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THE MORE WE ARE TOGETHER THE MERRIER WE SHALL BE!

: of the

Street,
addressed

» QU'VE all seen the " bill-o’-fare ™
outaide the big wvaricty theatres
and noticed that the * stor item "
hends the list. Well, by way of

e change, I am commencing my chat
with & mention of the big attraction in
next week's Maowgxr programme, Al
though I have, of course, read ever

gtory written by Frank Richards, T think b
next Seturday’s cover-to.cover yarn of p

Harry Wharton & Co, entitled :
“ THE CONVICT WHO GCAME BACK "

is the finest and most thrilling of all,
Hunted for more than a week, James
Loder, the escaped convict from Bread-
moor, is still * on the run,"” pr d to
fight fiercely for his liberty. Desperato
a5 his situation iz, he succ in throwing
off his pursuers, only to come face to faco
with the man who, but for his lying
tongue, would have been wearing convict
clothes in his stead. What happens then
I will not divulge here. To do so would
be to spoil your enjovinent of the yarn.
For exciternent and thrilla ** The Convict
Whe Came Back !* will remain in your
memory for some time to come, 1 do
not want a single reader of the Maoxer
to mies it. What's more, 1 want svery
one of you to tell your friends that if
they want to read a clean, thrilling
school story they cannot do better than
a copy of next Saturday’s MaGHRET.
bave :ﬁe&dy written and complimented
Frank Richards on this magnilicent yarn
and shall now look forward to hearing
readers’ candid opinions.

The " G iars Herald " supplement,
too, will be-as bright and breezy as ever,
and our clever Greyfriars Rhymester
earng full marks for his ** Imterview,’”
which is written arcund Wun Lung, the
Chincse junior in the Remove.

week asking lor particulars about

JOINING THE NAVY.

“ Angua Mapnetite ¥ wants to enter
HJI:I.% “(Ganges,” the naval training
establishment near Harwich. If he in-
quires ot hiz local post office they will
give him a booklet giving all details
regarding how to join the navy, rates of
pay, and so on. Or he can, if he wishes,
write to the Secretary of the Admiralty.
Whitehall, London, 8.W.1, for the neces-
nurzn information. . :

Another inquirer, who signs himself
“ Reguler Reader,” of Wells, Somerset,
wanté to join as & midshipman. To
become a midehiprman he must first of all
enter ag a cadet. Examinations arve held
lairly froquently for special entry cadets,
and a high . standard of education is
necegsary, Full details can be obtained
by writing to the Secretary of the Admir-
alty, address as above.

Bernard Griffin, of Freshwater, Isle of
Wight, puts up & poser to me. He wants
to hnow

HOW MANY EOOKS DID EDGAR
WALLACE WRITE ?

Phew ! That's & hard one. As a matier

of fact, 1 don’t think Edpar Wallace
himzelf (e was an old friend of jyour

TWD readers have written to me this

Your Editor is always pleased to hear
% from his readers.
i Mﬂgﬂﬂt‘,“
Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
London,

Write to him : Editor
The Amalgamated

EC4. A stamped,
envelope will ensure a reply.

editor, by the way) could have answered
that. Heo wrote so many hooks that he
loat count of them. His first book was
called * Songs,” and was published ns
long ago as 1885. I bilieve the last
book he wroto was " The Devil Man,™
alth he had commenced another
when he died, and this was completed
one of his friendas.
ue to Edgar Wallace at Ludgate
Cirens, London, sot in the wall just above
the spot where he used to =ell papers
a3 & boy befors he beeame an auther
himaself. '

Fred W. Bach, of East Ham, who is
very keen on r]ra.wiuf, has sent me &
sample of his work, and wants my opinion
of it. I must say that Fred shows great
romisge. M adj'l:.fiqa iz, that when m
tast Ham chum leaves school he should
take up & courze of instruction at an art
school—not an expensive matter—where
hiz talent will ba brought out. If he
doea this, I shall he interested to hear
from time to time how he ia progressing.

8 I warned you all last weelk, thera
A is going to be a great rush for
**THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL ™

end the only way to make sure of obtaining
& copy of this magnificent volume is by
getting & copy to-day. Some of wvou
perhapa have never seen a copy of the
* Hohday Annual.” In its 256 pages
you will find nd achool stories of
Greyfriars. St. Jim's and Rookwood, fun
and adventure yarns, articles, poems,
sketches and coloured plates—eoverything
that the modern boy and girl wants.
Thiz yvear's volome~—the finest yet pub-
lished—is obteinable from sll newsagents
at the bargain price of five shillings.
Step in now, wﬁ? the going's gucﬁ,
and make surs of petiing one of these
world-farmmous Annuals. The ™ Holiday
Annual ** ia far TOO GOOD TO MISS!

Talking of gooed thinga bri to m
mind the ﬂanking fine yarn dealing wit
the early adventures of Harry Wharton &

Co., in our compaunion paper—ithe GEM,
The title,

“BUNTER THE ATHLETE ! "

gives you some idea of the plot. Can
vou ima%iuu Billy Bunter, the prize nss
of the Groyfriars Kemove, taking up
physical culture with a view to becoming
the ** strong man " of the school ¥ Well,
believa it or not, he doea!  And then the
fun commences, Laugh? Tl say you
will when you read this screamingly funny
YAarn,

From * 22 Years Old Magnetite,” of
Axminster, comes a cheery letter in
which he raises the i1dea of

EILLY BUNTER AT BORSTAL !

This reader is a law student, and he
zays it beats him how Billy has mana
to keep out of Borstal for so long ! Fer-
haps 1t's because the other Greyfriars
fellows are such good ;goﬂa that they
have covered up all Billy's misdesds.
Ineidentally, my chum has " ﬂtumﬂ;“l{i "
me with a question. He wants to w

Thers ie a memorial

Y this popular librar

what is the longest distance cweled inm
¢ne year. Thera are no records in oxist.
ence of szuch long-distance cyeling, al-
though I should imegine thet individual
cyclista have kept their own records,
Are thers any of my readers who have
denie g0t I should like to hear from
anyone ‘who thinks he ¢sn gualify for
the long-distance record. This reader
also asks how to tell the speed reached
by o cyele. The simplest method is to
eyels at full speed between two milestones
?n;fe use & stop watth to record the time
e,

tf AGXETITE Fihkn Fan,” of Sut-
M ton, Surrey, has fairly got me
guessing. He wants to know

HOW MANY FILM STARS

are there in Britain ¥ To decide this, one
would have to know exactly what conati.
tutes a flm ' atar.” Lots of actors
and actresses who have only appeared in
one or two films consider thémselves to
e * stars "—Dbut the public don't always
agree with thern ! Film companies them-
selves generally reckon that the * atars
are the people whose names are featured
before the name of the flm. People
who are mentioned after the name of the
film are- “ supporting players.” That
seerns to be about the 'Eest- way of reckon-
ing up the stardom wvalue of & film player.

“THE SCHOOLBOY'S OWN LIBRARY.”
There will be three new numbera of
on sale Thursday,
October lst—and they have my strong
recommendation. Neo, 277—" The Scalla-
wagz of the Third | "—features your old
favourites, IHarry Wharton & Co., of
Greyfriars, It's & tip-top yarn, chums,
and if you don't r it—wrell, it will be
our loss, Neo, 2768—" Follow Uncle
ames | "

—introduces Jimmy Silver &
Co., the cheery chums of Rookwood, and
the story shows Owen Conquest bang in
form. No. 27— The Great Fire at
8t. Frank's ! "—is a thrilling book-length
varn by LEdwy Searlea Brooks, telling of
the exciting adventurcs of Nipper & Co.,
of 8t, Frank's, Don’t forget the publish-
ing date—Qetober Ist. The * Schoolboy's
Own Library ™ is published the frst
Thureday in every month, and the price
per copy 18 44,

To wind up this chat, here aro o few

RAPID FIRE REPLIES

to wvarious queries gent in to me by
readera.

What Is iha Greatest Speed Achleved
by the Wind ¢ (" Inquirer,” of Burslem}.
Owver three hund miles per hour,
That is the speed of some of tho ¢yclones
which rage over the West Indies.

Is there a Sea without a Shore ? (B.
Turner, of Newhaven): Yes. The Bar-

80 Bea, situated in the Atlantic Ocean,

as no shore, o8 it is entirely surrounded
by other waters.

Are Bats Really Bllnd ? (T. Smith, of
Whitatable) : No, the expression “ blind
as & bat" iz quite wrong, Daylight,
however, dazzles the eyes of bats, which
is why they never come out until the sun
has set,

Can You Take One from Nineteen and
Leave Twenty ? (“ Catchem,” of Stock-
ton): Yes, if you do it with Foman
numerels, thus XIX is nineteen. Take
the centre stroke away and it leaves XX
(twenty).

What are Newis ? (Kenneth Blake, of
Lower PEebington). Newts belong to
the Salamander family. They feed on
insects, worms, centipedes, and so on.
They will live and breed in ﬂ&ﬂw}w
e.a.si?;', and for the first three weeks live
on water plants, after which they bocome
ingect caters.

Look out for another cheery pow-wow

next week, chums.
YOUR EDITOR.



THRILLS, FUN and EXCITEMENT GALORE in this New Extra~-Long Greylriars Yarn !
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One of the kicks Gerald Loder gets out of life is making Harry Whartun & Co., of the Remove,

**toe the line.”

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Loder—and Another Loder!

L1 I'OF that row ™
g Nine scparate and distinet
glares were turned on Loder
of the Sixth.

Tom DBrown's study, No. 2 in the
Bemove, was rather crowded. It often
was when Brewney had his wireless
going.

_bwder of the Sixth might call it a

row,” if he liked, and no doubt some
ﬂf the music might be justly so de-
serthbed, DBut the Removites, at all
events, liked 1t, and, anyhow, it was no
E}uainess of a Sixth Form man, even a
prefect, to barge into the Remove pas-
sage and throw his weight about there,

T'om Brown was standing by his wire-
less. The Famous Tive of the Remove
were secupying all the available chairs
in the study, as well as the coal-box.
Peter Todd sat on the table. Vernon-
Bmith was in the window seat. Lord
Mauleverer leaned on the wall, with his
hands in his pockets. And even Mauly,
who was never known to get into 3 wax,
joined in the general indignant glare
that was turned on Loder.

It was sheer bullying on Loder’s part.
Loud a3 the radio was, the strains of
music cortainly did not reach so far as
the Sixth Form studies. Tellows in the
Bemove, the Fourth, and the Fifth, who
wanted to work, might have found it a
little disconcerting. But there were not

a lot of fellows in any of those Forms
who woanted to work after tea and be-
fore prep—and swots, anvhow, had to
take what was coming to them.

Loder of the Sixth, at all events, had
absolutely no cause for complaint, No-
body wanted him in the Remove
quarters, and i#f he kept ocut of those
guarters the radio wonld not reach his

(Copyright in the United Statea of America,

the Sixth feels the weight of it !

earz. Dut there he was, frowning info

the doorway of Btudy No. 2, and order-

ing Tom Drown to stop the ““row”™
*Do you hear me ¥ hooted Loder.

Harry Wharton rose to his feet. As
capiain of the Remove, the fellows cox-
pected him {0 stand up for their riphis,
which he was quite ready and willing
to de.

" Look

Fa

here, Loder—
Harry, Ile spoke quietly and cwﬁ
Gerald Toder might be o i:nu]lv—-he
was—and he might be the most un-
popular prefect at Greyiriave—he was,
But he was a 3ixth Form prefect, and,
as such, had to be treated with tact.

“That will do, Wharton! This row
can be heard all over the House IV said
Loder. *“*8hut if off at once, Brown "

Wharton's eyves gleamed.

He knew, as every fellow in the study
knew, that Loder was simply making
himself unpleasant, because ho was a
bully, and beeause he was in o bad
temper.

That radioc had been on scores of
tiries, and no prefect had ever bothered
about 1t before—not even Toder. Lioder,
obviguzly, waz in a bad temper. Some-
thing, no doubt, had haEpened to make
him wnusually *shirty.” Petor Todd
wondered whether he had found pum in
his study armchair. Peter knew that he
would find it there, sooner or later.
Peter had the best of reasons for know-
ing that, az he had put it there! If he
hadd fﬂund it, no doubi he puoessed that
it was some Remove man who had paid
him that Lkind attention. DIven Loder
could not whep & whole I'erm on sus-
pictan.  Bat he eould eome up to the
Bemove and make himself obnoxious—
and he did !

“I've told vou, Brown. to shut that
row off I said Loder. He had his ash-

i

This week, however, the boot’s on the other foot . . . . and the bullying prefect of

plant under his arm, and he slid it down
inte his hand.

Browney, breathing hard, reluctantly
shut off the wireless. Silence descended
on the Rmnﬂvﬂfasqﬂ.ge.

Loder lingered a moment in the daoor-
way., Probably he would have pre-
ferred fo use the ashplant te enforce his
mdua As he had no pretext for doing

he turned away.

"lhe- cheeky rotter '™ breathed Bob
Cherry.

" The terrific tick ™ murmured Hurrce
Jamsctk Ram Singh.

* Borry, you men !” said Tom Brown.

“We were just gmng to pet the news.
But T suppos

“Bhove it on agein, Brownev!” said
Vernon-Smith, from the window seat.
The Bounder was always reckless and
up against authority, right or wrong.

But this time t]‘lﬁ Bounder had the
support of the captain of the Form and
head boy of the Remove,

“Smithy's  right,” said Harry
Wharton. “®Bhove 1t on, ond nover
mind Loder. He's no right to inier-
fore.”

“Well, & prefect's a Erefaet.” T
marked TFrank Efugent-. “E4ll, at's too
jolly thick ! Let's ™

“*Blow Loder "' growled Johnny Bull.
“Loder can go and eat mLE’ If he
barges in agnin I'l]l tell him so!

*“*Hoear, hear|”

“Bhieve it on, Brownev !” s::m:I Bab
Cherry. “Wa want to hear the jally
nId news, you know, and it's just coming
on.

“Yaas, shove it on, old bean!” eaid
Lord Mauleverer.

“Blessed if 1 don’t!™ said Brown.

And he did.

Tt was rather rveckless, but all tha
juniorz in Biudy No. B were angry and

THE MaGNET LIBRARY.—No. 1,993,
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indignant.  If Loder was still within
Liearing, he was the msan to come back
snd. “whop ” every fellow in the study.
And if their indignation moved them to
the longth of handling him, the conse-
quencez would be dire, Sixth Form
refects were not to be handled by
] AN10TS,

Perhaps the Removites were rather
relioved that the roar of jazz did not
P urst forth again, They did not want
loder to come back. It was time for
the early news, and the announcer had
fot on to it. A carefully elegant accent
proceeded from the radio, giving the
Ve,

Even the former roar would not have
reachéd Loder if he had gone back to
the Sixth, The elegant tones of the
announcer of mews would not have
reached himn had he got as far se thé

middle landing on the staivease. o,
really, 1t seemed all right.
But it was not all right | Heavy foot-

stepe sounded in the Remove pastage,
coming towards the study. A fat faco
and a large pair of spectacles blinked
:n“fi:hr a mumei_:hh i o

sav, yvou fellows, er’s coming
squeaked = Billy Bunter. And he
vamshed befors Loder came.

Tomm Brown's hand went to the radio.
Smithy reached forward, and jerked his
arm back.

“Don't 1" he said.

“0Oh, sll right I”

_ And the announcer went on announc-
ing, a8 Gerald Loder looked into the
study again, ‘This time his ashplant
was not under his ann. It was not in
his hand.

Loder clearly had not gone back to
the Hixth. He had not gone down the
stairs at all. Like the tick and swob he
was, he had lingered on the Remove
Ianc{ﬁng to hear whether that radio was
turned on again, and to come back if it
was. Perhaps he suspected that the
gummer of his armchair might Pﬂ one
of the ninae fellows in Study No. 2/ Any-
how, nina fellows were booked for the
ashplant now.

¢ juniors all rose to their feet as
Loder stepped into the doorway.
Vernon-Smith picked up an inkpet.
Thae Bounder, at least, was ready {for a
row, regeirdless of consequences. Harry
\Whartan clenched hiz hands, and his
rves flashed at Loder.

“Bo yon fancy you can do as you
choose, and take no notice of a prefect's
orders ¥’ said Loder grimly. I rather
think—>"

Ha broke off. He gave a violent start,
and every fellow in the study gave 2
jump. Clearly, in that elegant accent
from the announcer on the radie, came
the words:

“James FLoder, otherwise Convict
No. 22, is still at large. Bince his escape
from Blackmoor Prison, & week ago, he
haa been seen only once—in Kent. Any
person  seeing or hearin; anything of
ihe escaped conviet, James Laoder,
gshould communicate at once with the
neavest police station.”

Dead silence fell on the juniers 1n
Study No. 2.

They all locked at Loder. The ach-
plant segged in his hand, The colour
wavared in his face.

It was only for a moment that the
juniors saw his face, however. Ho
turned and walked down the Remove
pessage Lo the stairs.

The announcer was going an with
news from Spain, Nobody in Study
Na. 2 listened to the news from Spain.
They looked at one another with
startled, almost scared faces.

“Lois of people named Loder,”™ said
Eob Cherry, at last. )

Tue Macxer Lmeame.—DNo. 1,493
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“"Lotz and lols!” said the Bounder
gardonically. “"Would you turm a8
white as a sheet, old bean, if your-heard
of a convict named Cherry i

“Of course I shouldn't, fathead ! Tona

of Cherries]” .
_ "Loder did,” said Bmithy. “Looks as
if he might know aﬂmethmg about that
particular specimnen of the lots and lots
of Loders.” _ .

Tom Brown shut off the radio. No-
body, unless perhaps the Bounder, felt
disposed to defy, rag, or worry Loder
of the Sixth, after that lock in his face
as he turned away from the door of
Study No. 2. And in silence the jumors
left the study, only the Bounder grin-
ning as he went.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Whe'll Go?

6w LT go
I “What 1" i
said Billy Bunter. “I’ll go, with
said Billy Bunter. “I'll go with
pleasure 1™ i

Williasm Wibley of tha
stared blankly at Billy Bunter,
Harry Wharton & Co.

Bunter had surprised them.

Wik had stopped the Famous Five in
the quad to inguire whether any one of
them felt disbosed to run down to Court-
field and fetch & parcel in for hum.

It was the day following the strange
incident in Tom Brown's study. That
incident lingered in the minds of the
fellaws who had been present, and in the
minds of other fellows to whom some of
them had mentioned it. But William
Wibley was not thinking about that, or
about anything except the parcel he
wanted from Courtfield. )

William Wibley, great chicf of ihe
Remove Dfamatic Society, was busy on
a new play, which the Remove were
going to produce thab term, under Wib's
masterly direction,

Wib was annoyed that fellows bothered
even about football, which, in com-
parison with Wib's dramatic stunts, was
a trifle light as air—according to Wib.
Sc he was not likely to bother about
radic announcements, escaped cenviets,
or Loder of the Sixthl

Except that, at the present moment, he
had to bother about Loder of the Sixth,
to the extent of getting lines written for
that disagreeable prefect, which pre-
vented him from going down to Court-
ficld himself for his parcel. -

Harry Wharten Co. were sym-
pathetic, and desirous to oblige. But
they ha.cli to explain that footer practice
came first—an eagEhnatmu that simply
made William Wibley snovt. :

Then Bunter surprisingly wm%hed in,

Wibley _had not thought of asking
Bunter. Bunter, it was trne, was guite
capable of walking down te Courtheld,
ceﬁecting a parcel, and conveving the
game to the school. Bubt nobody ex-
pected Billy Bunter to take any frouble
of any sort for any person but YWilliam
George Bunter.

Surprising 23 Bunter's offer was,
Wibley was glad to hear it. He stared
at the fat Owl of the Remove, but his
face brightencd.

“Alean that?"” he asked.

“Certainly, old fellow 1" =zald Bunter,
almost affectionately. *“I'd <o mora
than that to oblige a fellow I really

Remove
S0 did

likn.”
“Well, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry.  “That's jolly good of Foum,
Bunter.

I'd go like & shot, Wib, old
man, but footer, you know—--">"

“Tooter's so much more nnporiant
than my new play I sald Wibley, with
deep, withering sd¥casm,

“That's it, old chap ™ assented Baob.
Thet was, in fact, so clear, that Bob did
not aven notice that Wib was being

sarcastio,
comrades ohuckled. Wib

Bob's
snorted.
wI'd g}? myself,” said Wibiﬁly, “hut
that blighter Loder gave me a hundred
limes, and I forgot to do them. I really
sat down to do ; Fou know, but then
an idea came into my head for my ghy.
and I started writing that instead. I
can tell you fellows that the * Hunted
Man’ iz going to ba a corker. About
tha best I've done for our dramatic
smieti‘:,r.”
“Then it must be absolutely tip-top ¥
caid Harry Wharton solemnly.

"The tipfulnesz of the esteomed top
musgt bo truly terrific I declared Hurrce
Jamset Ram E:'Ilin?h.

“Y zay, you fellows, never mind about
that,” said Billy Bunter briskly. *“I'll
get off at once, Wib, and get back in
time for tea.™

“Thanks, old chap!” said Wibley.
" I'm awfully keen to get my parcel from
Courtfield. I'd chenee it with Loder, if
nobody would go for me; but the brute's
in & foul temper to-day, and I don’t
want six. Loder seems to have come
back this term a worsedempered tick
than ever. 0Of all the bullying rotiers,
that tick Loder—!

“Bhugl, old man?’ murmured Bob
Cherry. “"Wara beaks|”

Mr. Lascelles, the games master, was
ﬁmaﬁing the group of juniors in the quad.

t was not judicious to let & beak
hear a fellow's opinion of a Sixth Form
prefect.

But Larry Lascelles walked on without
glancing round, as if he had heard
nothing. Wibley grunted.

“Well, never mind Loder ! ho sand.
“ Blow loder, anyhow ! 1 say, Bunter,
if you really mesn that you'll go down
le Courifield for meg—-"

“(3lad to oblige, old fellow !”
fat Owl.

“Bring it to my study as soon as you
got back : and, look here, be caveful with
it 1 said Wibley anxiously. " They're
rather expensive things in ik you
know.™

“That’s all right,” said Bunter cheer-
fully “Rely on me. I'll eut off new,
and get back by tea-time. Is it to be
paid for "

“No, it's paid for 1" answered Wibley.
“ Just walk in and tell old Tazarus that
1t's for me, and he will hand 1t over,™

Billy Dunter stared 1n his tuin.

“(ld Lazaruz!™ he repeated.

“¥eg; you know old Lazarus' =hop, st

the eorner of the High Strect.”

“But old Lazarus doesnt’t sgell tuck
zaidd Bunfer, staring. “It's a recond-
hand shop—he does all sorts of things,
fromm costumes for amatour thealricals to
clacks and watches, but I've noever heard
that he sold tuck. You mean tha bun-

Shﬂ%l_ den't you "
q velled

a, ha, hal”
Five.

It davwned on themt now why Billy
Bunter had so oblipingly offcred to
feteh i that pareel |

“I mean old Lazarus".” said Wibley
irritably. “What are vyou driving at,
Bunter ¥

“Well, I never knew he had started
tuck,” said Bunter. “JIs ik 2 new line?
Ha sells jolly nearly everything, but 1
never heard that he had started dealing
in tuck. Still, if he hes, all rvight.”

“Have vou gote potiy? denranded
Wibley., “0ld Lazarus docsn’t zell tuck,
Who's talking about tuck %

“Bhl Ain’t you ™ ejaculated Bunter.
*"¥You said you were anxious io get the
parcel [”

said the

the [Famons



“Ha, ha, ha " yelled the chums of the
Romove.

Evidently Bunter could not compre-
hend why a fellow should be anxious
about s parcel unless it contained tuck.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at 1" snapped Bunter. “Look here,
Wib, what's in that parcel you want
from Courtfeld i

“My new costume, for my Eat!; in
the * Hunted Man,” ¥ answered Wiblay.
“What the t'hum;:: do you mean? Go to
old Lazarus'— '

“You silly ass!” roared Bunter, in
niter disgust. “Think I'm pong to walk
down to Uourtfield to fetch a silly parecl
with & silly costume in 187 Yahl’

“Why, wyou just offered!” howled
Wibley. “Didn't you say——"

“Fa, ha, ha!”

“ Open that parcel at once 1 ' sald the convied. Wibley untied the siring, and opened the bundle.
Ieaned forward eagerly, to see what was rwaa!l ¢ Ié.%li Next moment, he gave a ¢ry of astonishment and dismay as
& conviet’s sui.

“I'athead !” hooted Bunter, *Ass!
Catch me fetching your rotten parcels !
Lo and cat coke '™

With & snort of disgust, Billy Bunler
turned and rolled away. Wibley stared
after him, and stared at the chums of
the Remove.

“ls that fat idiot batchv?” asked
Wibler. "“You fellows all heard him
offer to feteh my gnrcel-—”

“Ha, ha, hal He ithought it was
something for tea in the study !” roarcd

Bob Cherry. *“IHe can't eat your
fﬁ;ﬁt“?m for your jelly eold ITuuted
an 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, he's offered, and I'
i\n]l}' well make him go, or jolly well
il him 1™ q:-.‘,claimcg Wibley indig-
nantly; and bo rashed asiter Billy
Bunter, while the Vamous IPive, still
f:hut:]iliuﬁ. went to Lthe changing-roons.

Billy Bunter, rolling away in a stale
of great aonovence, was suddenly
stoprped by a eluteh on his fat shoulder,
Bunter felt that he had cause to bo
arnoved. IIe had been disappointed

EVERY SATURDAY
about a postel order, whick he had

been exzpecting ever since the term
started. A parcel of tuck would have
come in extremealy useful, like corn in
Lgypt in one of the lean years. And
it turned out that that parcel only con-
tained rotten thaﬂtrwaf properties for
Wib's rotten theatrical stunts,

It was no wonder that Bunter was
annoyed. And he was still mors
annoyed when Wibley's wrathy elutch
on his fat shoulder spun him round,
60 suddenly that his little fat lega
tapgle&, and ho sat down in the guad
with a8 heavy bump.

“Yooooop " roarcd Bunier.

“You fat dummyl” hooted Wibley.
“Look here, are you going to fetch my
parcel, or not !

linh[ll hﬁ m

“No!™ yelled Buntor. “Go and cat
coke! DBeast!”

“Then T'll jolly well book you for
saying you would I said Wibley,

And ho did, on the spot, with rapidity
and vigour.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow! Wooocooh ! roarcd
Bunter, as ho wriggled and fled.

