood the guestion perfectly well.

The speaker made a gesture of disap-
pointment, but as Jepp ldomed up at
the sound of the opening doeor he
ordered hot drinks in wvery. tolerable
English, and the pair cowered down
over the fire, warming their thin hands
at the cheerful blaze.

As the warmth thawed them they
began to talk in their native tongue,
at first in a whisper, but presently in an
ordinary tone, while My, Faleon nodded
in his corner. As luck would have it,
a rainstorm lkeeping the wvsual habitues
of the Black DBoor indoors that night,
there was Im?hi“% to interfere with his
listening undisturbed to a very remark-
able converzation.

Ona of the Indians, who was ecalled
Jung, was lean almost to emaciation,
the other, being a round ball of & man,
who rolled his eves and showed a zot
of dazzling white (eeth every time heo
smiled.

Tha listener gathered that hiz name
was Mozuliur, and it was Mozuffur who
spoke English. When he had paid his
score the amiable old gentleman in the
clinmmey corner, apparently sleeping so
peacefully, saw through lus clozed lashes
that the mnetted purse held several
guineas,
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At the end af an heur, the rain having-
ceased, the pair rose to their fect,
glided noiselessly to the door by which
they had entered, and went ocut into the
darknesa. It was then that Mr, Faleon
opencd his cyes,

“Sink me if there are not good goings
on, and as black s brace of wvillains
as one ecould wish to mecet!” he mur-
mured, staring for some minutes into
the heart of the fire before he took hiz
cane from its corner and limped slowly
to the kitchen.

Meanwlile, Jack Loennard, having
gone the rounds of all the horses in the
posting-stabla, was seated beside his
chum, Billy, en tha table, in the harnoss-
room, swinging his IﬂnF legs. A sudden
step outside made both lads turn their
heads, to sea the Hast India merchant
with a finger pressed to his lips and a
gi:nta unusual expression on his clean-

aven face.

“Find me something to sit upon,”
said Mr. Faleon, closing the door
behind him. “I want you two to hel
me out of a difficulty. Odds life, tis
the most amazing thing in the world,
and.sn you will say when I have told

oun 1

Billi; dusted a crazy chaoir that had
one short leg, and the old gentlenian
dropped heavily into it.

“Talk

. about your ‘Captain
Crimson * I he said. “I only trust that
rascal has not heard what Tom Roke

15 bringing from Dunkirk to-night. Are
ou Slite we are safe from eavosdroppers
rere ?

M Towler knew

Bl your step, sir, but

Elve us warning 1f any stranger
comes,” said Bill epp.  “Ill shut
the stable door if your hencur would
feel more ot eaze”

“Yes, do, Billy,” nodded Mr., Falecon.
"“This is no ordinary business, and after
the highwayman "the worst finger in the

1 would . be Dan Hickerman, who,

vather suspect, has an inkling that
somcthing owt of the common i3 going
forward.”

Billy took a lantern, made n quick
senrch of the*stable, and retwrned; all
eagerness, for Mr, Falcon's story.

“Now listen 1" said the East India
merchant,  “8ix years mgo a Persian
robber chicf nemed Nadir Shah sacked
the ecity of Dellz, and among the
treasures he carried away was a famous
dinmond known as the Chandar Noor,
which means *‘The Light of the
Aloon.” 1t is one of the most brilliant
stenes in the world, and it is said to be
worth half a million of our money, It
was stolen from Nadir SBhah just before
e himszelf was murdered, stolen again
hefore ita recoverer could restorp it
to the King of Delhi, and, by somo
mysterious means—which do not COMCOTn
ug in the least—it eame into the posses-
sion of tho Bast India Company abeout
a year since. Far too valuabla- to
remain in India, the company placed 1t
oin board a merchantman bound for
Lendon.

“But the adventures of thia marvel-
lous stone are not yet over. The mar-
chantman was captvred by a French
rt‘lrﬂ.tmr and taken to Dunkirk, where
wyr cargo was duly sold by auection.
Three months ago the diamond was
found hidden in a bale of goads by
an agent of the company, who informed
the itletnen in Leadenhall Street of
his discovery So far, so good I

Mz, Falceon took a pitich of snull with
g hand that trembled with oxcitement.

