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> PHEEP! ANOTHER INTERESTING FOOTER ARTICLE BELOW, CHUMS !

Bhy -
W iy, =
HERE 15 one very good reason
I why the Blackburn Rovers Foot-
ball Club should always be

associatod with frework displays.
The club was founded on the fitth of
November—over fifty years ago. To be
quite frank, 1 am afraid we shall have
lo say that from time to time the
plafers associated with the club have
given o better impression of damp
squiba than very live fireworks. But at
the same time there cannot be any
denial of the fact that they have alten
lived up to their Guy IFhwkes' Day
foundation.

They were cortainly a firework sleven
in the long ago, and many vecard; stand
in the credit of the Blackburn Rovers
club,  They wero the frst praovincial
sklo to nggur in the {‘:n]:. Final. That
was in. 1853. They didn't win it then,
but thiz failure was very quickly fol-
lowed by three Cup wins in succession,
and I myst tell you riﬁht here and now
thai thiz is a feat of which ng other sida
has ever proved capable in the whole of
thoe history of the fght for tho silver
bauble which is called the English Cup,

Another Feather im Their Cap!

That’s something of which Blackburn
hes & right to bo proud. It may also
bo mentioned in passing that by win-
ning the Cup thxee times it was veally
theirs outright; but they haided it
back to the Association. Just one other
notable thing about the Rovers histery
should be men-
tioned. They wero
among the original
twelve memhbera
who formed the
Football League
right at the start,
ank they have
never suffered the
drop into the
Second  Division,
There are only two
‘other clubs who can
boast & similar
record—Aston Villa
and Everton, It is
thirty-seven  years
sinea the Rowvers
won the Cup, and
fourleen Yyoars
sipce they won the
¢ topahip of
the First Division.
Mo it is high timo
we heard from
ihera again, and
soma poople bolieve
that they will do
great  things this
SCASON, nyway,
thoy have been
fairly well placed
In tho League ever
sinco the start of
tho ywresent cam-
aign, .and I be-
tove that they
have just now as
wood o side a3 any
which has worn

‘Rovers

s,

¥

theiv  distinetive  blue and-while quey-

tered shirts for some time past,

Rough Diamondsa!

Lot us run the tape measure ever the
playors who are "doing thifgs ” now.
There are many players 1o the eleven
who are really famous; men who have
plaved for the country of thair birth.
There aro also some whom the Rovers
ofictals’ found as rough dinmonds, and
bronght them on themselves ta the
highest class. Awmomg these lattér is
Jack Crawford, who, as you may
imagine, is & Scot. He came from
Alloa, as & youth who was supposed to
know a bit abont goalkeeping. He now
knows almost everythimg thero 13 to
kunow about that side of the game. In-
deed, he has come on so quickly in reeent
times that there iz a possibility that he
will play for Scotland kEefore very long.
When he takes a goal-kick he im‘m‘inh?y
gends the ball bevond the centre-line,
and he can punch the ball with his sts
almaost the same distance,

There iz one special  reason  why
Crawford should be considered by tho
Seoltish - International team  scloctors,
In front of him in the Rovors zide is
another “Jock "--summame Hutton—who
has been Scotland's right back In
praciically all  their recent games.
Aberdean, where Hutton comea from—-
and it cost a lot of money for the
to get. him from there—is
famous for granite. But the granite of

T L T T
This Week »

Blackburn Rovers
F.C.

the only team to win the
coveted English Cup three
times in succession,

I T L T TR R

Aberdeenn i3 no  harder than Jock
Hution. He iz one of tho heaviest
defenders in football to-day, but there is
this to be said of him—he never uses his
fourteen stone unfairly. In fact, ho is
surpeisingly gentle for a fellow whao is
sn-nii . When Hutton first came to
Blackburn he woas not a great success,
and it was thought that the Rovers had
mada a mistake. However, thiz was
only another illustration of the danger
of jumping to conclusions.

Hutton, ‘having cost the Hoveys some-
thing liko four thousand pounds, and
that lbeing  alse  the  priee  they
paid for the left full-back, Herbert
Jones, this depavtment of the Rovera

team i3 probably the most expensive’ of

any club. But Jones, like Huotton, has
proved his worth, Two years ago he
came frome Blackpool, and last April
he played for England against Scot-
h’r,nnr.ll:| in that wmemorable match which
England won in fine style and against

odids. 3
Good Big Fellows!

This Rovera temn, having been col-
locted fram far amnd near at greak
cxpense, it 13 perhaps not altogether
snrprising that there should be only one
Blackburn-born man who 13 at the
woment & rogulay membor of the first
ream. This is Harey Healless, formerly
a centre-half, but now a right-half.
He is also skipper of the side, and a
popular captain, teo. Healless has

(Continued on page 28.)

THE BRAWNY BOYS OF BLACKBURN ROVERS.

Reading from left to right, tha photo shows : Back row : Hutton, Rankin, Crawlord, Puddafoot,
Campbell. Jones. Front row : Holland, Mitchell, Healless (Capt.}, McLean, Rigby, Mcintyre,



RBILLY BUNTER ENOWS ! The iwoheveabouls of Conviel Nimefern i a mpafery fo the police, but it's not a6 mpsfery

1

fo IWVillinm George Bunleyr.

of the £50 vereard float constantly Lefore the faf jumior’s vizion!

L

A Magnificent Long Com
the World-famous Chums of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.,

Fed-up !
L6k ANTED——"
“What's wanted?” .
“* Wanted by the police
- went on Billy

Bunter.

“You®" psked Bob Cherry genially,

“Ha, ha, ha !"

“"You silly azs!™ roared DBuntor,
“Can't you lizten to a chap? T've got
the deseription here—* VYWanted by the
police-—=—"'"

“They've pot on to vou at lasp:”
asked Johnny Ball, “What have you
beon doing this time

“It was bound to coma to this!™ re-
marked Harry Wharton, shaking his
head zeriously. “ A fellow who begins
with grub.raiding, is bound to come (o
& bad end.™

“The boundfulness is terrific!” con-
curred  Hurree Jamsef Ram  Singh,
“The sympathise is great, my estecmed
fat Buniev!”

Billy DPunter glared at the Famous
Five with a glare that almosc cracked
his spectacles,

They wera not taking Bunter seriously.

It was a serious matter—at all events,
William George Bunter was convineed
that it was scrious. Dut on that point,
as upon so many others, the Famous
I'ive of the Remove did not see oye to
eye with William George Bunter,

“You silly chumps!” hooted Bunter.

“¥ou haven't told us yvet what vou've
beonn  doing,” sald rank Nugont.
“Have vou heen finding & banknoto that
wasn't :Ihmt?”

“T've been doing nothing, you silly
owl " hooted Bunter.

“I mean, whom have
damg 77

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“You can cackla!™ snortad Bunter.
“"But I can tell you that this is a jolly
scrious thing, I'vo been down lo the
police station at Courtfield——"

“To give yoursclf up "

" You—you—you—" gasped Bunter.
“Look here, you fellows! They've got
a description of the missing conviet
prosted tlli'.:: outside Courtficld Dolice
Station. ['ve taken it down,”

“AMy hat! You'd have got run in if
anybody had geen you taking it down,"
said Bob.

vou been

“I don't mean that 1 took the notice
down, voit 23! I mean that 1 took it
down——"

* Ave vou always as lucid a3 that*”

“I took it down in my pocket-book—
the deseription, not the paper !™ shrisked
Buntor.  “The description of Convict
Number Nineteen, who escaped from
Blackmoor Prison alter Christmas, 1'vo
got it here. Just you listen to it, and
vou'll see whethor there isn’t a man at
Groyfriars jolly well like it !™ )

Ta which the IFamous Five replied
with one voice : _

“Cheese it, Buntor!™

On the subject of Bunter's convict, the
chums of the Remove wero l‘ed-uﬁ},

Bunter, certainly, was never likely to
forget his meeting with the escaped con-
viet near Wharton Lodge during the
Christmas vacation, ‘The man had
bagerd Bunter's overcoat, and the sum
of half-a-crown.

Half-a-crown was not, in itself, a largo
sum, But Bunter could say with truth
that the man had robbed him of all he
iiad,

Notwithstanding the immenss finan-
cial resources of tho Bunter tribe, of
which the Greyfriars [ellows heard so
mutch, two-and-sixpence had been the
sum total of Bunter's pecuniary pos-
sessions on  that celebrated occasion,
And, though lost to sight, it was to
memory dear.

The loas of the overcoat did not matter
so much. That loss fell upon Bunter’s
pater, Bub the loss of all he possessed
in the way of cash was, of course, a
malter of the most serious nature.

No doubt that loss had helped to im-
press thoe affair on Billy Bunter's mind,

Otlior fellows, naturelly, were not so
interasted.

Every mon in the Remove had heard
tho story at least five or six timoes, and
iven the drematic veriations which
Bunter introduced at every repetition
did not sustain the interest.

The Greviriars Remove woere unani-

mously of opinion that it was time—high P

{ime—that Bunter left off telling that
story.

As for Dunter's extraordinary idea
that he recognised the ceeaped convict in
Mr., Gilmore, the new mastor of the
Second Form, nobody at Greyfriars was
likely to take that scriously.

He knotos —or of least, ie thinks ke knowwa —wohere the convict is in Riding ; and visiens

plete School Story of Harry Wharton & Co.,
By FRANK RICHARDS.

In fact they did not want to take it at
all, serionsly or humorously, It was
time for Dunter to shut up.

But Bunter, like o pockot-knife made
in Germany, never would shat up.

Rogardless of the injunction to cheese
it, uttered with one vowee by the Famous
Five, Bunter went on,

* I say, you fellows listen to thig—""

“Chuck it!"

“I've taken this description dewn
word for word from the notice outside
the police station at Courtficld—"

"Run away and play.”

“I wish vou fellows wouldn't talk all
at onee, and when I'm ospeaking, too.
MNow, listen! *Wanted by the police
George—-""

“Dry up!” roared Harry Wharion.
"Wo'ro talkin%} football in this study,
not convicts. low your convict

“Dlow wour football! Talk sabout
Nebuchadnezzar fiddling  while Con-
stantinoplo was burning——"

Oy, my hat !

' Wanted by the police, George War-
ing, Conviet No. 19, ﬂm?c-d from Black-
moor Prison, Surrey——"

*Cheeso it ' .

“t Ago twontv-five vears, height five
feet ten, cyes blue, slim but athletic
build, nose straight, rather small mouth,
small hands ang fect, voice cultivated

and ;}Blﬂlﬂﬂllh ppra small and well-
;hs:pﬂ , features generally handsome,
E.IE___-- T3

Harry Wharton & Co. forbors to in-
terrupt Bunter.

Az & matter of fact, they were rather
struck by that description.

Cortainly, thero were many mmen whom
it would have fitted Still, that did. not
altor the fact that it fitted very closely
to Mr. Eric Gilmore, tho young mastor
who had temporarily taken the place of
Mr. Twige, of the ond Form,

Buntor blinked over his pocket-book
at the five juniors of Study No, 1,

He esaw that he had made an im-
TOESLOM,

“Like Gilinore, what?” he grinned.
“0h, rot!” said Wharton. "It's like
g dozen men, or & hundred, for that
mattor,"

“Let's ‘hear tho rest,” said Bob
Cherry. “Get on with it, DBunter, if

Tue Macxer Lisnany.—No, 1,040,
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you're bound to wag your chin in this

lttll'],}"-" .
“ianr dark brown——" went on
Bunter.
“Vou silly chump!” roared Bob.

“ Gilmore’s hair is light, nearly flaxen—
nearly as light as mine.” L

. I{a*a dyed it, of course,” explained
Bunter, _

“You frabjous fathead!™ said Harry

Wharton indignantly. *“Where the
description ia like Gilmore, it's Gil-
nore's: and where it isn't like him,

we're to suppose that he's in disguize.”

“ Foxactly I’ assented Bunter,

¥ Fathead !™

111 -ﬂm !!! .

“Bhut the door after you:” .

- “1 say, you fellows, I'm not finished
yo— .

“You jolly well are!” exclaimed the
captain of the Remove, jumping up.
“You've got to chuck this, Bunter.
Quelchy has caned you once for spinning
thiz idintic yarn about Mr. Gilinore.”

“Quelchy's a gilly ass!” shid Bunter.
“Tisten to me, vou duffers, I've told
vou that there's fifty pounds reward, and
T'm willing to whack it out with you
chaps——"

“Travel I

“I haven't finished, I—— TYar-
ooonah I roared Buntar.

Bunter stated that he hadn’t fAnished.
But. ‘as & matter of fact, he had,

Five paira of hands grasped William
(George Bunter at once, and the pocket-
hook containing the valuable description
was jummed down the back of his neck.
Then he was lifted out of Study No. 1
and  deposited—not  gently—in
Remove passage.

Bump !

“Whooooooh I

The door of Study No. 1 closed on

unter.

William George DBunter spluttered
with wrath in the Remove passage,
while in Study No. 1 the topic of Boccer
was resumed—a topie ever so much more
interesting to the Famous Five than
escaped convicks,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
In the Lion's Den !
RIG’H‘.!&RD NUCGENT of the Second

Form—more familiarly known as
Dicky Nugent—came up the
Remove  staircase  whistling
shrilly through his teeth. Dicky Nugent

ALL ABOUT THE

CUP-TIES and
LEAGUE FOOTBALL

For the latest inside, exclusive in-
formation on all clubs, read

ALl SPORTS

Bvery Thursday 2d. Buy a copy To-day
kg Micner Lisrany.—No, 1,040,

ang  for

was nob under the mistaken impreasion
that the sounds he thus produced were
musical, or pleasing to the car, He
whistled just to show any Remove men
who might happen to be about that he,
Nugent minor of the Second Form, did
not, for his pari, care two straws for
Eemove men, and that he would whistle
along their passage if he liked.

For a fag to whistle in the Remove
passage was equivalent, in cheek, to a
Eemovite talking in a loud voice when
ho passed a Sixth-Form man in the
guad. Bo it was fortunate for Richard
Nugent of the Becond Form that the
only Removite he encountered on the
present occasion was Billy Bunter, who
was warranted not dangerous.

Richard Nugent's shrill and piarcing
whistle .came t{o a sudden stop as he
beheld William George Bunter reposing
outside Study No. 1 in what a novelist
would have called an attitude of un-
affected graee.

Nugent minor stared down at him and
grinned,

“Taking a rest, old fat bean?” he
azked.

“Groocogh.” :

“My major chucked wvou out of his
study 7"

“Blow your. major! Groogh!” Bunter
gasped for breath. “You wait till I get
my wind, you checkylittle beast, and
I'll get up and pull your ear!”

“I'm looking for a coon like you,”
explained the fag. “My Form master
wants to see you."

Bunter jumped.

Nugent minor’s Form master might
want to sée him, but most decidedly he
did not want to see Nugent minor's
Form master.

I'or Nugent minor's Form master was
Erie Gilmore, M.A., whom Billy Bunter

ersisted in  recognising as Conviet

o. 18, missing from Blackmoor Prisom,

‘William George Bunter preferred to
give Mr. Gilimore a wide ofling.

“I'm not going I" he gaspmf

" He's sent me to tell you.

“He can’t give orders to the Remove,”
sald Bunter. “Seccond Form masters
can't send for Remove men. Tell him
to go and eat coke.”

" ¥as, I can see myzelf doing it 1 said
Nugent minor, “{' can tell you the
Gilmore man is a Tartar—as sharp as

vour Form master, old Quelech. You'd
better -go.”

"Ehﬂ.tl’b!”

_ Bunter l};inkﬂd himself up, still gasp-

reath. Nature and cireum-
stances had made Bunter short in many
respects. He was short of stature, Short
of money, and still shorter of breath,
He leaned on the wall and nuffed and
blew, while the cheeky fag regarded him

"with a grinning face,

“Gilinore hasn't ordered you to go to
his study,” explained Dicky Nugent,
“He told me to tell you that he would
ba glad if you would go, as he wanis to
speak to you. Jolly polite of him, I
think. He doesn’t waste much polite:
ness on us in the Second.”

“He ain't afraid of you,” said Bunter.

“Tz he afraid of wou?* chuckled
Dicky.

“¥es, rather! You see, I kuow him.”

Dicky MNugent chuckled spasmodically.
Like all the Lower Bchool, he had heard
Buntar's extraordinary staternent that
he had recognised Conviet No. 19 in
Eric Gilmore, the master of the Second.
Tha Becond Form regarded Mr. Gilmore
as every kind of a beast. They had to
work under his rule as they had hever
worked under Mr. Twigg's. DBut they
really did not suspect him of baing &
convick. That was a hittle too * thack.™

“Well, you'd better go.” pgrinned
Dicky, “TForm masters don’t hike to be

kept waiting. Anyhow, I've given you
his message,*”

And icky MNugent turned and
travelled down the Remove staircase

agam, bursting forth into a shrill
whistle as he went.
Unfortunately for the independent

fag, who did not care two straws for
Remove men, Peter Todd of the Remove
was coming up just then.

“What's that thumping row?” asked

Pater, *“Don’t you Eknow that fags
mustn’t kick up a2 shindy in the
Remove 1"

Dicky Nugent dodged past—not quite
guickly Enugmi;; ﬁ.ghu.nd graszped his
collar as he flew,

Crack!

There was a fiendish vell from
Richard Nugent of the Second Form as
his head came into contact with the
banisters.

Then Peter rolled him
the landing and landed him there in a
heap and left him. Richard Nugent
was a dusty and breathless fag when he
picked himself up and went on his way,
with no hreath left for whistling.

That duty done, Peter Todd resumed
his way up to the Remove passage.
Billy %unt.ar stopped him on the
Remove landing.

“1 say, Peter, that beast Gilmore has
sent for me to his study.”

“Wall, cut off, then,” said Peter.

“Of course, I'm not afraid”
Bunter.

“What i3 there to be afraid of, fat-
head ? Form masters don't bite”

“But I'd rather not go alone, con-
sidering that he's an escaped convict,
you know.”

“You frabjous ass!”

“Yon come along with me, Peter”
urged Bunter. “If he's got a revolver
we I.""—”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Poter.

“You can cackle,” howled Bunmter,
“but I ecan jolly well tell you he's
dangerous. A man who's wanted by the
police—"

“He may be rather dangerous if you
tell him that,” chuckled Peter, *though
I think he would be more likely to pro-

ntly down to

said

duce a cane than & revolver. Cut
along, and dou't be a silly ass!”
“You come with a fellow? urg::?d

Bunter. “He may mean murder—
“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked Peter.
“Dead- men tell no tales, vou know,”

sald Bunter. “ He may want to silence

me, like that villain on the films at the

Courtfield Picture Palace. He knows
that T know who he is.” )
“You priceless idiot!” said Peler

Todd. * You'll got a Head's flogging if
you keep on this idiotic yarn about a
Greyfriars master., But I'll come with
vou if you like, if only to pr-awnt you
making o fool of yourself !

And Peter Todd good-naturedly -ac-
companied the fat junior to Masters
Paszsage, for his dreaded interview with
Erie Gilmore. On the way thither
Punter showed him the description
which he had taken down in his pocket-
book. Its rezemblance to Eric Gilmore
struck Peter at onee, and for the fivat
time it occurred to him that Bunter's
story was not the fatuous absurdity he
had supposed it to be.

Thero was, at least, some resemblance
in some respects between Mr. Gilmove
and Conviet No. 19. Certainly that
general resemblance would not have
made Peter suspect him to he the miss-
ing man, but it accounted to some
extent for Bunter's delusion.

“You see how it fits him, Peter,” said
Bunter eagerly. “All except the hair,
and of course that's dyed.”

“It's rather like him,” said Peter,
“Bnt he isn't and couldn’t be the man,
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ag you'd. know if you had as much brains
as a bunny rabbit. Do you think the
Head would take a man on his staff
without Iinnwiusir; all about him " )

“He's gpoofod the Head somehow, of
courso.”’