Booting Bunter was satisfactory in
itg way. But it did not solve the
problemn of transport. Wibley looked
round for the FFamous Five again, per-
haps hoping to convince them that
theatrical stunts really were more im-
portant than football. But the Famous
Five had disappcared.

“1 say, Skinner.” Wil bore down on
Skinner of the Memove. He was not
& very hopeful subject; but it was g caso
of any port in a storm. “Bkinner, old
chap, like to run down to Courtfeld
for me ™™

Skinoper stared blankly for & moment.
e was net an obliging fellow—and ik
was a walk of two miles to Courtficld.
Then he nodded, and grinned.

5

“Just what I woold like!™ he
declared.

“Mean that?" asked Wibley.

“Honest Injun!" said Skinner. “I'd
like it no end, Wibley ! The very thing
thet would make me happy "

“Well, then—"

“Only,” added Bkinner regretfully,
“this is my gelf-depial week,”

“What "

" Belf-denial week!” explained
Skinpner. “I'm denying myself all
thesa pleasures! Ask me again nexk
week, old bean !

And Skinner walked away laughing
~lcaving William Wibley, glaring. Ilo
haﬁl no uso for Harold Skinner's little
jokes.

“Hallo, Smithy ¥

He caught sight

Tha man
o beheld

of the Bounder, wheeling cut his bike,
B lliaa;:.r, going Courtfield way 1"

No; over to DPeg,” answered
Smithy,

“Like to run down to Courificld
instead——"

'iIE

h ?-u
“And fetch in a parcel for me—"

“What do you think 7" asked Smithy,
grinuing. And without waiting for an
answer to that question be put & log
over his machine and rode off—to Pegg.

Wibley snortod.

It looked ms if he would have to
fotch that parcel himself, or else leave
it till the morrow. Which, of course,
was impossible, ns ho was fearfully
keen to try on that new costumoe as the
Hunled Man. He epotted Loder of
the Bixil, walking in the guad with
Carne, and cut over 1o him,

“1 say, Loder——"

“Well t” rapped Loder.

“May I leave my lines till alter tea?
I'l bring them beforo prep”

Tie Macxer Langsuy,—No. 1,493,
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Loder scowled.
“*Yos=—if you
" Not otherwise.”™
The twoe Sixth Formers® walked on.

Wibley clenched his hands.

“Ol, you rotter I he breathed. “ You
rolten bullyl You unspeakable tick|
You beastly swab! Yah!"

Wibley walked down to the gates.
“Six ¥ or no six, he was gomng to fetch
that parcel from Mr, Lazarus’, at
Courtfield; and if Loder “look 16 out ™
of him, h{! would find some way, some-
how, to take it out of Loder in turn.
Anvhow, he was going down to Court-
field—and he went!

want =iz ! he said.

———

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Skinner Tries It On [

1 WENTY. TWO ¥
i Loder of the Sixth gave an
almost convulsive start, Carnoe
rrinned.

Skinner of the Romeave was speakiog
to Bnoop of that Ferm,

There waz no law at Greviriars,
written or unwritien, against any fellow
mentloning any a"ll:hn:u:tma] number in
conversation with & friend. LThere was
no law against his mentioning 1t in the
hearing of a Sixth Form prefect, or
atiybody else. If Skinner winked at
Bnoop, as he mentioned it, there was
likewise no law against one Remove
map  winking at another. And if
Bidney James Snoop grinned, why
shouldn't he grin® There was no law
against that, either.

Skinner had not been in Tom Brown's
study the previous day when the radio
announcer referred to Convict No, 22,
otherwize James Loder. Certainly he

had not heard that announmcement.
Possibly one of the fellows had told
himm—in fact, all the Remove knew
about it, as well as o good many cther
fellows m other Forms. The Bounder
was making rather a jest of it Skill,

Lodor had no right to jump {o the con-

clusion that Slkinner wa:s alluding to
Convict No. 22, or that Harold Skinner
had cver even heard of that elusive
gentleman. BStill less had ke a right
to jump at Skinner and take him by the
collar.

But that was what he did.

Ied wilh anger, with gleaming eyves,
Loder grasped Skinner by the collar
and shook hun hke a rat.

“Yarocooh ' roared Skinner,

Posaibly Skinner had pob cxpected
that. It wuas rather Bkinner’s wav to
play malictous jokes, unexpeciaut of the
consequences.,  But really he thought
that Loder would have a Iitile mora
sense. Y hether there was, or was not,
any connection between James Loder.
the Blackmoor convict, amd Gorald
Loder of the Sixth Form at Groyiriars
Sehool, 18 was cbviously Leder’s cue to
alfect indifference. Getling excited on
the subject was as good as adnutting a
colnect on,

But Bkinner, who was cool and wary
himself, did not allow for Loder's sharp
teinper, nor for the fact that Loder had
been upsct and nervy aver since that
startling announcement had been made
over the wircless. Loder had no doubt
that Skinner had abtered that namber in
his bearing intentionally, for purposecs
of check—as, indeoed, 'Skinner had.
Which Wi enotgh~—nore than
enough—for the bully of the Sixth.
Whether he was related to a conviet or
not he was 1ot going lo be cheeked by
a check ky junior.
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Shake, shake, shake!

“Oh! Ow! Ogghl!" gurgled Skinner.

“Jegpo! Obh! Lepgol  You bullyl
Toggo 17

“Loder, old man!” exclaimed Ceorne.
Ile realised, if Loder did not, that it
would have been wiser to take no heed.

“*¥ou young sweep ! breathed Loder.
“Cowe to my stu :,! Do you hear?
Come to my study at ance, and, by Jove,
I'll whop you for your cheek 1"

He released Skinner’s collar.

“ Fallow me!™ he smarled.

Bhinner sob his collar straight and
cyed Loder malevolently., Skinner was
very far, as a rule, from being a fellow
to ecuter into a contest with a Sixth
Form prefect—a really visky roceed-
ing. But thero naa power in Bkinner's
hands now, aud ho was not going to be
shaken like a rat, and caned to boot—if
be could help it. Loder's lool showed
what he had to expect in Loder’s study |

Snoop stepped back—rather seared.
But Skinner, for once, was not scared.
If Loder wanted 1%, he should have it,
and Skinner was the fellow to give it
to him,

“What are you going to whop me
for, Loder ¥ asked Bkinner in a loud,
clear voice. I suppose I'm culiiled *o
know.™

“I'm going to whop vou for your
cheek [ Follow mel”

“What have I done?”

Loder did not answer that question,
He made another grab at Skinner's
collar, and Bkinner, this time, jumped
back.

“ Loder—" whispered Earnu:-.

Loder did not hieed him. e followed
Skinner up, with a look on his face that
made tweniy fellows stare rdund at

lim.

Skinner dodged, Iie cut across
towards the eolms, where I'Il:-: Fﬂrlma
master, Mr. Quelch, was walking with

Mr. Capper.

Loder plunged after him.

“Oh ertkey ¥ breathed Snoop.

“What's the row " called out Peter
Todd, coming up with =ix or seven more
chmﬂms

“Loder's after Bkinner——"

“Smoking again " asked Mazeldene.
“MNo [car—unothing at all.”

“ Rot—cven Loder lhas toe have an
excuse I said Peter.

All eyes turmed on Skinner.  Ila
reached the two masters, wiw stopped
in their stalely pacing and stared ab
him in surprise. Loder slowed down a
littlo in his pursuit as le saw them.

“What is the matter, Skinner 3 azhod
r. Quelch.

“1f you please, sir,” gasped Skinner,
“ Loder's told me to go to his study to
ba cancd, and I don’t know what I've

done. S0 far as I know, I've done
nothing at all.” .
* Nonsense,  Skinner ™ said  Mr,

Queleh, frowning. * Loder is a prefect,
ard I cannot belicve, for one |.m1|11:n1.‘
ihat he would cane yon without canse.”
“Mayu't I know what I've done,
glp 17
“T have no doubt, Skinner, that yon
are guite well aware of 1t,"” saudl AMr.
Qucleh.  ““llowever, Leder is here, and
1 will speak o Lim. Loder., thus boy
oo unaware why D is te be
punizshed, according Lo his slaloment.
You may tell me, as his FPormemastier,
what he has done.™
YIHe checked me,
“71 never spoke to lum, =iy, never
even saw him,"” gasped Skinners, 1
was speaking to Bnoop about the foot-
ball, when Leoder swddenly camn up aml
grabbed me by the collur and ordered
me to go to his study for a canmg™

sip 1



——IS CROWDED WITH THRILLS AND EXCITEMENT. WATCH OUT FOR IT! ¥

“That is absurd 1V said Br. Quelch
sharply. “However, there scems to be
some sort of misunderstanding. Please
tEi’E:i me, Loder, exactly what BSkinner
sald. ™

Loder breathed hard., His face was
crimson and he could scarcely control
his temper, even in the presence of the
Form-master. But he began to realise
that it would have bren wiser to let
Skinner “geb awayv ” with that gibe.
Fifty fellows, at least, had gathered
round, and all of them were going to
hear the cause of the trouble,

“He knows what he said, sir ™ stam-
mered Loder. “*He was making out
that I have & relation who is—is—
.iE i)

“Is what?” asked Quelch in astonish-
menk.

¥ A=mge—g pconvict, gir,” gosped Loder.

“Blezs my soul ! Skinner, you younpg
raseal, I will punish you myself with
the greatest severity——"

“1 mever did, sir!"” howled Skinner.
“1 never said a word about a4 convict.
I don't know Loder's people, sir, and
don’t know whether any of them are in
prison or not!”

There was 2 subdued chuckle in the
gathering crowd. Loder’s face, already
crimson, seemed to become purple.

“Bilence, Bkinmer . How dare vou
express yoursell in such a manner?” ex-
claimed Mr. Queleh, “¥You are making
matters worse ! Loder, you may be sure
that if thizs boy of my Form has uttered
any such slander. he will bLe severely
dealt with,
my own hands. But
clear! Tell mo exact
said—his words, Loder.

“He—he—-he said * twenty-tweo,” sir!"
asped Loder. *“He said it for me to
cer, 83 I know very well.”

Mr. Quelch almost jumped in his sur-
prise. Mr. Capper raised his eyebrows,

“He said twenty-two!™ repeated the
Eermove master. “Is that all he said,
Loder 1

“¥Xes ! hissed Loder.

“Then what do you mean, Loder?"
exclaimed Mr. Quelch sharply, “Why
should not this boy speak of that num-
ber, or anv other, if he pleases? Are
vou out of your senses, Lm:}&r, or what "

Evidently Mr. Queleh had never heard
of Convict No. 22! He was poing to hear
noaw |

“It=—it's the number of a conviet who
—who's escaped from Blackmoor, sir!”
stammered Loder.

“Ys 1t said Mr. Quelech. “What of
it? ¥ am sorry to see a hoy of my Form
taliing an interest in such matters. I
am far from approving of schoolboys
reading newspapers—very unfit publica-
tions for the voung ! Nevertheless, I see
no harm in Bkinner's remark, Leder.
What do vou mean ¥

“The—the—tha conviei’'s name hap-
peng to be the same as mine, sipl”
panted Loder. “Of course, there is no
connechion—none whatever! But by a
rotten chance, the conviet’s noame
happens to be Loder. That was why
Slanner did it.”

There was a general grin in the con-
colreg mlrrmmrﬁng the spot.  Loder's
fierce anger and excitement did not look,
in the general opinion, as if there was
noe connection !

“0Oh ! said Mr. Quelch slowly, *I—I
soe ! Bkinner, you mentioned the con-
viet's number in Loder’s hearing as a
gibe—a taunt—"

Mot at all, sir 1" sand Bkinner calmly.
%1 was talking football to Snoop.”

“Football 1 repeated Mr. Quelch.

“"Yes, sir!”

1 fail to see. Skinner—>"

“You see, sir, Wharton's fized up a

1p|easu let us be
Iy what Ekinner

I will take the matter into”

|
q

pick-up " explained Bkinner, “They're
playing Soccer now, sir—a pick-up,
seven A side—pgomes practice, sir! I
was saying to Snoop that it would be a
better practice if he plaved o full team
each side—TI'd have played, if he'd asked
me, and so would some other fellows.
I was telling Bnoop that it would have
been gquite easy for Wharton to pick up
twenty-two, when Loder suddenly rushed
up and grabbed me.”

Skinner made that explanation with a
grave face.

Mr. Quelch looked at him.

Then he glanced round in the direc-
tion of the playing-fields, visible in the
distance, ‘I%eré on Little 8ide, wers
the Remove funthal]ers—ungicuhtcdly
playing in a pick-up, teven & side! And
twenty-two, induhltai:l-ly, was the number
of two elevens, added together!

“Bless my soul 1™ said Mr. Quelch.

‘I've never heard  anythi about
Loder's relations, sir!” said Bkinner, in
a very injured tone. “I've never heard
snything about any escaped conviet, sir,
and don’t know whether he's named
Loder or not, or whether he's a relation
of Loder’s, sirl 1 couldn't make out
why Loder was in suclt a temper, sir.”

Loder, at that moment, would have
given much for the quadrangle to open
snd let him fall through out of sight.

He did not even know whether
Skinner was speaking the Lruih or not !
It was quute possible that he was! Any
fellow might have made such a remark
as Bkinner stated that he had made to
Snoop.

Mr. Quelech glanced round and
beckoned to Sidney James Enoop, whose
grinning face was in the thronging civcle
round the spot.

“Bnoopl! What was 8kinner saying to
you when Loder heard him speak?” he
asked.

“He was saving that he'd have
played, sir, if Wharton had asked him,

and that Wharton could easily have
made up twenty-twe, sir!” answered
Sidney James demurely.

Mr. Queleh glanced at Loder’s burning

B0,

“ Evidently there was s misappre-
hension, Loder!” he said grimly. *1
should recommend you. Loder, to make
sure that an offence has been committed
before vou administer punishment to a
junior. A prefect, Loder, iz expected,
above all things, to be just! It iz unfor-
tunate that s conviet should have the
ganie name a3 & Greyiriars boy, but it i3
absurd, Loder, to be unreasonably sensi-
tive about s coincidence such as that,
Skinner appears to have made s per-
fectly innocent remark—a remark that
any boy might have made. I presume,
Loder, that you will acknowledge that
now."

“Dh! Yes! I—I—-T—" Loder
became incoherent.

“Then pleaze let the matier drop !
said Mr. Quelch, [rowning,

Loder turned away withont speaking
again. The two masiers resumed their
stately walk by the elms.

Gerald Loder tromped away to the
Houze. He was ouly anxious’to get out
of sight—away from the stare of & hun-

dred curious eyves. Anvbody st Grey-
friars who had missed the radio
announcement, and ecen nollung of

Conviet No, 22 in the newspapers, would
not be left in ilglmram:u now—Loder's
own actions had made it cortain that
every fellow 1n the school would hear of
James Loder, No.,K 22 at Blackmoor
Prison! .

Skinner winked at the grinning crowd
when his Tbrm-niaster’'s baeclk was
turned. Skinner had scored, there was
no doubt about that,

“You awlul swab, Skianer!™ said

Peter Todd, “¥You jolly well knew
about that convict—1 heard Hinithy
telling you.”

“Go hon!" said Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ' -

“1 say, vou fellows,” squealked Billy
Bunter. “I say, fancy a Greyinars pre-
fect having relations in prison! [ say,
do you think it's Loder's father?"

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

" Well, he's awfully wild about L™
said DBunter. “I wonder if it's his
father! I faney it is, you know.”

“You fat ass!™ said Peter. “I've
heard of Loder’s father—he's Major
Loder, a terrific old gent with a fiery
eye! I saw him here once ¥

“Well, T suppose majors go to chiokew,
if they do enything,” said Bunter. “1I
say, you fellows, what do you think
Loder's father did ™

“Ha, ha, ha '™

Loder of the Sixth undoubtedly would
have been wiser to pass Skinner’s gibe
unheeded.

Any fellow might have the ill-luck to
have the same name ns a convict—
indeed, it was prebty certain that many
fellows had, as no fellow could have a
monopoly of names. Vernon-8mith had
not turned & hair when a pickpocket
namoed Smith had been “run in®™ at
Courtfield—uneither had Smith minor of
the Fourth, or S3mith major of the Fifth.
Palmer of the Sixth did not seem unduly
worried by the fact that his name had
appeared in the annals of crime! Why
was Loder so excited about it? Plenty
of fellows thought that there was only
one answer to that guestion!

e —

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Broad Arrows!

ILLIAM WIBLILEY
round him,
He was not alarmed—but he
was puzzled.

Walking back from Courtfield-—with
his precicus parcel under his arm—
Wibley mnaturally took a short cut
across Courtheld Common—saving morg
than half a mile on his walk home
theraby.

‘There was no footpath, but a trodden
track wound over the hilly common,
amid scattered hawthorns, willows, and
blackberry bushes, with here and thero
g tree 1n the thickets, Having left the
open prass and centered that  bushy,
brambly tract, Wibley of the Remove
certainﬂr had no idea whatever that
danger might lurk among the haw-
thorns and %J]ﬂcl:berriu&. 8o he was not
alarmed, but perplexed, when he heard
a rustle, and again a rustle, and realised
that somcone, hidden in the thickets,
wae following him, keeping out of sight.

It occurred to him that it might be
Highclifie fellows, looking for a chanco
to rog o Greyfriars man. Bt Pousonby
& Co., of Highelife, would have shown
thomselves—there was no need for them
to hunt cover like this. 'Then he thought
of a tramp, who might want to relieve
him of his pocket-money in that lonely
spot-—as had, indeed, hagﬁﬂﬂﬁd to a
[ér-a Ariars fellow before. 1at thought
made him quicken his pace—though he
had little fo reward a thievish footpad,
cxcept the parcel from Mr. Lazarus.
All Wib's available cash had gone on
theatrical “props ™ of late—things which
drew hiz cash as irresistibly as tuck
drew Dunter's, )

He had reached about the middle of
that bushy fract on the wide common
when the rustle sounded closer at hand,
and a figure leaped suddenly out inte his
view, raising s hand as a warning to
stop.
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Wibley stopped—desd! )

His eyes nearly started from his face
83 he looked at the man who had so
suddenly appeared.

It was & young man—though the
stubby, unshaven beard on his face, and
bis gnun:t.i, haggard look, mads him
appear older. ilgis face might have been
handsome normally,. But it was far
from normal now. Hunken eyes gleamed
from s starved fece at the startled
Groyfriars junior.

But it was less the man's haggard face
than his garb that fixed Wibley's horri-
fied attention. The mark of the “broad
arrow " was on t garb, snd on the
cap jammed on hia head.

k inte Wibley's mind came the
remembrance of what he had heard of
the radio announcement the previous
day, and which he had forgotten. James
Loder, Convict No. 22, had been seen
in Kent. Wibley, in utter horror, knew
that he saw him now | It was not likely
that there were two escaped convicts
about | This was the man of the wireless
announcement |

Wibley was a plucky fellow, but his
knees knocked together sz he halted.
The man blocked hiz onward way,
springing suddenly from the thickets.

ibley knew that he had followed him
to the heart of that bushy tract to make
sure of being unseen by anyone on the
common before ha showed up. Ta turn
in his tracks And cut back seemed to
Wib the only resouree, though he knew
1t was useless, for the man could have
run him down in a few moments.

“Stop! I shall not hurt you! De
not be afraid, my boy "' came & gasp-
ing, .panting voite from the man in the
broad arrows. 4

a

“Oh erikey 1” gasped Wibley.
backed a ﬁm:a or two, watching the man
warily. He had ne chance whatever in
a serap, and little in & foot race, But,
though the man’s look was terrifying,
his words and the tone in his voice wera
reassuring.

*You have nothing to fear " went on
the man from Blackmoor, There was
even & smile on his haggard face. “I
am not 60 dangerous aﬁ may look.”

“I—1 say, I—I've got nothing!
stammered Wibley. “I've got about
ninepence, if that's any good !

To his amazement, a deep flush came
over the gaunt face.

“1 am not going to rob you, bor,”
gzid the haggard man quietly.

“Oh ' pasped Wibley,

He had hardly expected a convict to
be };artmuiar about that.

“I—I1 say, are you the man on the
radio ' stammered Wibley.

“On the radio! Yes, I suppose it
would be broadeast,” muttered the man,
“Yes, no doubt. Heaven help me I*

“It was amnmounced vyesterday,™ said
Wibley. “James Loder, No. 22, ot
Blackmoor, I—I zsay—"

* James.Loder, No. 22, of Blackmoor,
will not harm a schoolboy,”’ said the

convict, “Have no fear.”
“Jolly glad to hear it, Mr. Loder!”
sald Wibley. His confi ence returned

now. It was a startling experience, but
he could see plainly enough that the
man, convict as he was, had no inten-
tion of harming him. “I—I say, ave
you hungry ?*

Jameas Loder stared at him,

Obvi-
mia]!f.r

hﬂjwna hungry—in fact, famished.
(es,” he said briefly.

Wibley drew a packet of chocolate
from his pocket. The man could have
robbed him if he had chosen, and
W:h!ﬁag could hardly understand why a
hunted, desperate convict did not. It
was only prudent to keep him in that
unexpecteﬁy amiable mood; moreover,
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Wibley was touched by the signs of
want and suffering in his face.

Conviet No, 22 almost snatched the
chocolate., It was pitiful to see how he
devoured it. Little as it was, it was
something to a man who had not, per-
haps, tasted food for days. William
‘lr"r"ll:rie:,r had & kind heart, and he would
gladly have given more—convick as the
man was, and whatever he might have
done. He was, at all events, no ruffian
or dezperado, 1n spite of hia looks.

“Borry [I've nothing more,’”” said
Wibley quite sincerely., “I—I say, what

did you stop me for ifF—if Fou're
no He did not finish. It seemed
that the man was not going to rob him,

The convict pointed to the bundle.

“What 13 in that 7 he ssked.

o Dnlﬁ clobber,” szaid Wibley.

“1 thought it looked like clothes,”
the eonvict nodded. *“That iz why I
stopped vou, boy ® ]

T Oh crumba ! sald Wibley.

He understood, and he was glad that
the eonviet was twice his gize and could
have no possible use for Wibley's own
clothes. A hunted man in convict garb,
of course, wanted a change of elothes
mors than anvthing elze, and obviously
MNo. 22 had not vet been able to
obtain  anything of that kind. He
was still in the tell-tale garb in which
he had escaped from prison—tattered
and torn and :muddy, but easily reeog-
nisable as the official garb of a convict
of Blackmoor.

“I—I say, what I've got in this bundle
won't help vou,” said Wibley: *it's
clobber for amateur theatricals at my
school.”

“Any kind of clothes will help me™
said tho convict guietly. “Boy, open
that bundle | I beg yvou to let me take
what you have there, and do not force
me to the crime of robbery for the sake
of my liberty.”

"Oh 1" pasped Wibley.

Wibley of the Remove, naturally,
knew very little about convictz and their
manners and customs, but it struck him
as very extracrdinary for a convict to
object to robbery and to call it & erime.
Undoubtedly No. 22 was a very
unusual convict: Wibley realised that.
He could have taken anything Wibley
had by force il he had liked—indeed, he
could have covered his tracks by pitch-
ing Wibley into the pond on the
common, had the spinit moved him so
te do; yet it was perfectly clear to Wib
that he was in no danger of viclence.

“Open that parcel |” repeated the
man. “JI must have clothes—I must!
If you refuse to give them, I must take
them—I must [

“But, I say—"

“Open that parcel at once !

“Oh, all right!” Wibley could not
help grinning ot the knowledge of what
the parveel contained—the special cos-
tume he had ordered for his character
of the Hunted Man. " But they won't
bo any use to you.”

He untied the string and opened the
bundle. The haggard man leaned for-
ward eagerly to sea what was revealed.

He gave a cry—or, rather, a howl—-
of astonishment and dizsmay.

It was quite a nice suit in the bundle—
but it was a suit of conviel's garh, with
broad arrows conspicuous. It was a
r size than Wib's own clothes, as
he had to increase his bulk to my tha
part of the Hunted Man in thae Remove
drama. Perhaps No. 22 could have
gqueczed into the clothes, bui they
would have been little use to him;
except that they were new and clean,
they were exnctly like those he wore.

“0Oh 1" he gaspad.

“I told you they wouldn’t be any
good |” grinned Wibley. “You see,

they're for a coovict character in &
school play.”

The man stoed panting. He bad
spotted that bundle and seen that it
looked like a bundle of clothes, and so
had taken the risk revealing ~ his
presence. Ihat risk had been taken for
nothing. He panted and clonched his
hands B ergtely. This boy, in a short
tirse, would report that he had seen the
escaped convict on Courtfield Common—
and the convict would still be in the
garb of Blackmoor Prison,

Wibley ceased to grin as he rend the
thoughts in the desperate face, but the
man ¢almed himself, .

"Do not fear me,” he said in a quiet
volee, ' But hsten, ! ¥You know as
well as I do that 1 could keep you from

utting the hunters on my track.
Nothing will induce me to barm you;
prison sconer than that. But you know
it; and I ask you io say nothing—
nothing for s few hours. Give me a
chance! And if you think that it would
be wrong, I will tell you this—I am an
innocent man, the vietim of a terrible
mistake, Try to believe me, and give
me & chanes.”” )

*Oh crikey ' sa1d Wibley. " I—I say,
I—I'm bound t¢ mention that I've scen
you, But—but goodness knows fﬂu
could prevent me if you liked! Fm
bound to play up, when you could kneck
me on the he?ddibfn;mu wnntatn:}] to, t'll_l:E
50Y, S0 say anything f
LBV L o e

" A few hours,” muttered the convict.
“ After dark I have a chance.”

“TAlter dark, then,” said Wibley.
“ And—and—and, look here, I jolly well
believe you're a decent sort of chap,
though vou don't lesck it. I jally well
hope you'll get clear-—though I suppose
I ought not to.”

The man gave him s long look,
nodded, ond  disappeared into the
bushes.

“By gum [ said Wibley.

He tied his pareel again, ﬁiﬂkeﬂ it up,
and resumed his way. a saw and
heard nothing more of ithe man lurking
in the thickets. He looked back when
he emerged on the open grass, but in
the hawthorns and bushes thers was
nothing to be seen of Conviet Ne, 22,

Wil:-iclj- walked on to the school in &
thoughtful and rather worried frame of
mind.

He had to keep silent till after dark.
The man could have kept him silent
easily enough by a knock on the head,
His self-restraint in his hunted snd
desperate condition showed that he was,
or had been, a decent man, Wibley
even wondered whether it was possible
that he had unttered the truth in saying
that he was an innoecent men. It was
improbable enough; still, guch things
hag happened. ‘%’ib. at all events, had
to keep his word. But he was worried
asz he walked back to Greyiriars, and he
wished that he had not fetched that
parcel from Mr. Lazarus’ that afternoon,
after all—impeortant as it undoubtedly
WS,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Shock for Billy Bunter !