“Tom Roke is bringing the packet
grer with him,” cmlthmmi; Mr. Faleon,
“amd Ale. Percival, whom you saw
to-might, Joaek, has come down to

Widewater to reccive it
Tue Macser Lionapny.—No. 1,397
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“Then you wani us fo put Hickerman
off the scent!™ eried Jack and Billy
Jﬁpﬁ in unison.

I want you to do more than tha..
’I‘hm are others on the watch for The
ht of the Moon to-ni &‘ht “ And Mr.
Faleon told them about the two Indians.
“When Mr. Percival has rested a litile,
you and l:uar must ride ga Bradwell Pumt
intercept Tom, hy hook or by crook
ar he stone, Yeu
Roke's mgnﬁlﬁ—what do you eay

Tha glad laugh that passed between
his listeners was sufficient roply.

“You mey consider it as good as done
tlrandj- gir 1 cried Jack. -

do :mu hoar thatl”

Bﬂljr Jopp held up his hand, for old ol
Towler in the yard had given & low 1
bark of warning!

- ‘Billy Japjh Jeft ﬂm harness-room on

[&0&. a;“it o stable door ajar,
B WaS

m'in s momenk with
news t-hat
'wem

i ickerman’s  dragoons
t fe!'lﬂwl. "Tis a thnusln&

pthmahgﬁfﬂ be on the alert j:o-m
said Mr. Faleon.  "Now you will
two dangers to Walch—the Excise pnrty,
snd the patives. I. sqh we kneir where
those black scoindrels ara urkitig, for
they mtght be -ulappﬁd into aha cage As

{:m I
E illy ehuch'ﬁﬁ s ““h_-: op
tng p:atﬂls. *

ned a cup-
wir of hiige

"Wﬂ'ﬁ ride armed, anyway, sir, in

'Iﬂ.'l meet ptmn Crimson on th&

case
"Whmh 1 trust will m:-t be on :;'m.lr
return. Jnumer,"': the old %ﬁﬁ
AN FIBTE!.F. Though,” he dad
’*ﬁuﬂ‘nng‘f has he::l;r's imartf t]‘:f thd h:lgh
waynian for nearly & mon ast.
even if he bo atill about, th&rf is no
wnrtlrdruhhmg of the Iirﬂ.dweii TOR
ar
ﬁmb!” amu a gruE voicé from

i.hd glm d’;lrﬂ nwad “March I*
atter
horsemen an

of iron. hmg
IJFB cobbles_as “fort _Ey cleaked
Bﬂ ‘ouf undcér the nrch;m:.f into the

| ;-:::mus!,;.*

n .

%luwan of the clmk i striking, end
aft.er tha r.am. :
which- they fode was asleep,

saized Mr. Permvil'ﬁ bridle knd led tHa®

And-
_in the

sounded on
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* Poor old Hiak&rman. wwho was gping
to do such wonders’ came here,
Ho's not been a.bia to nnhch Tom yet, for
all his trying, grmneui Billy,. as they
peered roun ost, a.m'I saw the
troop turn off to tha left. " They’ve
guna Munden wa.:'.r, though, which means

ve miles farther for us,”

“All the better,” laughed his chum
“We'll have & rare ride to-

the stars shone bri

Mr. Percivel ‘to  his
journey, and tfmt ﬂxmlle hag
taken m:- ‘littla gel;t-mghuut l:rf I8 Warm

. But, ohca a saddl-:: of the

wh ras & rein

eaog am:l lied wvaliantly
furtb, on that 1mpm:l;nntr mission.

There were a couple of troo on
the bridge, but the t.rm passed them at
a steady trot. They had agreed to keep
silent until they were clear of the town.

"Wﬂ’il turn off here, sir, and lirﬂp.
back 1 the rond at Latchingdoi
¥ gaid J “The riding-officer has gnt
ve his men strung out along the river wall
no doubt; we don't want him to know
that a.u:.rﬂne is abroad to-night.”