“And you're a bit wider awake than
the Head—what?” asked Peter, with
deep sarcasm..

" Exactly.”

Barcasm was

rge Bunter.. _

‘Now, you waleh him when you're
the study,"” eaid Bunter. “I'm rﬂ_;th_er
shdl:i-sightnd, o know—just a trifle.”

“ A mere breifls I EEI"E."E!'I;]." eter. “You
can sce & barn if it's not more than a
couple'of. feet away.”

““You keep an eye on his hair, and
see whether it's dyed,” said *DBunter.

wasted on William

“Pip-pip-pip—" stammered DBunter.

1] 1v.hatl?ll

“Pip-pip-Poter. came with me!l”
gasped  Bunter.. “I—I didn't want to
come alone, sir. I—I don't think you've
got .a rovolver.  B-b-b-but—"

“You ntterly abeurd boy ! exclaimed
Mr. Gilmore..

% Bunter can't help being a fool, sir,”
said Peter politely.

“Oh, really, Poter——" ]

“I have no ohjection to your friend
coming with you, Bunter.” said My,
Gilmore patiently: I ‘desire only a
few: words with vou."

“Y¥es, sir! Thank you, sir!
I go now?" gasped: Bunter.

#Rlass my soul! The boy seems lo
Le absolutely stupid !’ said Mr. Gil-

(-c-can

“I—T didn't !’ gasped Bunter.

“Eht You did not whatt”

“Dh, nothing!”

Mr, Gilmore breathed -hard.

“] desire to speak to you, Bunter, con
cerning the absurd story you have told
about ‘me,” he said. ““You can surely
understand, stupid as you are, that the
matter is mpst uopleazant.”

“I—I know!" pasped Bunter. "It's
Ireastly to have & convict in the school.”

“What?"” thundercd Mr. Gilmore,

“I—I mean, it's niee to have a con-
viet - in tho school!” gasped DBunter.
“That'e what I really meant to say, siv.
I—I dorr't mind you being & conviet, gir.
iI—1 like convicts.””

“0Oh, my hat ! murmured Peter.

Mr. Gilmore looked fixedly at Bunter,

“Vou sed, it must be dyed, because more. * You may sit down, both of  “Then you still believe this absurd
Convict No. 19's hair is dark, and you,” story you have told, Bunteri”
Gitmore has light hair” The two juniors sat down—Bunter on  “ ¥es, sir. [ mean no! Not at sll,
“ Fathead 1™ .
The two Removites reached M. ; AU s
Gilmbre‘; study, and Peler knocked. IF r “ ” ; H i ff.:f/s’:‘/ *
o - A o~ T f
¢ Pip-pip-Peter came with me,” gasped Bunter. l[| i i e
t: -1 didn*t want to come alorie, sir. I—I don’t ; = i = _ it
think you’ve got & revolver. B-b-but——"* It was i o
gbvious that Billy Bunter was in a state of blue . Ao
funk, prepared for some hosfile move »n the part ;
of Mr. Gilnyre, and ready to holt at the flrs{ alarm. |
{See Chapler 2.) 'I;_é‘;
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“Come in!" said the deep, pleasant
voico of the Second Form master.

Peter opened the dpor and signed to

Bunter to enter. But the Owl of the
Hemove hung back.

“You go in first, Peter!” he whis.
pered—a Whlﬁ%&l: that. casily reached the

ears of Mr. Erie Gilmore.
“You frabjous chump!” breathed
Peter,

And ho grasped Bunter by the arm
and led him into the study.

Mr. Gilmore was sitting ak his table—
a tall, handsome young man, wi
pleasant features, blue eyes, and Haxen
hair; as agrecable-looking a young man
as hadever been seen at Greyfriars School.
Peter could not help grinning at the
idea of associating him, for one moment,
with the desperate fugitive from Black-
ioor Prison,

Mr. GHmore scemed a little surprised
fo sce two visitors, when he had sent
enly for onc,

41 sent for Banter,” ha romarked,

the very edge of a chair, as near to tho
door es he could manage. It was

obvious that DBilly Bunter was in 2 state

of Blue funk, prepared for somo hostilo
move on the part of the Form master,
and ready fo bolt at the first alarm.
And the fact that Mr Gilmore did not
box his fat ears was & proof that he was,
at least, a very good-tempered young
man, Danigl in the lion's den probably
felt & good deal like Billy Bunter at the

resont moement; and only too obviously
f'l—'ﬂliam G':c*qr%a Bunter did not dare
to be a Damel

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Startling !

R. GILMORE pursed his lips.
That he was annoyed was
clear. It was scarcely possible,
in the odd circumstances, for
him to be anvthing else. Dut he rve-
mained patient and good-tpmpered.
“Naw, Buntor——" he began.

girl” groaned Bunter, with a longing
¢ye on the door, * Mover, sirl Nothing
nif the kind. C-c-can I go now, siri”

“You can not!"™ snapped Mr Gik
mor

“Oh, lor' 1

“¥ou must explain to me why this

absurd fancy came into your mind, and
perhaps I may be able to ¢lear up tho
matter. You must know very well that
if I laid & complaint before your head.
master you would be flogged for your
insolence, But I should much prefer to
dizssbuse your mind of this singular ob-
gession,  You understand mei"”

“0h, dear! Yes, sir." =

“Y am told that during the Christmas
holidays you came into contact with an
esopped conviet.”

“Ow! Yes, He baggoed my overcoat,
sir, I—I reslly think you ought to let
me have it back now, sir, It's no good
to you, really!™

;:ii?ihut up, you ass!” breathed Peter

Tag Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 1,040,
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“Oh, really, Peter——-"

“You saw this man clearly 1" asked
Mre, Gilmore,

“Yes sir; you were guita close——

“I am speaking of the convict you saw
in the Christmas holidays, Bunter. You
saw him clearly 1"

wid 1.,:!".], Si'l'_'.”

”End you faney that I bear some
resemblance to him?"

“Yes, sir. Being the same man-—

“Bilence, you stupid boy | Cannob you
understand that I am not the same
man ?? snapped Mr. Gilmore. I am
trying to be patient with you, Bunter.
Look at me cﬁ:r&elj.r. now, and you will
sea that I am not the same man.”

Bunter blinked at him.

“Well 7" said Mr. Gilmore.

“You're just tho same, sir, except that
you've dved your hair,” said Bunter,
“Your hair was dark, and close-cropped
that night.'”

“I have dyed my bair?’ repeated Mr.
Gilmore dazedly.

“Yes; it's light now.”

“Upon my word! This is too much !
I am wasting my time in reasoning with
‘you, Bunter,” excluimed Mr, Gilmore.
‘Knowing you fo be the stupidest boy
at Greyiriars I should have preferred to
convince you rather than to request Dr.
Locke to flog you for your impertinence.
But if you will not listen to reason——"

“Q0h, yes, sir. I—I will, sir 1" gasped
Bunter. “I—I—I believe every word
you 2ay, sir. Every syllable !

“Then you are convioced I asked Mr.
Gilmare.

“"0h, certainly, sir! Quile

Convinced or not, Billy Bunter was
quite certain that he did oot want a
Head's fogging.

‘‘In that case, you may go,” szid Mr.
Gilmore, “and I trust I shall hear no
more of thiz nonsensze,™

Bunter jumped up.

“Yes, sir! Very well, sir. I—I sup-
pose you won't mind giving me the hali-
crown, sir?’

“Eh? What half-crown?"

“The two-and-six you took from me
when you bagged my overcoat.”

“ Bless my sounl !”

“My pater bought me a new ¢oat, sir,
80 tha’r;lﬂ all right., But the two-and-
B e .

“Will vou shut up, Runter?” hissed
Petor Tedd.

“©Oh, really, Peter—"

Mr. Gilmore roge to his feet.

“1 see it i1s futile to reason with you,
Bunter,” he said. I shall take you to
your headmaster and place the matter
in Dr. Locke's hands.”

1.{:.h? ]‘:I.rj ]!li

“ Bunter can't help being o fool, sir,”
zaid Peter Todd, feeling callod upen to
put in & word for the hapless Owl of tha
REemove., ' Heo was Irighiened out of his
wits by that conviet in the holidays, sir,
And—if you'll edeuse me, sir—the pub-
lished description iz a bit like you—I
mean it's like enough for a fool like
Bunter——-"

“What do you mean, Todd?” ex-
claimed Mr. Gilmore, really angry now.
“IHow ean the deseription of an escaped
convict be in any way like me?”

“Tb i3, veally, sir,"” ssid DPeter.
“Except that your hair 15 a different
colour, sir, the description i3 rather like
vouw: Of course, it’s only a gencral re-
semblance; anybody but Bunter would
know that. But, so far as the printed
description gocs, you are rather like
that man Waring—"

““What.,”

_Mr. Gilmore shot out that cjaculation
ltko & bullet. He stared blankly at
Peter Todd,
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“What name did you =zayi” he
exclaimed. )
“Waring, sir—George Waring,” said

Peter, in wonder.

“(zood heavens !

Mr, Gilmore stood resting his hand
on the table, with every vestige of colour
gone from his handsome face. His eyes
were dilated as he stared at Peter Tﬂﬁd
Peter stared back at him in blank be-
wilderment. The mention of the con-
viet's name secmed to have an electrical
affect on the new master of the Grey-
friars Second.

“Todd, if you are daring to jest with
me on this subject——"" exclaimed Mr.
Gilmore, at last,

“Not at all,
wonder.

“You say that the escaped convict's
n4omao Was [}ﬂnrg:a Waring ¥

“Yes, sir—it's in  the papers—it's
posted wp outside tho police-station at
Courtheld—"

ik ﬂh !Jl

The effort that the SBecond Form
master made to recover his composule
was visible to the eye, and almost pain-
ful to witness. Peter Todd’s eyes were
fixed on him, as if fascinated. There
was suspicton now mingled with the
wonder in Peter's face.

“¥ou may go,” sald Mr, Gilmore,
speaking calmliy. “I shall waste no
more words on you, Bunter. I warn
vou, however, that if you couple my
name again with that of an escaped
convict, I shall complain very seriously
te Dr. Locke, and request that you may
be expelled from the school.”

“Oh, lor'!"™ gasped Bunter.

“You may go!™

Mr. Gilmore sat down again and
picked ii;h some Latin papers on his
table, eter Todd could not help
ﬂnﬂ;ing that the papers shook in his

and.

He left the study gquite bewildered.
Billy Bunter rolled after him down
Masters' Passage. At the corner, he
clutched Peter by the sleeve.

“I say, Peter—"

LE
r

gir " said Peter, In

“(Oh, dry up!” said Pater Erriln.'ﬁ:nl.,;i
“Did you notice whether his hair
was dyed?”

“Bother his hair!™

“Oh, really, Peter—""

Peter Todd jerked his arm away, and
hurried off. ‘There was suspicion in
his mind now; which he certainly did
not intend to confide to Billy Bunter.
If Mr. Gilmeore was not, as Bunter
suppozed, the escaped convict himself,
he knew something of the man, that
was clear to Peter Todd. There was
some strange and mysterious connee-
tion, at least, between the master of
the Greyfriars Second, and ‘the hunted
fllg:tlve_fmm Blackmoor Prizon. On
that point there was ne doubt in
Peter’s mind, and it was a startling
and discomforting discovery.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Very Queer |

ki OURL deal, Snoopey.”
Harry Whearton started as
he  heard Skinner’s voice.
The words showed that
Havold Bkinner, the black sheep of the
Remove, was at his old game—in a
rather unexpected place.

The early winter dusk was falling,
a3 Wharton strolled through the nilil
E1niatﬂfs—ﬁ516ﬁt and deserted at that
QU

The captain of the Remove had been
out of gates since class, and had re-
turned s few minutes late for lock-up.

Once the schonl gates were locked,

of the lip.

there was no admiitance without
fellow giving his name to Gesling to be
reported in due course to his Form-
master, The captain of the Remove
very naturally did not want Mr.
Queleh to be bothered with such a
trifling matter. He was not anxiouvs
to add Lity lines to those he had already
on hand.

S0, as there was still ample time
before call-over, he entered by ‘way of
the -Cloisters—where an ancient wall
gave easy access to an active climbher—
a spot well known, as & maitter of fact,
to most fellows in the Lower School at
Greyfriars, Strolling out of the
Cloisters into the quad, there would be
nothing to indicate that he had been
out of gates after lock-up. Skinner’s
voice came to his ears quite unexpect-
edly from the shadows that were
already deepening among the old
stone pillars and arches.

“Last deal, Skinner,” cameo Snoop's
voiee. “It's getting jolly dark here”

“Light enough tll ecall-over!™ said
Skinner.

“It's cold

[

too [
“Youre losing,

LR

you Inean?’ came
Skinper’s unpleazant voice.
“0Oh, rats! I'd rather be in the
gtud .‘:"
-=§¢. would I, only that rolter Win-

ate of the Bixth might look in. He
looked in yesterday, and I could see
i his eye what he expected to find out,
blow him."

Harry Wharton came through the
stone pillars, and glanced at the two
black sheep of the Remove. Sidney
James Ellﬂu}p gave & sudden start.

“ Who—what——" he ejaculated,

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Only little me,” he said.

“Oh, you asz! You startled me.”

“Did you think it was Wingate of
the Bixth?"” asked Harry, with & eurl
“Berve you right if it had
been. ™

Skinner looked up at him,

“Couldn’t mind your own bizney, b
way of a change? he suggested.
“What do you want here?”

“Not riﬁ:}ur company, at any rate,’
answerad the captain of the Remove
contemptoously. “I heard you speak-
ing, as I came along, that's all, Any-
body might have heard you.”

“I told you it was risky, playing nap
here, Skinner,” muttered Snoop.
“That man Gilmore strolls in the Clois-
ters sometimes.” :

“0Oh, rot! You've heen out of
bounds, Wharton,” =aid Skinner.
“Nice sort of example for a maodel
youth to set to the Form. Do you
mind my mentionin” ithat I'm shocked
al voauf”

" Fathead I

Harry Wharton went on  his way,
leaving Bkinner and Snoop to finish
their hittle game; though he was
strongly tempted to take the two sports-
anen of the Remove by their necks, and
knock their heads together. It was
cold and growing very dusky in the
Clonsters, and Sidney James Snoop, at
least, was not cnjoying himself-—por-
naps because he was losing., Skinner,
who was winning, did not scem to mind
the cold and the growing gloom. Dut
both of them were careful not to speak
again above a whisper, after the start
Wharton's sudden appearance had
given them, ‘The Cloisters were gener-
ally quite deserted at dusk; but thern
was always a possibility of cars that
might hear.

The captain of the Remwove had
almost reached the end of the dusky
Cloisters, when he stopped suddenly
and peered round among the shadowy
pillars.
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“Ts that vou, Skinner, vou fathead?®”
he exclaimed.

There was no reply. ’

Wharton stared about lum, convinced
that he had heard a stcalti‘liy
close at hand. He naturally y
that Skinner was “stalking ™ him
through the Cloisters, by way of a jest.
It wes not likely that anyone else was
lurking there.

Wharton frowned.

In the silance, he caught a sound of
hurried breathing, and he made a dash
under the shadowy arch from which 1k
came. If & practical joker weas ﬂngging
him through the Oloisters, intén

to startle that practical joker emphatic-

niﬂi. :
shadow flitted before him, and
vaniched round a stone pillar.

Ay hat!™

Wharton caught a glimpse of a brown,
thick overceat; and he knew now that
it- was not Skinner, Skinner was in
Etons. And though he koad only a
momentary glimpse of ithe figure, he
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could sec that it was too tall for
Skinner—indeed, he had an impression
that it was too tall for even a Sixth-
Form man.

and

Wharton pansed a moment,
then pursucd the shadowy figure, If
some stranger had penetrated into tho
Cloisters, the man had ta give an
acgount of himself. That Mr. Gilmore
often strolled in the Cloisters, he knew;
but a master, of course, would not have
dodged away in this  surreptitions
manncr. He heard hurried breathing,
and hurried, though stealthy, footsteps,
before him in the dusk; and he amiled
as he fellowed: for the unknown lurker
had dodged into an arched way which
led nowhere, the outlet having been
welled-up long ago.

He came suddenly on the shadowy
form as it turned.

“Hold on, whoover you are,” said
Wharton coolly. *Who are you, and
what do you want here ¥

Then, as he peered at the face turned
towards hirm in the shodows, he started,
and fushed erimson. :

“Oht! I beg your pardon, sir! I—1
bad no idea it was you, Mr. Gilmore.”

The captain of the Eemove beat &

step qébite -
suspected

ing:
to startle him, Wharton wag prepared

B Bﬂh.l

hurried. retreat, covered with confu-
sion, without waiting for the master of
‘the Second to reply.

He hurried on to the quadrengle,
and to the House.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry
met him as he came into the lighted
Housge, “You're late. Ihd Gosling
nail you?’

“No; I gotin through the Cloisters,”
énswered Harry.

“ Anything f:appr_-ncd?” azked Bob,
scanning s face,

“Well, yes, It's awlfully queer!”

“Czive it a name!” .

“Mr. Gilmore was in the Cloisters.”

“ Nothing queer about that—-he often
mooches about the Cloisters,” answered
“It’s his favourite walk, I bhe-
thera lots of

if he

Love.,. I've seen him

times."” _
“Only he dodged away as

wanted to: svoid Ee‘ing:ﬂuﬂn;"
Wharton coloured under Bob's aston-

1shied sbare.
“It's-a fact,” he said. ''I thought it
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was some tramp or somebody who had
sneaked in, and ran him down. And
it was Gilmore."

“My hat! What did he want {o dodge
a Lower Fourth man for?"” cjaculated
Bob. “Bure it was Gilmore "

“Yps, ass. Blessed if 1 know why
he wanted to dedge ocut of sight, but
he did. Isn't it queer?"

“Jolly queecr, 1f you're not dreaming,
old chap,” grinned Bob.

“Oh, don't bo an ass,” E.r:mted Whar-
ton. “I suppose I know Gilmore's faco
whon I gea it, though he was dressed
diffcrently from usual. I can’t make it
out. Still, it's no biznoy of mine, [
HHF%SE. What about tea ™ !

*Ready in tho stu:!i:, and waiting for
you,” said Bob cheerily.

And the two juniors went up to the
Remove passago, and Wharton dis-
missé_-d the peculizr incident from his
mindg.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

“Por It 1
{3 H, chuck it!"” muttered Snoop.
“Another pgame!” urged

BSkinner,

“Rats! Tt's too dark.”
“Lots of light ret.”

“Rats!”

Skinner shufled the cards.

With the eards shuffling in his thin
hands, and a cigarctte sticking out of
the corner of his mouth, Skinner looked
the arrant young hl}ﬂiﬁgl‘mﬂi that ‘he
was. He regarded his comrade with &
sneering grin.  Sidoey James Snoop
was & bad loser, and he was angry and
sulky. He, too, was smoking, but. he
was obviously fod-up with the fasci-
nating gamo of nap.

“Dh, one rhore round, old bean”
sald Bkinner ainly “Luck will turn,
you know."

“Yeon wouldn't want onother round
if you thought so,"” grunted Snoop.

“Be a sport, you know,” urged
Skinnor.

He began to deal the cards, Bnoop
watching him sulkily, disinclined {o
play, but tempied by tho hope that for-
tune might change. Tt was af that
moment that a hurried footstop was
heard among the shadows of the Clois-
ters, and & figure camo quickly up—so
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quickly, that the newcomer almost
stumblod over the two jumors.

2n gave & gasp of terror.

A tall man in s thick, brown over-
coat stopped and stared at the two
juniors, and one glimpse of his face was
enough for them. They koew the well-
marked features of the master of the
SBecond Form, though the man was
strangely dressed, muffled up in the
thick overcoat, with a cap pulled down
over his cars and his forchead.