L SAY, you fellows 1"

Billy Bunter put a fat face,
not to mention a fat head, in at
the doorway of Study No. 1. It

was tea-time in the Remove, and the
Famous Five were in that celebrated
study. Bob Cherry was making teast;
Johnny Bull wa. iutt&rmg the same;
Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh was seraping
cut a remnant of jam from a jJar that
had =een its best days; Harry Wharton
was dishing up eggs, and Frank Nugent
was scanning the interior of the study



The Cliff House girls stared spelibound at Larry Lascelles and the
precipice.  For long, long minutes the fleree strugele went on, pelther gaining the upper hand.
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sudden shriek, as the struggliog Agures stumbled.

cupboard, apparently in search of some
-iséi:’fltil article that might have been over-

oked. )

Being all busy, the Famous Five did
not display any interest in Bunter.
Bunter, however, seemed interested in
what was going on in Study No, 1.

“T sav, you fellows!” repeated
Bunter. .

“The jamfuloesa is not terrifie,” re-
marked the Nabob of Bhanipur. * There
is an enormous lack jam in this
sbsurd jar.'’

“That's what I've come about,” an-
nounced Bunter. ] ,

“Well, if you've come for jam, you've
called at the wrong Ehﬂ‘lp 1" gaid Harry
Wharton, langhing. “T'ry next doer.’

“I mean, I'm going to stand the
jam!” explained Bunter, “That’s the
idea ! I've got & pot of jam, and T'll

bring it along, eee? Whack it out all

round. I stand the jam, you fellows
stand the rest—fair play all round,
oo 1

Such an arrangoment was mot un-
common in Remove studies,  Fellows
often pocled their resources for tea in
the study. If one fellow stood the cggs,
angd ancther the buttered foast, and
another the jam, it was, as Bunter put
it, fair play all round. And a whole
ot of jam was not a negligible contri-
ulion 1o the commeon stock.

MNeverlheleoss, Harry Wharton & o
did not cose on that pencerous offer.
They glared at Bunter.

“%ou fat villain,” said Harry. “Seo
it was vou bagged SEmithy’s jam !’

“0h, really, Wharton o

“Better not et the old Bounder licar
that vou've pol jam, Bunter ! prinned
Nob Cherry, “He's mosced 8 pot from
Lis study.”

"You necdn't mention it to Smithy,
of course,” said Dunfer hastily., * He's
a suspicious beast. I never knew he
had any jam. 7There was no jam in his

study cupboard when I looked in, and
it was still there when I left the study,
tool Not that Fve been in Smithy's
study, you know."” !

“Better tell that to Bmithy!” said
Nugent. “He may believe it—per-
hﬂ.;:rs!” _

“Tha fact is, I'm going down to the
tuck-shop, specially to got the jam 1"
said Bunter. "It's not in the box-
roon:.

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at ! If you think I hid that jam in the
box-room till Smithy gave up hunting
for ik, it only shows what suspicions
minds you've gob. know absolutely
nothing about Smithy's jam—unless
Loder may have snaflled it. He came
up here a little while ago, to look for
Wibley. Hep may have pinched the
jam.”

¥es, I can sce a Sixth Form prefect
pinching jom from & Jumior study!™
chuckled Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five chortled. Loder of

the Sixth, with all his unpleasant ways.
'g-aa.llly waa not likely to pinch a pot of
&
! Well, not any other prefect!™ said
Bunter. *“ But Loder's got relations in
prison, you know, and that makes a
differonce, doesn't 16%"

“Better ask Loder!”

“Ila, ha, ha!"

“T ecertainly shan't mention it to
Loder—=-look how he grabbed Bkinner's
neck [ said Buntor. “Loder’s touchy
about it. I suppose a chap would be,
with his father mn chokey.”

“You I-.-iitlteriu,u;: Bletherer,™ ' said
Harry Wharton., “That jolly old con-
viet 1sn't Loder's falher, and wvou'd
hettor not gayv he 15, I read it up in
the paper this merning, and the con-
vict's age 13 given as twenty-cight.”

“(h! His brother, then, I dare sav !
gaid Bunter. " Leder's awlully sore

‘ppll& on the verge of the
““Oh !* Marjorie gave a

“ They're falling [ **

about it, so it must be & near relation,
But I say, about the jam!| If you
fellows would like me to iex with
yog——?

“Shut the door after you”

“I'll whack out my jam, if you
whack out the other things! That's
fair! Is it a go? I'll cut off to the
box-room—I mean to the tuck-shop—
and pet it.™

“Borrer,"” said the captain of the
Remove, " we're not receivers of stolen
goods in this study.™

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Go to Study No., 4, and whack it
out with Smthy!” suggested Daob
Cherry. “I'm sure he'll interested
to hear_about that jam!"

“Ha, ha, ha!'”

“Oh, don’t be an ass, Cherry !" said
the fat Owl peevishly., “8Smithy might
think it was his jam—jars of jam are
much alike, and mine happens to be
raspberry, tho samo as Smithy's, and =&
three-pound jar, same as his. e would
very likely think it was his—-"

“The thinkfulness would probably bae
preposterous [” chuckled Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Well, look here, you fellowsg——"

“I'll tell you what I'll do,” said the
captain of the Remove. “Come intoe
the study, Bunter—"*

“Yes, old chap '™

WAnd hand me that poler from tha
gratp—"

H’Eh?:}

“And T'll whop you for snooping
Bmithy's jam—"

“Feou silly ass!” roared DBunter.

And he departed from the doorwor
of Study No. 1, leaving the Famous
Five chuckling.

It was rather annoving to DBunler.
He hiod only had tes in the hall, and
tea in Study No. T s0 far. 3o he was
still hungry.

Tre Macwer Lmrary.—No, 1,493
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Whacking out that jam, and taking
= whack in the other things, in Study
No. 1, seemed s good idea te Bunter,
But it was clear that there was nothing
doing in that study. 8iill, jam was
jam—and the idea of sitting down to a
whole pot of jam, with & large spoon,
waas rather atiractive. Bunter decided
to get & spoon from his study, No. T,
transport his fat person to the box-room,
where he had hidden his plunder, and
disposs of the same there. He blinked
into Study No. T through hiz g
epectacles.

“"Hand me a speon, Dutton M

Tom Dutton, the deaf junior,
there. He glanced round.

“EhT” he said.

“Spoon " hooted Bunmter.

Tom shook his head. !

“I don't think therc'll be
tonight,” he answerad,

“Ehi” howled Bunter, “One whati”

I didn't say

“Moon.™

“Vou deaf Jdummy
moon, I said spoon !™ hooted Bunter.

“Thet's rot,” said Dutton. “It's notb
dark yet, and even if there’'s a moon,
you won't see it soom. What do you
meani”’ ;

Bunter did not answer that guestion.
Lazy as he was, it was easier to get
the spoon himself, than to explain to
Tom E)uttan. He rolled into the study,
found a spoon, and rolled out 'again,

Then he rolled along the passage to
the box-roem stair at the end, Up that
stair, Bunter carried his weight, gasp-
ing as he carried it, He arrived at the
little landing outside the box-room
door. Out of doors, it was not yet
darl, but that little landing was very
dusky, and Bunter, to his surprise, saw
& gleam of light under the box-room
door. Someone was there, and had the
light on.

“ Beast I" hissed Bunter. Black sus-
picicn flashed into his mind at once,
that it was somebody after his pot of
jam, Some beast might have seen him
conveying it there! There were fellows
in tha oeve not above pinching a
fel';?w's jam—Bunter knew that only too
well |

He turned the door-handle,
Zairly jumped ioto the box-room.

The next moment he uttersd a yell
of terror. L S

He had expected to find some junior
there—probably after the jam. His
eyes nearly jumped through his spee-
tacles as & rather bulky bGgure furned
towards him—a figure in the broad-
arrow garb of a convict, with a convict's
cap on its head, and a stubbly looking
face with beetling brows!

For a split second Billy DBunter
blinked st that awful figure! Then he
bounded out' of the box-reom as if he
wers made of indiarubber,

“Ow! Help!” he yelled as he
bounded. "I say, vou fellowsl Help!®

There was a chuckle from the beetle-
hrowed ruffian in the box-rpom. Bunter
did not hear it or heed it. Heo leaped
for the stairs. He missed the top one,
and rolled down, bumpinp—arriving in
the Remove peosage in & yelling heap.

“Ow! Yarcooh! Whooop!"” roared
Bunter,

“What the thnmp=——* Squiff looked
out of the end study.

“Good gad, what's up®™ cxelaimed
Lord Mauleverer, locking out of S{udy
No. 12,

“Yarooh! Help1”

Mark Linle% and little Wun Lung
stared out of Btudy No. 13.

. “"What's the matter, Bunter®™ ex.
elaimed Mark,

Tee Macxer Lippany.—No. 1,493,
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“Buntee gooy pottee’!” grinned Wun
Lung,

“0Oh crikey V™ pasped Bunter. “Is he
after me? Keep him off! Kay—
yaroohl Helpl Oh crumbs 1™

Tha fat junior scrambled up wildly,
and raced down the Remove passage.
And trom nearly avery study in the
passage fellows stared efter him in
amazement.

THE STXTH CHAPTER.
Stariling !

RANK NUGENT lifted a dish of
hot buttered toast from the
fender. Tea was ready in Study
No. 1. Down the passages came

a patter of racing foot—and into the
doorway of the study bolted s Hying
figure,

“Look out!"” gasped Wharton.

Bunter happened syddenly—so sud-
denly that nobody had time to look out!

He rushed into the study at tgju speed,
and would have been carn right
across the room, by his own momentum,
had not the study table been in the
way. As it wué, the study table stﬂpgcd
him. It rocked and slid as the faf Owl
bumped on i1t and collided with Frank
Nugent. A crash followed as the dish
elipped from his handz and buttered
toast was scattered far and wide.

Thers was & roar of wrath in Study
Na. 1.

Why Billy Bunter was putting up &
lifelike  imitation of an  Alpine
avalanche, the juniors did not know.
But they knew t}m[‘. they had no vse for
it. They converged on Bunter ss he
stood gaspmp and panting and clinging
h}"tha table for support.

ou mad porpogee ! roavell Bob
Cherry.
“Look at that toast!™ shricked
Nugent.
“Collar hin! Scrag him!  Spifli-
cate him I
“Groogh! T say, you fellows— I
gay—urrggh! I say, help! T say—
yurrgh I Bunter ﬁtl'ug‘gluﬁ for breath.
“1 say—— Ow! Beasta! Leggo!
Keep  that  tut-tuk-toast away—
Yurrggh 1’
Frank Nugent was picking up but-

tered toast. ‘Tha first slice he slammed
on the fat conntenance of the fat Owl
as a reward for breaking the dish and
seattering the  toast—and  Bunter
gur‘ﬁle_d wildly as he received it

“* Woooooach 1V

“Give him some more!” growled
Johmmy Ball. * Plaster it all over the
silly ass ™

“Urrgh ! 1 =ay Ow! Leppo! I
say, look out! Danger! Fire! Murder!
tonvicks I howled Bunter. " Lack the
door! Keep him out! Oh crikey !

“ What—="

-

" What the thump—~

“Oh lor' ' Bunter dabbed o buttery
fat face and zplattered. I zay, you
fellows, get heold of something—
pokers, shovels, anything!  Perhaps
ho's got a pistel—or o knife—*

“Whe ?”? yelled Haery Wharton,

“The kik-kik-kik-kik—"" stulfcred
Bunter.

“Tho what ¥

“The hkik-kik-kik-conviet! 1le--he's
here! Iic's afler me! Keep him oft'!
Loder’a relation, you hknow ! Bar the
door ! Shove tho table against at!
Gek hold of the pip-pip-poker—"

The Famous Five stared at Buuler,
They almost popgled at him.

It seemed that understudying an
avalanche was not a jest on DBuuler'a
part. Ho waz slarmed about zome-

thing. He was alarmed about a con-
vich ]

According to the announcer on tha
radio, the escaped mwan from Black.-
moor bad been seen in Kent. IHo
might have selected the part of that
counlry where Greyiridrs School was
situated, for all the juniors knew. But
rnai!¥, he was not liine-'l to drop in at
Greyfriars. Even if Loder of the Bixth
was & Telative of his, a call was
unlikely! B0 the Famoua IMivo .could
only wonder whal had bitten Bunfar.

Vernon-8mith looked iunto the study.

“What's the matter with that inad
walruz?™ he asked.

“He's pot escaped convicta on the
brain—what he oalls a brain!l” zaid
Bob Cherry. “lIe secms to think
No. 22 13 taking a stroll i the Romove
passage.’’

“Loder’s been up heve 1 grinned the
Bounder. "He may bhe like his dear
relative to look at! Cage of mistaken
wdentity, perhaps ™

“Fathcad I

“*1 say, you fellows, ho waa in the
box-room i fyel!ad Bunter. “1e's
thers now, f he hasn't followed me,
The conviet—"

“Fou pobtty hippopotamust” roarvcd

Bob Cherry. “How the thump could
an cscaped eonvick get inle our box-
room "'

“I don’t know—bnt he's thero!l 1
saw him! Oh erikey, 1t made e
jump !  gasped Bunter. “1L =ay,
Smithy, 15 he in the passage? Look "

Vernon-Smith, chuekling, glanced up
the passage. A lot of fellows were to
be seen, ourious to know the cauzo of
the alarm. But No. 22 of Blackmoor
was certainly not to be scen.

“Can't sce any conviets, old fat
bear,” said the Bouuder. “And only
cne chap whe ought toe be—I'ishy |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Then—then he's slill in tha box-
room |¥  gasped Bunler. " Hidiug
thare, of course! 1 say, you fellows,
do vou think Loder let Litm in 7

“Loder ' yelled Bob.

“Well, betng his relation, you know,

i might have! Eﬂmehnd;; must have
let him ip, or he wouldn't be there.”

“%You blithering bletherer, he isn't
there ¥ howled ah. " Nabody'a

there, unless it's somo chap after the
jam. ™

“That's what I thought it was”
gasped Bunter, “and I rushed in to cop

Lim, and—and ik was the convict! T--
I ran for it—" ] .
“That part’'s {rue!™ said Soithy.

“Depend on Bunter rununing for if, if
ho fancied thero was any danger!”

"0k, really, SBmuthy! I say, you
fellows, call up Queleh! Call the
Ilcad! I say, Loder oughin't to let a
convict into the Wemove passape. llo
ean have him in the Sixth i e
likes.”

“Ha, ba, ha!” shricked the juniors.

“ Blessed 1f 1 see anything o cackle
at! We may all bo murdered in our
Leds ! Buppose he's got a revolver——"

“Or a machine-gun baliery ™ sap-
gosled Smithy.

“IMTa, ha, hat™

“1 guess that fab zink jz phunh
loco 1" zaid isher . Fish, siaring into

the study. “lo 1o =leep and dream
again, Bunler!” _

“1 tell sou I =aw  Lim!" roared
Bunter.

“Such a likely spob for convigls ™
grinned T'eler 1'odd.

“What on earth’s pub the idea inle
tha fat duffer’s head " asked llarry
Whartan. “1lo's had a =care, you can
sco that.  Somcbody pullimg his =¥y

leg %
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"1 saw him ¥ yelled Bunter.

“*Gammon !

“A burly, brutal, beeile-browed ruffian—about six fect
high ! gazped Bunter., “ He—he sprang at me like a tiger!
I—I just dodged his knife—-"

“His knife " gasped Bob.

"“"Ha, ha, ha!”?

“1 gay, you fellows, call Quelch! Call all the prefeets!
Somebody get on the telephone to the police! Oh dear!”

“ Bomebody had better look into the box-reom !Y said tha
captain of the Remove. *“It's some sort of a lark, I
Buppose.™

“It's the convict ! howled Bunter.

" ..ﬁ.n!-& 134 :

“He nearly got me with his revolver——"

“As well as his knife 7" grinned Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I gucsz I'd cat all the convicts you saw in the box.room,
Lig boy ! grinned Fizher T. Fish,

“Beast! You jolly well don't dare go and look, any-
how 1" yapped Bunter.

TAw! Torget it!” sard Fisher T, Fish. "1 guess all
the conviets in this hyver little island wouldn't put the wind
up a cibizen of the Yew-nited Bintes, if they was there as
thick as beea in a hive! I'll tell a man! I'll zure go and
give the shebang the onece-over

And Tisher T, Fish’s bony legs whisked up the Remove
passage towards the box-room staie at the end.

Fishy was not, in point of fuct, of the stuff of which
heroes are made. Dut as he had not the slightest belief in
Dunter’s convict, hie was not unwilling to display his nerve.

rinning crowd in the passage watched the Amorican
juntor whisk up the box-room stair,

A moment later there was a terrific vell.

Down that stair came Fisher T. Fish, flving. His bony
face was white as chalk, and he ran as if on the cinder-path.

“What on ecarth—" gasped Harry Wharton.

“ reat pip ™

“The great-pipfulnes: iz terrifie !

“I say, you fellows, I told you so—"

“What's up, Fishy 7 yelled tha Bounder.

Fishy did not answer. Fle came down the passage like
a runaway car, and bursk frantically through the mob of
juniors. He tore on to the stairs, Then a yelp came over
niz bony shoulder:

“Beat it, you 'uns! Vamoose the ranch, pronto !

With that. I'isher T. Fish bolted down the stairs and
vanished, He left the Removites staring blankly.

“What on carth has he seen in the box-room ¥’ gasped
Peter Todd,

“The conviet !™ howled Bunter.

"Yeou silly Ow]l—"

“Well, he's scen something ! said Smithy.
ecared as Bunter. Come on, you men; we're going to look
into this!™

Herbert Vernon-Smith tramped up the passage. After
him went the Famous Five—and the lock of Study No. 1
clicked behind them. Billy Bunter felt beotter with the
door locked. But a dozen other Remove men followed the
five., At ihe box-roomn stair they looked up.

Bmithy gave a vell

* Look !”

From the duszky landing above a face stared down—dim,
but casily seen. Jt was a stubby face, with beetling brows,
surmounted by a conviet cap—and the bulky figure below
it was garbed in the broad arrow suit. That terrifying
figure backed inte the box-reom: but six or seven fellows
had secen ik, and from all of them came the startled
exclamation :

*“The convict! 1"

“He's as

[ F PRy

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprising Capture !

i HE convict 1" gasped Harry Wharton.
E “The jolly old econviet I stuttered Bob Cherry.
“He's there—-"

“Bunter did sce him—and Fishy, too—-he's
there ! gasped Peter Todd., *ilow the thump did he
get into the school ¥V

“Ask Loder!” grinned the Bounder.

“Oh, rot1” said Flarry. “Ewven if he's a relation of
Loder's, Loder can't be in touch with him——"

“Cateh Loder standing by a man down on his luek 1
said Johnny Bull,

“SBomebody muszt have let him in!” said Skinner. “ And
the board residents ot Blackmeoor haven't any other relations
here, g0 far &85 1 know.”

“Anvhow, he's hiding there !” said the captain of the
Remove. “Look here, come on! He's gpoing to be bagged |
(Continued on nexe page.)
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Look out for the nearest shop displaying the
BROCK'S FIREWORK CLUB Notice in the
window — which means you can buy the best
Fireworks in the world there—go inside and ask
for a Club Card. I you've a penny to spend, give
it to the shopman and he will enter the payment
on your card. You have now started saving for
the glorious * Fifth," and what fun Inu'll have
paying in pennies and twopences week by week
until father says, ‘' That's fine—let's see what J
can add to the card!" Then will come the

J
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biggest fun of all—cheosing a big heap of splendid
BROCK'S ** Crystal Palace "' Fireworks !

Get your Card, and start NOW!

ol\al

5 OOO Cﬁn?ﬂ Come on, .?:lﬂdrmf Yg
can all paint—3s0 why not

and one of the big prizes in the FLP. Pa:tr:fﬂng
Competitions.

Askk your grocer for a FREE stamp album — it contains
the entry form.
I he cannot supply one —send your name and address
(nothing else) on a postcard to :—

H.p. SAUCE WORKS (Dept. 15)

Z{l\ Box 255, Aston Cross, BIRMINGHAM.
el The next Competition closes Oetober [ #h.

Al applications for Advertisement Space In this publication should

ba addressed to the Advertizement Manager, Tha MAGHNET,

Tha Fleetway Houss, Farringdon Street; London, E.0.4.




12

::I"E"e!, rnth::r}!“’ld i thing Brst!”
58 wold of something first !
sald Bq{a."iﬂg.e" Ho Iooks a prettgg.r tough
‘ﬁi:‘ﬁm' Moy ba some awful bur-

E“"We]?, that's only sensze!” szaid tho
Bounder. “He may have a stick, or a
knife, and anyhow, hi's sure to put up
lr#iﬂijt-”

It was, evidently, only reasonable to
take precautions, There was a rush
into tlg: studies for weapona. Cricket
stumps, pokers, sticks, all sorts of
things were grasped. Skinner and
Bnoop urged that Quelch should be
calléd; to bring up the prefects, but
%;mrger aud IEHE;I::-{ u;e;l*ia' diﬂ;eggrdieﬁl.

were plen ellows to handle

at mnvict.?whu had had the extra-
inary nerve to seek & hiding-place
ian the Remove box-roomn; and Ypenty
of ¥hem were quite keen on it. Weapon
in bhand, Smithy and the Famous Five

hed dp the box-room stairs, and
m them went utff, snd Tom
Brown, &nd Lord aunleverer, and

Bolsover major, Newland, and Russell,
and Ogilvy, and seversl other fellows.

Skinner and Snoop remained in the
passage: ready to follow Fishy's
glorious exomple, if the conviet

appeared in.the offing.

The box-room deor stood a little ajar,
The H;ﬁ?:; within. had been furned off,

snd only & glimmer of the sunset came
in at the .little windew, so all was
dusky. Someone could be heard mov-

ig in the room.

“Come on'!” breathed the Bounder,
taking a tighter grip on his poker.

He threw the deor suddenly wide
open,

“Stand back!™ came a husky voice.

Backing against the %iumrpexjng win-
dow, a figure faced the juniors—the
figure they had plimpsed on the landin
from below. It was not, as Bunter ha
stated, aix feet high: it was hardly
taller than any of the Removitez, But
it Jooked bulky and brawny, snd the
atubby, beetling face was almost terri-

fying.

"ngtund back ! repeated the husky
voice, “] will shoot I

Up went the right hand, with some-

thing in it that glistened.
Even the recklesi Bounder paused,

Behind him; the Removites erammed
the doorway and the landing, and the
stair below.

But the Bounder, though he paused,
was not daunted, ;

“ Better not play with that popgun,
my manl!” he said, coolly. “You're
not getting awayl We've got you ™

“Tha gotfulness s terrifie, my
esteemed  and disgusting friend,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “and the
shootfulness would be followed by the
hangfulness, which would be prepos-
terously unpleasant.™

Whiz!

Monty Newland, from further back,
suddenly whizzed a cricket stump. It
crashed on the object in the convict's
hand and knocked it ﬂ{iﬂg

“0h, good man ! yelled Bob Cherrs,
“Get him "

There was an
disarmed convict.

Five or six pairs of hands were laid
on him at once, Cricket stumps and
}}l}ii.ﬂl:a- wera ready if he resisted. But
1e did not resist.

“ You've got me, gents!” he said, in
the same busky guttural voice. * You've
got me! Go easy! Don't spoil my
clothes |

“0Oh crikey!® gasped Bab. “Are
they pariicular about their clobber at

ackmoor 7
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“We've got him![”

“ Hold him ™

“Don't struggle ! warned the Boun-
gv&r, “I'll jolly well brain you if you
o

“Geo easy with a bloke!” implored
the convict. 1 gin't struggling, am
It You got me! You-got mo all night 17

“Hold him tight!” said Smthy.
“He's inﬂking for 2 chance to dodge,
of course; Wake care of that pistol|”

“'Tein’t 8 pistol!” gasped Nugent,
as he picked up the fallen weapon., *1It's
a un—hke that one Wibley uses
i has theatrical stunts.”™

“Oh, my hat!"

“ Blufling us, with a foy pun!®™ eox-
claimed Bolsover major. “My hat!"

" Bring him along!™ said Squitf.

““Better go quietly, my man1*

“I'm going q}r{ﬂﬁ ain’t 1§ growled

the convict, 'ere, daon't you
rumple a bloke's clothes! These “ere
clothes cost money.”

“The Government will stand you a
new stit'!” grinned the Bounder. ¥ Yank
him along, you men! By gum, what
will Inspector Grimes say, when he
hears that the Greyfriara Remove have
caught the conviet!”

“ Why, the fellow’s grioningl” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry.

“He won't grin when we hand him
over to Grimey!"” said the Bounder.

“You am’t going to 'and me over
to the police, young geniz!” exclaimed
the econvict.

“What the dickens do you think we
are going to do?" exelanmed YWharton.

“Well, you won't "and me over to the
coppers, 1 know that! You won't get
mea fur from this ere ™

“"Wa'll see aboubt that!™ said the
Bounder, grimly. “Hold him tight!"

“You bet!”

Two pairs of hands grasped each of
the convict’s arms, as he was marched
out of the box-rocm, and down the
staira, Round him thronged the jubi-
lant juniors. Thers seemed little
chance of the conviet gelting away.

“@Gh, erumbs! Vow've got him!®
yelled Bhkinner, as the ilriumphant
party appearcd in the Remove pas-age,
with the convict in their midst.

“Wa've ot him!™ chuckled Bob.

“What a fearful leoking ruoffiant”
exclaimed Snoop.

“Well, he's no beauty—but he zeeins
tame enough! March gn

Down the Remove passage the eap-
tured convict was marched. From the
doorway of Study No. 6, two grinning
faces were leoking—thosa of Morpan
and Desmond, of the Remove. They
burst into a roar as the captured con-
vict eame along.

“Surg  they've pot
Alicky Desmond.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yvelled Aorgan.

“Btop here!” said tha conviet, drag-
ﬁing himself to a halt outside No. %
Mo need to go any further, you monl
Thiz iz my ztudy, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha'” velled Morgan and
Desmond.

*Wha-a-t—" gazped the Bounder.

In sheer amarement, the Bemoviies
came to o half

The conviet had not spoken in the
hoarse, husky voice he lad used in
the box-room. He =poke In quite a
different voice—one that was familiar
to Remove cars,

“What the dooce—" stultcred Lord
Mauleverer,

“* Woo-Woo-Wibley ! pgurgled DBob

Cherry.
"-th!-.aj * howled the Bouadcr,

him ! yelled

Hands dropped f{rém the captured
caomvict.