They nfz Ifl.t-ﬂ s canter through a
as stretoh of very lonely country.

When the;ir had cpvered a mup!a of
miles t]:m EEuHed sudderly:

Tha click of a hoof
against a Iﬁ-ma stone not far shesd hed
brought the same tholght fo t.-!iu nda
of both, without  any: Coremony
d a whispered “#Hidt 1" Billy

grey aside into’ the bushes where
crouched over their horses’ nécks, listen--
ing anxiously.

ey thought they had made no nojse
rass, but ‘as tho ohcoming rider
came sbreast of them in Yhe® darkness,
the stern, familiar voice of Dr. Lennard,
Jack's father, reached their ears.

“ Bewara, rau élmlkmg doge,” he
cned threatenin o:.‘F y. “I can sec you,
BTN AT

: k 3 face went as long as a ﬁddlr,
but the rider passed by et a walki

- wish,

‘stoutly.

mg_

pace until he waa twenty yards beyond
them. Then, is he-uiged hia lipese iato
a gallop d:ranl:mn of Widewsater,
the .boys gaﬁed with relief.

“What 8 blessing your iathat did not
sce us,” said Billy. *“Egad, the doctor
must have eyes like & hawk 1"

“ Rather say the ears of s fox, old
follow,” lau +ﬂ Jack “I1 Bhnuid be
Ir.dmg' back with hll'lIt himi he done so,

ol _going on alonat™

‘F;- k& wenb mﬁd aaﬂjnm thosa days

and - everyone- .in es through

- The only sound the trie heard was the
distant bark .of a fox, or the scurry of
& rabbit across their path, until the
reached the shore heynﬂd Bradwell
Pﬂﬁm“ hi Mr. P 1 had

¥ this hme r. Perciva grmm
eleepy ‘again, and was mnhned be
rathér oross.

At the tiny Saxon church r.}f St Paﬁ!;

the villag

on-thé-Well, turned into & barn
d:amnunt-ed tied their nags to & moes-
g'lm'm rmlmg, and- wn
CATTY

slope of a cornfield to the water’s. E-EEE
ipg-the lantern, and the bluc light
they had brought with them.
“Is this- the -end’ of t-hﬂ earth 1"
gruntﬂd the tired- ‘gmﬂﬂmﬂ

“You wt-ﬂ “think- sr:- i da-.l
e.mﬂad Billy "IE 18 “tha™ 'mow th&

1daw t-é]‘;' }a’é!f: 13 bhf#!’u
: $ P ddn:ﬁrgnhua umH a

anyn
&d: on thia

L Libt of the Mone baL
‘Were somie ::rf n ‘real-thing

shawi t0-Til : g
ﬂppm’ﬁ Eﬁnkgq?nd alif by: be r.ma \E; lﬁ

1" thﬂa fear of that, . Billy,” nui Jack
“He makes: fow runs witheut

dropping aanmthmg shithe quuy rouaq
o thet he

the point, and
ghore here. Let Uz find & Sh\ahar from:
g,uﬂﬁ:t. dnwn,e!nr
..ES'H

a.nd
are &

they him

the breeze where we
I wager & crown wyg

‘on’ the lugger for an 1mur or mOTe.

fTFm‘qﬁ aut for fﬂr!fe-tr thrilling, ehdp.
h*r.: of this amazing dory in néi ﬂrcd'
wms c-j‘ me MiGhEI,. chuma "!
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Daoctors everywhere
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Remove.

AIDS DIGESTION AFTER MEALS I-

good humping for impaired digestions. |
If vour digestion is faulty, come to us
and he scientifically bumped to-day!
No charge—we're only too glad to help
vou! — THE REMOVE
FROG’S - MIARCHING CLINIC
(Propr., . Skinner), Study No. 11,

I
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" MAKING UP
By DICKY

* Barrell ! ™

Dr. Birchemall, the revered
and majestick headmaster of
mt. Bam’s, stood in the door-
way of the Junior Kommon-
room and bawled out the name
in  his faultless Oxbridge
axxent.