The ecards scoemed to frccze
Skinner's palsicd hands.

“Mr. Gilmore!” he stuttered.

The noxt instant thoe man had ‘fassml

on, and the shadowy pillars hid him
from the terrified eyes of the juniors.

Bkinner and Snoop stared at one
another 1n terror.

At that moment they did not fecl hke
gmrlgwa voung sportsmen, recklessly
ofying the rules of the school. They
felt like what they were—a pair of
young rascals fairly caught and in
danger of expulsion.

Why Mr. Gilmore did not stop to
spoak to them they did not know, and
id not care. It was enough for them

Tar Maoxer Lipsany.—No. 1,040,
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that he Bad secn them, and seen how
they wwre occupied. z

Snoop threw away his ciparetie -with
a trembling hand.

“We're done for now ! he muttered
huskily., "“Oh, you fool, Bkinner! The
study would have been safer than this,
Wingate or no Wingate!” :

“*What's tga good of telling me
that 1" snarled Skimner. “Who was to
guess that that rotter would be leafing
about herc at dark?”

“Wo're caught now!"

BLinner made no reply to that. It
was only too obvious that the black
H-hﬂﬂi? of tha Bemove wera caught.

Skinner was as thorcughly scared as
his associato, though he had a httle
mora nerve. Ho hurriedly concealed
the cards and the cigareties in & crevice
of the flagged Hoor of the Cloisters. At
least he did pot want to have any in-
criminating evidence upon him when
he was called up before the Head.

Snoop watched him, with a scared
snoer.

“Fat lot of good that is!"” he mut-
tered. “Do you think Gilmeore didn't
see the cards, and the smokes, tonl"

“He may not report us™ said
Skinner. * After all, we're not in his
Form. He has nothing to do with the
Remove. !

Sngop laughed harshly.

“Do you think any Greyiriars nlaster
would see two fellows smoking and
gambling without reporting them7” he
gmapped.  “Don’t be =& fool! We're for
it, now, both of us. It's the sack !

“If it's a flogging, we can stand it.”

“It won't be & flogging. We've boen
warned before!” groaned Snoop. It
will ba the sack this time !

“Oh, shut up!” snarled Skinner.

Harold Bkinner had only too much
reason fo fear that it would be the
“gack " this time. Skinner's record was
not good in his Form, and he bad re-
caive] more than one warning from his
Form-master, and more than one from
the Head. And the present case was

an absolutely fagrant one; there was
no excusa and no explanation. The two
young rascals had been fairly caught.

In a dismal mood they himped out of
tho Cloisters and made their way across
the dusky quad to the House.

It was near tima for calling-over now,
but they fully anticipated being called
to Mr. Quelch’s study before Hall. The
Remove master was not likely to delay
in such a matter. Mr. Gilmore was not
likely to delay in making his report,
or the Remove master in acting upon
it. It was in a state of sheer terror
that Bkinner and ESnoop entered the
House,

“I say, vou fellows,” Billy Bunter
blinked  at them, with a fat grin, “1
S‘“{E ”what.’ﬂ up 1 You leok awfully
S1CH.

“8hut up, you fat toad!™ growled
Shinner. 4

“th, really, S8kinner——  Yarocooh!”
roared Bunter, ag 3kinner gave him a
savage shove and he sat down.

Skinner and Snoop went into the
Rag., There they waited for the call to
My, Quelch’s study.

Bt it did not como,

Call-over came, and the two culprits
limped rather than walked with the
rest of the Lower Fourth into Big Hall.

Mr, Quelch was taking the roll.

Two or three other masters wore
present, among them Mr. Gilmore, of
the Second. He did not glance at the
Romove, and Mr. Quelch gave the two
shivering voung rascals no speciak atten-
tion. It was evident that they had not
been reported yet.

After call-over Bkinner and ESnoop
went out with the Remove. They went
up to the Remove passage, worricd and
wondering.

“The beast mayn’t ba going to repork
ug, after al,” said Bkinner hopefully.
““Ha mayn't caro anything about fellows
whe ain't in his Form.”

“Rot ! said Snoop.

“Wall, he hasn't reportod us yot.”

“Playing with us, like o cat with a
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mouse,’” groaned Snoop. ‘' All the fags
_n:rl'”f.hc Sccond say ]'1«13:’:::;L a beast. Eunlfsm
15.

“I believe he's a pood-natured man,™
said Skinner. “The fags loatho him be-
cause he won't let them slack as old
Twigg used t%”

“You think he's good-natured enough
to let us off 1" sneered Snoop. “Jo ¥
queer schoolmaster, if he did. It’s his

duty to report us, and you jolly well
know it!"

Skinner nodded gloomily, feeling his
brief hope fade, Mr. Gilmore migﬁt be
good-natured—in fact, was known to be
good-natured, in spite of the low opinion
the Hecond had of their Form-master,
But no man could carry good nature
to the extent of passing over what had
been seen in the Cloisters. That would
ﬁn: be good nature, but a dereliction of
uty,

Snoop went into Study No. 11, not for
prep. He was in no mood for prep.
What was the use of prep when he was
expeeting every moment to be called
up by his Form-master, to be taken to
the Head and expelled from the school 7
The prospect of it made the wrelchod
Snoop feel guite dizzy. Never had e
young rascal repented more deaply thau
did Sidney James Snoop in those dismal
moments; but repentance—as it often
does—came too late. In a state of
guavering funk Snoop waited for 1he
chopper to come down.

Skinner went along to Study No. 1,
where Wharton and gblugant had taken
out their books for prep.  Tho black
sheep of the Remove was not a welcomo
visitor in that study; and he would
have been told so, in the plain English
that was characteristic of the Lower
Fourth, had not the juniors there noted
the haggard 'wretchedness in his face,
which quite disarmed them.

“What on earth’s tho matter,
Skinner | exclaimed Wharton, while
Frank Nugent stared wonderingly at
the crestfallen sportsman.

Skinner shuf the door.

“I'm for it!” he muttered,

“What's happened 7” asked Nugent.

“I've been spotted.” '

“Oh!” said Harry. “In the Cloisters,
do you mean, where I saw you i .

“Yes,” groaned Skinner.

“Well, vou asked for it.”

Skinner gave tha captain of the
Remove a savage look,

“Rub it 1n,” ho said bitterly.

“I don’t want to do that,” said Harry
quietly, “I'm sorry for wou, if you
come te that. . I'd help you if T could.”

“B30 would I,” said Frank Nugent.
“When o fellow's down, it's not much
good telling him it was his own fault
But I suppose there's nothing we cun
do, Bkinner, if you're caught out

“I—1 don’t know. If you were lo
speak to Gillmore, Wharton i

“{zilmore I repeated Frank.

“It was Gilmore caught you ? asked
Harry. "I supposo it would be. I saw
him in the Cloistors after I saw you.
Has he reported. you to Mr. Quelch?
Ho would go to Mr. Quelch, not to tho
Head, I think.”

“MNot yet. He can’t have, as Quelchy
has said nothing. 1 can't understand
it,” muttered Skinner. “Do—do you
think he's likely to say nothing about
it, a5 I'm not in his Form®"

“That's rot! He couldn't keep such
a thing dark. You and Snoop wero
smoking and gambling. He saw that, 1
suppose 7

“Yes,"” muttered Skinner. . ]

“"He couldn’t keeg that dark; it's his
duty to report you" .

“Blow his duty!” snarled 8kinner.

“Well, he would be bound to do it.
Anvhow, ho's jolly sure to. It's odd
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that he dido't speak to Quelchy before
call-over.” :
“Bnoop thinks he's playing with us
like a cat with a mouse.™

“That's ret! Gilmore's ot that
sort.”

“Then why hasn't he acted already "

“ Goodness knows! Are you sure he
recognised you "

Skinner's face ‘Tbrightened for a
moment with hope at the suggestion.
But it was only for a moment.

“He must have recognised us.  He
was as near as I am to you, and ho
gtared right ot us, and went on with-
upl:h speaking & word, He knows us all
right."”

“He may be thinking it over. Any-
hew, he's bound io report you, if he
knows you, DBetter make up your mind
to that.”

“If you werc+o speak to him,” mut-
tered Skinner.

“What could I sayi®" ]

“Well, you're my Form captain, and
vou might put in a word. Ask him lo
go easy, because—because you know I'm
not that kind of chap. You know I've
never done anything of the kind before,
and all that. He's new here, so he may
take it In—"

Skinner broke off at the expression on
the face of the captain of the Remove,

“I can't go to Mr. Gilmore and tell
him a pack of lies, Skinner,” said
Harry quietly. “It would be no use,
gither; he would be bound to speak to
Mr. Quelch.” )

“Then 1t's all up with me,” groaned
Bkinner. “¥You'll seo me sacked from
Groyfriars to-morrow. I darc say
that's what you want.” .

““Nothing of the kind,” said Harry,

There was a hurried footgep in the Cloisters, and

e
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with a compassionate glance at the
wretched junior’s face. “I'd help you
if I could. I hope I'd help any fellow
who was down on his luck. What
shout going to Mr. Gilmore yourself "

“What good would that do?”

“Jt's a chance, at least. Tell him the
truth, that you've played the fool, that
you're sorry, and that you'll never do
such a thing again, if he gives you a
chance., That might make ﬁim keep it
to himself, though I warn you that he's
the man to kecp an eye on you after-
wards, and see that you kept your
word.”

“1 don't care about that, so long as 1
get clear of this,” muttered Skinner, ™ If
—if you think there's a chance—"

“It can't make matters worse, any-
hn:-}l;'. a3 he knows what you were up

“That's true,” muttered Skinner. "I
—1I think I'll try it on. It can't do any
harm, as you Eaéy.” i

And Harold Skinner left Study No. 1
with a faint glimmering of hope in his
breast. Wharton and Nugent looked
at one another.

“Looks like
Skinner,” said

the for

long jump
Frank.

“I'm afraid so, but I hope he'll geb.

offi I don't want to see any Remove
man sacked from Greyiriars.”

“ Mo fear! Buat—well, Skinner has
asked for it a lot of timed, and it looks
to me as if he's got it now.”

The door of Study No. 1 opened, and
a fat face and o pair of large spectacles
glimmered in,

“1 say, you fellows—7"

“ (Oh,. hook it, Bunter "

“] say, Skinner's just been in here,”
eanid Buanter, blinking inquisitively at

a figure brushed hurriedly by Snoop and Skinner.
One glimpse of the man’s face was enough for the
iwo juniors.

Snoop gave a gasp of horror,

“ Mr, Gilmore ! ** stutiered Skinner,
(Sze Chapter B5.)

the chums of the Remove., * What's
the matter with him ¥

“Find out, fathead!”

“That's why I'm asking you. I say,
ha lopked as if he'd scen a ghost when
he came in. He looks now as if ho
were going to be hanged!”

i Oh dl’j" up ]-;:n

“Ho shoved me over when I asked
him what was up” said Buaoter,
“HBeast, you know, I'd have jolly well
licked him, only—well, he's not the sort
of fellow a man would care to soil his
hands on. Do you fellows know what's
up with Skinner.  You might tell &
chap. Of course, I shan’t mention it.”

“Sure you won't mention it? asked

Hu%cl:tt. . _

“(h, quite, old chap!” said Bunter

eagerly. “ You can trust me.” ]

‘.Igunh‘:r’a fat face frmirly blazed with
inquisitiveness.

Hatrict confidence ' asked Frank.

“Yos, rather! What is it 7" breathed
Buntor.

IH"HB'E thalescuped
vugent gravely.
"{’f’ha-n-t o 4
“Heep 1t dark.”
Billy Bunter stared blankly at Nugent

for ﬂ.hmﬁmmt. Then he spluttered with

wrath.

“Yon silly ass! You footling chump !
I didn't ask for any of your idiotic
jokes. Look _hers, tell me what
Skinnor's dona?" -

“You've heard of the Great Fire of
London ¥” .

“Tha CGreat Fire of London! What
about that?” o

“Bkinner was the man who did it!”

“Han, ha, ha!” roarod Wharton, guite

TaE MaGgneT Lisrary.—No. 1,040,
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cntertained by the expression on
Wilham George Bunter's speaking coun-
tenance.

“ You--you—you—" gasped Bunter.

Slam!

It was clear to the Owl of the Remove,
by this time, that his thirst for informa-
tion would never be slaked in Study
No. 1. Ha departed from that study in
wrath, and closed the door Behind :i:ﬁm
with a slam that rang along the Kemove
passage from end to end.

e

THE SIXTH (HAPTER.
Getting at Glimore }

i AMMON, of ecourse!”
Gatty of the Second.
“Of course!” said Nugent
TN,

¥ Just Bunter's rot.”

Wk Juﬂt- E?‘f )

“ Bunter's major is o gassing chump,
just like Ms minor here,” remarked
Myers. " Ain’t he, Sammy 1" :

Sammy Bunter grunted. That his
major, William George of the Remave,
was o gassing chump, Sammy frecly
admitted. But he declined to sce any
family resemblance between William
Georga Bunter and himself.

wieill, it will mako the Beast sit up,”
said Gatty.

*Bure fo.”

“Then it's a go.”

“It's a gol” agreed a crowd of the
Zecond Form.

The Second were in their Form-room,
ready for prep.  Prep was not quite duo
yot, and Mr. Gilmore bad not arnived.
Faﬁ::-wa in higher Forms did thgzr prep
in their studres, but the fag Forms—
the Second and the FThird—had to pre-
pare their lessons in the presence of
their respective Form masters.

Even under the benign rule of Mr.
Twigg, the Greyiriars Second had never
loved prep. Under Mr. Gilmore they
ioathed it. R

The Beast—in the Second Eric Gil-
more was never called by any other
name-—either believed, or affected to
heliove, that the Sceond Form were at
Greyiriars to learn things. i

Under this belief, or affected belief,
Mr., Gilmore saw to it that they did
learn things.

The Second Form wero absolutely
satisfied with the present state of their
knowledge. They did not want to in-
svease it. They would have allowed it
to. decreaze with perfeet equanimity.
Mr. Gilmors was not satisfied with the
state of their knowledge, or want of
knowledge, which he appeared to regard
ws a state of benighted ignorance.

He never told the Becond what he
thought of the methods of their former
imnaster, the lats lamented ngdm But
he adopted different. methods—very
different indeed. He had been hardly
e couple of weeks at Greyfriars, as yet;
but alrecady the heads of the Second
Form ached with the knowledge that
Erie Gilmore had erammed into them.
FFags who had hardly known the differ-
ence between hic, haec, and hoe, now
knew these things well, and many
maora.

No longer was Gally able to state,
with conviction that “ Britannia est
insula ” meant that Britannia was Insu-
alted, like an electric wire. He did not
vvant t¢ know better; but he know
botter, all the same. WNo longer was
Hammy Bunter able to pass a pleasant
morning dozing on & back form and
sucking toffce. Both dozing and toffes
wora parred under the rule of the
Doast.

No moro could Dicky Nugent find a
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harniless and necessary entertrinment in
shying inkballs at other fellows in
class. ” Inkballs were things of the past
in the Becond Formi-room. No longer
did tho Sccond s a Form masfor
who would say, *Well, well, you must
remember another time!” when a
delinquent stated that he had ' for-

otten ¥ his lines. Lines imposed by

Tr. Gilmore, and forgotten, were
doubled. Memories in the Second Form,
on the subject of impots, had sharpened
wonderfully. wholo lorry-load of
little grey books could not have done it
in the time,

In this state of general improvement,
the Greyfriars Second were not burstivig
with gratitude towards the master who
had so improved them.

Later in life, no doubt, they would
remember Mre. Gilmore with gratitude.

Just at presont they loathed him.

Ho Billy Dunter's tale of an ocecaped
convict was received with rejoicing in
the Second.

Not, of course, that any man in the
Second Form suppesed, for a momernt,
that thero was anything in it.  They
took it for gi'ran’l,ful. thet it was only
another sample of the well-known idiocy
of the Bunter family. _

But it was welcome, ‘all the same.
Anything that was up against Erie Gil-
maore waa welecoma,

Whila they waited for Mr. Gilmore to
come in aod take them in prep, on this
particular evening, the nd wora
debating a great whecze, propounded b
George Gatty. It was agreed on all
handg that it was a “go®

The big blackboard had been set up,
and Gatty had a chalk ip hiz grubby
fingora.

Under the admirin
eyes of the Becond
ceeded to display his abilities
artist,

He chalked a convict on the black-
board. :

Gatty of the Second was not-2 Anished
artist. He was rather given to draw-
ing; but sometimes -ho drew Bonzo, and
sometimes Felix, But nobedy but
Catty over knew which ~was which.

nd now, as he drew & convict on the
ﬁlﬁ{:kbnud to mect Mr. Gilmore's eyes
when he came into the Form-room, the
gdsiring and encﬂurn?mg lences of
Farm-fellows grew a little dubious as
the sketch grew and grew. _

“Look hero! Chuck that!” said
Dicky Nugent abt last. “No time for
games now.  You wore going to draw a
gonviet.”

(Gatty logked round.

* ¥You priccless dummy [

“Look here—"

“'m drawing & convict.”

dL Dh IlJ .

Nugent minor had been under the im-
pression that Gatty was drawing a tree.
Still, as Gatty was the artist, it.had to
be supposed that Gatty knew what he
was drawing. It appearcd a little
doubtful, however, whether Mr. Gilmore
would know. .

(atty proeceded with the chalk. Per-
haps oven Gatty realised that the
fizure on the blackboard did not lcap
to the eye, as it were, as a convincing
convict, Perhaps he had heard of that
ancient Greek who, in order that there
should be no misapprehension, wrote
under his picture, “This 18 an ox.”
Gearge (atly, baving completed his
figure, wrote under it in large capitals:

“RONYICT NINETEEXN.”
That inscription put the matter be-
ond -doubt. Even if the picture
ooked as muel liko a tree as a conviet,

and as much like a steam-engine as a
trec, the title sottled it

and cncouraging
ormi, Gatty pro-
as 4an

he replied.

—;

“There! What
that " inquired Gatt

15 ' convict? apelt
asked Nugent minor.

“Yea,” enid Gatty,

think of
£ K I‘E?P

do  you
at last,
with =

in a tone of

finality,

“0h, all right! T say, you ought to
havé put on some broad” srrows, you
know. Convicts have bread arrows on
their clobber.™

“1 have put on some bhroad arrows—
lots of themy. Where do you kecp your
eyes 3! asked Gatty scornfully,

“He cught to have a cropped head,”
remarked Sammy Bunter. “Convicts
have their head bobbed, you know.™

“Ho's got o cropped hiead.”

Fé Dh]!l

These details, visible only to the
artist’s ‘eye, had to bo taken for granted
by the rest of the Second. PBut it was
agreed that whether the picture lefi Mr,
Gilmore in doubt or not, he could not
bd in -dgubt about the title that was
written underncaeth,

pa say, the Beast may be here any
minute,” observed Myers; and at that
timely hint there was a tush -of the fags
to take théir places.

Gatty earcfully rubbed the chalk from
his 'fingers on his trousers. He did not
want. Mr, Gilmore te find him with
chalky fingers, It was true that his
chalky trousers furnished a clue 'thet
would not have vequired the sagacity of
B Ferrers Locke to follow:. But a

follow could not thiok of everything at
once; at all events, OGeorge Gatty
couldn't.

There was a step outside the Form-
V00T,

“Here be comes!” breathed Nugent
minor,

And there was a breathless hush as
Are. Erie Gilmore came in,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Washout |
B. GILMORE glanced at las
Form with his ﬁ:ylnasa.nt sinile,
: “The Beast™ had a very
pleasant smile.