Tho juniora stared ab him almosk in
stupefaction. They knew Wibley's
voice—but they did not know Wibley.
That hulking, beetling ruffian bore no
resemhblance whatever fo William Wib-
ley of the Remove., But Wib's study-
mates; David M-:rrgi:m and Micky Des-
mond, cvidently knew., 'Ihey were
howling with merriment.

“ You—you—you're Wibley1”
the captaln of the Remove.

“Sort of!” assented the conviet
“You see, I was trying on my costume
and make-up for my part in the
Hunted Man, when that b]?ﬂmriug idiot
Bupter butted in—-"

¥ o=y ot—2"

“And I thought T'd test my make-up,

letting you all sce me in 160" smd

b
‘L‘?ibieg, cheerfully. “Good, isn't it?”

velled

“You potty fathead!”
W‘_‘bﬂmt- thing I've eover done” said
I0.

1 “What? By the way, I wasn't
g‘mn}g to shoot you reall i

“You cheeky chump I

“My part in the play, you kn?w!‘"
explathed Wibley. “I fancy I did is
pretty well, what?*

“ Y oty OU-~FOu a»

“"We might have guessed, when
Franky picked up Wibley's toy gun i
B, vou might!” sgreed Wibl

“Yes, you might!” apr ibley.
“ Bit dense, arew’t you? Well, !;f
Smithy’s changed his mind about hand-
ing mo over to the police—"

‘Ha, ha, ha!™

I']l pet these things off,” said Wib-

leve 1 don’t suppose Grimey really
wants e ! What do you think
Smithy #7

“Heg, ha, ha!”

“And T doun't want Toder of the

Sixth to see me like this, or he may
think a relation is calling on him——*’

“Ha, ha, ha ¥
the

“You checky
Bounder,

Smithy had shown plenty of pluel,
—and plenty of determination, in cap-
turing that conviet. Ha had been
greatly bucked by success. He was not
at all pleased to dizeover that the “con-
viet ¥ waz 1he amateur  actor of tho
Femove, in his part of ithe Hunted
Man.

“zentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
said Bob Cherry. *Wibley's no end of
a jolly old actor., and no end of o leg-
willer, and the laugh's on his szide.

ut he mustn't poll the leg. of the
Remove, and frighten Bunter and
Fishy out of their senses—such as they
are! Bump him ¥

“"Hear, heay!™

“Good egg! Bump him1*

“Hold on,” yelled Wibley, in alarm.
“Here, stop 14! Don't rumple my
clobber—I paid a lot for thess clothes
Aind my make-up—yaroooogeh [V

Bump !

In the grasp of many hands, William
Wibley smote the Roor of the Remove
passage.

Then lhie was rolled headlong into his
study, roaving. IIa was rolled and
rumpled and hustled and bustled il he
havdly knew whether he was on lis
ead or his beels. When the grinnming
Removites erowded out of the sludy ho
sat up, gurgling fov breath, with the
beetling eycbrows hanging down by the
carners, amd stulling exuding from a
dozen vents in his broad-arrow garb,

“Uhrrrpeh 1 gurgled Wibley.

“ Ha, La, hat”

“YWarrrrggh!  You
Yaurrggh 1" -

The Ronoviles rvoared, nndﬁ William
Wibley gurgled. 8till roaving, they
cleared off, and left him to gurgle,

ass I roared

silly  msses|
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Hartry Wharton & Co, lifted the crippled Larry Lascelles on fo the convici’s siurdy back. Then Harry Wharton led the way,
picking out the easiest route over the rocks, the convict followlng with his burden, It was hard and rough gelng, and the
convict panted and sweated under the strain !

-~

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Every Picture Tells a Story !

ARBRY WHARTON frowned.
H “That's rather rotten!™ he
said.

“*The rottenfulness is pre-
posterous ' remarked Huorree Jamset
Ram BSingh.

It was the following afterncon which
was Wednesday end a  half-holiday.
The chums of the Remove were about
to start for CLf Elouse School, where
they had an appeintment with Mar-
joric & Co. for a pienic on the Pike,
overlooking the sea. They were look-
ing into the Rag for Billy Bunter, who
was te be a member of the piemic
party.

Dunter had cxplained
stster ldessie was
and Clara, he ha
after her.

Brotherly affection was not, as a
rule, strongly developed in the Bunter
clan, and the chums of the ovo
could not help suspecting that Billy
would not have considerved it so urgent
to lonk after Bessio on any acecasion
but that of s picnie. IHowever, it was
settled that Bunter was going. And as
he had retired to the Rag, after dinner,
to rest in an armchair till it was time
to starl, the juniors looked in for him.

Bunter was no longer in the armchair
when they found him, He was get-
ing busy. The door of the Rag was
wide open agoinst the wall inside, and
Bunter was standing by it, with a
chalk in his fat hand, and a2 grin oo
his fat featurea.

He was chalking on the deor,

Bunter was no artist. There waa a
chalked picture on the door, which was
g0 cleverly done that it obviously was
not  Billy Bunter's work, It repre-
sonled a conviet in broad-arrow garb,

that as his
g with Marjorie
to go, too, to loak

ghaking hands with a szenior schoolboy,
whoge features bore a distinet resem-
blance to Gerald Loder’s, The Famous
Five, as thoy leoked at it, guessod
Skinner's work at once. Skinner could
draw, and they had no doubt that this
was his handiwork.

Bunter was adding an inscription in
chalk., Evidently he had seen Skinner
at work, and was adding improve-
ments.

Ha was chalking a seroll, issuing from
the mouth of the pictured conviet,
bearing the words:

“FANCY MELTING ¥YOU, LODER,
OLD BEEN!"

The fat Owl grinned round at the
chums of the Rcmove.

“1I say, vou follows, look at thatt”
he chuckled., “Funny, ain't ity You
sec, when the door's shut, everybody
will see it from the passage—see? He,
he, he I

“You fat chump 1" said Harry Whar-
fon. “If Loder sces ithat—-=""

“Well, he's bound to sec it sooner
aor later,” grinned Bunter. ' Male
him sit up—what? Ile, he, hel”

“He will make you sit up, you iat
ass!"” ealid Bob Cherry.

“Well, T nover did it!™ said Bunter.
“I'm only putting in a few thinga
Skinner fbrgot. You sce, we don't
want any mistake about the matter.
EI_T-I} want Loder {o know it's mcant for
.

“We den't wani snybthing of the
kind,” said Harry, frowning. *“It's all
rot to suppose that that conviet iz &
relation of Loder's, for one thing; and
if ho 15, it's not Loder's fanlt.”

“It's Loder's fault he gave me lines
yesterday,” sald DBuoler. *And e
gave Wibley a fearful whopping, and
doubled his impot. Wibk's pol to slay

in this afternoon and write it out

L‘l.ﬂﬂ—'”

“Well, he's & beastly bully, but this
sort of thing is hitting below the belt,”
said the captein of the Remove. “Rub
it out 1"

“No jolly feart”

“Wo're ready to start for CULfF
House, fathead! Can’t keep ladies
waiting. Rub’ that rubbish out, and

come on.”

“T'll watch 1t!" said Bunter warmly.
“Lodor's a beast, 1sn’t he? And he
can jolly well know what fellows hera
tlu:lik of him and his conviet relations,
and——"

“Bhut up1® gasped Nugent, as he
cought sight of a bgure coming up the
passape,

It was that of Lodor of the Sixth.

Loder's face wore o dark scowl.
fvidently he suspected something going
on in the Rag. No doubt Skinner,

after completing his work of art, had
let fafl a word or two, so that the
news would reach Joder's ears. Anvs
how, thers was Loder coming up the
passuge with long strides.

Bunter, who did not sce him coming,
did not shut up. He saw no reasen
for shuiting up—not sceing Loder—
neither was he very willing to shut up.

“Well, T think it's protty thick, a
Greyfriars man having  relations in
prison I’ DBunter rattled on cheerfully.
“Loder ought fo leave ihe school,
really. The Head ought o give him
a hint to go. Convicts, and aoll fhat
= What are vou meuking faces at
mo for, Nugent ?’

SRub it out—auick " breathed
Nugent,

“Bhan't! Loder's going to scs 16

(Conlinned on poege 16.)
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AContinued from page 13.)

and see what we think of his Black-
moor relations, and—— Oh crikey 1"

Bunter broke off as Loder of the
Hixth strode in, with a furious face.
The chalk dropped from Bunter's
nerveless fingers, sand his jaw dropped
at the same moment, hiz fat Lness
knockin tcr{getlmr.

“(Oh fur’!' he groancd.

He was fatrly caught.

Loder had heard what he was say-
inz. And now that he was inside the
Rag, he saw what was chalked on the

L.

The Famous Five steod silent and
dismayed. They were vory far ffm;n
approving of Hkinner's gibes on this

ainful subject. Loder was generally
oathed. Still, this was outside the
'{i:_‘ﬂit, in the opinion of the Famous

Ve,

Loder's face, as he locked at the
chaliced picture, went from red to pale,
and from palo fo red again., Whether
No. 22 of Blackmoor was his relative
or not, thia kind of thing was distinctly
unpleasant;

“You young rotiers!” he panted.
“ You cheeky young scoundrels !™

“JI—I say, I—I never did it, Loder!”

squeaked Bunter., “I—I say, I-I
found it done, and—and I—1 never
touched the chalk.” :

“Yaou've just dropped it!” )

“I—I mean, I~I only picked it up.”

“You're sll in this!" said Loder,
with a furious glare at the Famous
Five. “Well, we'll seo what vyour
I'orm-master thinks of 1t. We'll see

whether you can lie yourselves out of
it as Skinner did yesterday.”

“Wa had nothing te do with it,
Loder,” said Harry Wharton quictly.
s ‘f:rl”a‘ve“mllj just come inia thoe room,
ang——

“Don't tell me lies! Keep them for
Quelch " gnarled Leder. “"T'm going
to fetch your Form-master here to sco
what vou've done [

“We've nothing to do with it !”

“ And—and haven't, ecither
gasped Bunter. Y1 never put those
words on i, Loder! All these fellows
are wilnesses. They saw me——""

HLeave that exactly as it 1w till
Quclch comez  here!™  sald  Loder.
“You'll go to the Ilcad for a flopging
for thisl"” He made a step to leave
the Bag, and then stepped baok. *Ne,
I won't trust you. You'd have it
rubbed out by the time Quelch gof

'LE]

here, and tell him liez.  Here,
Walker ™
“Hallo ! answered Walker of the

Sixth, from the distance.

“Come here iV

James Walker came info the Rap,
looking eurprised. He sitared at the
chalked deor, and grinned. But the
rin faded from his face at Loder's
erce look.

“I say, that's protty thick I said
Walker. *1'd give the whole crow aix
all round, Loder.”

“I'm Fing to feteh their IMorm-master

Tue Macxer Lieriry.—No, 1,493,
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£o see it. Wailt here and sce that they
don't touch it while I'm gone."

“Oh, all right!"

Gerald Loder stamped out of the
Rag. Billy Bunter blinked uneasily at
Walker, who was grinning again now
that his pal Loder was gone, and

4 jerked s handkerchicf from his pocket.

unter was anxious for that work of
art to ccase to exist before Br. Quelch
could view it.

Walker reached. out, and cheerfully
smacked the fat Owl's head.

“Leave that alone!” he sand.

“Yow-ow-ow "’

“"You fags know anything about
that convict  sportsman®"  Asked
Walker. “Is he really a relation of
Loder's "

“We don't know . anything about hum,
and don't care!” answercd Harry.
“And we had nut-hmg to do with that
gilly rot on the door.”

Walker grinned.

“Better tcll Quelch that,” he re-
im-.lrl::’ei “ Loder scems to think you
Thak.

“and we're not walting here!" ex-
claimed Johnny Bell. “It's a hsli-
holiday, and we're geing out.”

“You're not going out yet,” said
Walker. “You're going to atay here
till Loder brings your bheak !" _

“We're due at CIif House,"” said
Harry. *And we really had nothing
to 'do with that, Walker.”

Walker shrugged his shoulders.

"You're staying here!™ ho said.

“ Look here! Coodnesa knows where
Queleh may be, and how long Loder
may be gotting him here !” cxclaimed
Bol: Cherey.  * We can’t keep the girls
waiting at CLE Ilouse. We've jolly
weoll got to start 1Y

“Do !l said Walker, “T'll jolly soon

stop you [ . )

Walker planted himself in  the
doorway.

“Oh lor't" groancd Dunter. “I—I
gay, you fellows——"

*Oh, shut up, vou fat idiot !* growled
Bob. *Why (Ef_i_n’i. vou rub it out when

& Ky

we told you, you fat foozler?

* Beast [

““ Look here, Walker—"

“Chock 1t ! said Walker.

The Famous Five exchanged plances.
They were very much disposed to up-end
Walker, and walk over him, and stact.
But Walker was a preiect, and up-end-
ing & prefect was a fearfully scrious
matter. They realised that there was
nothing doing, in fact, and that they
could only wait till their Forin-master
came, even if it meant Marjoric & Co.
starting without them. And az Mr.
Queclch was not, so in speak, hung uwp on
a nail, to be taken down when reguired,
they could not tell how long they had to
Wiklt.

In the distressing cireumstances there
was only one solace, which was to kick
Bunler. Whick they El-ﬂ:l:lri]infly did-—-
with the result that Mr. Quelch, when
he did arrive at last, was greeted by
the esound of fiendish h-:n'.\ﬁs waking
every ccho of the Rag.

A

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not Guilty !

ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH rus-

H tled into the Bap, with a grim

braw. Loder followed him in,
breathing fury.

Mr. Queleh, evidently, had listencd to
tho tale of woe. 'The glance he gave
those six memhers of his TFortn, as he
entered, was almost scarifving. Then
he fixed his eyes on the chalked picture
on the door,

Grimmer and grimmmer grew his brow.

“Whe did this?™ he inguired, in &
deep voice. " Bunter! Loder tells me
that you had the chalk in your hand.”

“Oh! No, sir!” gasped Bunter, *1
never touched it *

“Therns is chalk on your fingoers,
Bunter I

“(Oh erikes ™

“They were all in it, sir!” hooted
Loder. “Am I to be insulted like this,
Mr. Quelch, because & man escaped
from prizon happens to have the same
namne as m}'ﬁeig}? The man is no con-
nection of mine—I had never even heard
of him—»"

“That ia quite immaterial, Loder ! No
boy in my Form shall insult a Bixth
Form prefect without undergoing the
severest punishment ! said Mr. Quelch.
“¥oun may safely leave this matter in
my hands, Loder. This is an outrage,
and the pefpetrator shall be taken be-
fore Dr. Lecke, and I shall request the
Head to administer a flogging.

“Owl I mevel—"

“Silence, Bunter! Obviously, part of
thig i3 vour work, no other member of
my Form would spell * bean' with two
Il's. But I cannot believe that so stupid
and clumsy a bov could draw such a pic-
ture. It is done by a more skilled hand
than Fours. Yharton, is this your
work ¥

“No, sirl”

“Which of you drew thiz pieture?™

“Not-one of us, sir !’ said the captain
of the Remove., “We saw it when we
came to this room, to call Bunter to
caome over to Uhif House with ws”

Loder gave hin a savage look.

“Me. Sunich iz not likely to believe
such barefaced Wharton,” he
snarled.

“It i3 the truth,” sgid Harry, with a
contemptuous glance at the bully of the

lies,

Sixth. “0Our IForm-master knows that
we should not tell him lics.”

“If you pgive me your word,
Wharton—-""

“1 do, sie”

I am bound to accept Wharton's
word, Loder! I am assured that he
would not stand before me and ulter
falschoods.”

“Thank you, sic!1” said Harry. "And
I'm quite sure, sir, that Bunter never
did it, eitber. He couldn't draw like
that.”

“Or lor’ ! It wasn't me, sir 1" groaned
Bunter. “I—I saw it there, sir, ard—
and just picked up the—the chalkl I
never chalked those words on it, sir!
And it was only a joke, too! I—I
thought Loder might be—be amused,
sir

Loder did not look amused.

“¥You may ba silent, Bunter!™
snapped Mr, Queleh. 1 am quite awara
of your part in this diggraceful proceed-
ing, and I shell cane you for it, and
detain you for this hali-holiday.”

" Oh erikey M

“But the perpetrator shall be found,
and taken to the headmaster for a flog-
ging ! said Mr. Quelch. “I hope that
it may not prove to be a boy in my
Form.™

Loder gpround his teeth.

"Th}::])' were ell in ik, eir! I heard
themn discussing 1 as I came Lo the
rommn. I knew somelhing was going oo
here, and found {hom, and hcard
them——"

“You did not see any of these bova
chalking thix disgraccful nonsense on
the door, Leoder®”

It was done before I got here ! Bua-
ler had the chalk in his hand—*

‘I shall deal with Bunler! There s
no reason to suppose that these other
hoys wera concerned in the mattor, and
I am hound {e accept their aszyrance
on that point”



“Then I thall to the Head, sic ™
roared Loder. “If you are going to lot
those young scoundrels off—-"

*What?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “I
think you forget yourself, Loder. How
dare vou raise your voice to nwe? I
ropeat, how dare you?"

*Cheese i, old man!” whispered
Walker, _
Buat Loder was too infuriated to

“ghlecso® it

“"I"m going to the Fread " hie shouted.
“I'm going 1o report these lying young
rascals to the ITcad 1™
_ “¥ou may pleasa yourself about plac-
ing ihe matter before De. Locke, Loder.
As vou desire to report boys of my
F_nrma for a fault of which I am con-
vinced that they are not guilty, I will
aecompany you., Wharton, you will
remein here for ihe present. Bunter,
go-to my study, and wait for me there.”

£ Eay, sir—"

“Go1” thundered Mr, Quelch.

And Billy Bunter quaked, and went.

Loder tramped away furiously down
tha passapge r. Queleh whisking after
himy, with frowning brow and rustling
gown. Walker strolled away, griuning.
5 crumbs |  murmured Bo
Cherry, *“Looks hko getting to CLff
House for that jolly old picnic on the
Pike, doesn’t 1£7" ;

“It do—1t does!” groaned Nugent.

“Well, we'vo t to wait!” said
Harry, "It waa that tick Skinner did
it, of course ! But he won't be spotled.”

“Loder's a fool and a rotter ¥
growled Johnny Bull, “Queleh knows
we were telling the truth, and the Head
will know, when Quelch tells him, The
old bean won't send for us”™

“We've got to wdit, all the samoe!
Blow Loder !” growled Bob Cherry. 1
say, I'm rathcr beginning to think that
#:?_Ily old conviet really 1s a relation of

iz. Why is he so frantic about it1"

“ Looks like it, by gum.”

“Hallo, hello, hallo!
Quelch.”

The Remove master had not been long
with the Head. The juniors eyed him
raﬂg;.;r anxiounsly, as ﬁc came bjﬁk. -

“You may po, my hoys 1" said Quele
kindly. * Dr. Locke wL quite s%t.isﬁeﬂ
with my assurance that I accepted your
word on this subject.”

“Thank yeoun, sirl” zaid Harry.

“You may fake s duster and obli-
terate that obnoxions Fieturﬂ befora you
gol” added Mr. Quelch,

Bob Cherry took s duster, and the
obnoxious picture was duly obliterated,

Heora comea

Then the Famous Five, at long lask,

wera ablo to get away. They sprinted
down to tha bike-thed {or their machines
and stavted for Cliff Honse,

Billy Bunter, after all, was not a
memier of the pienie party. Billy Bun-
ter, in My, Queleh's study, was under-

me "sin, and from Queleh’s window,
oud yells were wafted across the quad,
indicatling that Bunter was not enjoying
tho provesa,

(After which, Bunter was taken to the
Form-room, where My, Quelch kindly
previded him with an execrcise in depo-
neet vechs, to keep him busy till five
o'clock.
ke had Wibley's cowpany in the

Farm-roow, if that was any comfort.
William: Wibley was wading through
lines for Loder.
_ Yor those two members of the Remove
it was not a happy half-holiday, Which,
na doubt, was some comfort to Loder
of the Sixth, and consoled him a little
for the cscape of his other victims.

“That beast Loder!” mumbled Billy
Bunter, over his deponent verbs.

“'Ihat rotter Loder!” hissed Wibley,
ever his Latin lines.

“ Bother the beast1” groaned Bunter.
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“RBlow the brute ! growled Wibley.

“TI'd jolly well make him =it up, if 1

could I moased Bumter,
- *I'd jolly well make him sit up—and I
can [ said Wibley. * Let him wait a bit
—that's all | I know how I Lot him jolly
well watk [

“I waw, old chap, what are you going
to do?” asked Bunter, eagerlyv. "I saw,
'l han, if—if—if there's no risk, you
know. That's important.”

“There’s risk—and you're too fat-
headed to Lelp 1 answered Wibley.

“¥ah 1" grunted Bunter.

And he settled down wearily to dopo-
nent  verbs—while Wibley = seribbled
endless Virgil, and Harry Wharion &
Co. arrived, rather breathless, at CLff
House, to learn that the picnickers had
started sn hour ago !l

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Plcnic on the Plke !

ESSIE BUNTER, the plump
ornament of the Fourth Fornn
at CIif Honze Sechool, came to

a halt, pasped for breath, and
fanned lier fat face.

It was & warm afternoon for Bep-
tember, and Miss Elizabeth Bunter,
like Lier brother Billy, at Groyiriars,
had s considerable weight to cavcy.
Moreover, Miss Bunter was also carry-
ing a picnic basket up the rugged slopes
of the I"ike.

She halted, and plumped it down on
a boulder and gave & grunt that was an
echo of Billy's!

Marjorio Hazeldene was carrying
another picnic basket, Clara Treviyn
lhad camp-stools, a tea-making owdbt,
and other impedimenta, Neither Mar-
jorio nor Clara showed signs of fatizue
after & mile walk, thuugﬁ most of tho
mile was upward, But Bessie Bunter
seemed to have had enough—or a little
more than enough,

*“1 say, you girls ! gasped Bessie,

“Oh, come on!” said Clara.

“Only & quarter of a mile farther,
Beszie I said Marjorie cncouragingly.
*¥You can do a quarter of a mile 1™

I could do five miles, casier than
either of vou could I" retorted Bessie,

“Then pet 8 move on ™ said Clara.

“That basket's heavy ! said Bessie.
“I'Il gevateh Billy for not coming. 1'd
have made him carvy the basket,”

" Easier to carvy it yourself than to
make Billy carry it I zaid Clara. *“ Any-
ht:r'-_':’.. vaur brother isw't here, sg come

ML ean’t understand Billy not turn-
ing up!” zaid Aliss Bumnter. “Ha's
generally keen on a picnie.  Of course,
he's lazy 1 Dut why haven't the others
turned up, cither? Lazy lot!”

“AMight have been detained, or soma-
thing 7 suggested  Marjorie  zently.
“LU'in sura they would have come if they
could. If they're able lo come, after
all, they'il follow on.”

“IFat lot of good that will be, after
T'vo carried the basket!” said Miss
Buntéer warmly. “What is wanted is
somebody to carry the basket.”

5 E.fhE come on 1™ gaid Clara,

“Why not stop here?” suggested
Bessie. “1f the En 5 are mmiﬁg, it
will be less distance for them to follow—
see i

“But it’s such a nice spot up by the
cave !” zaid Marjorie. A lovely view
out over the seg=——"'

“I'va scen the sea before ! grunted
Bessie.  ” Bezides, what is there to loole
at 1n the sea? 'DIIII'{ a lot of water!™

“ But_there’s. nowhere to cainp here 1%
uwrged Marjorie,

Grunt, from Bessio ]

The track winding up the steep sides
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of the Pike .was rugged and mﬂ!ﬂﬁ':
narrow and irregular, 8o far, tho girls
were o Lhe inland 'side, with a view
chiefly of rugged rocks and boulders
and stunted thickets. Farther on,
wherd the petlr wound round the ses-
ward side of the Pike, therg was o

lorious view of the Narth Hea, atld

ips far out on the biune waters. Even
Begsie admitied that the preseat spot
was not ideal for camping, But auy-
thing was better than wa.l%;ing.

“Will you come on, Besste?" asked
Bliss Clara. " Don't be such a slacker !

“Cat ! sald Bessie.

"Well, I'm going on!"

“Blop 1" hooted Bessic, “I can hear
the boys coming! They can carry the
thil;.ijg‘&} if wo wait for ihem to come
U
E‘ﬂh, wait a minuie, Clara ™ said
Marjoric,

There was a ringing of foolsleps on
the stony track from Lbelow. Some-
one, as yet out of sight, was coming
up the Pike, hidden from view, for the
Il}gmcnt, by the rugged rocks and
ri ;

The Pike was a solitary place; ils
steep slopes attracted fow walkers, so
it seemed probable to the Cliff House
girls that thoso footsteps heralded the
arrival of their Greyfriars friends.
They waited and watched, and en
nthietic figure came swinging into
view,

But it was not a Greyfriars junior.
It was a Greyirviars master-—no other
than Larry Lascelles, the games
master.

Lecry, evidently. was filling bhis
leisuro iu:-urs, that sunny afternoon, by
climbing the Pike. It was a good
elimeb, 1f a man went to the summit,
where a ﬁ!ﬂl‘iﬂ-l‘:ﬂ view over land and
sea was his reward,

All the girls knew Mr. Lascelles, and
a3 he sighted them the young master
smiled and raised his hat.

“I say, you givls, let’s ask him to
carry the things, as he's going up!”
squecaked Bossic.

“Cheese it !" said Clara.

“Rot!” said Bessio. And as Mr
Lascelles came en, the plump schoolgitl
from Chff House called to him: <1 sy,
Mr. Lascolles 1"

“"Yea?” gald the pames master of
Groyfriars, halting.

TAro you going up past the cave?”
asked Bessie.

“Yes; much farther, I lope!®
answered Mr, Lascelles, with a smile.

“We're stopping at the cave,” said
Bossie. *If you're going that way—"

“Dry up, Bessie!”

“Bhan't] If vou've moing that way,
Mr. Lascelles, would you mind ecarry-
ing this basket ns far as itho cave?”

sarry Lascelles laughed,

“1 shall be very glad!” he answered.
“ Pray hand it to me. Yours, also, Miss
Iazeldene. And yours, Miss Trevlyn |

“Oh, rot! We're not going to load
you like that!" eaid Clara,

“My dear child, I shall carry the
thinpgs guito casily,” zaid My, Lasvelles,
and he took the lhree lots and marched
on with thens.

The CLff Tlouse gils f(ollowed,
Bessic gruniing with satisfaction.