Tubby DBarrell, the fattest
hoy in the Fourth, promptly
hegan to shake and quake with
fear, for he had a gilty con-
ecience at the best of Limes.

" Pip-pip-pleases, sir, I never
did it1" he stuttered.

Grately te Tubby’s releef,
the Head smiled.

* 1t is bad grammar to say
‘I never did it," iny dear
Harrell," he corrected jently.
* What you should say is, ° I
never DUONE it." But I didn't
come to talk about grammar.
What I really eamo for was to
mvite you to lea."

“What ! yelled Tubby
Barrell.

“ 1 have noticed in the past
what & nice, refined yung
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| Knismass Is KOMING ! |

How would you like o spend it in
the Inxurious smroundings of Bunter
Court? I'ine? Then send 2s. Gd.
to-day for a ticket in the Bunter Court
Krissmass Hollerday Raffle, and hops
for the best ! —W. G. DUNTER, Study
No. 7, Remove,

TO TUBBY!

NUGENT.

fellow you are, and it has often
been my intention to ask you
to step along and feed your
face at my eggspense,” said
Dr. Birchemall, eyeing Barrell
with a Ht-mnﬁn!:,.r ehifty eggs.
ression on his dile. * Now
proposs to remedy the omis-
gion. What about a spot of tea

with me in five mionits’
time 1

“ G.g-grate Pif!" mer-
mered Tubby, while an ardibla

ga%P went up from the Fourth.
ror the Head to ask a meer
Fourth Former to tea with
him was unherd of. Occasion-
ally he would entertain Fossil,
the porter, or Binding, the
page; but a Fourth Former
never !

“You'll bLe along then,

Barrell ** asked Dr. Birche-
emell, anxiously.

** Sus - sus - certainly, sir!”
gasped Tubby, inwardly won.
dering whether the Head had
taken leave of his senses. Then,

TOM BROWN asks—

WHAT'S WRONG
WITH SQUIFF?

Bguifl’s reluctanco to take a zeat during the
last two deys hes caused quite a lot of com.
What on earth is the

ment in the Remaove.
matter with the chap ?

Dash it all, when a follow walks into o

deciding that
he mite be
safer with
frienda, ho
added : “' Kik-
kik «could I
brin Jolly
and Eiﬂrr}rnnd
Bgi ht along
with me, toog,
gir 7 "

For a2 mo-
ment Dr,
Birchomall

to t the wishes of such
a fassinating ¥ung jentleman
as you, go if you wish to
bring your friends, by all
meana do so!"
“Grate pip!" Tbreethed
Tubby, pinching his own arm
to assurs himself that he
wasn't dreeming.  ** All right,
then, seir, I'll be along 1 ™
“Good! 1 shall count the
ticka till your pracious pres.

ence is ndorning my festiv
board ! " cried Dr. Birchem-
all. * Don't be late ! ™

And he hassened away,
leaving the Fourth almost
parralised with serprize.

Five minnits later, Tubby
Barrell walked nervussly into
the Head's study, followed by
Jack Jolly & Co.

Dir. Birchemall greeted them
with o most effusive smile.

“Ah!l Yon have come!™
he cried. " Squatty-voo, Bar-
rell, my dear lad! Give
Barrell the chair of honmer,
Jolly I Help yourself to the
tuck, my dear Barrell, while 1

chap’s study and the chap asks the fellow
to st down, it's a bit thick when he just starcs
blankly and continues to stand up. Border.-
ing on ruodeness really, isn't it 1 But that’s
the sort of thing Squiff has been doing during
tha last forty-eight hours.

Bolsover has suggested he's doing
strengthen his leg muscles and perhaps add
a few inches to his height. If that's so, he's
choosing & most awkward way of doing it.

Skinner has o more startling theory. He
thinks S8quiff may have joined the ranks of
those Eastern mystics who take vows to do
something uncomfortable such as sitting on a
bed of spikes for tho rest of their lives. Thoe
idea 18 that Squiff may have taken a vow
never to sit down again. Takes a bit of
swallowing to my mind !