The Second, 1n fact, could have liked
him had he been any other Form's
Form master,

The fags wondered whether he would
notice, at once, the blackboard sland-
ing on its ecascl out in the middle of
the room, where it certainly ought not
to have boen at that moment.
~ Mr. Gilmore did not secm to observe
it.

He went to his desk, and the fags ex-
changed czcited glances, and there was
a murmur of whispering.

v, Gilmore loocked at his Form
again,

A much less keen and observant young
man than Eric Gilmore would have
divinod what it was. His attention was
drawn ‘to the blackboard, and he walked
round it to look at it, perhaps sur-
mising that some caricature had heen

depreted there. .
There was & hush in the Second.

Mr. Gilmore, standing in front of
the blackboard, Was ttmmd}nﬁ; very still,
his eves fixed on Gatiy's high art.

He was between hizs Form and the
blackboard, so they could sce only his
back; and the back of his head, of
course, did not express his feeling in
any way. ‘

For some moments he stood examin.
ing the piclure on tho board, and the
Qecond waited with a tensenesz that was
growing painful.

What was the Beast thinking, of?
Still more important, what was he
going to do? Gatty gave lhis grubby
paws another surreptitious rub on his
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trousers. Suppose the Beast found ount
who had duﬁwu t.hat.hlik'{-nmiﬂf G&nvlfﬁ
Ninoteen? Suppose he " took it out ” o
the whole Form if he didn't find the
culprit?! In Mr. Gilmore's absence
Catly's wheeze had scemed no end of a
wheeze for making’ the Beast *squirm.”
But in Mr. Gilmore's presenco, it did
not zeem so much of a wheese. Gatti-
bogan to wish that he had Ieft the chalk

the blackboard alone, as the long
seconds extonded into minutes, and still
Mr. Gilmore stood silent, staring at the
chalked figure. Why didn't the Beast
‘movo or spealk?

He moved and spoke at last. Hoe
turncd round to hizs Form, and there
was & slight smile on his face.

“Who drew this?”

No answer,

“No doubt it was a member of mv
Form,” said Mr. Gilmore pleasantly.
“1 should like to know his name.”

Silence, L.

“¥Vear are wall aware that it is not
allowed for boys in this Form io chalk
on the blackboard,” romarked Mr.
Gilmore. ' Gatty "

Gatty jumped.

“0h! Yes, sir!” he gasped.

“Tid you chalk on the blackboard ™

“Oh! gasped Gatty helplessly,

How did the Beast know? he won-
dered. He had rubbed the chalk off
his fingers, and, moreover, his hands
had been behind him. Gatty was not
aware, at the moment, that there was
a smear of chalk on his nose.

“ Answer me, Gatty!"” said Me Gil-
more, with a touch of sternness.

“Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped Gatty.

Gatty did not deny the soft impeach-
man, for two resaons. In the frst
place, it was considered bad form to
tell a lie direct. In tho second place,
it was obvious that Mr. Gilmore knew
perfectly well that Gatty was the
guilty party. _

“¥au chalked this—ahem l—figure?’

Yoz, sir!"” murmured Gatty.

::'EHLB:F is it intended to represent?”

N daubt it is.intended to represent
something,” said Mr. Gilmore. *I de-
sire to know what.”

Some of the Second Form grinned.

“Tt—it—it's a convict, sirl"™ stut-
tored Gatty.

“Tndeed ! T should searcely have sup-
nozed 50, said Mr. Gilmiore. " But the
inseription underneath wonld seem fo
bear out vour statement. No doubt you
wrote that alsa??

“%on, pir, 1" mumbled Gatty.

“You must not ehalk on the hleck-
hoard, Gatty. I shall, however, nass
that over on this cccasion, only warning
you that it must not be repeated. But
vou appear fo ho under the mpression,
Gaity, that the word ‘convict' 13 spelt
with 2 * K.” That is a mistake.”

“I told you so, you ass!™ breathed
Nugent minor. ]

“Tid wou speak, Nugent minori”

“Oh! T—T—" ‘

“Kindly be siloant. After oreparation
this evening, Gatty, vou will write ont
the sentonce one hundred times, * Con-
vict is spelt with a “C"'"

“0Oht stammered Gatty.

"Weo will now proceed,”
Gilmore. .

And the Second Torm proceeded with

rep.
¥ The incident was closed.

The feelings of the Becond Form
could scarcely have been expressod in
words. The gibe had fallen utterly fat.
Mr. Chilimore gave no sign whatever of
understanding that the drawing of a
eomvict had been intended to refer to
himself. CGatty's great wheeze had ab-
solutely mizsed fire.

said Mr.
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Had Mr. Gilmore flown into a temper
and caned the Form all round, it would
have been inful; but at least the
fags would have known that they had
made the Beast “git up.” They would
have known that there was a tender
spot, as it were, where the Beast could
be touched on the raw.

BBut Mr. Gilmore did nothing of the
Lind: the affair was closed as a matter
of ahbsolutely no importance, end
nothing remained of it but an ympot
for Gatty on account of his bad
spelling.

Prep dragged through wearily in the
2econd Form room,' i’h‘- Gilmore was
keen on his work, but he was no sharper
than usual; there was mo sign what:
ever that he had been annoyed or
engered.  Obviously—te the fags—the
Beast was not to be drawn by any re-
ference Lo convieta. ;

It did not occur to the inexpariencad
tinds of the fags that Erie Gilmore was
taking this line intentionally, in order
that they might reeeive the very im-
pression that they were receiving, They
did not suapect that he was 'pm'mrfu]]s
inclined to cane the whole Form, an
did not do so simply becanze he did
not want the Sccond to know that he
had been touched on tho “raw."

Prop over, the Becond Form were
left to themsolves; and immediately the
Fortn master was gona there was a
buzz of voices in the Form-room

“What a gell!"” groaned Gatty.

“Rotien!"” said g]'u;rent minor.

“The Beast didn't care the least liitle
bit!" grumbled Myers. “He didn't
e'{r]ﬂt'n know we were getting at him at
allt"

“Tt's a wash-out!" said Leggett.

“Like all Gatty's wheezes!"' remarked
Dicky Nugent. “I never thought there
was anything in it, really.”

“You jolly well didn't say se before
honted Gatty.

“Well, I say so now. fathecad!™

“ailly rot!™ said SBammy Bunter.
“The Beast didn’t care a straw ! You'll
have to think of something better than
that to make him sit up, Gatty!”

Snort from Gatty. Gatty was deeply
disappointed and eore at the failure
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of his great wheeze to make the Beast
st up. N
“ Look here, you fellows were 1n 1t."

ho said. “You'll have to help me with
the lines”

”EDt-!"

“ Rubbish 1"

* Boah !

Gatty was absolulely alone in that
opinion.

The unfortunate propounder of

whoeeres sat down to write & hundred
lines, with a glum and gloomy face.
The other fags, by way of comforting
him, told him what they thought of him
and his wheozes.

All the Second had come to the con-
chision that it was quite futile to at-
tempt to “get 8t the Beast on the
topic of Billy Bunter's conviet story.
And that—had thc!r.' only known it—was
precisely the conclusion to which Mr,
Gilmoere desired them to come.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Great Luck for Skinmer!

AROLD SKINNER was loitering
dismally about Masters' Pas-
o When Mr. Gilmore came
back to his study after taking
the Second in prep.

Skinnor had resolved to act on the
sdvice Wharton had given him; it was
not & hopeful chance, but it was the
only chance he had. But by the time
he made up his mind and came along to
soe DMr. Gilmore, that young gentleman
had gone to the SBecond Form room.

Skinner waited about dismally for
him te return.  He could not, of course,
speak to Mr. Gilmore during prep with
his Form, :

Tt was a dismal wait for Skinner.

Sidney James Bnoop lad refused to
come with him. Snoop was in a state
of hopeless funk, bemoaning his fate
in his study in the Remove. Skinner,
as ho hung about waiting for the young
master, was more than once tempted to
give up the idea. Dut he continued to
wait: and at last he saw Mr. Gilmore

Tre Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 1,040,
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soming round the cormor of the

passage.

The young man passed -him without a
glance, and went te his study.

Skinner noticed that his face was very
thoughtful, and that there was a deep
line in his brow,

Ho augured ill from it

That there had been any unpleasant
or distressing episode in. the Becond
Form reom at prep, Skinner did not
guess, and he tock 1t for granted that
Mr., Gilmore's dark, thoughtful look
was cansed by his own case.

As vet, ho knew that nothing had been
mid, for tho simple reason that he had
not been called up by Mr. Quelch. Why
the Second Form master should take so
long to think over the matter before
reporting him, Skinner could not guess,
He might have drawn hﬂEc from the
circumstance ; but the dark e¢xpression
on Mr. Gilmore's face as he passed the
wretched junior in the passage almost
banished fmpn

Skinner hesitated for long minutes;
but he screwed up his courage and fol-
lowed Mr. Gilmore to his study at last.
If ha was going to bo reported, and
Aogged  or sacked, an appeal to the
Hecond Form master could make mattors
noe worse, i 16 did not make them
hetter. But Skinner's hand was shaking
as he tapped at Mr. Gilmore's door.

“Come in!"

Harcld Skinner entored.

My, Gilmore wag standing by his fire,
staring down intn the red embers, the
thoughtful expression still darker on his
handsoma face. Ha glanced at Bkinner,
and raised hiz eyebrows a little, as if
surprized by the visit of a fellow whe
did not belong to his Form.

“Exeuse me, siv V' stammered Skinnaer.

“Cortainly! Do you wish to speak to
me i

“Yoe, sir, f—if vou'll let me.™

“Pleaso come in I

Skinner advanced into the study. He
could not understand Mr. Gilmore's
manner in the very least.

His loolk was civil enough, but utterly
indifferent. Assurcdly he did not look
like & man who held the fete of the
wretched junior in his hands, impend-
ing over his head like the sword of
Damocles.  Snoop had surmised that

master was playing with the miser-
able culprits like a eat with n mouse;
and Skinner wondered whother Bnoop
was right. At all events, the line Eric
Gilmore was taking was very difficult
for him,to understand.

“Well 1" said Mr. Gilmore, with a
tontch of impationce, as Skinner did not
speak, His manner only indicated that
he did not wizh fo be disturbed.

k]

#§—T1 wanted to—to ask you, sir—-
stammered Skinner.

“¥You wish to azk mo something

“Yes, sie?

“Well, vou may speak,” =aid Mr.
Gilmore. “Kindly lose no more timo.”
He looked at Skinner with some atten
tion. “You are o Roemove boy, I
think ™

“Yes, sir.”

“1 am not aware of your name.”

Skinner breathed quickly, Was that
why the man had not reported him yet?
Yet he knew that Blanner was a Remove
man, and that was sulicient for a report
to Mr. Quelch.

“Bkinner, sir,” ;

“Well, Skinner, what do you wish
ask mal’

OIf=if vou'd let me off, sip—"

“"What?™

“Mo wnd Snoop, sir,” stammered
Akinnar. “We—we—we'd be very
thenkiul, sir, if you'd give us a chance.

T1'Ee Macxer Lisgany.—No. 1,040.

mumbled the junior.
io

When you came on us in the Cloisters,
BIT, WE—Wo—we ;
Skinner broke off, in sheer astonish-
;_m:—nt at the expression on My, Gilmore's

R,

“I do not understand you, my boy,”
said the Second Form master. 1 have
no recolloction of seeing you and Snoop
in the Cloisters.” .

“Wha-a-at!"” gasped Skinner.

“Ia this some absurd jest?” snapped
My, Gilmore. "1 have not been in the
Cloisters to-day, and certainly have not
observed you and Snoop there. What
do you mean, Skinner?”

“I—I1-1—" gurglc{l Skinner. He
was untterly astounded.

“¥ou have been playing some trick, I
suppose, #and t'n.u{:iﬂg that you had been
observed,” said Mr. Gilmore, hig hand-
some foce breaking into a smile, " Yon
are quite mistaken, Skinner,”

“Oh!" gasped dkinner. :

“1 #rust it was nothing of o serious
nature,” said Mr., Gilmore, his face
growing a little stern.

Skinner could only stare.

“The Cloisters are my favourile
walk,” said Mr. Gilmore, “and once or
twice I have noticed eigarette-cnds there
Iving about, and sospected that some
foolizh boys smoked there. Is that it?"’

*0Oh, no—yog——" stuttered Bkinner,
hardly conscious of what he was saying,
in hig bewilderment,

With absoluto clearness he recalled the
face that had looked at him and Snoop
in thae shadowy Cloistors—the face of
the Second Form master. Was the man
mad? Had he actually forgotten the in-
cident, or was he telling falsehoods for
some reason that Skinner could not even
begin to understand? Skmner felt his
mind, usually keen and cunning, quite at
SCH.

Mr. Gilmore's eves were sharply on
his face. S

“If vou and Snoop were smoking in
the Cloisters, Skinner, 1 recommend yow
to go to your Form master and confess
your folly, and promise amendment,"”
said Mr. Gilmore. “ As I am not your
Form master, I shall take no heed of
what you have told me vndoer a mis-
aﬁpmhensinn. You had better go, I
think."

“Yez, sir. Thank you, sir!”
moered the bewildered Skinner,

He went dazedly from the Second
Form mastor’s study.

His mind was fairly in a whirl.

That Mr. Gilmore had seen ithe two
voung vascals smoking and gambling in
that secluded corner of the Cloisters
Skinner was as certain ag he could be
of anything. Yet the master of the
Seccond professed to have no knowledge
whatever of the matter.

That, so far as it went, was reassur-
ing. If, for some mysterious reason, Mr.
Gilmore wanted to pretend that he
hadn't scon what he must have scen,
Bkinner was only too willing to give
him his hend. It ~meant that there
would be no report to Mr. Queleh, no
calling up before the Head, no Aogging,
and no “sack.” Skinner could searcely
believe in his good luck. But what on
earth did it all mean?

He hurried to Btudy Ne. 11 in the
Remove. Sidney Jamdés Snoop was
there with Stott.

Stott was at prep; but Snoop was
rambling mizerably about the room,
uwnable to work, unable to sit down, or
keep still. Never had Bidney James
Snoop been in such a state of miserable
funk and apprehension. He give
Skinner a savage and dismal glare as he
camg in.

“Soen Gilmore?” ha mutterad.

& Ymirl‘

Snoop felt a throb of hope at the ex-
pression on Skinner's face. IHe could

stam-

see that a weight had been hifted from
lu?' contrade’s mind.
He—he— Is he golng to keep ib
dnﬁ!’;'.'?" he breathed.
£a ¥a

“Oh!™  Bnoop fairly Eautucl with
relief.  Frederick Stott looked up from
his prep.

“You're in luck, then!” lLie remarked.

Snoop sank into & chair, almost over-
come with relief.

y g here, 8noop,” said Skinner,
ou saw that man. looking at us in the
Ee?ﬁtﬂrﬁ. Whom did you take him to

“Eh? It was Gilmore,”

“Well, I know it was,” said Skinner.
“But he szays it wasn't! BEither he's
forgotten all about it or he's pretend-
ing ‘that he has. I was fairly knocked
out.  He said he hasn’t been in the
Eimstm;a to-day at all, and that he nexer
AW us’

“Wha-a-at 7 stammered Snoop.

“That's what he says. It's jolly
good luck for us, But what the thump
;1 _?:ilinmm tetling such thumping lies

T
" Blessed if I know ! said Snoop, star-
ing. ""He was there right enough, and
:1‘:._,.‘:’“"'1" us.  He's not going to report

(1} ND_-H
o That's all T care about,” said Snoop.

He can tell all the lies he likes so long
as  he doesn't tell the truth—to
Quelchy. ™
- SBkinner nodded and left the study.
He went along to Study No. 1, where
he found Wharton and Nugent, who
had fnished prep,  The look on
Skinner’s faco told the chums of the
Ee.':tinui.;& that he was ount of his trouble,
and they were glad to see it, little as
they liked E-i-;:inngar.

::All serene, then? asked Nugent.

o Xes. You mentioned thaot yon saw
Gilmore in the Cloisters, Wharton?”
said Skinner.

“Yes, I saw him.”

“He says he wasn't there.”

2 What rot!” said Harry.

That's why he's not reporting Snoop
and me. Ha says he's not boen in the
L[ﬂlstgralm-d&y, and never saw us there.
It's ripping luek for us. But what is
he telling such lies for? ‘What's his
game Y

Wharton looked at 8kinner in amaze-
ment.

“Mr. Gilmore’s not the man to tall

hies,” he said., “That’s rubbish! -
sides, why should he?®” i
“I don't know why he should, but he

has. It's jolly queer!” said Skinner.
“1 zaw him as plain as anything there,
and so did Snoop. Awnd you say that
you saw hmm——" Z

“I ecertamnly did!™

“And he says he hasn’t been in the
Cloisters—knows nothing about Snoop
and me with the cards and smokes—
didn’t seem even to know what T was
driving at. Is he mad=—or whati"”

“Blessed 1 I can make it out!™ said
the captain of the Remave, “I kuow he
was there, because I saw him. He's
not absent-minded like ald Wiggins—
he can't have forgotten. ¥You're in luck,
anyhow I

“Yes, that part's all right,” said
Skinner. “But I'd likoe to know what
it means.”

“I give it up,” s=aid Harry, com-
pletely puzzled, * What do you think,
Franky "

“Samo here!” answered Nugent.

Skinner had to give it up, too. It was
a stroke of the greatest good luck for
him: but it puzzled and wystified him
sorely.

Harry Wharton looked at Nugent
when Skinnor was gone.
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Peter Todd rose from the fable, went to the study cupboard, and sorted out the fives bat he required. Only 2 minute had
elapsed when Peter iurned round with the necessary artiele in his hand. But by that time Bunter had flown {

“That man Gilmore seems to be an
add fish, Frank!” he said.

“He does—if 8kiuner's
truth.”

TWell, it's

telling  the

lain that he's not going
1o be rt‘pl}i.'tﬂ!g. and that looks like it.
I told you 1 saw Gilmore in the
(loisters at dusk—got up in & cap and
w thick overcoat, dodging and keeping
out of =ight. I couldn't maoke it out;
and now it scems that he doean't want
io admit that he was in the Cloisters
at all.,  What on carth can it all
wean $'

“ioodness knows! It's queer!™

And when the rest of the Co. come
ulong after prep, and were told of ihe
curious incident, Bob Cherry and
Johnny Dull admitted that it was very
quecr indeed; while Hurree Jomset
Ram Singh declared that the queerful-
pess was terrifie. And at that the
Famons Five had Lo let it go.

[==="]

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Takes the Plunge !

i IFTY pounds!”
F “(3h, cheese 1E!™
“Fifty pounds
money, FPeter,”
“Irathead ™
“I mean, & lob to o fellow like you,™
Bunter amonded hastily. “Not 30
g5 much to me! 3Sitll, I'd like to handle
etk
- e
“As I know exactly where to lay my
finger on Convict No. 18, Pefer, it

==

iz a lot of

F

(See Chapter 9.)

would be sheer waste to lob thet Lty
ponncds reward go,” said Bunter, “You
can sec that, Peter®”

Peter Todd grunted impatiently.

All the more becanse ho had uneazy
suspicions in his mind concerning Mr.
Gilmore, he was fed-up with Bunter's
conviet stovy.

It was some days since thal visit to
the Second Form master's study, when
Eric Gilmore had been so palpabiy
struck by the mention of the name of
George Waring, Conviet No. 19, of
Blyckmoor Prizon. ;

Petor—whosze tastos were quite unlike
DBunter's—had not sought to learn dany-
thing further, but had rather tried to
dismiss the matter from his mind.

He saw little of Mr. Gilmore, and
had, of course, nothing to do with a
Form master not his own; but from
what he had scen of Mr. Gilmore he
rather liked the man. Certeinly ho
admired the game of Boecer he had seen
Mr. {Gilmore put up, on Big Bide, with
tha Bixth. f thers was some con-
nection between  Erie Gilmores  and
Georgo Warinﬁ. of Blackmoor, it was
no business of Peter's, and Peter wantad
to know nothing about it.