“ Jolly lucky he came up, isn't it, you

irls?”  remarked Mies Bunter, "I
thought of hiring old Giles’ dookey to
carry the things up, but Mr Lascelles
13 quite as good as the donkey, or
better.”

“0Oh, my hat ! breathed Clara, while
Marjorie suppressed a laugh.

Besse's words were quife andible to
the obliging young man who waas
carrying the luggege. Marjorie and
Clara  could not help wondering

THe Muicxer Lisnasy.—No, 1,493,



18

whelher Mr. Lascelles fclt flattered at
being considered as good as Giles’
donkey !

“After all, men ought to make them-
stlves uzeful,” continued Mizs Dunter
thoughtiully. *They're not very orna-
mental, are they B

“Shut up!” murmured Clara. “Me.
Lascelles can hear you 1™

“{th, Mr. Lascclles is gquite nice-
looking ! said Bessic cheeriully. “In
fact think him rather handsome!”

" hc quict ! murmured Marjorie.

"Well, he 15, you kuow !" said Bessie,
“I heard Miss Bellew say so—to Miss
Bullivant, too! The Bull just snorted.

THE MAGNET

vibered a little exclametion. The floor

of the cave, sheltered by the high arch Y

of rock overhead, was dry—but the open

ike was very luddy in many places
from recent rain. The girls' shoes had
left a good many marks. But Bessie's
fat finger was pointing to muddy tracks
that led farther up the cave—farther
then the girls had gone, and which dis-
appeared into the gloom. And the
btracks, which were those of a good-sized
pair of boots, were obviously left by a
man.

“0Oh 1" ejaculated Marjorie.

She stared at the signs on the cave
floor, and tlen into the darkness ahead,

Miss Bellew gave me lines for listen- Rith

ing. As if I was listening, you know |
It's not a thing I would dl?—nﬂtuhkﬁ
some givls. DMiss Bellew said——

“Be quiet I

" Bhe said—"

“Shut up ! hissed Clara.

Me. Laseclles guickensd his
The girls had to put on speed, to
their property in sight.

“I say, don't walk so quick [” gasped
Bessic Bunter. I say, I'm out of
breath! X say, call out to that silly
idiot not to hurry, Marjorie I™

“Iut it on ! sald Clara.

“Tregh! Cat! Oooogh '™ ]

The bright blue sca burst into sight
as they wound round the side of the
Pike, Mr. Lascelles halted, on s level
platcan of rock, facing the sca. In
front of it was & gheer drop of twenty
feet or more to the lower BIGPM-
Behind it was & steep cliff, in the tace
of which a dusky cave opened. Beyond,
the path wound on and upward, steeper
and steeper, But this was the destins-
tion of the picnic party.

Tha Greyiriars gamea master sct
down his luggage, raised his hat to the
Ul House girls, and walked on. He
disappeared round a corner of rock as
Bessic came up, panting.

“Dw Y “gaspud Bessic,
breath ! hat did that sill
for? What did you silly duffers hurry
for? Now I'm out of breath! I ahall
sit down and rest while you unpack.”

Do ! paid Marjoric.

“It's beastly sunny
Bessie, blinking  round through
spectacles  that were so  like
hrother Billy's, "1 say, let's step
the cave. It's shedy in the cave”

“Oh, all rght.”

The baskets were carried into the
mouth of the cave. It was wide and
open, though, deeper in the chiff, it

ace.
cop

“I'm out of
1diot hurry

said
the
her
1nto

here 1™

narrowed, and was very dark and
shadowy. Clare unpacked tho tes-
making outht, &n sttt up the
spirit-stove. Marjoric unpacked the
baskets. Bessie unter sak on @
boulder and watched thewn through her
hig spectacles.  Omnee or twice she

gave an uncasy blink into the dusky
depths of the cave.

‘"1 say, vou girls, did vou hear anv-
thing " she asked. “Do von think
there's sonebody 1n Lhe cave?™

“Rot ™ said Clara.

“Well, T heard somelhing—"

“Onlv the wind!” gaid Marjoric.
bk Ehnm's never anybody here, Bessic.”

Well, there mght be a tramp!”
saidl Besste. .

“1 can see a tramp elimbing up here,
fo camp in & cave!” sniffed Clara,
“Don't be an ass, Bessic |

“Don't you be a cat!” =zaid Bessie.
“Somebody's been In this cave; you
can see his footmarks"

“ Rubbish I

“Well, look ! snorted Bessie.

Clara declined to turn her attention
from the spirit-stove, which was giving
& little trouble, as spirit-stoves often
do. But Marjorie locked round, and she
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ither somcone wuas there, or had been
there very recently.

“Bother the wind!” eaid Clara
pettishly, “I can’t get this beastly thing
to light! Come and hold your hat,
Marjorie.”

“1 think there is somcone in the cave,
as Bessie said. Clara.”

“Well, we haven't bought the cave!
Come and held yvour hat, and keep the
wind off this putrid stove,”

“Oh, all right! But——*

“ Rubbish ' gaid Clara,

Dessic Bunter jumped up.

“Lool: here, f'm not going to stay
here if there is a tramp 1 she squeaked.

“A tremp won't eat you, unless he
takes you for an oyster ! said Clara
over her shoulder. * And if he does take
you for an oyster, you caa tell him not

o K

to ju ’ "t vou?
: 'J{jdfﬁ*b} appearances, can't you

“There goes the match again—it's
beastly windy here! Oh, blew! Hald
rour hat to keep the wind off, Marjoric |
That's better—

“I say, you girls, if it's a savage
tram =

“Oh, dry up '™

“I'm not going to stay here to be
robbed and murdered ! howled Bessic.
“I'll go and call Mr. Lascelles to como
and scarch tho cave 2

“Do not be alarmed ! came & voice
from up the cave. “Pleaze do not be
alarmed, and do not call anvone, I will
not huart vou !

“Ow ™ shrieked Bessia,

“Oh! gasped Marjorie.

* Ok erurabs I stuttered Clara.

The three pirls stared blankly into the
shadowy interior of the cave. From the
shadows a fgure emerged, and their
hearts almost ceased to beat as they saw
the brand of the bread arrow on his
tattered gparh.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Exiraordinary Guest!

AMES LODER, No. 22 of Bluck-
moor, stepped oot of the ¢neireling
gloom ato the sunlight of the cave-
moutl,

harjoric & Co. stared at hum in
horror. They had heard nothing at Cliff
House of an escaped convict. and they
were taken utterly by surprise by that
terrifving apparition.

Tatiered, paunt, siubbly, haprard,
looking tweniy years older than his age,
James Loder, of Blackmoor, was not a
reassuring  spectacle.  Bessic  Bunter,
almost fainting with terror, ¢lutched
hold of Marjorie and Clara [or support.
Marjorie and Clara tried to pull them-
selves topether bul they c¢ould barely
YOpress 4 sCfealn of terror.

But Lhe convict halted at a little
distance, and made reassuring gestures,
The wretched man was only too con-
scious of the horror his looks must
inspire in the terrified schoolgirls.

“Do not be alarmed ! he repeated.
“You arc safe—quite safe ! I would not
hurt you for worlds! I will not ¢ome

near you—please do not be frightened §
ou have nothing to fear!"
ﬂ“?}i’!" squeaked Bessic. " Go away!

w !

“Who—who—who are vou?” stara-
mered Marjorie, Her voice was husks.

“l am & very unfortunate man, my
dear young lady! I am afraid that
appearances arc against me, but I beg
you not to be alarmed.”
_“¥ou are a—a—a
f&]t%mﬂi.

o ave escaped from prison,™ said
No. 22 quictly. *Yes. PBH!‘. I give
‘ly'ml my word, I will harm no one.

would not have let you know 1 was
here, though T am starving, if you had
not found it out.”

“Ow! Go

“Ow!” moancd Beszie.
away! Ow!"

1 will go away ™ said No. 22, “This
is my last refuge, but now it is dis.
covered I will go! I will take any risk
rather than alarm you! But—one of
You spoke of someone—if there i= anyone
at hand, T do not wish to be seen—wili
you allow me to remain a fow minutes
till the coast iz c¢lear? But if vou aro
afraid of me, I will go at onee.™

Marjorie smiled tremulouesly,

Bhe realised that there was nothing Lo
fqar. Terrifying as the convict looked,
his voice was low and pleasant, his
manner reassuring. A man in  his
terrible situation might have been ex-
pected to think only of himself—vet it
wag clear that he was thinking chicAy
Egrlthe alarm he had caused the school-

5.

“Did you sty you were starving ¥
breathed Marjorie, “We have food
here—we came for a picnie.”

.'E:In. 22 looked at her.
s My dear young lady,” he said,

vesterday a schoolboy gave me s bar
of chocolate. It is all I have tasted for
four days.”

“Oh crikey ! pasped Bessic Bunter.

Even Bessie realised that there was no
danger by this time. And Bessie Bunter
could feel for anvone who had not caten
for days. The barc thought of it made
her shudder.

“I—I sav, let him have some of the
grub, you girls 1 gasped Bessie, * We've
got lots, as the bovs are not coming.”

“If wou would show me 0 much kind-
ness———" spid No, B3,

“¥es, rather [ said Clara Treviyn.

Clara had quite recovered., There was
s glimmer of amusement in her eyes.
This was a tremendous adveniure: a
theilling tale to tell in the studics ac
Cliff House, Certainly, an czcaped con-
viet, as a rule, was likely 40 be a rather
dangerous characier—about as safe to
approach as a tiger 1n the _jung]-.':. Buk
it was quite plain that this particular
convick was not dangerous. Far from
being ferocious, his manner was utterly

ra

Marjoric

apologetic,
“Oh, my hat!” murmured Clara.
“Fancy with an escaped

%tnirking
convict ! Babs and Mabs will wish they
kad corae when we tell them™

Convict Wo. 22 smiled—a smile that

was very pleasant, in spite of ths
haggard gauntness of his faco,
“Aay I sit downt” he usked,
hlarjorie smiled and nodded. Jares

Loder, WNo. 22, sat down on & boulder,
gtill keeping hiz dislance,

“Wait a tick while I make ftha fea '
said Clara.

She filled the kettle from the waters
holtle, and set il on the spirit stove,
MMarjoric unpacked esandwiches, and
handed them to the convict.

He grabbed the sandwiches—and then,
with o deep flush overspreading hia
gaunt face, checked himsclf,

“Don't wait for us!” said Clara, “Co
ahead I



Ho smiled again, and went zhead.

“XI thunk I'Il begin, too!™ sald Bessie
Bunter.

.I!il.ﬂd Ehﬂ did .

There was an_ample supply in the two
baskets. The Famous IFive and Billy
Bunter had been expected to join in that
picpic, and the Chiff House girls were
. ata‘n;hu% " it. 8o the supply was ex-
tensive. If the jupiors arrived, aftcor all,
from Greyfriars, there would be shorb
copunons for them. Butb as they had not
joined up, Marjorie and Clara had no
doubt that they had bagged a detention
for tho helf-holiday.

No. 22 ate, and ate, and ate. If Billy
Bunter had been there, he could hardly
have done bettcr.

And a5 he ato and ate, & glimmer of
colour came into his pale c%cnks, and
& rencwed brightness wite his haggard
£T0,

Miss Clara made the tea, and a cup
was handed to the extraordinary guest
at tha picnie.

“Blessed if 1 Lknow whether weo're
doing right or notl” remarked Miss
Clara. *But, dash it all, it can't bo
wrong to give a hungry man food.”

“That's all right, Clara!” said Bessio
Buntor. *If ho was still in prison, he
would be given food, of course., Faney
going withoub food!”

“¥ou are not deing wrong, my
dear children ! said No. 22, “To feed
the hungry is always right, even if they
aro sinners,™

*Right as rain!” agreed Clars.

“1 say, have some of the jam tart,”
eaid Dessie hospitably, “There's lots!
And it'a jolly mice.”

No, 22, smiling, accepted jam tart.

“ Anather cop of tea?"” asked Clara,

“Pleace 1™

“I eay, have you really been in
prisoni"” asked Bessio Bunter, blinking
at James Loder curiously through her
hig f}nmtmlos. “¥ =ay, what was it
like 7

"It was very unpleasant!” said No, 22
briefly. )

“Ind they give you cnocugh to cati”

“The fare was not so good as this,”
eaid No. 22, * Neither was the company
anything like so agreeable.”

“I say, what did you do?” contlinuecd
Bessie,  Now that her fears were com
pletely relicved. Bessie gave way to the
mguisitivencss that was the beselling sin
of the Bunter tribe,

" Nothing 1" said Neo. 22

“0h, draw it mild, you know [* said

Bessie. " People don't get sent to
prison for nothing.”
“A mistake was made, my dear

young lady! Such a thing happens
very geldom, but it bhappened,  un-
rortunately, in wy case

Beezia winked.

“OF course, you would say that 1™ she
remarked,

“Bhut up, Dessic ! zaid Clara,

“Well, it's panunon, of course ' szald
Bessie. " Biill, you don't zeem a very
bad man! I say, whal’s your name?”

“iuests muztn't bo asked questions at
a picnie, Bessio ! zaid Ulara. *“If yon
heep on bothering onr guest, T will pot
sonia jam on your haie”

“Well, T expect hifz wame’s in the
papers,™ satd Desse. Y1 expect 1t's all
over the place, only weo'ra nob allowed
to roand newspapers at ChHiT Ilouse.”

My pame 13 Loder,” sand Noo 22

raicily.  “James Loder!? As yeu say,
iz m all the papers.”
“ Leder '™ repealed Bessio. “I know
that name ! 'There's a chap at Grey-
friavs nawed  Loder—iny brother Dilly
says he'e o beast. T3 he a relation of
vours

“i g was, my dear young lady, I

EVERY SATURDAY

should net be likely to claim relation-

ship in my Eresanq circumstances [ said
No. 22, “Loder is not an uncommon
name.,"

*1 gay, what were you before—'hem
—hafore—"

* Shut up, Boszie!®

" Bhan't |

No. 22 lavghed., The whole parly
were quite at their ease now, strange
and almost incredible as it seemed to
the CLiff Houze givls to be pionicking on
the Pike with au escaped convict.

“1 do not mind telling you,” said
James Loder, “1 was s gaines mastor
in a school before I had bad luck.™

* A gpames master, like Mr. Lascelles I
said Bessie. “I zay, you're fearfully
old for HE&HIES master, aren’t you "'

James Loder langhed again.

“Perhaps I look more than my age at
present,” he spid. “You sce me under

very unfavourable circumstances. I am
twenty-eight.”
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“0h erikey ™ said Ressle in astonishs
ment.. " You look about &Hity now?
She blinked st James Loder. *Still,
you look younger now you've had some-
thing to eat, and a cup of tea. 1 say,
you do want & wash and a shave,?

“1 forgot to bring my soap from
Blackmoor 1* said No. 22 gravely. “ And
1 unfortupately omilted to pack my
dressing-case beforo 1 left.”

The CL{E IHouse girls laughed.

The change that had come over the
haggard conviet was amazing, Ycars
seemed {o bhave dropped from him;
though it was still hard to belicva thas
that grimy, stubbly, gaunt feco was tha
face of a youth of twenty-eight. But in
his manner there was something very
frank and boyish.

“ But you haven't told us yet what
you did ! said Bessie inguisitively.

“Bhut up, Dessie, you littlo 1diot |®
said Clara,

(Continued on next page.)

(1)
Jack Wingate, you know, iz the brother
O George, our most popular skipper,
They're oot in the least like each other ;
In every way (Qeorge is & ripper,
Euat Jack o the Third's rafher weak,
Hiz nature is full of surprises :
He isn’t & rotler or snzak,
But he likes what his brother deapises.

(2

And that is & maiter for wonder

That brothers shonld differ so queecly :
They're often whole oceans asunder,

Opposed to each ofher, or oearly.
The Nugents are this way inclined

{The Todds are mot brothers but cousias)h
The Bolsovers, fo0 ! vou will And

You can thiok of examples by docens.

{3

How Oeorge, than whom no one is fioec,

Enows parfectly well of the leaning
To_recklessness showa by hig minor,

But doesn’t mnoh like intervening.
Ha keeps & wide aye oo tha mngz

With whom his young brother’s Iraguenting,
And when he closs {o the soup,

He's jerked back at once 1o repeniing.

(5}

Then answered this boman disasler :
1 say, 1 want someons 1o mention
To Wiggins ’—the name of his master—
“ That I'm too knocked out for detenhion.
Juzt ask the old fathead to step )
Aloog here, and I'll show him my bruises.
And then he will lel me off prep !’
I went off {o make his excuses,

How badly his

the visit.

Said Wingate {o me ; “ Felch some waler,
And icdine, too ! " Apd I hurried,

While Jack was resigned 1o the slaughfer
And Wigzing looked on, rather worried.

Then George bathed the bruize with gzreat

cara,
And lo and behold, the thing vanished !
He rabked, and the broice wasn't there |
The bepsily black bruize had besn banished !

N
He sirode off snd lelt me to follow.
We foond his young minor explainiog
To Wiggins, with groans deep and hollow,
hruises were paining,
He stopped, and he gave me & glare
When I hronght in old Georgo for

He pritted his teeth in despair.
Thai's really not gratitude, is if 7

Last week our long-haired poet pave s
loewing account of George Wingate.
ow read what he has to say about

JACK WINGATE,

{Wingate minor), of the Third Form,
brother of the Greyfriars Captain.

(4)
I ran ac¢ross Jack in hig elody
Just alter the lootball was over;
He sat thers sxhauated and muoddy,
Like s wreck on the Goodwine at Dover.
A bloodstained old rag ronnd his knee,
Angther one binding hir elbow,
Wilh broiges both fregoent and fres.
“ Great Heoff ! *? safd. ** Not leeling
well, bo 2 **

(8)

0ld Wiggins was quite sympathetic—
He's a kind, unsvepivions old stager,
And I, feeling still ens
Went of {o inform
Baid I, * Youar young brother’s been hacked
At fooler and bruised preiiy badly,
Heo's & hoapifal case, that's & fact ! ¥
And I ghook my head slowly snd sadly,

ingate major.

{8y
He pulled off the bandages gory.
Apnd no siogle wound was revealed !
It*s true, though it sounds like a story.

The wounds were mitsculously healed ]
To George and old Wiggins in vain
Jack looked, Ior their hearts were now
ateel ones,
I went—when I saw him sgain
He'd got T:rtnn more wounds on him—resl H
ones
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“Shan’t! 1 dare say it wasn't ani,'-
thing very bad, becauze you seem ronlly
fuite & nice man!” said Bessie, blink-
ing at No. 22. )

“MNo, 1t was not very bad,” said
James Loder. “It was nothing at all,
though I am afraid you cannot belicvoe
thatlir.'

“Well, it’s ratlier steep, 1sn’t it #”
said Bessic.

“Very 1" sighed James Loder.

“Well, if you didn’t do 1t, what were
vou supposed to have done? asked
Beszie. * What was it that ﬁapﬂanad?"

“A robbery hapllmned, Miss Bunter.”

“At the school where you were
games master ¥ asked Bessie.

“¥aos ™

“Where was that i

“In Devonshire,”

“PBut if you didn't do it, did some-
boady else™ askod Dessic.

“ Evidently.”

“ And who was 1it?¥

The fash that came inle James
Loder’s eyes startled the CLff House
girls. Evidently Bessie’s question had
brought a bitter recollection to  his
mind, He did not answer; but rose
from tho boulder on which he was
seated. ;

“1 thank you, my dear young ladies [
he said. “Altheugh I fear that you
cannot belicve me, it is an innocent
man you have saved from the pangsy of
hunger. Now I had better go. ol
cannot, and must not, keep sceret that
vou heve seen me here—and this 13 no
longer a hiding-place for me.”

U1 say—" began Bessic.

The conviet lifted his tatterod cap,

stepped out of the cave, and disap-
peared from sight.
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Fight on the Pike !

ARRY LASCELLES started—so

I suddenly that he almost lost his

footing on the high, rocky

ledge where he was standing.

Since leaving the CIiff Houso girls at

the cave, the games master of Greyfriars

had clambered up, higher and higher,

on the steep Pike, the way growing
steeper and stceper at every step.

He was still at some distance from the
summit when he stopped on the narrow
ledge, to get his breath for the still
steoper climb to the top and to look at
the vast panorama of sca and land
sproad about him.

The ledge where he had stopped was
almost direetly over the mouth of the
cave, though a considerable distance
higher up the Pike.

king from 1it, the games master
had & wide view of the North Sea, rol-
ling bright and blue in the September
sunshine. Casually, his glance fell on
the rocky slopes below him, and on tho
plateau in front of the cave.

It was then that Le started, or,
rather, jumped, at the sight of a start-
ling figure below—a figurc in tattered
broad-arrow garb,

“By gad!” cjaculuted Mr. Lascelles,
staring down at the figure.

The CLF House girls had heard
nothing of an escaped conviet, but
Larry Lascelles had. Even if he had
never heard of the cscape from Black-
moor, he would have known what the
man was a5 he looked down at him. The
broad arrows told their own tale.

“By gad!” he repeated

His jaw set primly.

The conviet had appeared suddenly in
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view from the rocks below, It gecurred
toe Mr. Lascelles that ho might have
gcen, or heard, the CLE House girls,
and have been startled out of some
Hiding-place. Certainly it did not occur
to him that No. 22 was leaving the cave
after pienicking with BMarjorie & Co. !
Of James Loder, No. 22, of Black-
moor, Larry Lascelles Lknew mnothing,
except that he was an escaped conviet—
whom it was every law-abiding
citizen’s dufy to help the police to re-
capture. Larry was a kind-hearted
man; and probably he would have
approved of the pienickers’ hﬂspltﬂllté
to o starving wretch. But he woul
never have dreamed of allowing him o
cseape—and he did not think of it now.

His mind was made up on the spot.
- He had set out that sftorncon to
c¢limb to the summit of the Pike. That
was washed out now. Llc turned back
and descended.

It was a dangerous path for putting
ont speed; but he had no time to lose,
and he lcaped. nimbly from reck to
rock, ledge to ledge, coming down the
steep like a chamoizs on the Alps. It
had taken him a good half-hour to
climb to the ledge above the cave—but
the descent occupied less than & tenth
of that time. It was 2 matter of & very
few minutes before he leaped, panting,
on the plateau in front of the cave—and
at a short distance he spotied the broad
arrows. James Loder, No. 22, had gone
to tho extreme verge of the rocky
platean, whove it dropped away sheer
to a lower slope twenty feet down. Ho
was kneeling by tho edge and peering
aver.

It was possible for an active man,
with a nerve of iron, to clamber down
the precipice; and that, perhaps, was
in the hunted man’s thoughts. 1t would
be known that he had been seen in the
cave, and he would be scarched for
there; and it was probable that he was
thinking of getting away by a way that
would leave no trace for a pursuer.

But the sounds made by Larry
Lascelles in his hurried descent from
above caught his ecar and he locked
round. Ile sprang to his fect as the
goamcs master of Greyiriars came in
view on the plateou.

A blaze came into his eyes.

Straight at Lim, across the rocky
level, came. Earry.  The hunted man
gave a look to ri?hb and left. There
was ne escape for him—except by
clambering down the precipice, and ho
had no time for that., lle stood, with
blazing eyes and clenched hands, facing
the games muster of Greyfriars, his lips
druwn back from his teeth in a fieren
snarl, o looked, at that moment,
very unlike the solt-spoken, apologetic
fugitive the schoolgirls had seen in the
Cave.

M Btand back I he muttered, between
his set teeth.

Mr. Lascelles came to & stop, within
s -few paces of him. There was, for a
moment, compassion on his face o3 he
read the haggard desperation in the
convict's, Dut that did not alter his
determination.

“You are James Loder, the escaped
eonvict from Blackmoor Prisen !” said
the greyfriars games master quietly.
“It 15 my duty to sccure you™

“Hands off I muttered Ne. 220 *1
want _to harm no one—but 1 warn you
that I will fight for my liberty.”

“That iz as you choose ! sajd Mr.
Laceelles, “I shall, at all events, do
my best to secure you, as is my duty,
or ANy man s

e stepped grimly towards the con-
vigh

and then

No. 22 backed a2 pace,
But bke could go no

another pace.

further, without stumbling over tha
edpe of the precipice.

Ho faced the Greyfriars master
savagely.

“Come on, then!™ he snarled.

And, a5 Larry Lascelles’ hand was

outstretched to grasp him, he closed
with the pgamecs master, aud they
struggled.

There was a cry fromr the cave.

The sound of the struggle caused the
Clif House girls to look out, and they
stared at the two figures, locked n a
desperate grapple almost on the verge
of the precipice. = :

S0Oh 1M exclaimed Marjorie, catching
her breath, *It is Mr. leg—"
! wish he hadn't scen him '™
breathed Clara. " But—but—"

“He's got him 1% said Bessie DBuntler.
“0Oh erikey "

There was a clatiering of fect on tho
rock, a feorce panting of breath, Tho
Cliff House girls watched spellbound.

Larry Lascelles was strong and
sturdy. The convick seemed a powerful
man. For long, long minutes, the ficree
struggle went on, neither gaining tho
upper hand. .

Marjorie gave & sudden shrick.

“Oh! They're falling!”

The struggling fgures stumbled on
the edge of the precipice. In a flash,
bofore either could make a movement
to save himself, before they could oven
unlock their fierce grip, they had dis-
appeared over the cdge, vanishing from
the horrified cyes of the schoolgirls.

“0Oht” panted Clara. “They will ba
killed 1*

Bessic  Bunter  screamed  loudly.
Marjoriec and Clara rap across to the
cdge of the platesu.

Peering over the dizzy verge, they
looked down.

Twenty feet below, the two figures,
still locked together, had struck the
lower slope and were rolling downward.
Larry Lascelles had been underneath
when they struck. The girls had a
glimpse of his face, and 1t was white
as chalk. They could see that he was
hurt. .

Bessio was_ etill screaming. But
r'-Iﬂ-I‘jl:::rl'IE and Clare, in horrified silence,
watched.

The two fgures separaled asz thew
rolled down the rugged slope below., It
was & steep slope of rough rock, level.
ling out some distance down. 'The con-
vict reached the level first, and they saw
him bound to hiz feet.

He must have been badly shaken and
bruised, but otherwise, he secemed un-
hurt. Tt was not so with Mr. Lascelles.

He rolled on the level and lay where
he came to a stop. The girls saw him
make an offort to rise and sink back
again. The sound of a groan floated up
to thoir ears.

Conviet No. 22 stood panting.

His eves were savagely on his cneme
for some moments, in cxpectalion of a
further attack. But mz he saw that the
games masier of Greyfriars lay helploss,
Liis expression changed.

He dazhed his hand across lis bLrow
and stepped towards BMr. Lascelles.