It’s equally hard to belicve that SquifT has
i e rude in his old age. Without foatur-
ing the manners that stamp the cast of Vero
de Vere, Squiff is quite a polite lad in the
ordinary way, and we can't beliove he has
changed complectely in this respeet in such a
violent fashion.

Really, thero scems absolutely nothing to
explain it. Apart from the fact that he
received a Head's swishing two days ago,
not a single incident of note has cropped up

it to

Ii,?' disturb the placid serenity of his young
'E-I-
lgiveit up]

frowned, but
he mannidged
to smiloe again,
“I should
prefer to have
yourcharming
company to
myeelf, my
dear lad,” he
said. ** How-
ever, ono has

pore out the tea!"

~ Tubby didn't need n second

invitation | He sat down

and waded in with a right
ood will.

Jack Jolly & Co. couldn't
help noticing throughout the
meal that while Dr. Birchem.
all frequently gave Tubby a
helping hand, he only gave
them the cold shoulder. For

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

some Teason, he peemed to
have decided to start making
up to Tubby. Why, was an
intreeging mistery.

At last, Jack Jolly's curi-
osity would mno longer be
denied.

" Eggscuse me, sir,’ he zaid.
“ If I mite make so bold as to
aslk, why have you suddenly
decided to be eo pally te
Barrell 1 "

A erafty look scemed to flit
across the Head's fizz beforo

he :;Elitd.
“The answer iz simple,
Jolly,” he said. “T1 have |

discovered that Barrell is an

tionally fine carrickter,
ME E am ﬁnmnnined that
hensefourth he shall look on
me not a3 A& headmaster, but
as o friend ' "

“0Oh, erumsl™

“If you think,” added the
Head, * that my friendship
to Barrell is conneeted in any
way with the fortune he has
heen left, you're jolly well
mistaken !

(19 Eh r LR

“ My feelings towards Bar-
rell would be unchanged even
if he were o pawper instead of
a millionaire. Besides, I don't
even know he has been left a
fortune. I haven't rend any-
thing about it in the papers,
I asaure you. As a matter of
fact, I can't read at all1 "

" Grate pip!" mermered
Jack Jolly & Co. As for
Tubby, he looked awfully
releaved.

“"1'm glad to lern that,
gir,” he said. " I read in the
Eaper about that chap who

a8 come into a fortune. He's
nothing to do with me.”

A wve kuliar eggaprea-
sion mmrxfef to come ﬁt{? the
Head's face,

* Nothing to do with you,
Barrell 1" he asked in a
voice as cold as steel. " What
are you a-saving * "

“The name of the cha
who has come into a fortune 18
Tommy Barrell, not Tubby

] e
Barrell," eggg'uinml' the fat

Fourth Form “ His sur-
o be the same

name ha
as mine, lam all, sir. He's

not even s relslon. T aay, sir,
these cokes ap El'imﬂ, Il
have somdé myre,

And Tubbpeached across
the table to Mp himself.

Before hevould do so,
howaver, a fimr hand gralibed
him by the smff of the neck
and yanket g olean out of
hia seat.

“No you dn't " hissed

' Dr, Birchemal: thon he wont

on with a kr: '“8So you
thought you'l est my tuck
under false-pranges, did you?
You thought jou’d trick me
into  standing you a feed!

I'll lern youl"
* But I toliyou as soon as
T could,” gros:d Tubby.

“Bah! Liowisa pah!"
enorted the Mad, furiously.
“The more fggscuses you
make, Barrel the worsn it
will be for yor!, Bend over !"