As Peter had plenty of personal con-
cerns to oceupy his mind, no doubt he
would have forgotten the peculiar
incident, but for DBunter's constant

harping on the zubject of the escaped

convict.

The reward of filty pounds, offered
for information leading to the arrest
of Convict Wo 18, haunted Bunter's
thoughts. .

Az a low-abiding citizen it was hise

duty.to help, if he could, in the appre-
hension of an escaped malefactor, That
was how he preferred to look at the

matter. But, in int of actual fact,
Bunter was on Lhe make, as usual,
it was the loaves and fishes that

attracted him. He wanted to become
the happy posscssor of that fifty pounds,
In Study No. 7 and out of it Bunter
harped on the subject. And it was not
only from Bunter that Peter Todd
heard sbout Mr. Gilmore. The story
of Bkinner and Snoop was talked of uﬁ
and down the Remove, and, thoug
Peter could not understand that ined.
dent any more than the other fellows
could, it added to his fecling that there
was somcthing and mysterious
about the master of the SBecond.

Peter wanted to dismiss the master
of the Second and all his works from his
mind; but William George Bunter
could not let the topie drop. Fifty
pounds reward danced before Bunter's
eyes like & dazzling vision of wealth.
The fact that his story was laughed at
did not alter Bunier’s opinion in the
least, As he remarked a good many
times, he knew what he know!

“I'm going to make you a generous
offer, Pater,” continued the Owl of the
Hemove, blinking seriously at his
restive study-mate—"a really gengrous
offar, old chap!™

“0Oh, good!" said Peter. “You're
going to sguare the seven-and-six
you've owed me for two terms?"

“0Oh, really, Potor——"

(Continued on pags 16.)
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HMEhell ouk!™
hand.

“ At the present moment,” said Bun-
ter, with dignily, **I happen to be short

Toddy held out his

of ready money. I've been disap-
pointed about a postal-order.”
“Oh, ye gods!” cxclaimed Peter,

*Give the postal-order a rest, at least.
Stick to the convict!”

“I shall be rolling in it soon," said
Bunter. “I'm ﬁ‘ﬂi.ﬂg to share with vou,
Feter. You help moe to nail that
scoundrel, and 1'll whack out the
roward with you! I—I'll let you have
a Pmmn:lﬁ"

“4A pound?" repeated Toddy.

“¥es, old chap. That will 1{‘.:1\"!.':, only
forty-nine pounds for me out of the
fifty," eaid DBunter, blipking at him.
“What do you think of that for an
oifer, Toddy "

“Aren't you errin% on ihe side of
generosity ' asked Peter, with deep
EATCASIHL.

“Well, I was always a ganerous chap.
you know. Ii's always been my weak-
ness,” explained Bunter., “O0Of course,
I shall expect your help. As the matter
stands, I ecan lay my finger on an
escaped convict; but it's no good teli-
ing the Head so. I've told Quelchy,
and he caned meo!”

“{zood old Quelch!
suggested Peter.

*Do you think it would be anvy good
telling him again?”

“Yes; he would cane you again!”

Tell him again,’

“Ypu silly ass!” roared Bunter.
t hore, Peter, the proper porson
ts he told is Tmspector OGrimes, at
Courtfield.”

“You fearful, frabjous bander-
snatch ! exclaimed Pefer, aghast. “If

yvou told such a tale about a Greyfriars

master outaside the sghool, you'd be
sacked. The Head wounld kick you
flg’hlt out. Not that it would be any
osg !l

" That's what I'm afraid of,” ad-
mitted Bunter. “Of course, Gilmore
15 the man right enough. But supposze
he pulled the wool over Grimes' eyes!
He might., The police are zrather
duffers, you koow. I've often thought
that I could mannﬁe the whole thing
better if I were head of Scotland Yard.
Gilmore has fooled the Head, and he
might fool old Grimes. And, then,
where should I bet”
“Kicked out of Greyfriars [

“Well, I don’t want that,” said Bun- I

ter., ““I'm not taking the risk. That's
why I haven't been to Grimes vyet.
T've thought of telephoning. You see,
1 could telephone to Inspector Grimes
and tell him that the conviet is here.
He would come over and collar him.
Then I should put .in for the reward.
On the other hand,” explained Bunter
astutely. “if Gilmore stuffed old Grimes
snd got off, I shouldn't mention that 1
was the chap who had telephoned.
B¢o

“It would be jelly likely to come out,
all the saipe!” said Petor.

“That's why F haven!t phoned," ad-
mitted Bunter

“Well, now suppose you chuck wp
tha subject, and don’t talk any more
for & whole minute " suggested Toddy.

Trne Macwer Lipnary.—No. 1.040.

*Your jaw need: a rest—it's been going
on since rising-bell this morming!™

Bunter did not heed the suggestion.
Terhaps his plump jaw did not reguire
a rest, being accustomod to extensive
exercise. Or perhaps it was a physical
irmpossibility for William  George
Bunter to remnin silent for a wholo
minite.

“T'va thnuiht of a wheeze,” resumed
Bupter. “That's where I want vour
help, Peter; and- that's why I'm offer-
ing you o share in the reward. Bup-
pose you telephone to Grimeyi"”

“Y¥ou can suppose it,"” assented
Peter. *Buppose anything you like, old
fat man, Can you do your supposing in
silence 7"’

“Oh, really, Toddy! Look hers, its
a fellow's duty te assist in the
excoution of the law, and all that,” said
Bunter. “Besides, there's your share
of the reward—a whole pound, Toddy.
You slip into Quelchy’s study while ke's
in Common-room; and ring up Grimey.
Bafo as houses! Oonly needs a Htt‘fﬂ
nerve. Tell him the Blackmoor convict
15 heve, and ho will come over at once—
stands to reason!l’

“And suppose it came out?” sard
Peter, glaring at the Owl of the Re-
move. “Then I snould get the licking,
or the sack, instead of wou?"

“That's 1t,” assented Bunter. “You
sec, it wouldn't maiter so much in your
case, Peier. You're nobody in  par.
ticular, if you den't mind my saying so,
and 1f you were sacked, it isn't like a
fellow in my position being sacked.
You see that?”

Peter Todd locked round Study No. 7
with & scarching cye. Bunter blinked
at him impatiently.

“Wheat ere you locking for, Toddy "

“My fives bat."

“What the thump do you want a fives
bat fori®

“To lay round a cheeky fat por-
poise.”

“0Oh, really, Pater—"

FPeter Todd rose from the table and
went to the study cupboard. There he
sorted out the fives bat he required.

Only & minute had elapsed when
Poter turned round with the neccssary
article in his hand. But by that time
Bunter had elapsed also.

The Owl of the BRemove retired hur-
rigdly from Study No. 7.

It was obvious that Peter Todd was
not going to play up, even for the
muniticent share of the reward® that
Bunter had so generously offered him.
Bunter wanted a helping hand from
Toddy, but not with a fives bat in the
helping hand. He stood not upon the
order of his going, but went at once.

“Beast ! grunted Bunter, as he
rolled hurriedly alnn§ the Remove pas-
sage. O Fifty pounds going bogging !
wonde r—

It was clear to William George
Bunter that if anyone was going to
telephone to Inepector Grimes at Court-
field, the interesting news that Convict
No, 19 was at Greyiriars, that tele-
{;?nning wauld have to be done by

. G. Bunter himseld,

It was not an attractive idea,

Bunter was extremely keen on  the
arrcst of Conviet No. 18, but he had a
lurking doubt whether  Eric Gilmore
might not succeed in “stuffing ¥  In-
spector Grimes, as he had “stuffed "
all Greyfriars, with the single, solitary
cxeeption of W. G. Dunter.

1f Mr: {arimes came over and clapped
Ei{m handeuffs on Convict Mo, 19, and

1. Gilmore was marched away like
Eogene Aram
wrish, no doubt

upon his

with gyves
' be the

-Bunter woul

hero of the hour, as well as the re-
cipient of the substantial sum of fifty
poutids,

But if Mr. Grimes took the -informa-
tion as o ‘schoolboy's attempt to pull
his official leg—as was very probable—
and reported it to the Head, the out-
c?;lim was likely to be much less agree-
Ao,

Bebtween his desire to do his duty as
a law.abiding citizen, for the considera-
tion of fifty ‘pounds, and his fear of the
possible consequences, Bunter was in a
very uncertain frame of mind.

Heo drifted along to Masters’ Passage,
whare it was possible to use a telephone
in the abszencc of the owner. 'Thers
he hesitated.

It is well said that he who hesitates
15 lost.

The door of Mr. Quelch’s study had
been left open, and Bunter was able o
observe that Mr, Quelch was not in his
quarters. No doubt the Remove master
was at’ tea in Masters' Common-room,
in which case it was likely to he-some
time before he returned to his study.

Bunter biinked at the telephone,

He rolled into the study at last, and
closed the door, in fear and trembling.
He placed his fat hand 'on tho instrud-
ment, and still be hesitated. But he
jerked off tho receiver at last, and gave
& number to the exchange. A voice
came through.

“Courthicld Police Btation?"” gasped
Banter,

EE Yﬁ-ﬂl;?’

“Oh dear!" gasped Bunier,

“What 7'

“Ask Inspector Grimes to come to
the telephone.”

“Inspector Girimes speaking !" came

the -::ur’r’, incisive wvoice, “What is
wanied ¥’

Biily Bunter drew a deep, deep
breath, The dic was east now,

“Do you want Convict No. 19, who
escaped from Blackmoor Prison in the
Christinas holidays " ho asked,

“Eh? What? In the what? Is that
a schoolboy speaking '

“0h, no, not at all!” gasped Dunter,

“Who 15 speaking?”

“"A—a man—a man named Jones "
Bunter did not intend to give awav the
fact that he was a schoolboy until all
was sale, and was blissfully unconscious
that he had elready given it away,

“Have you anything to tell me?"™
snapped the inspector,

“Convict No. 19 is at Greviriars
School.™
“Wheat!” stutiered Mr. Grimes,

“Are vou speeking from Greviriars?™
~ *0Oh, no, not at all!  I—I'm speak-
ing from—Ifrom [Harrow.”

“Good gad !

“Don't got the idea into your hLead
that I'm a Greviriars man,” said
Bunter hurriedly. “I'm at Eton.
Sec ™

“Who are von

“My name’s Bmith. I say, that man
Waring—Convict No. 19—is here now—
I mean, he's at Greyfriars.  He calls
himself Eric Gilmore, and is master of
the Becond Form.  He's stuffed the
Head and all the fellows. When vou've
got him I shall claim the ceward.
See T

“Give me your name at once!™

“Robinson. ™

“You young rascal!”

dil Eh ?!‘i

" How dare you play such tricks on a
police-inspeetor? I shall come and sco
your headmastor at once !

“It ain't the headmaster,
master of the Hecond Form."

“It is your headmaster whom I shall
see, you voung rascal, and I shall sco

':'.-II

it's 'the_
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that you ave caned for this foolish
trick. ™

“Oh larct M

“Tell me your name innoediately ™

*Jackson.™

“I shall see wheiher your namc 13
Jackson when I call,” zaid Mr, Grimes
grimiy,

“I—I say, don't forgeli I'm speaking
from Harrow—I mean, Eton—ithat is to
say, Winchester " gasped Bunter. “No
good coming to Greyfriars, vou know,
if youre going to see ihe Head.
You'll waste your time coming here.”

There was no reply to that last
masterly sample of Bunter's astuie-
ness. Inspector Grimes had rung off,

“0Oh dear!™ grr:raued Bunter, as ho
put up the receiver,

Ho could not help realising that Mr.
Girimes had not taken his importangin-
formation seriously, I was set -down
28 & schoolboy jape, and Mre, Grimes
soemed annoved, Bunter's only consola-
tion was that he had concealed his
identity in such a masterly manoer.

Ha yolled to ihe door of the study
and opened it, and very nearly rolled
into the arms of Mr, Quelch, who was
not at tea in Masters’ Common-room,
after all, Bunter jumped back,

“Buanter! What are vou doing in

my study ™ demanded Me  Queleh,
frowning,

*Oh nnth[nﬁé sic 1" gasped Bunter.
“I—I haven’t been using the telephone,
sir. ™

“Bless my soul! Taoke iwo hundred
lines, Bunter!™

“(Jh dear!”

Billy Banter volled away dismally.
Matters altogether scemed to be golng
vdry unfortupately for a law.abiding
eitizen, who was only keen eon doing his
law-abiding duty—for a consideration

of Afty poands,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Arrest!

. LESS my soul !
B Dr. Locke, the Head of
Groyirviars, stared at Inspecior
Grimes over his glasses in
great astonizhment.
When the Courtficld inspector had
been announced the Head had  woun-

slered what lie could ‘possibly want at
Greyfriars, He was in a still greater
stato of wonderment when Mr. Grimes
explained.

“Tt iz really incredible ! exclaimed
the Head, *“You tell me that a Grey-
friars boy actially telephoned to you,
making the utterly absurd statoment
that an escaped convict was hiding at
Greyiviars? I can scarcely believe my
cars.”

And indeed Dr. Locke hardly could,
It was the mest startling thing ho had
ever heard 1n his long carcer as a
schoolmaster,

““That 13 the case, sir,"” =aid In-
spector Grimes,  “The boy who tele-
phoned gavo me a false name—in fact,
soveral false names. He appears to be
an .unusually stupid and obtuse hboy.
But hoe made the definite statement
that an cscaped convict, who is still at
large, was at tho present momont at
Greviviars School.”

“I need not tell vou, Mr, Grimes,
that the absurd statemont 1s utterly
without foundation,” ]

“Quite o, sir,"” azsented the n-
speetor. My view iz that a schoolboy
who attompts to  play aur:[i foolish
iricka upon police-officers  should  bo
punizshed as a warning. "

*1 fully agree,” said the Head, “The
boy shall certainly be discovered and
goverely punizhed. I am szorry you

sliould have been given such trouble by
any Greyfriars boy. You are assured
that tho call came from Greyfriarsi"

Yite," said Mr, Grimes,

“The mmtter shall be investigated at
onee, and you may iake my assurance
that this ' practical joker will be
adequately punished,” said lhe Head,
with emphasis,

That point being seitled to ilie mutval
satisfaction of the two gentlemen, Dr.
Locke expected Mr, Grimes to toake his
leave, DBut Mr, Grimes was in no lury
to take his leave,

“I have ne doubt, sir, that the affair
15 a foolish and reckless practical joke,™
he said.  “ MNevertheless, as an officer
of the poelice, I have no choice but fo
take some notice of ithe matter. The
boy referred to a Mr. Gilmore. I
suppose there is no objection to my see-
inﬂ Mr. Gilmore?"

r. Locke raised his evebrows.

“Nonc!™ ho .answered, “DBub it i
surely  unneccessary to acquaint Mr,
Gilmore with the fact that a foolish bhoy
has so insulted him,”

“If the matter is io be investigated,
gir, it can hardly remain unknown to
Mr, Gilmnore," suggested the inspector.

“That is true. I can only surmise
that it is some foolish boy in Mr. Gil-
more’s own Formm who has done this—
perhaps in thoughtless revenge for some
punishment,” said the Head. * 8t]]—"

“The fact is, sir, that although the
matter appears to be a foolish practical
joke, it is & very singular one,” said Mr.
Grimes. " Something must have put the
1dea into the boy's head. It 15 not an
1den that would ocear to any boy with-
out something to sugmest if, The boy
who telephoned has obvicusly heard of
the ezcaped Blackmoor convict, and anch
maiters do not, as a role, coma within
the knowledge of schoolbovas.  Another
circumstanee is, that, slthough it is some
weeks since War-

R
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“The gentleman who was mentioned,
this Mr, Gilmore, has been. with you a
lunp;_ tima, doubtless?’ asked Me.
(Grimes.

“"No: he commenced his duties lere
this' termt,” sard Dr, Locke. “Ho hes
taken the ploce, temporarily, of a Form
master who is away ill.”

“"He is doubtless well known to you I™

“Not personally,” said the [Head.
“But by reputation, of course, As you
ma casily imagine, tihe strictest
eredentials are required from anyone

applyving for a post at Greyiriars.”

* Naturally,” assented - Mr. Grimes;
Lut there was a gleam in his eve now,
It was, at least, anothoer coinecidence thas
the scoused mman was new st the school,
and personally unknown to the head-
master, Mr, Grimes was boginning to
think that perbaps that communication
on the telephone was not, alter all,
whaolly a schoolboy prank.

That Dr. Locke had to be salished
with the credentials of any man apply-
ing for a post on the Grevfriars staff,
was, of course, obvious. Bub it was
equally obviaous to tho keen police-
mspector, that Dr. Locke was the kind
of gentleman to be deceived by a cun-
ning and desigmng rogae. Mr, Grimes
was quite determined not to lenve the
school without having had an intorview
with the new master.

H“TF you desire te sec Mr. Gilmore Y
will request him to step here,”™ said the
Head politely, but somewhat coldly.

“In vicw of the peculiar circumstances
sir, it would be more satisfactory to ali
parties.”

*Yery well,” .

Dr. Locke touched the bell, and when
Trotter appearcd, ho dirccted him to
reguest Mr. Giltnore to come to the
study.

The Head's manner was a little chilly

(Cantiued overfeaf)

ing cscaped  from

Rlackmoor, Lo is
still at large, and
ithe polieo of this
county have beon
warned to look out
for him.™

“1 Thardly see
why,”  said De.
Locke. “ Black-
moor Prison iz in

Surreyv, I beliove™

“The man has
been  tracod into
Kont,” explamed

Mr. Grimes. "I-Ie|.
has hcocen seon on
soveral  occcasions,
cnee  near  Maid-
stone, and once or
twice nearer in this |

direction. It =
known that he has
been able to  dis-
cia.rc} _ his -.:iln' Tt
clothing, an 4]
obtain ¥ other gar- DESIGNS
menta. The fact

that ho 1 in all
prohability in this
part of Kunt is a
very curious coin

cidence,”
The Head looked
slightly hmpatient,
No ecoincvidenee,
or anything olso
justified a police
officer in mmpmir:g
1
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“ CONVICT NINETEEN!"

(Continued from previous page.)

when the door closed behind the House

age. He could not help teeling thet
il.r. Grimes was rather over-déing his
official- duty. ]

“ Ne doubt this gentloman, Mr. Gil-
more, is & man of a certain dge, sir,”
the 1napector remarked casually.

# 1 beliove he is about twenty-five, Mr.
Grimes. " answertid the mead, wihout the
romotest suspicion in his scholarly mind
thet he was being drawn into giving a
description of the new master.

Indpector (Grimes* eyes snapped.

“Pwenty-five!” he murmuored. By
an odd coincidence tho precise age of
the man missing from Blackmoor.

““He may be a year or two younger or
oldar,” said’the Head., *1 really cannot
undertake to say, e is certainly a very
cititmable young man, and has given
avary satisfaction here.” ygnd

"'i{ rather tall young man, sir?

“Oh, yes, quite tnll:_snmegf_ham near
sit feet, I should say!” The Head's
mmnner wag growing curt.

o Prubnﬂﬂr_ vou have never noticed the
colour of his eyes,” the inapector re-
marked blandly. .

“1 cannot say that I have,” said Dr.

[ -1

“ Maturally, sir,” said Mr. Grimes,
very heartily., *I should notice such =
detail as a matter of course; every man
to his profession. ¥You might not notice
i wocks whether hiz cyes were blue
or not.”

The Hcad started a little.

“Now 1 recall it, Mr. Grimes, Mr,
Gilmore's oyes are bluc.” he eaid. I
had not specially noted it, but I recall
it mow. It signifies llDLhiIi%’."