Larry Eﬂﬂ‘kﬂd up st him quictly.

“You're hurk!™ panted the convict.

“My leg's broken!” answercd ihe
Fpames master inoa qffadj' volee, 1 am
at your mercy now.”’

“You asked for ti—my liberly iz all

I have!” m':ll.rti."rf!d the . convict,
“Heaven knows I'm sorry you're hurt —
vou should have left me along—-"

“I1t was my duty to sceure vou, if T
could,” answered Mr, Lascelles.  #and
that duty T should still deo, if I wero
able. I am helpless now.”



=
“ Come out, you young fool! ** snarled Loder. He dragged the ourtain aside—his cane ready in his hand. The next moment
he staggered back, with a startled ery. It was not a Greyfriars junior he saw standing there—but a bulky figure In convict

garb.

Conviet No. 22 stood locking down st
him, panting for breath. ;
and the fall had told on him. He
panted, and panted.

From above, Marjorie and Clara
locked down, with pale faces. Bessie
Bunter was still sereaming. There was
& scrambling of footsteps on the path
u]? the Pike, and s powerful voice came
through Bessie's shrill shrieks:

“Hallo, hallo, halla! What's up?2

“Bob 1" exelaimed Marjorie.

The two girls turned from the edge
of the cliff as the Famous Five came on
the plateau and ran across to them with
surprise and alarm in their faces.

e —

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Conviet—and Good Samaritan !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. had
left, their bikes at the porter's
lodge, at Cliff House, and fol-
lowed up the Pike.

They wera an hour behind time,
owing to Loder of the Sixth, which
could not be helped. PBut they knew
that the l]:nu:l:inir.: was to take place at the
cave, half-way up the Pike, and they
tramped up the winding path to join
Marjorie & Co. there.

They had almost reached the platean
in front of the cave, facing the seca,
when Bessia Bunter's terrific secreaming
reached their ears, and they put on
BE:E[], racing the last hundred yards of
t wWaY. ;

Bessie, atanc;intg by the cave, was
screaming, as 1f for a wager, Marjorie
and Clara were at the edge of the
llf'}:lamtean.l, which extended some distance

efore the cave, They turned a=z Bob
Cherry shouted. The puzzled juniors
raced across to them. Nobody seemed
to be hurt, and they could see no cause
of slarm, but it was clear that there
was something very much amisa,

“‘ Silence ! ** hissed the disguised Wiblay.

The struggle Bob

EVERY SATURDAY

“What iz it, Marjorie?™ execlaimed
anxiously.
“What's

Wharton:

Marjorie pointed to the edge of the
plateau.

“Mr, Lascelles—and the convict—they
have fallen over! Mr. Lascelles has
been hurt—"

“(Zood heavens!™

In & moment, {he Famous Five were
on their hands and knees at the rocky
Verge, peering over.

They could s=ee Larry Lascelles,
stretehed below, with o face like chalk,
seb with pain. Over him bent the tat-
tered, gaunt fgure of a man 1n broad
arrows, )

The first impression of the juniors
was that the convict was attacking, or
about to attack, the fallen games
master, But a second glance showed
that that was not the case.

No. 22 was lifting the fallen man and
pIacing him in an easier position, to
ease the mjured leg.

Hiz voice, husky and broken, reached
the amazed ears of the juniore.

“I'm sorry—sorry ! Why couldn't you
Lhava let me alone? I'd rather have let
vou take :rm:—-mther‘thﬁm this! TI've
%m:. to help vyou—I can't Jeave you here!
Yhat can I do®"”

Eolb

“0h erumbs 1M
Cherry.

“That—that's the convict we heard
about on the radio on Monday ! gasped
Frank Wugent. “ No, 22—t miust he 1

“James Loder!” said Harry. "“"He's
trying to help Lascelles! Blessed if I
should have expected-——"

“He's & queer customer for a con-
vict 1 zaid Juhnony Bull.

“By gunt, he i

“The gueerfulness is terrific !

Alr. Lascelles was speaking, but his
faint voice did not reach the juniors

happened panted

nrurmured

“* Silence, on your life !**

They heard the convict's deeper voice
reply :

“You're hurt—badly hurt! I can't
abandon you! The game's up for me!
It had to end, sooner or later! I ghall
carry you downl!l You can't lie

herg—-"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!? shouted Bob
Cherry.

The man in broad arrows started, and
stared up, Mr. Lascelles’ colourless
face was turned towards the juniors,
lovking down from above,

“We're coming down[” shouted Bob.
“It won’t take us long to reach youl”

The Famous Five backed from the
edge of the precipice. Thers was a
way down, at a little distence, by re-
turning along the lower path and
clammbering across rocks. Harry
called out quickly to Marjorie.

“We're getting round to  them,
Marjorie! Laszcelles seems to
knocked out—we shall have fo carry
him down to the road! Can you get
down to Pegg, and get a trap or a cart
or something, ready on the road!"

“At  once,” answered DMarjorie.
“ Hurry I¥

The junicrs ran for the path.

They disappeared from view, and
Marjorie and Clara went back to Bessia
Bunter, who was stidl waking the echoes
with a series of wild shrieks,

“Do be quict, Bessie!” exclaimed
Clara, taking hold of a plump arm and
giving Miss Bunier a shake,

“Aren't they killed?” asked Dessie.

“Nn, duffer—Mr, Lascelles is hurt,
but the other man’s all right, Anyhow,
kicking up a row deoesn’t help.™

“Cat " said Bessie,

However, she ceased to shriek, which
was & relief.

“1 say, where are you goingi™ ex-
claimed Bessie, as the two girls hurried
AWaAY.

Tre Macuer Leparr.—2XNo, 1,403,



22 NOTE THE TITLE OF NEXT WEEK’S COVER-TO-COVER YARN BY FRANK RICHARDS

Marjorie looked back.

“We're going down to Pegg, to get
the trap from the Anchor, to take Mr.
Lascelles back to Greyiriars.”

“What about the baskets?” exclaimed
Beszie, “What sbout the food? There's
still & lot left——"

* liat it, and the baskets, too !I'* hooted
Clara.

“ Lot 1

Marjorie and Clara ran down the
path. Miss Elizaboth Bunter, left on her
own, ejaculated “Cats,’ and then re-
turned to the scene of the picnie.
Clara’s advice secrmed to her good, so
far, at least, as the food was concerned.

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton & Co.
were scrambling, in hot haste, over the
rugged slopes of the Pike, to reach, by
a roundabout way, the spot where Mr.
Lascelles and No. 22 had fallen.

They lost no time, but it was more
than a quarter of an hour before they
were able to reach the spot.

They fully expected to find the convict

ne when they arrived there, But

nvict Mo, 22 was not gone. Conviet
as he was, a desperate fugitive from the
law, he had not abandoned the man who
had been injured in attempting to cap-
ture him. He was knecling on one knee,
supporting Larry Lascelles sgainst the
other, when the Yamous Five came
bireathlessly up.

He planced round at them, e

"Hegl‘p me!” he said briefly. We
must got him down to the rood! Help
me to get him oo my back
" The juniors, hardly knowing what to
do in the strange circumstances, looked
at Mr. Lascelles for instructions.

The games master of Greyfriars
smiled faintly. i

“My leg is hurt!” he said. “I am
afraid it 13 broken! I cannot move!
Perhaps you lads could help me down to
the road.” _ .

“ That's why we've come, sir!” said
Harry. “ But—but this man——"

“You know who he iz, I imagine!”
said Mr. Lascellez. “Do not interfere
with him. He cannot cscape for long,
in any case.”

“Do vou refuse my help?” asked
Convict No. 22,

“You must be out of your senses,
James Loder I said Mr. Lascelles. " If
vou seck to escape, you have no time to
ose, I cannot stop yvou, and I will not
allow the borys to do so. Gol!”

The convict shook his head.

*1 shall earry vou dewn to the road,”
he said stubbornly. * You will go more
casilv on my back than carried like a
bundle by the boys.” .

“That is cortainly true,” gaid Mz
Lascelles, ® but——"

*That iz encugh!” =napped James
Loder. “Help him on my back.” He
stooped fo take the burden.

Mr. Lascelles made the juniors a sign
ta obev. They lifted him on to the con-
viet's sturdy back, bont to receive him.
Clonviet No. 22 was evidently a powerful
man, for Larey Lascelles was no light-
weight. The convict took the weight
steadily,

None of the juniors, of courze, could
have carried the games master singly.
They could have carried him down, by
cormabining their efforts, but 1t would
have been extremely dillicult over the
rugged, eloping rocks, and certainly
very painful for his enppled limb, On
the convict’s broad back, he was carried
epsily, and with as much comfort to him
as was possthle. As it was, he had to set
his teeth to keep back a groan of pain.

Harry Wharton led the way, picking
out the easiest route over the rocks, the
couviet following with bhis burden. the
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Ell;-}t fellows doing what ther could to
elp,

It was hard and; rough going, and the
convict panted and sweated under his
burden, But he did not stop for a mo-
ment til]l they reached the path down
the Pike. i

Thore was still more than half a mile
to go, before the nearest point on the
road could be reached. Convict No. 22
seb down his burden for a few minutes
to rest,

“ Leave me here !” said Mr. Lascelles,
"I ean remsin here, while the bors go
for help.”

The man shook his head.

“¥ou want a dogctor's care at once,”
he answered. “You know that as well
as I do. It is my fault, and I shall not
sbandon you." :

“It 15 not vour fault!” said Larey
Lascelles. “And if I had known more
of you, I think I should not have sought
to capture you. Convict or nof, you are
a white man.”

Convict No. 22 made neo answer to
that. For five minutes he rested, breath-
ing hard and deep. Then, at a sign fromn
him, the juniors ?iifed Mr, Lascelles on
hiz back again, and he tramped down
the path.

Harry Wharton & Co. went with him
in silence. The whale thing was amuzinﬁ
to thein. They had taken it for grante
that the escaped conviet was a savage
ruffian, 1o be hunted like a wild animal.
It was hard to believe their eves, as
they. saw him struggling manfully under
s heavy burden, risking, or rather
throwing away, his last chance of escape
in the service of the man who had
sounght to recapture him for Blackmoor.

It gseemed an endless time hefore the
pant-lng, almost exhsusted man- stag-
gered into the road at long last,

The trap from the Anchor was alreadr
there: Marjorie and Clara had had
ample time, and they were waiting with
the trap. The ruddy-cheeked ostler from
ike Anchor, who held the reins, stared
at the man in broad arrows, with his
cves bulging from his ruddy face.

The Famous Five lifted Mr. Lascelles
into the trap. Convict No. 22 panhing,
recled against the vehicle, his strength
utterly spent. The driver gazed at him
as 1f mesmerised.

“Drive to Dr. Pillbury’s, in Friar-
dale, George ' said Mr. Lascelles, when
the juniors had made him as comfort-
able as they could, on rugs in the trap.

“Yessir!”  gasped George, shill
amazedly eyveing the convict.

“%ou bova will inform the Head of
what has happened I said Blr. Lascolles.
“That is, when youw return to the
school.”

“ Certainly, sir!” answered Harry.

The convict, still panting, drew him-
self away from the trap, as George
gathered up the reins. He cast a quick
glance up and dowr the road, There
was no one in sight.

"You will not interfere with that man,
my boys! said Mr. Lascelles.

“WNeo fear, sir—not after what he's
done ! said Bob.

“1 must thank vou, James Loder!”
added Mr. Lascelles. “ Whatever you
are, vou are not a bad man! Give me
vour hand before I gol™

Convict No. 22 looked at him.

“ A convict's hand 17 he said. i

“A helping and friendly hand!” zaid
Mr. Lascelles quictly. And he gave the
hand of Conviet No. 22 a prip, and then
the trap bowled away.

Conviet No. 22 stood staring after it
& moment. The schoolbors and school-
girls stood watching him, in silence,
curiously. A eoychst appeared on the
road, from the direction of Pegg. Con-
vict No. 22 gave a start, van across the

road, and disappeared intoe the wood on
{he other side.
He was gone from sight in a second.
“Well 1” said Beb hergn with a
r]eepT breath. “This beats Banagher!”
“The beatfulness is terrific!” mur-
muied Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

Joehnny  Bull  rubbed his  nose
thﬂuﬁhtf ully.
“That chap's & convict,” he said.

" Goodness knows what he's done ! But
he's not 8 bad sort! We've got a Loder
at Greyfriars worse than that onel”

And the juniors chuckled.

“And what about the picnic?” asked
Miss Clara. “If you fellows want any
tea, yvou'd better get a move on, before
Bessie scoffs the lot.™

“We've got to report to the Hepd!”
sald Harry doubtfully, “But—but I
uu‘p;i:-m there's no hurry—"

TNone ¥ said Miss Clara, decidedly.

“MNone, I--I think!” said Marjorie.

“Put it plain!” said Johnny Bull
“As goon a3 we take in the news, the
Head will get on the phone to Inspector
CGirimes. I think that man ought to have
a chance, after being such a brick to
Larry. And I think Larry didn't mean
us to hurry, either, by the way he put
it. Let's go and scoff that jolly old
feed—if Bessie's left any to scoff.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Let's " he said.

And they did.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Loder Listens !

L1 ODER
L “ Yames Loder!™ .
“You've seen the convick!™

“What's he like®"
“I sav. vou fellows, was he anything
like Loder of the Sixth?”
“Js he caught®”
“Tell us about it."”

Gerald Loder, of the Bixth Form,
gritted his teeth. He was standing under
the old Greyfriars elms, with a letter in
his hand, which he had been reading
for the tenth or twelfth time. Voices
flonted to his ears, from a crowd of
fellows in the guadrangle.

Harry Wharton & Co. were the centra
of the crowd.

They had returned to the school, and
made their report to the Head—who, as
Johnny Bull predicted, immediately got
on the phone to Inspector Grimea at
Courtficld. DBut the Eie:vfriars fellows
already knew that Mr. Laseelles had
heen kuocked out, as there had been s
telephone message from Dr. Pillbury’s
house at Friardale, where the games
master was stayving for the present. It
was knewn that his leg was badly in-
jured, and that he would not be able to
carry on at the school again that term,
Evervhody, of course, wanted to know
all about it, and as the Famous Five
had been on the spot, they were in great
request for news. ‘

Nobodvy noticed Loder of the Sixth,
leaning on the trunk of an elm, the
letter tn his hand. But every word came
to his ecars

“{3h. the
tered Loder.

He was thinking of James Loder, It
was 8 far cry from Blackmoor, in tha
west, fo Kent, in the extreme south-
east:  why could net Conviet No. 22 have
fled in soine other direclion® A miser-
able chanee bad led his fleeing footstepa
in the direction of Greviriars School—
where hiz name was known l

MThat nune. uttered on the radio, had
struck (Gerald Loder like a blow in the
face. For though he had never seen tha
man who bore it, he knew that he Fad a
relative of that name.

¥

rotter, the roffer!™ mut-



——**THE CONVICT WHO CAME BACK !?”

Major Loder, his father, was rich.
But he had rvelativezs who wera far
from wealthy, and among them was
his Cousin James—a man ten or more
years older than himself, whom he had
never aven met, "

He knew, and cared, nothing about
James. He had hardly ever given him
a thought. All he had heard of James
was that he had some sort of a position
in & West-Country echool, and that
there had heen some trouble.

What the trouble was hia father had
never told him, and he had never in-
quired, or carcd to inguire; but he
knew, by some sort of instinct, that if
wus bad trouble, and the less said
gbout it the beifer.

He had litile doubt, or none, that
Jomes had pone io the bad, and that
it behoved the family to have nothing
whatever to do with him, and even
to forget his existence, if possibla

Loder was not the kind of fellow to
concern himself about & mun who was
down on his luck, whelher he had gone
to the bad, or was a victim of circum-
stances; and he had found it quite
easy to dismiss his Cousin James en-
tirely from his mind.

The radie announcement had re-
min him, very disagreeably, of the
forgoiten James.

Instantly he knew what he had never
known, or cared to know—that Janics
had gone (o the bad with a crash,

He knew i, or, at least, he did not
doubt it; but, boping against hope, as
it were, he wrote at once to his father
for information. The letter in his

hand was {he major’s t‘f!]:llf‘f- ;
It gave hin no definite information ;
bt he could read 6 easily enough

between the lines. It ram:

“Dear Gerald,~The less you know
of your Cousin James, the botter. Ie
has disgraced his family, and his name,
and that i1z enough. Never speak of
him, or think of him. YWith regard to
ihe radio announcemaent you mention,
chisiniss it from yvour mind. The name
is not an uncommon one. Auad no ane
will dream of connecting such a char-
acter with you.

“¥our affectionale [ather,
“11. Lopenr.™

Loder crumpled the letter in his
hand. He knew perfectly well what
it meant: he had known from the first.
His father would say nothing definite:
but if No. 22 had not been his
Cousin James, obviously the major
would have sald =zo plainly at gnee.
He knew, for s certainty, that James
Loder, No. 22, of DBlackmoor, was
liis cousin. As for the old major's
opinion  that no one would connect
such a character with lim, he knew
that the thought had passed through
every mind at Greyfriars.

He did not realizo that that was
largely his own fault.

A bully could not expect ta be liked.
Hea would never have hoard that radio
announcement in Tom Brown's stody
at all, had he not been playing the
tyrant. Iiven had there boen no con-
nection between him and the escaped
convict, the similarity of name gave
fellows a chance for hinls and in-
nurndoes, and thera woro fellows whao
would have made the most of it. But
there was & connection, and Loder
had as powl as admitted it, by his
bitter amd vindictive anger on the sub-
jock. It had never even occurred io
him that o fellow like Skinner of the
Remove could ever give lim tronble
Buat a {fellow like Skivner had a chance
now.

With the letter crumpled in his hand,

Gerald Loder listened to the buzz of
volees in the gquad.

He had he every hour io hear
that the man from Blackmoor had been
recaptured, or, at least, that he bad
boen traced in another county. And
thiz was what ho heard—that the man
had been seen only a few miles from
the school—that Greyfriars juniors had
scen him—that the topie, which he had
hoped might die away, had become an
item of news that thrilled all Grey-
friara.

He gritted his teeth in helpless rage.

The mar, if he had a rag of deceney,
would have kept clear of his cousin's
school. He could have fled in & dozen
dircotions. But ho had to remember
that James Loder, whether he had a
rag of decency or mnot, probably did
not even know that his young Cousin
Gerald was at Greyiriara School—
probably hardly remembered the exist-
ence of &4 cousin he had never scen.
The rich Loders kept their distance
from the poor Loders, and it was quite
unlikely that James knew to what
school his rich unele’s son had been
sent, which, in the ecircumstances, was
rather unfortunate, but could hardly
be laid to James' account.

Not that Gerald Loder cared, or
wanted to be pust to the hapless man
who had disgraced his family nams.,
His only feeling towards him was oo
of bitter hatred, for the harm he had
done, wiliully or not.

B'iﬂ:i" Bunter's excited ueak came
to his ears, throngh the bazz of volces.

“1 say, wyou fellows, can’t you tell
a chapt If you've scer him, you jolly
well know what he looks like! Is he
like Loder of the Bixth®"

Loder almost trembled as ho listened
for the reply Lo that guestion., His
Cousin James was ten or twelve wvears
older than he, but it was likely enough
that there was gome family resem-
blance, And hve Ureyiriars fellows
had seen the man. It wes absolutely
vobten Tuck.

He almost gssped wilth relief as he
lteavd Harry warton's voice, in roply
to the Owl of tha REemove,

“Nob in the leask!”

*Oh, really, Wharten! T say, 2&ra
you sure of that " ashked the fat Owl
in a disappointed tone,

“%u:te, fathead 1" o

"Moot the least little kit ltke our
jolly old Loder?” asked the DBounder's
maeking voice.

“Waell, it wasn't easy to see cxactly
wlhat he looked hike,” said Herry., “He
had meore than a week's beard on his
face, and he was grimy all over, and
fearfully paunt and hapgord.”

“He wounld look jolly different if ho
was poshed up ! said Bob Cherry.
“ But horrid as he looked, ho struck me
as rather a good-locking man in ordin-
ary times."

“h, nothimg like Loder,
zaid Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha I

"I don't sce any reason to suppose
that he's a relation of Loder’s,”” went
on Harry, *“Only Loder's getting into
snch a fearful temper about it. And
that's nothing, really, as he has &
rotten temper, anyhow,”

then '
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sald Frank Nugent. * Thera may bo
convicts naumed Nugent; but I shouldn't
iil::a to hear of one wandering about
ere,

*Well, Loder's jolly touchy about
1t 1" sard Skinner. ' A chap can't men-
tion dwenty-two footballers without
Loder going off at the deep end.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“The fact is, he's not & bad chap,”
said Harvry Wharton. “0f course, hoe
must have dono something pretty bad
to be a convick at all, I suppose
there’s no getting out of that. DBut
look at what he did today! Larry
tried to catch him, and busted his leg,
and the man carried him down the
Piks on his back. Ile might have run
into a policeman while he was doing
it, snd his game would have been up.
He can't be bad.”

“"Ho busted Larry's leg for lum!”
said Wibley.

“Well, yes. But, dash it all, a man
can't be expected to give in while he's
got a kick in him, Larry knew the
risk he was taking, And I can fell
;p;uE. e owes the man no grodepe for
it.

“Larry's a sportsman,” said Bob,
“Tt was rough luck on Larry; and he
was doing guite right to grab an
escaped conviet, if he could. Still, you
can't be surprised at the man ?uttiug
vp a serap; and they fell over the cliff
djuite by accident, And tho jolly old
convick carried him Jown the Pike on
his back alterwards.”

“A queer bird for a conviet!’™ =and
Vernon-8mith, “What the thump did
he do that for?”

“Well, he must be a decont man, of
sarts, or he wouldn't have done it,”
said Harry., “Even a convict isn't all
bad, I suppose.™

“"The bedfulness does not seem to he
terrifie,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Emglh. _

“(Can't see our jolly old Loder
doing it—what ™ grinned the Bounder.

“Well, hardly.”

“ Better go te Loder's stady, and tell

him aboul L' suggested Hazeldene.
“It may make him proud of his
relution.””

“Ha, ha, hal™

“But where's the man now?" asked
Tom Drown.

“Ha dodged inte the woods™

answered Hlarry. “He can't get away
for long, I suppose. I—I suppose one
ought not to wank him to, considering
what he is. DBut—-but after what he
did for old Larry, I can't help wish.
ing he'd get elear. 1 don't beliowe he
can have dene anything very bad
before ho went to Blackmoor.”

“They den't sent & man to Black-
moor for nothing,” said the Dounder,
“ It must have been pretty serions.”

“ Anybody know what it was?™ ashad
Sepff,

"1 say, you fellows, let's ask Lodee!
I zsupposc %’lﬂ knows all about it sand
Billy DBunter.
Wharton."

“T can see mysolf doing it!"" sand
the captain of the Remove,

“1la, hka, ha "

“Loder's jolly dangerous these doaye™

{Continuecd on next poge.)

“You go and ask Jam,

"Hae looked
kunocked all of o
heap when ha heard
it on the radio in
Browney's  study,”
said Petor Todd.

“Well, wyes;  but
thats really
nothing——"

“It would be a
jolt for any fellow,”

Gel busy, boys/

Trell Trad you can get a Riley Billiard Table for 8/~ DOWN,
Balance monthly, Carriage paid and 7 days’ free trial.

E.J. RILEY, Ltd,, Balment Works, ACCRINGTON,

Wrile for Art Liat.

or Dept. 34, M7, Aldersgats
Girest, Londen, E.0.1.

& 82 yREE RILLTARD TABLES.

Bend for detalls and prics Ut



24

said Bob Cherry. “He wanted to
have us up before the Head this after-
noon, but Quelch put the kybosh on
hirn. The fact is, g rather think® that
they sent the wrong Lodor to Black-
moor, " ’

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the _jumﬂrq.

“Oh, my hat! L:-c:k out | exclaimed
Peter Todd. “ Here comes Loder 1*

“0Oh erumbs 1™

Loder of the S8ixth came siriding from
the elins. A sudden silence fell on tha
crowd of juniors. 'The trunk on which
Loder had been leaning had becn
between them and the prefect, and they
had not had the remotest idea that tho

bully of the Sixth was at hand, They
knew now. :
Loder’'s face was pale with fury as he

came wp. Every word he had heard
had been as bitter as gall to him; but
it was upon the Famous Five that his
bitterness was concentrated; and that
because they were the fellows who had
geen his Cousin James, Bob's thought-
less rermarks had given him a chance.

“{herry 1" he snarled.

Bob's tace was crimson.

“Ves, Loder |” he stammerad. *I—I

say, I'm sorry! I never saw you—
never had an ides you'd hear me. Only
a ‘ji::rk-e, er.™

You think that a joke?” asked
Loder venomously. “Do you think
your headmaster would call it a
%-:-ke to suggest that a Greyfriars pre-
ect cught to be sent to Blackmoor 1"

“I—1 never meant exactly—-"

“1 know what you said!” snapped
Loder. “Follow me to my study.”

Bob drew a deep breath.

“You ought not to have heard what
I said, Loder!” he answered. “You've
no right to take any notice of it.”

“I've told you to follow me™

“Oh, I know you're going to lick
me " exclaimed Bob mntemptuc-uq]y.
“You've got a chance, and you're going

to make the most of it. Well, listeners
never hear ané' .'ghmd of themselves!”

Bob followed the bullv of the Sixth
into the House,

— — —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
Wibley's Wheeze !

ILLIAM WIBLEY locked into
W Study No. 1 in the Remove,
What he heheld there was
nok cheering to the view.

Bob Cherry was leaning on the table,
his wsually ruddy face quite pale,
Wharton and Nugent, Joehnny Bull and
Hurree Singh were with him—sad and
silemt and sympathetie. Boly was utter-
ing no sound. He was not the fellow to
make a fuss about a whopping., But it
was very clear that the whopping he had
had in Loder’s study was rather a
record. .

“Had it bad ¥ asked Wibley.

Bob nodded, without spea.km%‘],

“That rotten bully I said Johnny
BEull, brea.thini‘ hard. "“He's taken 1t
out of Bob. e'd have been glad to
sorve us all the same | Lastening behind
s tree, the rotten cur[” %

“He jumped at the chance!™ said
Eob, in & low voice. “It's becausa he's
wild about that convict. He doesn't like
ua having seen ham. I've had six—as if
the brute was beating carpet! IT'll make
him sit u]": for it somchow [

Harvy Wharton nodded.

“I've rather thought it was mean of
Skinner, making so much of the con-
viet,” ha said slowly. *“DBut if Loder's

oing to carry on like this we'll let

im have the convict back for it."