Jack Jollyl Co. eame to
the concloosin that it was
time they witklrew. Taking
advantage ofthe Head's at-
tention beingpcupied by tho
problem of i iﬂﬁ birch to
use on the unfeshunit Tubby,
they enecakeduilently away.

ay wen followed by
howls of aggesy from within
the study &s & Head's birch
began to desmd on Tubby's
fat onattern

It was prey abvious that
the Head watao longer mak-

ing up to Teby!
e

YOUNSG FIENCHMAN

Offers his swrioes as Master
of Ceremoaictit revolver and
sword duels, Fes, including
hire of dudi weapons,
coffes for omen an ambu-
lance, Ten lhillings. Ver
cheap, ia not i mes enfanta 1
—NAFPOLEOY DUPONT,
Study No. I} Remove.

BOB CHERRY on—

Yoler’s at it again, lads!
You can alwatys rely on dear
old Coker to provide at least
one good sensaiion & week,
and thia {ime it's something
really new in the way of
sensgations.

Fags for tho Filth—that's
ihe latest !

Ever since the time when
Henry the Eighth, as a IFifth
Former, absent-mindedly slow
hia fag for burning tho toast,
only the Sixth have beon al-
lowed fagas at Greyfrigra.

Colker has lonz hankered
after making an alteration in
thia rule. As he has fre-
quently put it in tho Fifth
Games Study, a JFifth man
i8 a3 good as a Sixth man an
dashed day, and if the Six
have faps, why thes dickens
shouldn't the Fifth? The
unanawcrable logic of this has
frequently left the Fifth dumb
with admiration—or some-
thing, anyway !

Last week Coker decided
to put his views io Loder.
Sve-witnesses state that five
minutes after his entrance
intoc L.oder’a study, an un.
recognisable bundle was seen
being hurled out of Loder’s
study. Closer investipation
showed that this bundlo was
Coker. Apparently Coker's
views on 11; for the I'ifth
hadn't exactly coincided with
Loder's |

Was Coker dismayed 1 Ask
yourselves, lada! When you

FAGS
FOR
THE

FIFTH

find Coker dismayed abput
anything you can look to sce
the skies falling! Having
roved to his satisfactiion that
fags for tho Fifth didn't meet
with officinl approval, Coker
set ont to inaugnrate IMags for
the Fifth WITHOUT official
approval |

With the aid of monerous
bribes, he pecured volunicers
from the Thirde and Seccond,
and founded the Volunteer
Fag Scrvice. Just to go one
better than the B8ixth, he
provided them with a uniform

‘of pill-box hats and Browne

belts, and cheerfully offered

the serviceas of the corps to
hig fellow Fifth Formers.

Strangoe to relate, the only
man to take advantage of
Coker's Volunteor Fags o far
has been Coker himsealf., Tho
service, however, scems to be
working  wilth  delightful
smoothness.

Of course, it's not gquite
perfect yet, The toast they're
serving up is like charred wood
blocks, their tea seems to be
made from siftingas of dust

LORD MAULEVERER IN
A HURRY

Youve always imagined Lord Mauleverer as & languid
gort of chap who moves thraugh life at & anail’s pace, oceasion-
ally, in a violent emergency, increasing it {o the speed of o
sloth. Gosh! You should have seen himn last Wednesday t

He dashed up from the playing.ficlda like a champion on
the cindor-track. Porapiration was sireaming from hia
noble brow as he raced up the Bchool Houss stops.

Fellowa inside the Houso seattered wildly at his approach,
for Mauly looked as if he was going to stop for nobody.

Somebody did stop him eventually, though, It happenod
to Le Mr. Wooss, and he stopped him {quite inadvertently)
by standing at the foot of the ataire and receiving tho (ull
foree of his charge.

Thera was a erazh and a yell,  Mr. Woose collapsed on the
stairs and Mauly rebounded to tho wall.

Fellows crowded round in a stato of great enriosity as M,
Woose got up again. They were most anxious to find out
what had stiinulated Mauly to thies uvnprecedented activity.

After Mr. Wooss had poured forth the viala of hiz wrath
on Mauly's head for about five minutes, it ocenrred to him to
agk tho reasom for Maunly’s huwrry. He did so.

Ancd this was Moauly's answor :

* Awlally sorry, sir. You ses, I was juab goin® fo starvk
compulsory fooler practico, an’ I remembered I hadn't had
my forty winks ihis aftcrnoon! ™

Bo now you know !