"It significs this, sir,” said Mr
Grimes deliberately, “that Mr. Gilmore
sppears to bear o ‘very remarkalile ro-
spmblance to the man missing  Irom
Blackioor, and the boy who telephoned
to me must have noticed that re-
somblance. He bas seen the published
gdescription of the escaped convict,  and
has applied it to Mr. Gilmore—very
foolishly, o doubt.™

“Yery foolishly indeed,” eaid the
Head. “1 should condemnn him more for
such & wicked suspicion than lor & mere
foolish practical joke.™

“NWo doiht, sir—no doobt[” assented
Mr. Grimes.

Hiz hand ran inte his pocket, and
something jingled there,

Mr. Grimes was exceedingly anxious
to lay hands on the esraped convict, who
had bafled the police for long wceks
*since his escape from Blackmoor Prison,
He was willing to take any amount of
trouble to follow up the slightest clue,
And he was glad now that he had called
st Greyfriars.

A gentleman whe so closely resembled
an eacaped conviet was required to give
gn account of himself, in Mr, Grimes'
apinion.

There was a sound of footsteps in the
pumi;ﬂ. and Mr. Grimes stepped back

unickly, so as to be behind the door when

newcomer entered. A tap came ab
the door.

“Come m " said the Head quietly.

Unsuspicious bld gentleman as he was,
he could pot misunderstand Inspector
Grimes" movement, and his face Bushed.

The door opened, and Mr, Gilmore
ontered.

“You wished to see me, sir?" he
asked, in his pleasant voice.

“ Yos; pray come in, Mr. Gilmore,”

The young man closed the door and
advanced inta the study, not for the
moment observing Mr. Grimes, his cyes
beifg fixed on Dr. Locke. He became
" - aware of Mr. Grimos’ '
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as the portly Courtheld inspector stepped
forward and laid a heavy hand on his
shoulder,

“George Waring, you are
prisoner " said Inspector (Grimes.

Click [

It came like & flash, and Dr. Locke,
with hiz eyos almost starting from his
head, saw the handcuffs on the wrists of
Eric Gilmore, the master of tho Grey-
friars Second Form.,

my

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man !

RIC GILMORE stood for some
E moments like a statue, as if
turnéd to stone. Io stared at
the hendcuffs locked on  his
wrists, hardly Knowing how they had got
there. Inspector Grimes' plump face was
full of o grim satisfaction. IIE had not
tha-slightost doubt that he had snared
his “lird.” The amazement and grow-
g anger in the young man's face did
not affect him at all.
~ “You are my prisoner, George War-
mg,” he repeated.

Ur. Locke started to his feet., His
face was acarlet; his silvery hair fairly
bristled with indignation.

“Mr. Grimes, what does this mean?
Are you out of your senses?” he
exclaimed.

“No, sir!" said Mr. Grimes quietly.
“] have arrested a man who has been
wanted for weeks, whose deseripbion is
posted up outside every police station in
the county.”

Mr, Gilmore found his voice. Amaze-
mont, or rathker stupefaction, had held
him silent for long frometits,

“Bir, how dare wou place these
mahu]ci:m upon me? Remove them at
onca [

The inspector smiled grimly.

“Hardly, Mr. Waring—or Convict
No. 19, whichever you prefer to be
called. Dr. Locke, I am sorry to give
you this shock : but thiz man jz wanted,
and I am bound to arrest him. He has
deceived wou as to his identity, of
course——""

“He has done nothing of the Lkind,
sir 1" exelaimed the Head.

“You were surely not aware that he
was eorge Waring, who escaped from
Blackmoor just after Christmas?®"

“1 am awara that he is Erie (il-
more, Master of Arts of Oxford, and a
man of impeeccable character and repu-
tation !"

The inspector snorted. He did not
like the Head's tone, and he did not
like the angry¥ scorn that gleamed in
Mr. Gilmore's eyes. But he had his
prizoner, and he had not the slightest
doubt I..I’mt. the Form master was the
man he wanted.

“Will youn remove these handeuffs,
sir 7" said Mr. Gilmore, in & low, con-
centrated voice of anger.

“Silenece, wvou!" sald Mr. Grimes
grufly. “If you deny your identity,
you will have every chance to speak for
vourself later! At present my duty 1s
to get you to the station! Dr. Locke,
may I uso your telephone to summon a
taxicab 7"

“ Bless my soul!"” gasped the Head.
“You—you intend to take this member
of my staff to the station?"

* Gortainly I

“Before doing so, sir, let me speak,”
said Mr. Gilmore, more quietly. *You
are making a terrible mistake ™

“1 shall take the rizk of that!” said
Mr. Grimes derisively. “If you are not
George Waring, you are his twin, ab
least—and I have still to learn that
Convict No. 19 has & twin brother !”

Waring has no twin

answered  Mr, | Gilmore
steadily. “But he has a half-brother
two years younger than himself, and I
am that half-brother.”

“'Mr. Gilmore !"” exclaimed the Head.
h"l‘ha master of the Second turned to

11,

I was unaware, 5ir; when I accepted
& position hore that my half-brother,
{George Waring, was & convicted
priscaer at-all. I had not seen him
for years, and had Tost all touch with
him. It iz only since I have been at
Cireyfriars that I have made tha dia-
covery. A foolish boy in the Remove,
who by some chaneo encounterod
Waring in the Christmas vacation, sup-
posed that. T was the man when he saw
me here, and teld his Form master so.
The likemess is 3o greab that it excuses
this officer's present mistake.”

Inspector Grimes compressed his lips.
He could not help being impressed Ii;lj'
the young master's mannper, but he was
far from willing to admit that he had
made a mistake.

“8Bince the circumstances cama to my
knowledge, Dr. Locke,” went on My,

“Geor
brother, ¥

Gilmore, “I have beon debating in my
‘mind whether it was m ity to
acgquaint you with them. I ﬁaﬂ not yab

decided ; but now, of course, I have no

‘choice in' the matter, "My half-brother

was at school with me years ago.
have not seen- him sinca I left school,
but I had reason to believe that he had
gone to the bad, though I was not awara
that he had been sent to prison. At
school we were nicknamed the * Biamese
Twins," on account of our likeness to
one another.”™

_ "And thet school?” rapped out the
inzpector. “df the matter is as you
state, there muit be many witnesses,
and—-"

“Woddhouse School," said Mr. Gil-
more. “My old headmaster iz still
headmaster there, and will answer any
questions on the subject.”

“Oh ! muttered Mr. Grimes.

“As for my own identity,” resumed
Mr. Gilmore, with a faint smile, " thak
15 easily proved. I can call & score of
men belonging to my college at Oxford
to identify me, il necessary. Dr. Locke
has seen my credentials, and is nok
likely to be deceived in such a matter,
but it iz easily put to the test. More-
over, if you oxaminoe me a little more
attentively, sir, vou will see that,
although I am my hali-brother's double
in many respects, there are certain
differences which would make it 1mpos-
sible for anvone acquainted with hoth
of us to mistake one for the other.™

“Indeed !"" eaid Mr. Grimes curtly.
* And what aro those differences?!"

“My hair is light in colour, and
George Waring's hair is dark.”

Mr. Grimes set his lips again. Ha
took a paper from his pocket, and ran
his eye quickly over it.

“Quits sol” he assented m!uctnntii,'.
“"But the colour of the hair i3 easily
altered for the purposes of disguise.”

“YVou are welcome to ascertain
whether my hair is dyed, sir ! gaid Mr.
Gilmore, smiling. .

The inspector looked at him grimly,
with an expression very like that of a
bulldog who sees his bone taken away.
It was being forced into his mind that
he had indeed made a mistake. The
likeness between Mr. Gilmore and
George Waring was undoubtodly strik-
ing and unusial, though if they were,
as the woung master stated, half-
brothers, it was fully accounted for.
Mr. Gilmore was _wEuing cap and
gown; but whon his mortar-board was
removed, revealing a rather thick mop
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* George W. n are my prisoner }** sald Inspector Grimes. Click ! Tt.came like a flagh ; and Dr. Locke, with his

eyes almost stariing from his head, saw the handcuffs on the wrists of Eric Gllmore, the master of the Second Form.

of fAaxen hair, even the disappointed
inspector could noet doubt that it was
naturally light hair; he could not havo
been deceived by the most skilful dye.
tlh]'!mir. Grimes was not fecling happy

en. .

He had been ahsolutely certain of his
man, and now he knew that he had
handeuffed & man who was no more
(George Waring than he was himself.
In szilence, with a very red and a very

rim face, he removed the handeuffs
rom Erie Gilmore’s wrists,

“Blesz my soul!” said Dr. Locke.
“You understand now, My, Grimes,
that you have made a mistake?"

“1t would appear so, sir,” sajd Mr,
Crimes reluctantly. “I cannot blame
myself or the Greyfriara boy who sup-
posed that he was giving me valuable
mformation. Mr. Gilmore apswers to
the deseription of George Waring in
avery respect but one, which cscaped
my notice for the moment.”

“A most anfortunate resemblance,”
said the Head.

“Very 1" grunled the inspector.

His eyes were still upon AMr, Gilmore

with lingering suspicion. But the
handeuffs had disappeared into his
pocket.

#“I—I ber wyour pardon, Mr. Gil-
more ! he said, with a visible effort.

“Pray say no more, sir,” said the
young man courteously, *“The mistake
was & natural one, though wvery dis-
agreceble for me. If yon are satishied
now I have no complaint to make.”

“I—I am satisfied!” muttered the
inspector.

Yot some vaguae suspicion =till lin-
gerad in his eyes

Mr. Grimos rather hurriedly took his
leave, deeply  disappointed and

{See Chapter 10.)

chagrined. He felt that he had made
a fool of himself, and vet he had not
been to blame; the keenest police
afbcer might have made the same mis-
take in the same circumstances.

There was silence for some minntes
in Dr. Locke's study after the Court-
field inspector had gone.

The hcadmaster broke it.

“This iz most unfortunate, Mr. Gil-
mora " ho said ab lest.

“I agrec with you, sir," said Mr.
Gilmore, in a low voice, “and I think I
catch your meaning, sir. A man whose
half-brothet has sunk into the ¢riminal
classes is not suitable for a post at
this school. This unhappy resemblance
may lead to further mistakes and mis-
apprehensions of a very disagresable
nature. I place my resignation in your
handa, sir!"

“* Nothing of the kind, Mr. Gilmore !”
answered the Head. “ You are not to
blame in any way for your relative’s
faults; your own name and reputation
arc unassailable. It iz extromely un-
fortunate, and I need not say that your
connection with this men Waring should
not ba spoken of or made known ab
Greyfriars. You have, of course, no
communication whatever with hima ¥

“MNone, sir,” said Mr. Gilmore,
colouring. “It was almost a stunning
blow to me when 1 heard his name mcn-
tioned as that of the convict whe had
cscaped from Blackmoor. It is many
yvears since I have seen bim or heard
from him, and I have no intention of
seeing him or hearing from lim again
in any circumstances whatever.”

“Then this unfortunate relationship
need ‘make no diffevence to your posi-
tion here. I shall not accept vour re-
signation Mr, Gilmore! You aro a

valued membor of my staff; and will
remain 5o " _

“You are very kind, sir!"” said Mr.
Gilmore, in a voice full of comotion, “T
shall try to prove that I am not un-
gratefuk!’

*Let the matter fall into oblivion as
goon as possihle-" gaid Dr. Locke. “Nao
doubt the man Waring will soon be re-
captured, which will demonstrate to
anyone who has observed the likeness
{hat it is merely & likeness and nothing
more. We will gay no more about the
matter, Mr. Gilmore.”

“Thank you, sir!"” said the master of
the Second.

And he took his leavo of the Head,
his handsome face darkly clouded as he
wonts

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Bad for Bunter !

b SAY, you flellows!” ;
DBilly Bunter burst into the
Rag, wiﬂﬁ_mciicment in his fat
15

faco. very  spectacles
gleamed with it,
“1 say—" hoe gasped. “He's after

him." 4

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Who's after
whom?" asked Bob Cherry. :

“He!” gasped Bunter. “He's after
him! I've seen him=—I mean he—that
is, him—and him—I mean he's after
he—him " The fat junior scemed to
be getting & little tangled. “That
convict, fou know—-"

“(Oh, vy hat!  Shut up, Bunter!”
roared a dozen voices. Nobody in the
Rag wanted to hear anything about
Bunter's convict.

“Heo's after him!” shrieked Bunter.

THE MacxeT LipRary.—No. 1,040,
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%He's come here to collar him!

ge¢ him taken away handeuffed!”
"Who!' yelled Peter Todd.
“Him ! gasped Bunter. L
“And who's going to take him

nwnfv?" demanded Nugent.
“Him—he— 0Old Grimes——"
“*Inspector Grimes " exclaimed

Harry Wharton.

“Yes; from Courtfield.”

“Mean to say that old Grimey has
come over to Greyfriars?™ excleimed
Johnny Bull. 3

“¥es!” gasped Bunter. “He's just
bean shown in to the Headl! I was

.hnagin my eyes opon. He's here.
H a? T {ha {mnvilgf" ;
eter Todd stared at the fat junior.
“You frabjous owl! Dhd you have
the neck to telophone to Grimes?” he
ejaculated.
“Oh! Np!
Bunter hastily.

Certainly npot!” said
“PDon’t you think I
koow anything about it—I don't
Nothing at all. I—I just hap-
pened to see Grimes come in. That's
all, Besides, it was a fellow's duty lo
let him know the convict was here.
There's the reward, too!” ’

Mhan you telephoned to the police
station?” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

¥No, I didn't—I mcan, not unless he
arrests that convict,” said Bunter cau-
tiously,. “If the fellow stuffs him,
and gets off, T'm keeping it dark. Not
that% telephoned anyhow, haven't
the faintest idea who telephoned to old
Grimes." ]

“Did anybody?” asked Squiff.

“Oh, yes, that's why he's here. Not
me, vou know,” said Bunter anxiously.
“1 was <areful not to mention my
uame.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wall, Grimey hasn't comie over on
the war-path,” said Peter Todd, “He's
come over {o tell the Head that a
silly owl shas been trying to pull his
leg on one of the school telephones.
You'll be wanted soon, Bunter. Put
some exercise books in vour bags.'

“Oh, really, Toddy——"

“Has even Bunter been such a price-
less idiot as to spin that yarn to a
police officer!” said Bob Cherry, in
wonder.

“{h, really, Cherry! It's true, yon
know—the man's an escaped convict.
Look here, you come along and see him
taken away—in irons, vou know.”

“T don't think!'” chuckled DBob.

But thera was a general exodus from
the Rag. If the Owl of the Remove
had really brought a police-inspector
to Greyiriare on a fool's errand, the
Remove fellows were interested to see
what would come of it. They had no
doubt that the outcome would be a
flogging for Bunter.

5“511! s little army of fellows
gathered mnear the end of Head's
corridor, and when Trotter was sum-
moned by the Head's bell, several
fellows asked him whether Inspector
Grimes really was there—and learned
that that much, at least, was correct.
The Courtfield inspecior was there—
and when Trotter ceme back along the
passage, they learncd that he was sent
to fetch Mr. Gilmore. This caused

reat excitement; and Billy Bunter's
at face beamed with triumph, DBunter
had not the slightest doubt now thal
Eric Gilmore had been sent for to be
errested; and he was preparad now to
own up that he was the fellow who
hed phoned to Mr. Grimes,

A sea of eves were turned on Mr.
Gilmore when he ceme along the
ecorridor, The young master E.'Tm'ﬁ.‘:&li
st the juniors, apparently surprised to
gee 50 many of the Lower School
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gathered there; but he passed on hishim in. But he realised that there was,

way without a remark and disappeared
into the Head'a study.

Bunter gave a breathless chuckle.

“Now he's for it!” he gasped.

“Did you mention Gilmore’s namo o
Grimey on the phone?” asked Peter,

“Eh! Yes, of course!”

“You frabjous dummy! GGot thoze
exercise books in your bags?"

“0h, really, Peter—

“You'll need ’em, soon.”

“Yah!”

Excitement was keen, and growing
keener. More and more fellows ceme
along to join the ecrowd at the corner
of ad's corridor—among them, some
of the Second Form. It was time for

rep in the Becond Form room; and

r. Lilmore had not turned up there
punctually as usual., The talk among
the Remove fellows caused Dicky
Nugent & Co. of the Second, to ex-
chan blissfui glances. If the
“Beast” really was in trouble with
the police, there would be no prep in
the Second Forme-room that evening.
But this was oo good to be true, ali
the fags felt that.

Minute followed minute, and the door
of the Head's study did not reapen.
The watching army of juniors would
have given & great deal to know what
was going on behind that closed door.
Even fellows who were not usually in-
quisitive in the least, were very curious
indeed now.

“He's arresting him, you fellaws”
said DBilly Bunter, with econviction.

“He's taking hiz time about it, then,™
grinned Beb Cherry.

“The timefulness is  terrifie,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I daresay the villain®s trying to
stulf him—but he'll have him all right,”
declarad DBunter.  “You'll zee what
ynu'll sea,

“And what we shall see 15 & faf
idiot  called on the carpet for a
ﬂuggmg,” sald Frank Nugent. i

“It's too good to be true!” sighed
Nugont minor. *“No such luck.”

“You young rascal,” sald Frank.
“Do you wank your Form-master to be
takén up by the police?"

“Yes, rather,” said Dicky promptly.
“T shouldn't wonder if he's & bad hat,
f'lust_ as Bunter says. Look at the way

e makes a fellow work.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Here they come! breathed Bunter.

The Head's door opened at last. But
it was not “they ” who came. It was
the ]mrtl?_- figure of Inspector Grimes,
of Courtheld, that emerged: and he
came alone. He cameo down the passage
with his ponderous tread, and with a
frowning brow; and only too evidently
without a prisoner. Billy Dunter stared
at him, his little, round eyes growing
wide behind his glasses.

The inspector gave the crowd of
juniors a frowning look, and passed on.

ut  Bunter, in hiz excitement and
eagerness, caught at his sleeve az he

passed
him*™  he

“Haven't
demanded.

“What ' snapped the inspector.
“Him! Haven't you got him—iho
convict? stuttered Bunter,

Mr. Grimes gave the fat junior &
rim look. ™o doubt there was a
amiliar ring in Bunter's wvoice, that
reminded him of his unknown inter-
locutor on the telephone,

“Bo it was you who rang me up!™
he grunted.

Bunter jumped.

Had Inspector Grimes come along the
ﬁa&saga with a handcuffed prisoner,
unter would have been only too eager
to claim the distinction of having called

you got

after all, to be no arrest at Groyiriars.

“Oh!” he gasped. “Oh! Noi I
haven't been near Mr. Quelch’s tele-
phone. I—I don't know your number
at Courtfield, and I never thought of
looking in the directory. Nothing of .
the kind.”

Mr. Grimes eyed him surlily. But
pethaps be realised that the Owl of
the Remove had only made the zame
mistake that he, himself, had made,
deceived by the reosemblance of Mr,
Gilmore to the missing conviet. He
said no more, and went on his way.
Bunter, was glad enmcugh to sce him
go. Somsthing, evidently, had gone
wrong; and Bunter was not now
anxious fo claim the distinetion of
having called in the police. 2

“I say, you fellows, that convict has
stuffed that silly idiot somehow,”
groaned Buonter.

“You fat duffer?” said Harry Whar-
ton. “It must have been easy enm:iﬁ
for him to prove that he was not
mean, if Mr. Grimes suspected for one
moment that he was.”

“But he 13 the man, you know."

“ Fathead 1* : : _

“Here comes Gilmore,” said Hazel-
dene,

There was silence, as the master of
the Second Form came back from the
Head's study, All the juniors could
sce that he was looking disturbed
and harassed. Hoe walked with his
eyes on the floor, and did not cbzerve
the crowd of fellows till he was guite
close on them. Thern he started a httle,
halted, and Gxed a frowning look on
them.