“Hear, hear!” said Johnny Bull,

“Good egg ! said Wibley. *“That's
what I've come to speak about. T had
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six from the brute yesterday—and
doubled lines to-day. And I know a
way of making that beastly tick tired
of ragging the Remove.™

Bob mado no remark; neither did his
comrades look enthusastic. They were
going on the warpath; there was no
question about that. But they placed

roat reliance on themselves, and very
ittle on William Wibley.

Wibley grinned rather sarcastically.

“Like to hear it7” he inguired.

“(Oh, carry on!” said Wharton.

*You know about my new play, the
Hunted Man——"

“Bother your new play!” said the
captain of the Bemove. "“Blow your
Hunted IMMan! Take your amateur
theatricals away, and bury them [¥

“I've got that convict costume—the
one you saw me in yesterday,” con-
Wibley,

“Bhove it on the fire!” said Johnny
Bull ergssly. " Think we want to hear
about that rot now "

“Yes" said Wibley calmly. I sup-
pose you remember that when you saw
me in the box-room in that outfit you
took me for the. conviet—"

“Run away and play I”

“If Loder had seen me he would
have thought I was his jolly old rela-
tion,” went on Wibley. “What do you
ﬂtm‘:l‘:r?:‘l T

“We idn't see yo ou ass !
Rin crff!“_ i

“He's going to see me 1" said Wibley.

“Fathead! Are you going to invite
Loder to see our play, when it comes
off ¥ asked Nugent, " Blow the play,
anyhow | Bless the play !”

If you'd shut up & minute, and wuse
your ears, instead of your chins, I'd
tell you all about it!” said Wibley.

“Go and tell some other study|”
runted Johnny Bull, “Bless, and
low and bother your gilly theatrical
stunts I’

“And shut the door after you!” said

oly,

William Wibley gave a snort. It was
clear that there was o plentiful lack of
enthusiasm in Study No. 1.

“Blow sway, Wib, old chep!” said
Harry. “We really don't want to hear
about amateur theatrieals now."

Instead of blowing away, Wibley shut
the study door, with himself on the inner
side of it. Wibley had come there to
expound his wheeze, whatever it was,
and he was going to expound if.

“Give_mre a minute to explain,™ he
said, “You can shut up for a minute,
even in this studs.”

“You cheeky aszs !

“(x0 and eat coke I™

“ Buze off I

“I've been planming it while I was
doing my lines in the Form-room this
afterncon,”  said Wibley unheeding.
“It's the stunt of the term—the catc
of the season—the real big noise.”

o R’ﬂt 11:

“The rotfulness is terrific |

“Loder’s never heard of that outfit,
and at the present moment he's got
conviets on the brain!” said Wibley.
“You fellows took me for the convick
in that outhit; so will Loder | But Loder
won't play the giddy ox, like wyou
fellows did—trying to catch the con-
viet. He won't want his jolly old rela-
tive handed over to the police in Grey-
friara”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Goodness knows what he would do
1f he saw vou in that rig and took you
for James Loder ! he said. *“Only, he
would jolly well skin you when he
spotted 1F was you,”

“I'm chancing that,” seid Wibler.
“It's a bit risky, perhaps. But that's
the game., Loder's gnInF to meet his
celation this evening—"

“Wha-a-t "

“He's going to find Convict No., 22
hiding in_his study—->"

“Oh crikoy 5 ] .

“*What do you think he will feel like,

finding his Blackmoor relation at Grey-
friars 1 asked Wibloy.

The juniors cbuckled. Even Bob
Cherry's anguished face melted into a
grin.

“By gum !

L If iruu had the perve—*
said Johuny Bull, i

“Tans of it 1" said Wibley cheerfully.
*“There's not & lot of risk, if James 13
really a telation of Loder’'s. He's abso-
lutely certain to keep him dark if he
can——"

“Ha, ha, hal” ) i ,

“That's the stunt!”? said Wibley. "I
fancy it will make that rotten bully
sit up & little more than by putting glue
in his inkpot. What?" ]

“But you don't know that James is
really a relation of his,” said Harry,
“And if he isn't, Loder will juinp at
the chance of getting the man taken.
He may collar you g

“Can you see Loder |
:ieslpﬁra.tq conviet 1"  asked Wi f‘"
“More likely to hide under the bed

“Well, yes; I supposa sol” admitted
the captain of the. Remove. “You
looked & pretty desperate charaeter in
that convict outfit. Loder would be
scared stiff if he took you for the
genuine article—and I suppose he would,
the same as we did."” -

“No supposing about it—he willl®
gaid Wibley calmly. “And when I've

him where I want him I'll make

im sorry for the whoppings he's
handed cut. I'm jolly well not going to
be whopped because he's got relations
at Blﬁﬁiﬂ‘mur i o

Wibley had got the Famous Five in-
terested at last. No longer bidding
Wib to buzz off and blow away, the
ehums of the Remove entered into o
decp discussion on the subject.

Tgﬂt' Loder of the Bixth had to be
made to suffer for his sina was passed
unanimously. And Wibley's remark-
able wheeze seemed like tho real
“goods,” if Wib had the nerve to carry
it out. And on that point there was
no doubt. Wik cared nothing for risks,
when there was a chance of displaying
his powers in the theatrical line.

There could be no gnﬁlht thr::it I}Ihﬂ COn-
vict get-up which had deceived the eyes
of thga Re[fnwitcs, who knew Wibley so
well, would pass muster with Loder of
the Sixth. It had been rather damaged
by the handling the juniors had given
Y‘gible:.f. but that mattered nothing; a
hunted convict would naturally look a
little tattered. :

Before prep that evening a good
many Hemove men were lat into the
sceret; and over prep there were a

d many chuckles end chortles in
emove studies.

After prep the japers prepared for
business.

It was scttled that Loder was to make
the convict's meguaintance in his study.
For Wibley to get to Loder's study in
the Sixth unobserved, got up B3 a
conviet, was, of course, impracticable,
But there was a very easy way out of
that difficulty.

Wibley was going fo take the outht to
Loder's study in & buudle, and do his
dressing and making-up on the spot.

A Bemove fellow carrying a bundle to
a Sixth Form study was not, of course,
likely to draw any special attention.

Only it was peccssary to make sure
that Loder was not there at the tiunc.
That was not difficult. Leoder was not
likely to stay in his study all the
ey enng. .

Peter Todd was dispatched to {he
prefects’-room to ask  Wingate a

collari ugl A
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A minute after that news was re-
eelved Wibley out down the Sixth
FYorm passzago with a bandle under his
ﬂmé. and disappeared inte Loder's
sluay.

Bilently he locked the door afier he
was inside.

After which, Harey Wharton & Co.
hept & wary e¢ye en the door of the
prefects’-room. Wibley  wanted fen
minutes <¢lear—and if Loder made a
move to go back to his study under that
period, _the junicrs were prepared to
delay him by any measures that might
be needed !

But, as it happened, Loder remained

more than half an hour in the prefecis’-
room. Long  before then William
Wibley was through, and Loder's study
door was unlocked again.
_ When the bully of the Sixth appeared
in sight, half a dozen juniors watchod
him with smiling faces. Leder glanced
round at them, scowling.

*Wharton [** he snapped. “Less noize
there ! Take a hundred lines 1

Harry Wharton breathed hard. But
he anawered meckiy:

“¥es, Loder "

Loder would have preferred a less
meek answer, as an excuse for wiclding
the ashplant. He scowled at the captain
of the Remave, and stalked away to his
study. And the chums of the Remove
grinned at one another as they heard
bz doer slam.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Awful for Loder?
GERFLLD LODER throw himself

into his armchair, sorted out a

cigarette, and lighted it. He

scowled blackly  through the
gioke of the cigpareite,

EVERY SATURDAY
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“ Lock out of the window and ses if the coast’s clear ! *
As he did so, the ¢conviet suddenly grasped
struggled to heave up the sash, but he heaved

question about junior games practices.
lle camo back with the news that Loder
was in the prefeets-room.

the sash and siammed it down on the

In the prefects’-room, of courss, no
allugion had been made to James Loder
and the rumour that he was related to
Loder of the Bixth. Great men of the
Sixth Formy were not likely to “chip®
on such a subject.

All the same, Loder Liad noticed, or
in hiz touchy manner had fancied that
ha had noticed, that the seniors were
thfnkinghahcut it. Ho was almost sure
that he had zeen Bykes wink at Gwynne
when the conviet was mentioned in con-
nection with Larry Lascolles” aceident.
Wingate and North had been langhing
over something—and what eould 1t be,
except Loder’s personal affairst

. Whether the other seniors were think-
ing of jt, or not, Loder cortainly was;
and he could not help fanoying that it
was in every other fellow’s thoughta
also. He went to his study in a black
and savage temper. But he drew a
little solace from the memory of the
tremendous whopping he had piven Bob
Cherry.

He would have liked to give the
Famous Five all the samsa, not because
they had given any offence, bot beeanss
they had seen James Loder, and talked
sbout him in tho guad. Thoe mero
mention of the name was, to Loder, like
B red rag to a bull! Anyhow, he had
had a pretext for whopping one of
them, and he would not be long in

finding pretexts for whopping the others,

He pave thet important imatter hia
deepest thought as he sat and smoked
in his study. But his rcflections were
interrupted by a rustling sound in the
hed-aleove.

Sixth Form studies were bed-rooms as
wall.  Loder’s bed was in a deep
aleove in tho wall, curtained off in the
day-tina.

That curtain, rustling and stirring,
showed that somebody was hidden in the
aleove by the bed.

Loder, a3 he noted it, threw hia

grunted the convict. Loder leaned out of the window and looked.

prefect’s back, pinning him securely. Loder
in vain !

cigarctte into the grate, and roste lo
his feet, with a glitter in his cyes.

He picked up the ashplant from his
table, and stepped towards the bed-
curtain.

Someone waz there, and he had no
doubt that it was some junior, who had
¢ome to the study to play some trick,
and who had dodged out of sight when
he entered. Bob Cherry, very likely,
or one of his friends!

Loder gloated in anticipation. Even
& truculent bully like Loder had to have
some excuse for laying on the cane. Ha
could not have had a better excuse than
this—ragging in & prefect’s study !

It was not Wharton—he had seen him
as he came along. One of the other
voung rascalal nyhow, it was some-
body—somecbody he .could whap, some-
body upon whom he could wrealk his
savaga temper, somebody whe fancied
that James Loder might be a relative
of hisl

“¥You can come out of that!® eaid
Loder. *I can hear wou, and I know
you are there! Como cut of it, you
young scoundrel ¥

Thers was no reply, and the curtain
ceased to stir

“Fou young fool, I tell you T know
yon are there ¥ snarled Loder. “Comae
out of it, I zay 1"

And as there was no aniwer and no
movement, he grabbed the curtain with
hiz left hand, and dragged it aside—the
cano ready for @ whop !

The next moment ho staggered back
with e startled cry. The cane sapped in
his hand.

It was not a Greyfriars junior he zaw

standing therel It was a short bui
bulky figure, in the repulsive broad.
arrow garb, with a grimy and stubbly

face and beetling brows,
Lioder stapgered bhack two or three
Tee Micrer Lismary.—No. 1,493,



26

aces, ﬁ:l his alarm and astonishment,
tiz jaw dropping.

T{m "mﬂ‘?ﬂ:t " made a sudden bound,
and ploced himself between Loder and
the door.

“Siletce 1" ha hissed.
vour life ™

Never had William Wibley plaved a
part more dramatically in sll  his
theatrical stunts in the Remove.

_ Loder gazed at him, with dropping
jaw,

He was: not thinking of giving the
alarm. He was overwhelmed with
horror and dismay and dread.

The conviet—there, in his study at
CGireviriars! In his wildest imaginings
he had never dreamed of anything so
bad as thatl James Leder—at Grey-
friarsl

That it was Conviet No. 22 he could
not, of course, doubt—any more than
the Removites could have doubled when
they cornered him in the box-room |

As he had never even seen thes man,
he was, of course, guite unaware what
e might look like. And a grimy,
stubbly, beetle-browcd conviet was just
what he expected of James,

He gazed at him speechlessly.

“Bilenee ! repeated the conviet, in a
Lissiug voice. “I am & hunted man—
lunted for liberty and life! I will not
be taken alive|”

Loder gasped for breath.

Then_ the conviet, watching his face
narrowly, gave 8 sudden, dramatio
start.

“Cerald !" he exclaimed.

Thizs was a sheer chance shot on
Wibley's part, for he knew nothing
whatever about the Loders, and had
niot the slightest knowledge whether
James was related to Gerald or not.
nly. like the ather fellows, ke thought
it probable, from the wayv Loder had
acted.

Chance shot az it was, it struck right
home !

Loder gave a choked gasp.

“"You~— vou—yvou're Jameost”
panted.

# Bilence, on

ha

THE MAGNET

It was an admission! Certainly, if
unrelated to Conviet No. 22, Loder
wonld not hava been likely to apedk of
him, or think of him, &as Jamesi

“] am James!” assented the Remove
convict, “You know mei”

“0Ohi® breathed Loder. “I—I—I
krnow who vou must be, of coursal
How did you know me—you've never
seen me before. Y've nover scen you tall
now. You—you villain, have you comea
here to disgrace me "

It was that thought that was upper-
most in Loder's mind ; so much so, that
it excluded even fear of the convict.
But for that unfortunate relationship,
no- doubt Loder would have scared
by the discovery of a8 desperate-ooking
convict in his study. But in his horroz
of the man being seen in the school, he
did not even think of dinger from the
ruffian.

“I am a hunted
bheetle-browed ruffian,
“I must have help!
than water I

man !” said the
in a husky voice,

Blood 4 thicker
Loder started, as

if he had been
stung.

“You—you—yon think I will help
vou? Are you mad? I'd give a year
of my life to see vyou safe back in
prison ' he hissed, between his teecth.

“Do you wish vour—vour relation to
be seized here bofore all your school?
o vou wish them to know (™

“They don't know wvou're my cousin,
vou villain! They will not believe you
if vou tell them 17

Wibley grinned under hiz make-up.
Ho could net help it, at the thought of
Loder admitting, to a Remove junior,
that James Loder, Conviet No. 22, was
hizs cousin |
] Iﬂ.‘der gave him a black and bitter
ok,

“You came here for help! You
picked my etudy !™ he breathed. * Oh,
vou villain! How did you get into the
gchool? How could you have got in?
You must have been seen. Did you
get in by the window? ¥es; that was
1t. I dare say vou were used to such
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tricks, vou sconndrel—thief and raseall
(o the way you came! Gt out by
the window, and go!”

“ And that is how vou speak to your
—vour cousin " o

“Y¥ou are nothing to me! Will you

g

“T will not go!” The convict shook
his head. * This study is a gooad deal
more comiortabla than—than Black-
moor. I'm staying here.’’

“ Are vou mad 1Y hissed Loder, “Do
vou think you can stay here! As soon
Bz you are seen, you will be taken.
Any follow may come in any minute.
If you've got a grain of sense, dro
from fhe window, and go! It's dark
in the guad—you've a chanco of get-
ting clear.'

“I'm staying here !V
convict stubbornly.

“(lan't you see you're asking for it?"

repeated the

anted Loder ghrilly. “You'll be
ound here and arrested !™ .
“I'm at the end of my tether., This

is my last refuge. I'm staying here”

“Yon can't! Look here! I'll turn
off the light, and open the window,
and—and give vou a chance.”

“You'll do nothing of the kind! Is
this what wou call hospitality to a
relatlon—a cousin—vou've nob seen for
years 1’ demanded the convict indig-
nantly. ]

“I've never seen you at all till now,

ag vou know, vou villain!" groaned
Loder. “Will you go?®"

“Na, I won'tl!” .

“Vour last chanee!” said Loder

hmrm}i} “Go, or I'll yell out that
you're here, and vour game’a up ¥

“You mean thatt”

“ Every word [ hissed Loder, -

“Then carry on,” said the comvich
He grasped the door handle, and threw
the study door wide cpen. "Yell as
loud as you like! Let all Gregfriars
know that your cousin from Blackmoor
18 here! Yell!”

Loder did not vell. Fle gave a pasp
of horror; hounded at the door, shut
{t l:again, and turned the key in the
ock.

At anv cost, he had to keep that
awful visitor dark—to prevent (rey-
friara from learning, 1f he could, that
hiz relative from Blackmoor was in his
stuclv. :

Somehow or other he had to get rid
of the ruffian—get rid of lLim unseen
and unheard. But, abeve all, he had
to prevent ofher Grevirises fellows
from secing him, and learning who
and what he was. ]

He gave a gasp of relief when the
shudy door was shut and lecked,

—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A High Old Time In Loder’s Study !

7 wILLIAM WIBLEY grinned
had  cheerily under his make-up.

Wib  was enjoving  this,
though Loder was not.

Wibler was still feeling some twinges
from Loder's cane.  Really, it would
have paid Loder not to have laid it on
guite so bard, when he had given
Wibley of the Remove *six.,” Wiblew
was getting his own back now. And
he was not done with Leder yet by a
long war.

It was still nearly an hour 1o dorm.
Tor that space of time, Loder of the
“ixvtlh was going to enjoy the company
of hiz relative from Blackmoor!

Having locked the door, Loder stood
with his back teo ati.
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“Will you go?” he panted.

U No " anzwered the Remove con-
vict. ““What about supperi?”
“Hupper?” gasped Loder.

“Do vou think I've fed on the fat
pf the land since I got away from

Blackmoor?” demanded the convict.
*Have wyou anything to eat in your
study 7"

“ N-no |

“Then go and get something. Il
wait here.”

1f looks could have =slain, the carcer
of the amateur actor of the Bemove
would have coma to a sudden termina-
tion at that moment. Loder did not
answer; but he crossed to his study
cupboard. As 8 matter of fact, he
had supplies there, having intended to
ask his friends, Walker and Carne, to
supper. And, as another matter of
fact, Wibley was aware of it, having
lacked into the cupboard.

With his brain in a whirl,, Loder
handed out the foodstuffs, and set
them on the table.

VWhat he was going to do—what he
could possibly do—he had ne idea;
enly he hoped te keep that ruffian
qlumL and persuade him to depart by
the window hefore his presence was
discovered, Onee he was gone, tho
sooner the police got him the better—
but not in Loder’s study, with the
whole school in a buzz of exeitement.

He had no doubt that the conviet was
hungry, No. 22 must have heen on
short commons during the days he had
evaded capture since hiz escape from
Blackmoor,

But if he was hungry, the convict
seemed very particular for a hungry

man. Neither did he seem to have
learned polished trble manners at
Blackmaoor,

Loder set a meat ple on the table,
The beetle-browed rulfian sniffed at it.

“What's that?" he snarled.

“A—g—g pie! It's—it's a jolly good
pie ! stammered Loder,

“It's not good eumlgh for me. Find
me something better !

The conviet picked up the pie, and
hurled jt, with a terrific crazh, into
the grate.

Crash! BSmash! Clatter!

Tha dish went into a dozen pieces!
The pie scattered all over the fender.

Loder jumped. That crash must
have been heard at a distance along
the Bixth Form passage.

“I want something better ihan
thaf!" =norted the conviet. N o,
then, buck up! I've told you T'm
hungry 1™

“For goodness’ sake he quiet!’
panted r;[.n:wd:zu: “If you're heard here
yau

“What do I care?”

“Do you want to ba found here, and
arvested 1 hissed Loder.

“You seem to be more anxious about
me than I am about myself I sneered
the conviet. “Vou're an affectionate
cousin, Gerald."

The look Loder gave him was not
affectionate; but there was no doubt
that he was more anxious for No, 22
than No. 22 seemed to be for him.

“ Now, then, trot it out!" said the
conviet loudly.

“ Lower your voice, for goodness’
sako I breathed Loder. “I tell vou,
anﬁ iellﬂw may come along the passage,
and-—

L ilm Wﬂ-itiﬂg IJ’

Loder ground his teeth. He handed
out & dish of ham. Again the convict
sniffed at the fare, picked up the dish,
and hurled it into the grate.

Crash! Clang! Clatter!

“That's not good enough,” he said.
"You'll have to do belter than that,

EVERY SATURDAY

Gerald, IE you can’™ find me some-
thing decent, I'll go along the paszage
amcl look m at another study——*

“ Wha-z-at 7" gasped Loder.

“1 dare say your friends will stand
ne some supper, when I mention that
I'm your cousin.™
= ?uiet I” gasped Loder.
“Is that o pot of jam you've got
there? Hand it over " _

Loder, trembling with rage and
apprehension, handed over the pot of
jam. The convict sniffed st the jam,

“That's whiffy I'* he snorted.  *“We
had better stuflf than that at Black-
maar 17

Crash !

The jam-pot smote the wall of the
study, smashed, and fell in fragments
aon tha fAcor. Joam streamed down the
wall, and over Loder’s carpet,

“"You—you mad ruffian!”
Loder. "I tell you——"

There was a tap.at the door, and the
handle turned. Loder was thankful
that he had locked it

“_Hn.l]e!" It wos Wingate's voice.
“What's the row here, Loder? Acci-
dent, or what "

Evidently the c¢rashing and smash-
ing had been heard along the passape.
_Loder made the conviet a frantic
sign to be silent, The perspiration
trickled down his face.

“MN-no—no. It's all right, Wingate I
he called out. " I—I—I dropped some-
thing. It's all right.”

“What the dickens are vou locked in
for, Loder?”

“(Oh, leave me alone!” snapped
Loder. "I suppose & man can sport
his oak i1f he likes? I tell you it's
all right ™

Wingate was heard to go back down
the passape. :

Loder gave the man from Blackmoor
a furious glare.

“Will yon he quiet now? If Win-
gate guessed that you were here, your
game would be up? Do you want to
ha taken by the police in my study ?”’

“T'm waiting for supper!” snarled
the conviet, *““Shut up, and hand out
the grub!”

Loder handed out what was left. But
it did not seem to meet with the
approval of that extraordinary convict.

He picked up a cake, and pitched it
across the study., A plate of biscuits
followed it, crashing. Then a jar of
marmalade landed on Loder’s clock,
and they dropped into the fender
together.

Crash! Smash!

“What the thump are sou up to,
Loder1” It was Walker's voice this
time at the deor. " Breaking up the
happy home 7"

“0Oh, go and eat coke!” heowled
Loder. *Leave me alone!”

Crash I

A ginger-bear bottle flew across the
study, and banged on the deoor.

“Whet the thump [ he pasped. "I
say, Loder—"

HGo away!" howled Loder. “Can's
you clear off and mind your own bus-
]]ESEI-T!E s

“Have vou gone potty i

“Ch, shut up

Walker waz heard to tramp away,
evidently much mystified. Loder wiped
the perspiration from his brow. He
turned an elmost haggard look on the
convict.

“Will you keep quiet? Can't you see
Euu’ll bring a erowd here, and they’ll

ad you out? For your own sake—"

“For your =zake, you mean ! sneered
the man from Blackmoor. * You'd hand
me over, fast enough, if vou dared to
let the fellows hers know who I am.”

“Will you go?" groaned Loder, “I've

panted

R
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nothing, more ta
emashed everything.
go 1 .

“By the door?” sneered the convict.

“No! No—no!? breathed Loder.
“By the window! I'll let you out—I'll
help you—I'Il—T’i}—="

“You'll do anything to get rid of mae
and keep it dark. I‘Zilﬁmt-’a the way you
treat a near relation! By gum, I've s
good mind to walk out of this study,
and let evervbody see me, and-——-"

“Don't " breathed Loder. “Don't "

“Well, perhaps I'd be safer, going by
the window., You can put out the light,
and look out of the window, and see if
the coast’s clear.” :

Loder fairly gasped with relief, at the
idea of that dreadiul visiter gomng, ab
last. All his wishes, all his desires,
were concentrated in the one hope-—that

%im you—you've
or mercy's sake,

that awful man, his cousin from Black-

moor, would go, unseen by the school,
He turned off the light, drew back the
blinds, and pushed up tha lower sash of
the window., The convict stepped to his
side, with something in his hand.
Catside, the September evening was
dark and misty, After lock-up, no Gray-
friars fellow was out of the House. But
it was possible that & master might be
walking in the guad, or that Gﬂslinf,
d

the porter, might be about. GCera
Loder scann the shadowy quad
anxiously.

“It's all right !” hae whizpered. *Cut,

while yvou've got the chance |V

“Put your head out, and take a good
look 1" grunted the conviet. *Is that a
shadow—or what—loolk ™

Loder leaned out of the window and
looked. As he did so, the convict sud-
denly grasped the sash, and slammed it
down on lns back.

There was & startled gasp from Loder.

‘The sash, jamming on his back,
pinned him down, with his head and
shoulders outside, the rest of him inside.

Wheat that ama.zin? and unexpected
getion, on the part of the convict, could
possibly mean, Loder could not begin
to guess., But he struggled to heave up
the sash.

But he heaved in vain! The conviet
hung on the sash with one hand, his
weight keeping it down. With the
other hand, he wedged & fork in be-
tween the sash and the window-frame,
effectually jamming it.

Loder was a helpless prisoner.
The conviet stepped back in the
study behind him.,. With all his

strength, Loder heaved at the sash, But
it was tightly jammed by the fork, and
he could not shift it a quarter of an
inch. He was a prisoner there, till the
conviet chose to release him.

Ha could

He dared not call outk
only t'ri:mder,_ dizzily, whether the man
was out of his semses. It seemed like it
—for what else could it mean? What-
ever he might have expected No. 22 to
do, he had not expected this, or any-
thiag like it. The conviet had im-
prisoned him under the window-sash,
th.us cutting off hiis OWIt esCApe bi;r the
window. hat did it—what could it
mean? Loder could only wriggle and
wonder, in dizzy, dumbiounded amaze-
mant.

And while he wriggled, the “conviet
drew the blinds beﬁmﬂ him, turned on
tha light, and calmly divested himself
of the %‘&I‘-IJ and make-up of the “man
from Blackmoor,” washed off grease-
Eﬂ.mt- at  Loder's wash-basin, and

ecame Wibley of the Remove again.

Wibley had hiz own elothes an, under
the conviet garb, and in five minutes he
had changed back from a desperate-
looking convict, inte a Remove fellow

TeEe Maicxer LiErarr.—No, 1,483
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of Greyfriars. Loder, with Lis  head
outside the window, remained in happy
ignorance of the change.

Having rolled up his “preps™ into
a small bundle, Wibley quictly unlocked
the study deor, and peered ount.

He had a glimpse of Wingate, leaving
his study, and going along to Gwynne's,
Then the passage was empty, and
Wibley slipped out, closed the door
after him, and walked cheerfully away.