TO OUR CORRESPONDENTS.
Pleaso refrain from writing to say you're on tho rocks and
can wo lend you five bob? You touch us considerably—
but not for ihe neediul !

INKY'S BIRTHDAY
GUIDE
This week: FRANK NUGENT

Looking up the esteemed Frank Nugent’s horoscope pry.
flly in one of the books of my Jearned and ridieculous native
goothzavers of Bhanipur, I found the following: * The
esteemed son of theso atars shall be well versed nrtg‘lli_-,n Ha

from the windoew-sill, and
they emash an average of two
cupa oubt of threa in washing
up. Still, they do it all with
delightful smoothness.

Cynies are saying Coker
will get tired of it in a couple
of daye, but I, for one, refusn
to bHﬁB‘."ﬂ it.

I give him three days at
leaat—posaibly four |

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!
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Coker of the Filth defled authority

by stlempting to dle a canoe

across the Channel, starting rom

FPegg Bay. He was lucky to be

Emtm:l up in & rough sea by &
Ihml?hl:tkrhut Enh:hl lﬂli

pro o was capable o
¢ paddling his own canoce |

Mr.
@

(T L‘m L] ]
nlar maths master, finds log-
ing a good way of keeping fit,
Every morning belore breakiast
he puts in a spell oo one of Sir
Hillon Popper’s plaotations—and
“Larry ' is just as much &
é glogger ' later in class |

Lascelles, the

to

Micky Basrnd
and varied collaction ot »
gatherad from all over the

o

s um

Fi

makes: by

romy’ Jemrning

Micky

A complaint from Mra,
that her pet cat was being tor-
i iheny e _— tewed ntiuf“ out inuniahnﬂnh‘hab. bair
@ often spen mé &rc awlal sereams wers made by
them which ought to be dewsis a;

il prep * _which
Form-magter lame and ** n
pext morn !

de Hoskins,
emius of the Shell,
some new scales on his
Hoskins practizes hours
it,"" though! & da

Eebbla

came fto
the musiesl

who was Bob

¥l

Wun Lung still
Oriental custom of wearing his
in & pigtail.
eyiriars, Bolsover
major delighted in pulling it, but
Cherry so0n
Bolsover not to be a **
Bolsover tumﬁgh‘; tail ** befors *° double valoe ! at ** hall-back®,

¥ L

Lying on his back and *° hi-
cyeling ** with his legs in mid-
air, Bob Cherry works up to a
terrifie speed. Eob says * oycle **
training is one of the best ways
o} acquiring speed and agility for
the footer field, Bob is certainly

h]

adheres to the

When he first

persnaded

L
-

shall find{ully discover his joyiul happiness in life rather in the
pursuiia of the erafta of the esteemed and preposterous poot
and painter than in those of the hononred and ahsurd soldier."

Now this is trncfully eorrect. At the same time, I begfully
implore my esteemod readers not to coneludefully jump to tho
ides that the honoured Franky will grow longful hair and o
learned and impossible beard and wear baggy trousera legfully
and a velvoet jacket trunkfully |
degpite his artistic nature, he has in him & eirainfnl strealk of
common senge that will always keep him normall

2till, without any chanco of doubtful error, the csteemed

The matter foctfully ia that,

Franky'as birth-date peintfully indieatca o
fondneces for art, literature, and muste which
will in all probability unmistalkefully goide
him into one or othor of theso spheres when
Iie takes up & workful earcer.

With his artistioc outlook he will combines
fully mix o friendly disposition, sincern habits,
ond a heart Mull of esteomed courago.

Ha moy lackfully fail to hecome an estegmedd
and idiotic leading light in the land ; but ho
will alwaya be held in regardlul esteemn by
thoze who know him.

SHOULD PREFECTS HAVE ASHPLANTS ?

1f you'ro one of theso juninrs who have
staried objecting, come along und talle it over
with me. You'll be * struck ™ by tho fores
of my erpoment! — CERALD  LODER,

Sixih Form,