“ Bunter " X

The Owl of the Remove wriggled
behind the other fellows. DBolsover
major and Skimmer gave him a shove
together, and he tottered towards Mr.
Gilmore.

“Oh! Yes, sir!” he gasped. “IE
wasn't meo.” ]

“You telfghnned to Courtfield Polics
Station, I think, Bunter, repeating to
Mr. Grimes the absurd statement you
had already .made in the school.™

Mr. Gilmore's voice was very guiat,
but there was a glint in hiz eyes. The
juniors stood silent. They were not
surprised that the Second Form master
was angry. The besttempered of
masters might have been angerod by
what the Owl of the Remove had done.

The denial died on Bunter's lips under
the stern gaze of the young master. He
mumbled helplessly, palpitating with
terror.

“You have acted very foolishly and
very disre tfully, Bunter,” said Mr.
Gilmere. “ You have given Inspector
Grimes a journey here for nothing, and
wasted your headmaster’s time—and my
time. I have hitherto treated your
folly with lenieney; but I feel bound
now to report your conduct to your
Form master.”™

“0Ow!" gasped Bunter,

Wr., Gilmore's eyes fell upon the
Second Form fags in the crowd.

“What are vou boys doing here®™ he
asked. “It 1s past the time for
preparation in your Ferm-room.”

4 Dicky Nugent and his comrades fairly
nw.

Mr., Gilmoroe walked on.

“I—I—1 say, vou fellows” groaned
Bunter, “I—1I say, I—I shall get an
awiul licking from Quelchy.”

“What did vou expect?” asked Petor
Todd.

* Beast [

“You can't say vou didn't ask for
it,” prinned Skinner. “Butb perhaps
Gilmore will forget to report you. He
forgot 8noop and me the other day.”

[
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“J—1 say, Toddy, old chap, Quelchy
will believe that 1 phoned,” groaned
Bunter, *“He won't take a follow’s
word about it. I—I say, it's really
your fault, you know. You—you gught
to own up that you did it.”

“11" velled Peter.

“Well, 1 asked you to phone—you
can't deny that,” zaid Bunter. "If

ou’d not been such _a beast, I shouldn’t
Ee in the serape. Look here, 'gﬂ'll go to
Quclchy and own np— arocogh
Loggo my ear, you beast!

Ten minutes later Willlam George
Bunter was called into Mr. Quelch’s
study. Remembering the story of
Skinner and Spoop in the Clowsters,
Bunter had had a faint hope that Mr.
Gilmore might forget to reéport himm
That hopo proved ill-founded.

When Billy Bunter emerged from his
Form master’s study, ho wriggled his
way to the Bemove passage with man
groans. ‘Lhe episode had ended, wit
nothing but a severe caning for Bunter
as the outcome—and the [ifty pounds
reward scemed farther off than ever.

s iy Py

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Dicky Nugent Makes a Discovery |

ICKY NUGENT jumped.
He was alarmed; and he had
-reasan to be alarmed,
Only ten minutes  belore,
Richard MNuogent of the Second Form
haed watched his Form master walk
away to Musters’ Common-room with
Mr. Quelch to take tea there. It
was the day following the visit of In-
gspector (Grimes to Greyiriars; and that
day Mr. Gilmore had been mucl: less
od-tempered than useal in the Sccond
orm-room. No  doubt the extra-
ordinary conduct of Bunter of the
Remove and the Courtfield inspector’s
vigit to the school had irritated him.
That was natural enough and it was
very probable that the Second Form
had an irritating effect uwpoen nerves
glready irritated.

Mr. Gilmore had been quita c¢ross
several times, and Richard MNugent had
actually been caned—a caning that was
quite different from the gentle Hicks
Dicky had somotimes received from Mr.
Twigg. 'Chat he had been idle, careless,
and impertinent did not count: he had
been all these things in Mr. Twigu's
tima without getting such a licking.
Richard Nugent of the Second Form
was benf upon vengeance,

That was why he had watched Mr.
Gilmore walk away to tea with Mr.
Queleh, and slipped into his study after
o wasz gone. he “beast” was safo
for half an hour; more than time for
Richard Nugent to fill his slippers with
gum, and his inkpot with bieyele wil,
and pour cinders into his clock.

And now—

With sach 2 beast as the Deast, a
fellow never could tell! It was with
anazement, amnd more alarm  than
amazement, that Dicky Nugent heard
his FForm master’s voieo in the passagoe
a3 he stood by his Formn master's table
in thoe study. For some reason, or no
reason, Mr. Gilmore was coming back
to the study without having had his tea
with the others mastors!

Dicky jumped as ho heard the well-
known woice. 'Rhe inkpot on the table
was already full of oil: ong slipper
recked "-"-‘it?l gum—the other was in
Dicky's hand, ready to bo operated on.
It dropped from the terrified fag's
hand to the Hoor

He was fairly c-auglht.

He gave one wild glance at the
window—it was o casement window,

Still at large, Con-
viet MNineteen, with a
price on his head, lurks
in hiding awaiting a
chance to {flee the
country.

His amazing resem-
blance to Mr. Gilmore,
the temporary master
of the Second Form at
Greyiriars, suggests a
daring plan. to the
“wanted "' man that
will, with luck, bring
him his freedom.

But heaps of diffi-
culties have to be over-
come belore Convict
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and had it been open, Dicky would Lave
taken the risk of a leap into the quad.
DBut it was shut—and there was no time
ta open it and jump—he kunew that.
The voice he heard was almost at the
door—the DBeast was coming to his
study with somebody else. ;

Richard Nugent shivered with dread.

Caught there, with the oily inkpot
and the gummy zlipper as incontrovert-
ible evidence against him—he shuddered
at the prospect. And the Deast was
already in & bad temper!

A hand was on the deor handle, when
Lk Nugeht woka to sudden action.
Hardly thinking of what he was going

to do, he dived under the table. “There

was, fortunately, a8 cover on the table
which reached i:ﬂ.if-way to the foot.
Dicky was thinking of nothing but of
getting out of sight—with a vague hope
that the Heast might not discover him—
if he was dizcovered hiding in the study
it would not make the evidence against
him much more complete, He was
already booked for a licking if he was
found.

Palpitating, ]"'-Iu%ent minor crouched
under the big table as the study door
opened,

Ha had a view of two pairs of boots
in the doorway,

“ Please enter, Mr. Grimes,” said the
voica of Erie Gilmore, pleasant as ever,
but extremely cold this time.

Dicky Nugent almost ccased to
breatha as the ponderous lread of
Inspector Grimes, of Courtficld, came
into tha study.

Mr. Gilmore followed him in, and
closed the door. ]
“Pray bo ccated, s=ir,” he said
formaliy.
The portly inspector sat down.
a EFroan.

Richard ! u?:nt supproessad
Tt was just his luck, he reflected bitterly,
for these two beasts to coma to tho
study to jaw when he happened to be
there, ‘hy couldn't they talk in
Mastery’ Common-roon:, or somewhera?

“Yon must exeuse this—ahem—
intrusion, Mr. Gilmore,” the inspector
said, with a cough. “ Duty, sir—duty.”

“If your official duty has called yom
here, €ir, I have no ohjection to make,*”
said Mr., Gilmore, “ But you will very
easily understand that eny refercoce to
the matter discussed yesterday in Dr.
Locke's study is very disagreeable to
me, ™

“Quite so, sir, quita so,” said the
1nspactor,

Mr. Gilmore looked at him hard.

"1 presume you are sabisficed, Mz
Grimesg, that I am not the man
that absurd boy Bunter took me to
If wou require further proof, every
facility will bo given you to investigete
my anfocedents.™

“I am satisfied that you arc not
Ceorpre Waring, sir,” anawered Mr.
Grimes. "I was staggered, sir—fairly
staggored by your resemblance to the
convict misting from Blackmoor, and I
scarcely think that ‘the boy Bunter is
to be blamed for his mistake, if he has
seen your half-brother., He does not, of
course, kpow that you have a half-
brother who so closely resembles you,
and that this half-brother 15 a convick?”

“* Certainly not; and you suraly do nok
intend ta make known the crcum:-
stance, Mr. Grimesi"

There was o shade of anxiety in the
young master's tone.,

Mr, Grimes waved a plump hand.

“Certainly not, Mr. Gilmeore. On
such a subject, tha least said the soonest
mended, in my opinion.”™

“I am glad te hear you say so. Tt
would be extremely disagreeable for
mea if the circumstances became known
at this school.”

"1 quite understand that.”

Dicky Nugent was feeling his brain in
a whirk a hardly dared to breathe
g he crouched under the table.

Not for an instent had the hapless
fap supposed that hs would be forced to

Tae Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,040,
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listen to anything of sny conscquence,
when he concoaled himself under Mr,
Cilgmore's table,. He had not thought
anything about that aspect of the matter
at ‘all, Now he almost wished that he
had remained where he was, and allowed
hiz Form master to catch him ragging
the study. Almost—but not quite. He
had had an experiefice that day of how
My, Gilmore could lay on the cane when
he was angry, and he did not want to
repeat that experience if he could help
it.
“ With regard fo you, personally, Mr,
Gilmore, 1 am bound: to be satisfied,”
the inspector went on slowly, * I have—
hiem—already made a few inguiries. I
have no doubt whatever that you are, as
vour headmaster states, an honourable
young' gentleman, in spite of your unfor-

tunate connection with a member of the

vriminal cldsses, I believe your state-
ment that you had not scen your half-
brother, Waring, for many years when
yon camo to take up a ﬁcialtmn here, atid
that you did not even know that he had
been sent to & convict prisen.”

“] was absolutely ignorant of it, Mr.
Grimes.”

“Perfectly so. But—"

“Tf there iz any doubt in your q’tind};
sir, kindly put it inte plain English !
said Mr. Gilmoro sharply. “I repeat
that 1 am prepared to satisfy you in
every way, Your mistake was a natural
one, and I do not resent it, in the cir-
cumstancez.  But the whole subject 15
igexpressibly painful to me. I may add
that my collesgues here are cxpecting
mo to tea in Common-room.™

“T ghall not delay you long, sir,” saud
the inspector. calmly, I regret having
to refer to a painful pubject; but I have
my duty to do, and it i3 my duty to ask
vou whether you know anything of the
present whersabouts of George Taring,
conviet Number Nineteen, of Dlackinoor
Prison?"

“MWothing !

The inspector's keen eyes were searchs
ing' the young man’s face.
‘] have & reason

for asking, of
course,” he said. “Waring has been
missing for soveral seeks now,  The

probability is that he-has received help
in making good hiz evasion of the police.
Sgme of his relatives afe known, and
there exists the possibility, at least, that
the fugitive has reccived help from
them."” .

“He has received none from me, if
that iz your meaning !"

Mr. Gilmore's voice was very sharp.

“Am I to take it that you suspect me
of helping an escaped convict to elude
the police 7 he demanded.

“Hem!"” ‘The inspector coughed.
“The claims of blood might lead even
an upright man to disregard the law of
the fand to that extent, Mr. Gilmore.
Buch instances have been known, Tt 13
& very common error for & convict's
ralatives to regard him as more sinned
agginst than sinning.” :

“No doubt,” assented Mr. Gilmore.
“But such is not the caze with me. My
hglf-Hrother George was always what we
c_:He-ﬂ at school & bad hat, and, lgfmugh
1 kfiow nothing of his crime or his con-
viction, I have no doubt whatever that
he received na more than justice—pro-
bably rather less.”

Mr. Grimies smaled faintly.

“T take it that you arc not decply
attachod to him, then?"

“Certainly not. I should not have
lost sight of him for nearly & decade had
I been attached to bim.”

“ And if ho apphied to you for help in
his present circumstanses—"

“¥ should refuse it.”

“That is your duby, of course: but it

Tar Maoxer Liprary.—No. 1,040

has been my experience that such a pain-
ful duty is gometimes lefi undone,” said
Mr. Grimes. “To be plain, Mr. Gil-
more, have you seen or weard anything
of George Waring sinco you came fo
Groyiriars 8chool as a Form master 7

“ Wothing whatever, except the news aw

of his cscape from prison, as I have
already told you.” R

“You have had no communication
with him "

T N-DHE.” :

“Then he can scarcely be aware that
vou are here af all ™

“T do not seo how he can be aware of
it. I have not the slightest reason to
supposa that he is aware of it."

nspector Grimes bent forward a little
in his chair, his eyes glued on 'the hand-
some, troubled face of the young master,

“Then how,” he said: quietly, “ do.you
account for ihe fact that his fight led
him in this direction "

Mz, Gilmose stavted.

“In this direction?" ho ropeated.

“Cortainly. He has been seen soveral
times, and on cach oceasion, nearcr and
nearer to this part of Rent.”

“T was inaware of the circumstance,
and I do not dndertake to account for if,
Me, Grimes,™

“It' would appear, at least, that your
half-brother ia aware that you aré here,
and that he, entertains some hope of
getting info touch with yeu to obtain
help.”

“That does not follow,” said Mr, Gil-
more.  “ His ‘Bight was bound to take
him in some direction, I presyme—and
this was ag likely as any ofher. I con-
clude that it is sheer chanea ™

“ Possibly—possibly.” Inspector Grimes
rose to his feet. "1 need detain you
no lonper, Mr. Gilmore. JAam 50rr
that I have had fo trouble you at all.
In the event of Waring making himself
known to you, I trust vou ean be de-
pended upon to hand him over to the
authoritics."

There was a long pause.

“I can hardlv reply to that guestion
off-hand, sir,” sard Mr. Gilmore at last,
“Most. decidedly I shall never, in any
circumstanees, break the law by helping
a convicted criminal to escape, alp
from me ho assuredly never will receive
z0 long as he is wanted by the police.
But if it should be a question of taking
active measures againzt him, I cannot
forget that he is my mother’s son,
though - he and T have never been
friends. I cannot say that I should act
against him, though I can say, without
hesitation, that Ig should refuso abso-
lutely to help him in evading the law.”

“You are frank, at least, My, Gil-
more,” said tho inspector, with a smile.
“I repeat that I am sorry to have
troubled wvou in the matier at all.
Good-afterncon, sir.” :

Mr. Gilmore stood by his table after
the door had closed on the Courtfield
inspector, in deep thought.

Under the tuh?a. Dicky Nugent sup-
pressed: his terrified breathing.

Nat for worlds would he have allowed
Eric Gilmors to discorer him then.
What Mr, Gilmore would have said,, and
done, had he lecarned that a Groyiriars
fag was in possession of his miscrable
socret, Dicky could not imagine. But he
kiiow that it behoved him not to let Mr.
?iilmnm learn that much, if he ecould
welp it

heard a deep sigh suddenly. It
was a sigh that -came from the very
depths G% the wvoung man's troubled
heart. It touched the thoughtless fng
atrangely as he heard it.

Then Mr. Gilmora's steps crossed the
room to the deor. The door opened and
shut, and he was gone. :

Not till six or seven minutear had

TDNIGHT!
M Greyiriars
; still.

elapsed did Nugent minor veniude to
crawl out from under the table, With
a white, frightened face, he tiptoed to
the door, and listened there, with beat-
ing heart, before oponing it, But he
quitted - the studyat last, and hurried

‘AY.
ok f{allu, hallo, hallo!
kid 7

At the cnd of the passage Dicky
Nugent broke into a run, and almost
ran into & group of Removites as he
rounded the corner. Bob Cherry caught
him by the shoulder.

The fag’'s faca was as white as chalk.

“Dicky, what's the  matfor?" ex-
claimed Frank Nugent.

" “Nothing !'" muttered Dicky.-

“Look here, kid, something's the
matter ' said Harey Wharton, with &
curious "look at the fag’s coltur|ess face,
“Better tell your majop.” _

“Rats ! t's nothing, I fell
panted Nugent minor.

Heo jerked himself away from Bob
Cherry, and ran on, leaving the Famous
Five staring after him.

What's up,

TH8

yOu .

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Face to Face !

was silent and

) _ From only ene window a
light &till burned, streaming out into the
wintry mists of the quadrangle, glim-
mering on the frosty trunks of leafless
trees.

Mr. Gilmore was up late that night,

The master of the Sccond was gencrally
carly to bed and early to risc. But he
was not in his usual mood that night.
‘Ho was pacing in his study, and he
had been pacing tirelessly for a long
time, thinking black and troubled
thoughts. o

_ His position at Grayfriars was becom-
ing painful, and he f[elt that it waa
growing intolerable.

Bunter's absurd story had been dis-
concerting,.  No one had credited it.
but it had led to mmuch discussion that
was unpleasant enough. It had led to
Inspector Grimes' visit, and the mistake
the inspector had made—a mistake for
which Mr. Gilmora could scarcely blame
the portly inspector, but which was
bitterly galling to him. It geemed to
him that he could still feel the chilling
contact of the handeuffs on his wrists.
For some minutes, at least, he had been
handeuffad like a  criminal, ‘and the
recollection was bitter and humiliating.

But that was not “all—it was little
enough, in comparizon with what he
had learned ant the inspector’s second
visit,

He was under suspicion.

Mr. Grimes was satished that he was
not the man the police wanted. That
had beon mads clear. Buet the Court-
field inspector suspected him of aiding
and abetting the escaped convict.

Indeed, it would have been surprising
had not the inspector felt such a sus-

picion. The fugitive, for some
mysterious reason, was meking in the
direction of Greyfriars, where his hall-

brother was a master. It was natural
for Mr. Grimes to think that the hunted
man, in desperate necd of help, should
be seeking to get into touch with his
relative.  And now that Erie Gilmore
had thought the matter over carefully,
he realised that Mr. Grimes was
probably right to that extent.

He knew nothing of Waring's move-
ments, but other relatives might have
seen or heard from the man. From
them Waring might have learned thak
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Erie Gilmore was at Greyiriars. He
might have learned it from some other
source. Greyfriars was on_ the coast,
and no doubt Waring's object was to
et out of the country. It was more
than likely that he was seeking to got
into touch with the Greyfriarg master,
who, had he chosen, mui& have helped
liitn to eseape across the sea.

The more Erie Gilmore pondered
upon it, the more likely it seemed. He
knew that suspicion was in Mr. Grimes’
mind, and ho fclt that Mr. Grimes was

riﬁht-. :

t followed that, in all probability,
a watch would be kept on the vicinity
of the school. If Waring came, he
wounld be scen and seized—perhaps with-
in the precinets of the school itself.

Tha Fnasihilit}; made the young
master shiver,

To remain at the school after such a
disgrace would be impossible, Even if
the Head allowed him to remain, he
rould never hold up his head thers again
when all was known.

It was no wonder that Eric- Gilmore
did not think of sleep with such troubled
thoughts stirring in his mind.

Long after the rest of Greyfriars had

ona to bed, his light still streamed -out
inta the misty night, and the young man
restlessly paced the study, his shadow
incessantly crossing and re-crossing the
lighted window.

It was a sound at the window that
made him stop at last, suddenly. The
casement was partly D?En, letting in tho
eold air. Outside all was dark and
misty. At the opening of the casemont
Eriec Gilmore's startled eves fixed on a
human face, looking in from the night.

He stood transhxed. .

Every vestige of colour drained from
hig fazee as he looked at that sudden,
startling apparition.

'The %ﬂ{.‘ﬂ—ﬂ. faco that was strangely

.

i

Bunter caught at Inspector Grimes® slesve,
* Haven’i you got him ? ** he demanded.
“* What ? ** snapped the Inspector.** Him !
Haven™ you got him—the conviet?
stuttered Bunier. Mr. Grimes gave the
fat junior a grim look, as the [amiliar
ring in Bunter’s volce reminded him of
his unknown interlocutor on the telephone,

like his own, apart from its hard, gaunt
look=—remained immovable for some
moments, staring in. Then a hand drew
the ecasement wider open, and the man
outside clambered in at the window.