Walker's study door was open, and
Walker glanced carelessly at the junior
as he passed, withont any particular
interest. William Wibley sauntered
away to the Rag—and Loder, jammed
in the study window, was left to
wrigglo !

in, and
W1 say,

i

rHl

DBunler.

Kis big round spectacles.

“1 say—Loder 1"
hear nuws of Loder—since Wibley had
of a Iatghing erowd of Removites, His
There was no doubt that Wib had put
from Dlackmoor ! :

“1Ia, ha, ha !

] Walker

“Not reallv " exelaimed Wibley.
anvthing in his stody=——"
pasped Bunter. “I sap. the window's

ULot's o -and have a sgquing!” sug-

There was a ruih from the Rag A
But the majestic repose of the Sixth
frant places.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

But they got ihere and looked iu.
The study wus nearly full of amazed
Sixth Form men  Wingate, Gwynne,
Walker, Carne, and others were trying
to extricate Loder. Dut it was no casy
task, Wilh & fork jammed down
between the sazh and the window-frame,
that sash waz immovable: combined
efforis of the sturdy men of the Sixth
failed to shitt it.

Of Goerald Loder, only the legs and
coat-lails could be seen; dhe legs
threshed and wrigelod.

“"Who did it "

“It's & rag!”

“Whe's been here ™

“What the thump——-"!

“Poor old Lodor 1™

“Ha, ha, ha1”

Crack ! Smash!

One of the panes went, as an elbow
banged on it: o shower of broken glass
fell oul into the guad.

“This dashed windaw is fixed zome-
how I pasped Wingate, * Sowmetlung
imust be jammed in it zomewhere 1™

*“Look here, perhap: we can pull him
out,”" zaid Walker. “We can't ehift
that blinking sash! Talke liold of his
legs and pull

Walker grasped one leg, Carne the
other; thev pulled. There was a fiendizh

vell from Loder.

“Ow!  Yaroooh?® Lra'ggai You're
breaking mx back! You're pulling my
legs off ! Yooo-hooooop !

“Ha, ha, ha !

Loder jerked one of his logs free and
kicked frantically: there was a fearful
howl from Walker as he eanght Loder's
boot with his nose.

* Whooosoooop 7

PN,
When you have finished this great

[;th-"mars yarn you will no doubt
Like to read another. Then get the
GEM, on sale now, in which
appears a grand yarn of the early
schooldays of the chums of the
move. It's called :

“ BUNTER THE ATHLETE!”
By Frank Richards.
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“Ha, ha, ha!" shricked the mab

round the deorway,

“Ow!l Wowl!™ Walker claspéd his

nose with hoth hands in anguish, * Ow!
The all]i',' ass! Wow! He can get out
of that by himself ! Ow! T'in not help.
ing him any more! Oooooooch 1™

“There's a fors stuck in here!™ ex-
claimed Gwynn -

“Pull it out!”

“Can’t; i's Jammed 100 tight | That
sash won't move !" _

“Looks as if Loder's fixed for the
might,” remarked Wibley, I say)
Loder, who fixed son up like that?”

“Ha, ha, ha

“Liooks as if somebody’s been ragging
here IV exclaimed  Coker.  “Look!
There's smashed cvocks all over the
study ! Look at that pie in the fender 1

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Loder, twisting his head round over
tlte window-dill,: giared into the crowded
study. e was only too conscious of
the absnrdidly of his -position,- but the
thought of hit “Cousin® James, from

Bluckmoor, was uppermmost 1n his mind.

The *conviet ™ certainly bad net oa-
caped by the window., He could hardly
have walked through the House unzeen,
Yet it was clear that he was not 1n the
i-’['Llﬂ:L', or every volee would have an-
nounged the faet, Loder could net
tagine what had become of Lim, ninless
Le was hiding under the bed. ,

“Will yvou pet me out of thist”
Lowled Loder. *Get that sash Joose.
blow vou! Can't you get a crowbar?”

It was clear that nothing bot o crow-
bar would shift that sash. Thero was
considerabile delay while & erowbar was
fetehed

But the crowbar arvived at last. Ti
was thrust out, the eod vesting on the
zill, and two or three Sixth Form men
praszped the inpner end and wrenched if
upward, ‘hen that obstingtc sash ab
fast gave; it heaved up, and the pres-
gsurc was taken off Loder's back.

He wriggled into the study.

Crimzon and furions, ho glared round,
panting. al a sea of faces. Nothing
wis fo he seen of the convichk Evi-
dently nobody had the faintest suspicion
that the man from Blackmoor had been
there. That, at least, was a relief.

"“"Now, who did this, Loder?” asked
Wingate. **1 can sce that therc's been
a rag! Whiho's been bhere '

Loder was not likely to tell him thal.
He was only anxious to get rid of the
crowd. TUnless the conviet had melted
into thin air Loder eould only suppose
that he was hiding vunder the bed.

“Oh, never mind that!™ enarled
Loder. “Took here, clear out of wmy
stady. 1he loi of vou 1

“But—" exclaimed the Greviriars

capbain, DBute-—"

“I'm a prefect” . prowled Loder;
“I1'H-handle this matior myvself. What
the thwnp iz thiz moel deing here?

Clear oft 17

“Well, look here M

Oy, shut ep!™ howled Loder

That was enough for Wingate, -Ilo
shrueged his shouldoers and walked out
of the siudy. The erowd, in o buzz of
vxcifement and  hilavity, broke up.
Tawler was able to slam his door al lask.

Lie locked wunder the bed in the
aleove. It was the onlv place whera the
eonviet could have hidden. 1le stared
Lblankly as he saw thai the space was
cmpiy.

Where was James? Where was the
man from Blackmoor? Loder felt as if
his brain was turning round. The man
waz neot in the studv ! He eould not
have gone noseen ! Yet he had not been
spen—and he was not there! Where,
1t the name of wonder, was the convict
who had given Loder such a high old
time in his study ¥

L

Fr

That **conviet,” as a malter of fact,
was in the Hemove dormilory—turning
in with the rest of the Remove. Lodor
of the Sixih was not hikely to puess that
—and it was undoubtedly very fortunate
for Willism Wibley that Lader was not
likely to guess it !

THE EXD.

(Blon’t miss the mnexi yoran e this
grand zeries: “THE CONXTVICT WHO
CAME DACEK ™ It full of amusing
and  awazing  siteelions, amd  shons
Frank Richards in tip-top form.)

Auparing Coiirse,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter rolled into the Rag, his
“I-say, you fellows!"” he shricked.
“ Ha, ha, ha!”
turned up there.
description of Loder's supper with the
aid to the bully of the Sixth! It was
“1 say, vou fellows—Loder!" stut.
I hear that went
“ Vs “reallv., old chap—jammed in
“ITa. ha, ha "
yammaed somchow, and they can’t get
gosted Thoh Chierry.
erowd of juniefs arrived in the Sixth
Form studics was quite banizhed neow.,
BE TALL
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different.
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Quite & Mystery !
i E SAY, vou fellows!” yelled Billy
fat face full of excitement, his
little round eyes almost bulging through
“I{allo, hallo, hallo{” roared Bob
Cherry. “ Anything up, Bunter?
There was a roar.of laughter. The
juniors in the Rag.were expecling .to
William Wibley, with a cheery grin
on hiz face, was standing in the midst
convict, and of Loder left wriggling in
his study window, made them howl
ikely to be a long time before Gerald
Loder forgot that visit from the man
tered Bunter. “I =ay, Eumcthinﬁ's hap-
penedl 1o Loder in his study—
found Lim !'", gasped Bunter,
‘he's jamined in his window-—
his window., with his head ount in the
guad, and his legs whisking about like
“T wuy. nearly all the Sixth are there,
and thev're trving to get him  out!”
Ittty loose ! I szay, vou fellows——"
“Hu, ha, hat”
"Yer rather!” . ]
“he ratherfulness 15 ferrific
Forin passage. ~ In thal quarfer, as a
eite, funiors trocd quictly, and with care.
There was already a crowd on the spot,
atnl the Pamons Five had to push for
Hu“sEHA Tmxemburg. 60
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UNDER SNARLER’S
THUMB!

First Instalment of an * Enthrawling™
New St. Sam’s Romance by
DICKY NUGENT |

* Eggscnuse o bloke, miss
o

Molly Birchemall gave &
dain t-i;f start. She was return-
ing irom & shopping eggs-
pedition to ,".fugg,igtun by a
somewhat lonely footpath
acrosa the ficlds, end the
upeggspected sound of the
corsa, uncultechered wvoice on
her dellicate ears was quite
a shock to her for the momarit.

The Head's protty dawter
drow hersclf up hawtily as
ghe saw the owner of the
voice, He was a grate,
bulking villidge lout—not at
all the kind of peraon Molly
Birchemall encurridged to
ppeak to her.

* Kindly sllow me to pass,”
phe tinkled, with o toss of
her pretty head.

¢ ruffian grinned.

* Eggecuse & bloke, miss,
but amn't you om your way
to the yung jenis’ collidge
-up the road ¢ 'Cos, if you
ﬂ.l"l:l-—-“

“ How dare you talk to

me ! " eggaclaimed Molly
Birchemall, indignantly.
* Stond aside!™

EL

—you can ‘and over this
*ore letter from my guvvernor
to Master Snarler [ 7" finished
the lout, with & leer. ' 'Ere
you are !

Doctor Birchemall's dawter
recoiled, as the leering ruffian
iried to band her a gnmy
envelope,

“Go away, vyou loath.
goma ereeteher 1™ she trilled,
tremulously. ** Oh, I wish
I had friends at hand to get
rid of you——u~"

Aa if in answer to her
wish, there cams & pattering
of footsteps and a shout of :
* Hurry up, you fellows!®
A moment later, Frank Fear.
legs, of the Fourth, burst into
viow, with Jack Jolly and
Meorry and Bright close at
his heels,

“ Fearlesa ! ™ breethed Miss
Molly. “ Thank goodness
you've come ! i

The heroes of the Fourth
took in the situation at a
glanco. Without wasting
words, they piled in. Fearless
gave the ruffian a smeshing
blow between the eyves, Jolly

gave him one on the chin,,

and Merry and Bright punched

his right and left am:? respecs

tively.
Bang ! Thud !

Wallop !
Crash !

“ Yaroocoo | Ow.wow.owl™ | P

The lout didn’t wait for

more, He turned tail and
fled—vyelling as hs did se.
Molly Birchemeall showed her

pearl-like teeth in a dazzling
emile of pgrattitude to her
yung reskewaers,

** Thank you, boys " she
trilled, with & sigh of reliof.
“¥You came along just at
the right moment. Faney
that grimy roskal having the

}
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picked up the envelope which
the ruffian had dropped. X
wonder what connection there
can be between such a low-
down lout end Bnarler of the
Fourth § *

“ Little mneed to wondor,
old chap!™ larfed DMerry.
“I thi I reckermized him
as the billiords-marker from
the Jolly Sailor. If you
ask me, it's ten to one in
doenutts that it's an invita-
tion to Snarler to go there
for o game this afternoon !

“Foaw ™

“ Burely a St. Sam’s boy
could never go to such a
shady hawnt—and for such
& urpuss ! eggselaimed
Molly Birchemall, agarst.

“Oh, wyou don't know
Snarler, Misa Molly ! " grinned
Bright, who hadn’t got a
lot of tect. *“ He's one of
thae dingiest blaggarda in
the Fourth and—yaroocoo 1"

Jack Jolly was the cause
of Bright's well. Toalising
that it was rather unwiss to
diskuss Snarler's little ways
with the Head's dawier, he
had stap];ed on Bright's foot
to warn him {o dry -up.

But the dammidge was
done. Already Miss Molly
had taken the letter from
Fearleas® hand.

“ Now wou've 1old me
that, Diright!" she trillod,
** I shall konsider it my duoty
to give thia lotter to pop 1 ™

“0Oh erama!®

* If Enarler iz in the habit
of plaving billiards ot «
lace like the Jolly Sailor,
1t's high time pop knew about
it | " added Miss Molly, “1I
think it's pesitively disgunat-
ing 1M

¥ith {these words, she
tripped off towards tho skool.

Jack Jolly & Co. lollowed,
locking rether rewlul over
the turn of events. XNono
of thern had much timoe for

Bnarler, wha was o rank
outsider ; but they didn't

for them to worry. DBut it
wasn't till some time after
that that they found how
cgpstremely  usciul Snarler
was at looking aftor himself !
As Jack Jolly & Co. marched
through the pgatoway of St.
Sam'z, a shifty-eyed jumior
who had been lounging up
againgt Tossil’'s logpe came
over to thom and they recker-
niged the wvery fellow th

were thinking about—B8i
Snarler, the c¢add of the
Fourth !

“ Hallo, you fellows ! ' =aid
Snarler, with 8 sneer. 1
suppose you haven’t seen a
chap mnocking about with a
letter for me ¥ %

* Your mistake—wo hove!®
replied Jack Jolly, kerily.
“He gave the Ilotter to
Mizg Molly—and she's taking
it streight to the Iead !

An ugly egpspression came
into Bnarler’s dial

“ Sheo is, i3 sho 7 ! ho mut-
tored.  ““Sounda as if I'd
better lake a hond in this 1Y

Bnarler, who waszs a fright-
fu'ly had.-mannerad chap, then
lounged off after Mizs Molly,
without cven & word of thanks
to the fellows who had tipped
him the winl.

But he didn’t geb far befors
he had Lo make a dive for

iho ecover of one of 1he
bushes. On her way to the
Head's house, BMiss  Molly
had bumped into her regpectod
fether, Doclor DBirchemall
himself,

“Why, Molly, my dear ! ™
Suurler heard the IHead eggs-
¢laisn in his deep, refined
voice. ** What are you a-lhur-
rying Tor hko this hero ? 1

“To givo you this, pop ! ™
was Alolly Birchemall’s tink.
ling answor, " A ruff man
told me to give 1t to Snarler
of the Fourth. But 1 thought
you'll belier seo it firat.™

Buarler gritted luzs toeth
#8 ho heard thoe llead tear
open thoe cuvelopo,

noon for o game of billiards
I've found someone to play
you who soems PI‘GPEI‘I?’
green. I fecl suro it will
cure you of the bluea. Hoap-
ing you are in tho pink,—

Yours, Saom DBeery.” Bleas
my sola ! -

“ How dreadful, pop!™
trlled Miss Meolly. “ I sup-

pose you'll give Snarler n
wacking for this ? "

Snarler heard the Head rub
hiz hands gloatingly.

“ Doubtless, I shall, my
dear—in dew corse! DBut,
hefore deoing so, A shall

complete the evvidenco
againgt this yung blaggard.
I shall ro-address the lettor
and gco whoat he does, If
he goea fo the Jolly Suailor
this afternoon, I shall follow
himn and calech him red-
bhanded. And then [ sghell
eive him what . for | finished
the Head, with o Dblud-
curdling lurf

From his hiding-placeo, Snar-
[or ultcred a low, sinnister
chuckle.

“Ia, ha! 8o that’s tho
tdea, i it 7" Lo mermerod.
“Well, it gives me just the
chance 1'in looking for! I've
been waiting Lo get thio Head
in my power for a long, long
time, and now it looka ua if
he's going to f{all right into
my trap! Ha, ha, hat D

Aud Snarvter liptoed away,
grinning unplezzantly.

What he had got to pgrin
about waz o nistery 1huat
mito well have puzzled an
observer. DBut Snwerler know
what ho was doing. A decp
plot was forming in the
brans of ihe cuadd of the
Fourth—n plot 1o got Doslor
Dirchemall right undor hig
thuinb, so that hoe could put
hiz tinger to Ins nose at the
Heud's orthority 1 Nobody
clzo at St. Sawm's would hewve
thonght of such an unscrow-
pulous wheeze, DBubt Snoarler
thought of it !

Two winmils laler, a fage
brought Bnorler tho lobier,
va-addressed by the Head in a
disguized hanel,

Two houra after ihat,
Snarler went out of gales.

Two mimnits alter that,
the Head sot out witer him at
a brisk cantor.

A'wo hours afier that, the
Head was complelely wunder
Snarler's thumb !

What had happenod in he
meantime ¥

All Doctor Birchomull know

was that ho had gono to tho
Jolly Suilor and secarched

betore returnin. to 8t. Sam’s,
B CAMers hmf_rslicked and
he had seen tloarler calmly
snapping him--right under.
neeth the p-ided sign ovor
the doort

The Head lad utlered s
yell of diemay.

‘* Bnarler | yVhat are vou
doing of ¥ If the Guvvernors
so00 o foto of me standing here,
I shall be ruined | ™

** That’s eggrtctly why I've
taken i, sir 1™ retorted Snar.
ler, with o mocking larf,
as he put away the camera.
“I'm geing {mk to St.
Sam’s io dowlop it—and
when that’s dome, you'll be
cornpletely in my kluiches!
I shan't L Jf laxf then!
Ha, ha, hat "

Then Snarlie had turned
and run likr the dickens in
tho dircetion. o 56 Som'al

When thdi icad arrived
back ab bis eludy, foutsove
and woery, this was the
messars that * found on his
desk in Snarw. thendwriting :

“ Borry I haren’t got timo
to do the 100 incs you gawvo
me yesterday—3. Snarler,

¥ P‘E-‘—iﬂﬂtﬂ ﬂiEl HDH"
mind yeur P’y ond Qs or
it’ll be all TLEM

A hollow prean buralb from
the Head's 'pe as ho sank
intp hia ¢haod

“Trapped!” ho cried
horsoly. ** 1 am under Snur-
ler's thumb ! +He holds me
e the hollow of his hand—
and there's nothing leflt for
me now but te guckle undor!”

And the ad proancd
aloud as hoe Jacught of the
terribul prosprt that  was
epouing up bejre him !

(Dan't  nigs next  week's
instaliment, boya! There's a
Wolarf ' in cvery © paragraf 't 1)

Answers to

Correg 'sndents

Q. TUBDB (Third).—" 130l-
sover minor : willing leo
pay for fifleen doupghnnia,
providing T o the lob ab o

sitting. Wikpt' do you think
of the offey 7 -

Sounds o b oawell & 1dow to
us |

SMITH JUNKLR (Remove).
~'' Bunter ray that if I
lend him my osw bike, he'll
return it o e 48 good as
ever. What"s |'ul:ﬂ]ziniun | e

Wo feel sv-gibat by the
time Bunter ha%finished with
it, it will bo * rattling fine 21!

m g

miisic in fac.
lorics resulta
in  doubliug
the output of
work.

This great discovery
ig being eagerly taken
up at Groyfriars.

Yor some thme past,
a commiltes of muslers
has beon Invesbigating
thie  possibilities of
doubling our work out-
pub with the help of
mnusic. When the
committee'a report is
izsued, sensational de-
velopments are likely
to follow,

Tadio-grainophonca
and an erray of musical
inslroments are likel
to be installed in all
Form-rooms. Classes
may bo eonducted to

By

job,

lag

bugsy ** departmentali-
zing " the dMuzic Plan.
this
dociding which par-
ticular instruments are
best suited to particu.
ler kinda of
worle, Tt secms
to be
a fascinating
if what
Skinoner says
g true,
mkinnor
saya
scientific
veatigalion
proved
that students
of Greek do

SWOTS IN CLASS!

Forecasts BOB CHERRY

ha monna

quite

that

1T

matter of course when
Qualchy borrows a lyre
10 teach us Latin or a
trumpet to teach us
irigonometry |

Ew::-t? {says Skinner}

nerve to speak to No. 207. September 26th, 1936. 2 “Nol?
mel He wanted — —— . e
me to hand a letter - e — = —
to Bnarler, if you ] ] ] ; - i
ever heard of such a thing ! " ;like being responsibul for| * * Dear Master Snarler,’ ™ [overy nook a:;ﬂ cranny of it, It has re- Tntervi

“ And it looks as if he left | getting him into trubble. he heard the Head read out. | for Snarler-iu’ fiout suxxess. | contly been Z L N ID n“aFuawer.
the letter bohind in his hurry!™ | = If they had only known i, | " * Why not come along to| And then, s8 he stood in | found that the fir] m RCITY
remdrked TFearless, az he [there wasn't the sliteat need | the Jolly Sailor this after- |the doorway lor & moment | provision of Y.

thie spun, with one
“It'a just that
rogistered prolest.

different,

I can’t do it.

Art, sticnco,
like, in fuct.
it is.
vou."
“Thanks
Intervicowoer.

wwiully,
*Then s you sim?ly won't talk
about yourself, what cxactly wou

amazed by my knowledpe of art. i
boen stunncd by what I know of science.
ticisns linve been paralyscd by my understanding
I'hilesophers have been floorcd h}r

TOO MODEST TO
TALK ABOUT
HIMSELF!

Sporting Senior Prefers
Other Topics

gaid George Blundell,

decisively,

when our Interviewer asked him to discuss his
achievoments in the realm of sport and athletics,
“ But, my dear old chap——1 protested our

; but it can't be done,” said Blundell
m willing io discuss anything under

exceplion—mysclf [ 2

* But what's the idea ¥ "
Blundell shrugged.

I'm foo modest—ibat’s all,

Oh, I know that most sportsmen are ready to talk
sbout themselves,"” ho wdded, as our Intorvicwer

“Winpgate and Norlh and

praciically anybody in tho SBixtl, will {alk sbout
thernselves till thoe cows come home,

DBut 1'm

“* I ronlise, of course, that 1\ tho kind of chap
the public are intereated i,
that I'm one of the finest all-round ai
the schiool. I know how disappointed your readers
will be when you tell them I don’t disvuss myself,
and 1'm sorcy about 1t,
My uodesty forbids i,

“Any other fopic 1'Hl discuss with pleasure.
politics,
Y ou'll fiaud ine wp to sumff, whatover
There's nob mueh 1 don't know, I ossuro

I quiie ug%n::uinlm
CLea I

Bul the fuct vemains that

;fhi]uﬂuyhy—m::.-l.hing you

Dlundell ' gasped  our

d you like to

Blundell rubbed hiz chin in perplexity.
# T*s diflicult 1o make a choice.

You see, I
Artists huve been
BSeienlista have
Ioli-

“ In {uct, I'm such an wll-rounder that I really
don't know where Lo begin. You'd better pive mo
a subjoct yourscll, aud then ' felk about it—
taking cavc, of course, nobt to bring myseclf into
I simply insigt on oxcluding mysell, lard as

it may be on iny wdlmirers
nmongst your remders. So

the clash of a dozen|best on a talk about "
competing conecvis | %ramﬂp'fmnﬂ.
And that will probubly | On the other :
be ;}nl}- {ho t}rgi“ning! Ill’l.ﬂd,. ﬂllﬂ-pﬂ sich & dab at ﬂ?ﬂff!.tllllgp
I'm told on jolly|studying
cood authority, any-|paionting re- <
way, that the beaks|spond more quickly to]are taking up the new h
ure ali eouvineed ilat|s piano, while geo-}idea with cathusiasm. | of politics. A o
music will make us|graphy calls foraJow's! If Skinnersaysmuch | the depth of my philosaphy.
work harder ! wrp ,and mathe for[more, I-shall begin
The chap who told |a mouth.orgen ! to have duoubts about
mo about it (Skinner,| So it'a quite likely |the whole business!
az a watter of fact)|that before long we (Yo godsl ~ We|t
says that they're nmow !shall take it a3 &lihink so, too!—Ed.) it
quarters in the fashionablo

ALL THE BEST PEOPLE
PLAY CONKERS!

Says DICK RAKE

Have uo qualma abouk
playing conkera thia  year,
vlappics ! All the Dest
People are doing it !

In faect, just ab present,
{herc's a pomtive crazo for
it in fashionablo Greylriars
sociely !

Fellows outside the magie
eircla would hardly credit
how remarkably homan Our
Beltera are  when theyv're
just om their own! DBut,
believe ik or not, those immac-
ulate, superior ereaturcs who
sccin 40 remote from our orda-
nary, colamonsor-gardon lives
as they stroll at their lordly
leisurc aerosa the quad, can

Bre just the somoe as you and |.

I when they mix with their
equals |

I've found that mx ihe
mest coxelusive and aristo-
cratie studies in the echool,
dariboards are quite common,

while even anakeg-and-Indders
sets gro nob unknown! Sounds
incredible—but it's o fact !
Anyway, lhie ancient game
of eonkers has the vota this
terin, 1've proved it !
Nobody would havo guessed
ik, 1o sce the contemptuouns
srnile that flickered across
Cocil Reginald Temple's faco
when he passed Tubb and
Bolsover ninor yosterday,
whon they were playing a
game, ‘That lordly amils
from the Uppor Fourth leader
of fashion would have put
any conkers fan off lis
stroke ; even Tublb nearly
erurnpled up under at!
But 1'd heard somelhing
about conkers in the Up
Fourth alvendy, and Temple's
smile didn’s put me off my
astroke. I followed lumupata
respeetful distance, and when
ho got back to hiz sumptuous

¥ourth Form passage, 1
took the liberty of huving a
peep through the Leyhole.
There, a8 large as life and
iwice aa nabural, was the
lordly Temple, engapged 11 &

Lhrilling uel ak  conkera
with Dabney, while Iy
umopired! And tho oxcile-

ment was st least as greoat
as the excitomment you got
in the Socond Korm Room
when o cau]:)la of lags sinite
each other's conkors for
victory | i

Se you ean lako it [rom
mo, lads, there’s no nced Lo
hesilute obout playing cen-
kers. The blue-blooded nota-
bilities are taking it up
in earnest and the seal of
fashion is sct to it with a
VONgeance Now !

1t won't surprizso mo In
tho lenst, before the scason’s
over, to sce matches played
in the quad between Bixth
Formers weanng toppers,
spats aod  1oounocles—with
umpires holding sillke urabrellus
on thor arms !

Stranger things have hap-
pened |

just nameo vour subjeet, kid,
andd I'11 go abend | **

*Thanks, Blundell,” gaid
e Interyiower, reluctantly ;
“ but I"n afraid wo shall have
to cull it off, As you posi-
tively refuse lo talk about
vourscll the interview would
bo uscless.” '

Y Borry ! M sinaled Bluadell.
“I ought Lo give way, 1
know. I quito underatemed
how deservedly popular I am.
I realize that it would Lle
only gracvious on iny part to
tell iy fans scmething about
mysoll, ButIcan't doit. 1'm
ioo modeal 1 2

So there you are, chaps,
Weo've done ouv Lest, but
thero's nothing deing.

Llundell obaolulely refuses
{0 say u word about himaelf 1

SIPECIAL
ADVERTISEMENT

PAGE-BOY wanlted {o turn
over the pages whilst 1 am
lanpuidly reading my * Holi-
day Avnual.” Apply, LORD
MAULEVERER, Study No,
12, Remove 1"orm.