Still Eric Gilmore stood motionless,
as if rooted to the foor.

The worst had happened. What ho
had feared might come to pass had come
to pass—suddenly, like a stunning blow.
George Waring, Conviet No, 19, of
Blackmoor Prison, dropped into the
room and closed the casemear after him.
Under the fixed, haggard stare of the
Sccond Form master, he drew the dark
hangings across the window, shutting
off the study from any eye that might
have been watching without.  Then,
panting, the convict faced Eric Gilmore.

Still the Form master did not speak.
He sicod like 2 man in a trance, his
face white, his gaze fixed.

The convict looked at him keenly,
searchingly, and then, with a stealthy
tread, crossed to the door and turned
the key in the lock. :

Then he faced Mr. Gilmore again.

“Well ¥ he said quictly.

“George Waring !”  multered Mr.
Gilmore at last.

“Your brother,” smiled Waring.

“(zo0d heavens!”

“I did not expect you to be glad to
seo me,” said Conviet No. 19, of Black-
moor. “But blood is thicker than
water, Brother Erie. I have come to
you for help. You know I need it."”

He glanced round the study.

“Have yvou any food here? 1 sm
famished.”

The young master made a gesture-to
the sideboard. Apart from that gesture
he did not stir.

The convict crossed to the sideboard
with the same soft, stealthy tread,
strangely reminiscont of a wild animal
hunted for its life. His manner was

{See Chapter 12.)

that of the conviet, but other signs of
Conviet No., 18, of Blackmoor, were
gone. Long since he had got rid of the
convict garb. He was dressed in a thick
brown overcoat, with a thick, large cap
El:llle.d down low over his forehead and

15 ears. Thero was a box of biscuits
in the sideboard, and the conviet found
them and began to eat—hungrily,
savagely, like & famished animal. As
he munched he watched the Second
Form master stealthily.

“You know what happened to me

“1 have learned—Ilately.”

“Three voars—and [ have served one,”
sald Waring, “Then my chancea came,
and I took it. I've had & harder time
outside DBlackmoor than inside. A
dog’s life!” He shivered. *Friends—
relatives—turncd down by all!  Even
my uncle, who always favoured me—our
uncle, Eric—turned mae out. He gave
ma clothes and money, I admit, but out
it short at that."

“ Tt was more than you had a right to
ask.”

“Veary likely.”

The econvict shrugged his shoulders,
and devourcd the biscuits greedily. It
was clear that he was famished with
G dog’s life. T thought of

“It's been a dog's lifo. wught o
you. I thought you might help: We
were at school together.” . .

“Where you were a thorn in my side,
as you arc now,” said Mr. Gilmore
bitterly. “You disgraced me there,
You wore expelled, and rightly expelled,
I had hoped never to sce you agamn!™

“ Brotherly!’” jeered the convict.

“You were never a brother to me.
More than once you took advantage of
tho likeness between wa to place your
faults on my shoulders.™

“You have & good memory.”

(Continued on page 246.)
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YOU CAN START THIS WONDERFUL STORY OF THE GREAT WAR TO-DAY, BOYS!

THE SECOND MEETING [ In Pcace time, poung Eric Milvain fell foul of a cerfgin genfleman and Licked him ouf

of fulx house.

porwerful pevson, who goes by the mame of Dy, KHawterfould [

-

The Barrabks of Hagenot 1

] AWOHL, I knew 48" snarled the
J Gorman sergeant,.  “Ach, the
treacherous dogt”  And he

turned and aimed e
kick nt the body of Birchington.

The callous brgtality of the man
whipped Eric infe action. He wrenched
himscif free from the soldiers whio weroe
hoelding him, and, springi forward,
swung his clenched hst. nﬁ took the
gefgeant on the poiot of the jaw. The
mfn recled backwards, tripp-oj, and fcll
heavily.

The German soldiers, Tecovering from
their momentary surprise, hurled them-
selves on the boy. he scrgeant lum-
bered to his feet, his face livad.

“ Donnor u_uﬁ h]ii;f.:er;:,” hf; roared,
“hut won will pay for that, yom
schweinhund Englander!™

rushed at Eric, and struck him
flush on the mouth. 'Then, whecling on
the goldiers, he shouted :

“To the battery with him! Deonnor-
wetter, but we will sec how Le likes the
whipping-posts of Cassel I

Leaving two soldiers on guard by
the ID.H. 4, the sergeant and his men
marchofd FErie three miles across the
stretelr of moorland till they came to o
long, groy hut near which stood two
anti-aireraft guns and a tarpauhin-
covered scarchlignt,

Eric was taken into the hut and
ordored to seat himeelf at tho long
trestle-table which ran nearly the full
length of the interior. Avound the
walle wore rangped tiors of iron bunks,
cach of which was furnished with e
scantily-steffed pallinsse and a thin grey
blanket. Half a dozen men were lying
smoking on the bunks, their tunics
nnbuttoned, their knee-high black mareh-
iﬂﬁ boots lying on tho floor near-by.

our crude wooden chairs and two
pictures completed the [urnishings of
the room. Ong preture was a printg of
Field-Marshal von Hindenburg, Com-
mander-in-Chief of the German Army
in the Field, and thoe other was of
Williamm Hohenzollern, the German
Kaiser, who had set the world ablaze
with war.
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Tho sergeant crossed to a telephono
attached fo the wall, and held a few
minutes' rapid conversation with some
unknown, Then, hanging. up the
roceivor, he returned to the table.

“My orders are to convey you to tho
military barracks at Hogenot,” he said
harshly to Erie. “First, I will search
you. (Five me yowr flying clothes and
funic.™

The manner in which the sergeant
examined the flyving kit and tunic
intrigued Eric. The man was thorough
and  painstaking. - Ha _ investigated
cvery pocket, then slit all the linings
and turned them inside out. He con-
cluded by obtaining a hammer and flat-
fen E:ig every brass button and badge of
rank.

“You arc clever, yvou Englandcrs!"
he snarled. %I know you have ecom-
passcs g0 small that they can ba Htied
in those buttons. Yes, and maps, also!
That i3 to help vou if you gre caplured
to czcane. Paht”

Heo throw the kit from him with an
unpatient gesture; then, placing his
hands on fthe table, he leaned forward
and fixed his-eves on Eric's.

“But you will not cscape, my Eng-
lander,” he said gratingly. *“Onecc {{:u
are behind the barbed .wire, then that
blow you struck me will be repaid.”

i iﬂ.ughed mirthlessly.

“Wait till vou have ecaten the flesh
of the dog at Lanshut—have tasted
the salt of the mines behind Cambrai
and known the thirst—wait till vou have
stogd on the dawn parade at Cassel,
where the commandante himself picks
out the ane to be fogged that day on
the whipping-post ™

Into Kric's mind there came again
the vague rumours which he had heard
in France, whispers which hinted at the
disease, death, and horror which stalked

Additional infereat is atfached fo
thix wonderful story in that the
awthor was a British pilet himaself
during the Great War, and was
faken prisoner by the Germans.

—EDITOR.

Now, o prisoncr of war in Hhe hands of the Germans, Evic comes face to face weith that mon—a very

{ Infrodaction on pege 25.)

in certain prison ecamps in Germany.
But it could not be rue.

“You think I lie,” the voice of the
sorgeant cut.in on his thoughtz. *“You
ask. * Where arg the ambassadors of the
nepbral eountries that they do not iingw
these things? * He laughed again.
“ Ach himmel, dp they not visit only the
show camps of Karlsruhe, of Branden-
burg, and Mecklenburg? You ask how
do I know these things? I know them
for I have secn service there, and was an
unteroffizicr with the Commandante
von Kruske of Cassel!™

He broke off and drew himself up.

“But that is enough. In an hour you
leave herc under cscort {or Hagenot.”

During the next hour, whilst the ser-
geant and his men  lapped up thick
vegetable soup with both neise and
gusto, Eric gave himself up o a review
of the position. Ho must escape at the
very carliest opportunity, make his way
to the clump of bushes, retrieve the
plans and get out of Germany.

It was fortunate that the sergeant

had, so far, saccepted Birchington
for what he appeared to be — a
peasant of Alsace, whose sympathies
were  with  the  allies. Birching-

ton's papers must have been wonderful
forgerics.  DBut the scergeant was still
in possession of them, and no doubt they
would be forwarded to the proper
quarter for vertfication. And if no
verification was forthcoming, then a
thorough  investigation would be
ordered.  FEric knew he must, if possi-
ble, get those plans  before that
happened.

The meal over, he was taken by the
gergeant and an armed escort of four
gsoldiers to the small wayside station of
Muldon. And when =& black,
decrepit-looking engine wheezed its way
into the station, trailing behind it four
carriages resembling horse-boxes more
than anyvthing clse, the sergeant com-
mandeered a compartment for himeelf,
his prizoner, and cscort.

The journcy to Hagonot was painfully
slow, More than once the train was
shunted into a siding to allow s troop
train to go thundering past, en route
for the concontration camps behind the
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At othor times they were shunted Dusk had deepened into nighi when  “Quite. You can save Luri.]::raatﬁ
to give passage to heavily-laden trucks they reached the big iron pgates of and your timne. I'm not talking.
and wagons conveying guns, ammuni- Hagenot barracks. Two German ‘The officer rose to his feet.
tion, and all the appurtenances of war. scntries stood on guard, and near them,  “Very well,” he said stiffly. “There
Tt was dusk when they reached erect and motionless, was & German ser- 15 someone clse who will question you.

Hagenot. Thera was & ten minutes'
wait at the platform barrier whilst the
sergeant’s papers were examined by &
German non-commissioned officer and his
civilian assistant. Thess two were
seated at & table near the barrier, and
Eric noted that ecveryone who had
alighted from the train was obliged to
produce identification papers. This was
just & cog in the great war maechine,
yut an important one, for no man could
travel in Germany without being called
upon to produce evidence as to his
identity, ocenpation, ete.  Eric there
and then made a mental note that, if
and when he escaped, he would avoid
all railroads. . :

As he emerged from the station Eric
looked about ghimk with a certain curil-
osity. He was seeing, for the first time,
a German town under war conditions.
The streets were poorly lighted in the
deepcning dusk, Three shops out of
four were shuttered and deserted. The
pavements were thronged with grey-clad
soldiors, some-of them mere boys, others
hearded veterans of the Landsturm. At
the provision shops women, drawn and
haggard of face, were queued up, whilst
little chiidren  drilled and played at
soldiers in the gutters. .

Ovwer all hung o enrious air of tenson.
Thers seemed to be something forced,
something artificial, in the snatches of
conversation which came to Eric as he

lodded along with his guards, single
Ele, in the gutter. Even the shrill
laughter of the children held a note that
was false, a note which told that the
care-free joyousness of childhood was
lacking—wiped out by the heavy hand
of war.

" Yes, yes; they say Verdun has fallen
and——"

“Na, not yet. It is but e matter of
hours, however.” '

“Wg fall back near Cambrai. The
papers say it is & tactical movement. I
do not know——=>"

“Ah, but it will be soon ever now.
They lose courage, those Englanders.”™

Thus came disjointed, unfinished
sentences  to  Eric's ears from the
erowded pavements. It was the war—
always tim war, Sometimes feverish,
often pathetie, when they spoke of that
line of British bayonets, which would
bend, but would not break.

It was a grodp of ragged childven who
first drew attention to Erie.

“The Englander !” they yelled. *See!
An Englander!”

One picked up a handful of filth and
threw it. The sergeant barked out an
order and the escort closed up around
Eric. But they followed, those German
children, and were not lacking fﬂr+udu]t
companions. They screeched. epithets,
they jeered, and they hurled insults. Ah,
it was great sport, that! The escort
grinned, but kept a shilting, furtive eye
on the alert for missiles, It was casy
ta hit one of the guards and miss the
cursed prisoner. And they answercd
guestions.

“Yes, a fyer Captured moar
Mulden £

“ A bomber. Jawohl, wyes.™ ‘

datruck the serpeant! Yes, he id
that !

Eric walked on, his head erect. He

knew that he was not the first who had
trodden the streets of 2 German town
as a prisoner of war, and he cared
nothing {for the vile things which wera
:ihl:ﬂ.l:t-ﬂg at him, and which he knew
wera cngendered by the hatred of
England.

geant, elad in dark blue uniform, with
red braiding, and wearing a helmet, the
brass spoke on the crown of which
glinted in the light of the gaslamp
above the barrack gate.

He came forward as the escort halted.

“Is this the prisoner from Mulden?”
he asked -harshly.

“Jahwohl! It is,” replied the sergeant
in charge of the escort. .

“Gut! Yeou will follow me'" said the
other, and, turning on his heel, led the
way through the gates. ;

Eric was taken across the barrack
yard, silent end deserted at that hour.
Then thr_uﬁ an iron doorway into o
stone-flagg passage, which smelt
strangly of carbolic, or some kindred
disinfectant. .

Here he waited with his escort whilst
the sergeant who had met them al the

gate departed to announce their arrival.

A wait of fully half an hour ensued, end
then the man returned, o

“Captain Von Zimmerman will inter-
rogate the prisoner now,” he said, and
Eric was marched up a flight of bare
stone stairs, along endless corridovs, till
the sergeant halted at & door end
knocked discrectly. i .

“ Enter ! called a voice, and Eric was
ushered into a large, brilliantly-lighted
TOOIL.

The escort withdrew, leaving him
facing a German officer, sea at o
table littered with papers. At one cnd

of the room a tall, spare man, dressed
in civilian clothes, was standing,
engaged in carnest conversation with a
grey-haired German officer. Evic barely
glanced in their direction, then turned
his attention to the officer at.the tuble

i front of him,
“Your namc and squadron?” de
manded the latter sharply, his pen

poised in his hand. .

“71 refuse to answar any guestions,”
retorted Eric. )

The German officer threw down has
pen and leant forward across the table,
He spoke in perfect English.

“That attitude will get you no-
where,” he said. “I am asking you for
a perfectly harmless piece of informa-
tion. What s your name and
sqquadron 17

“Y refuse to tell yon anything!"

““Listen to me. If vou are amenable
to reason yvou may be sent to a good
prison camp. If you persist in this stub-
bornness there are other camps, not so
good. Do yvou understand ?”

INTRODUCTION,

As the vesult of o thrilling scrap with four
Fokker nes Cagdain Evie Alilcaine, M.C.
one of Britain's most distinguished pilols, is
compelled fo make o forced landing in (Ferman
lerrifory.

Hs machne hag hardly fouehed ground when
ke iz appronched by an Englishman named
Hirehivgion woho 19 ¢ secret gervice agend.  Birel-
inglon, disqiised a2 o pPeasant, s secured the

tans of @& huge aircraft faclory to be buill al

rankfort, and he 18 anvious lo delicer them
to the British authorities. 1 hen suddenly a
prarly of Gertian soldiers eome nde trew, A
shot pings pul amd Dirclington colfapies, smorielly
woundged, Tle beps Erie to corry hime fo the
shelter of a clump of bushes. Once Ueve Birck-
inglon mives tm‘jr.i'mu te Erie ahd aska Rim o
bury them. o hiz the young pilot quiekly does,
and he promises Birchonglon that e will relurn
al some forowpable opporfinidy, récoter Hidm,
and gt | throwsh fo headguariors,

Farchimgtort 16 dead by the lime the Germal
soldiera arrive, The sergeant in charge, haring
eramined Hirchinglon's forged papers, reckons
that he was etdeavotring lo assist Kric o escape.
The yorng Britisher faking his cue, remained
gileid, TIn that aifence the German sergegnf read
an afirnudice,

{Now read on)

Wo have not wet learnt the details of
your landing, but we stmngl;r
ou were endeavouring to pick up =
ritish spy whe was known to be some-
where in the neighbourhood of Mulden.™

Eric kept his featurezs under perfect
control. But the statemeént had stactled
bim., He knew that special aeroplanecs
wera working in conjunction with the
Secret Service, and it was guito possible
that Birchington had been expecting &
machine to pick him up. But it wasn't
Eri¢'s machine, Birchington had known
that, but the Germans ohviously were
ol 50 sure.

The officer stepped smartly across the
room and, standing stifly in front of the
civilian, said;

“The prisoner refuses to answer any
questions, sic}”’

“Y will question him, Zimmerman,””
replied the man, and slowly he. crossed
to the table and fank into the chair
which Zimmerman had vacated.

“I undarstand that yon refuse——" heo
began, then stopped short.

The blood drained from his sallow
face and his great,. hooked nose seemed
somehow to become more promunent. His
decp-set eyves were fixed on Erie's face, &
look of triumph crept into their glitter
ing depths, Slowly he pushed back the
chair, and slowly rose to his feet, his
Rgnda gripping the table in front of

L.

“You!™ he whispered., *You, of all
men "

suspect

——

Doctor Hauterfauld !

i OU know this man, sir?"

i Captain Von Zimmerman
spoke softly, a world of
curipsity and interest in his

tone. o
“Know himi" repeated the civilian
harghly, *¥es, I know him, and he
knows me.”
“Yes, I know you now,” replied Erie
sharply. “You're the man HRasen!™
The civilian laughed mirthlessly.
“Yau hear that, Zimmerman?®” he
said, “Tha man Rosen!” He leant
forward, peering at Eric with malevo-
lent eyea. “I am Dr. Kauterfauld,
chief of the German Seerct Service,” hoe
went on harshly. " You knew me as

Rosen. You fooll Oh, you fool!™

“1 don't know ahout being a fool!™
retorted Erie. “You were the fool af
our last meeting]"

Dr. Kauterfauld flushed
slowly back into his chair.

“1I have not forgotten our last mec,
ing," he said ieily. “That much you
will soon learn!"

He turned to Von Zimmerman,

“Home yesrs ago,” he said, “it came
to our knowledge that in a cortan
laboratory in England a distinguished
English sciontist, Professor Milvain, the
father of this boy, was engaged on ex-

criments with & new high explosive of
}I'l]ia own invention, Acting on tha in-
structions of the German' Reichsrat, I
approached Professor Milvain, with &
view to purchasing, on behalf of Ger-
many, his explosive !” ; .

He paused and wlred his thin, blood-
less Jips with a small cambrie handker-
chiel,

“My efforts were unsueccssful,” ho
resumed, Az were various attempis we
mado to obtain the explosive formule
by other means——"
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“In oiher words, you tried to steal
it and couldn't!™ cut in Eric

“Silence ! thundered D Kaunter-
fauld, and Von Zimmerman took a
ithreatening step forward towards the

V.

“On the eve of war,” continued the
doctor, “ Professor Milvain lay dying
I was in England under an assumed
name. Time was precious. as I krew
the ports would soon be closed should
that cursed country decide to throw In
her ot with Belgium, I motored from
London to the house of Professor Mil-
vain. I was safe, you undérstand, for
England had not yet declared war, Pro-
feszor Milvain  was  dend when I
arrived. I met this bov. I offered him
the sumn of two hundred und fifty
thousand pounds for his father's
formulee. Ho refused.”

“I kicked you theough the froni door,
you moan!" 5n¢:}pped Erie. "1 jolly
well wish I had known you yere a
Boche. You would not have got off so
lightly ™

“Yos, vou and your cursed [ather
thought I was acting on bLehalf of
a2 small South American  power!”
snarled Dr. Kauterfauld. " Netther of
vou suspected that I was working for
‘the Fatherland, that I was a German!
But I was, and now you know it. Do
you remember-my last words to youl!”

“No, I'm not sequainted with swear-
l-ﬂg)!" retorted Kric.

v, Kauterfauld leant forward across
the table. His deep-set eyes were blaz-
ing.

"My last words to you,” he eaid
slowly, harshly, *“were that some dayx
you should pay with your life for that
night's work! And now I have you—
have vou like that!”

He stretched ouwt a long, tapering

hand, palm upwards, and sowly
curled his fngers till his fist  was
clenched,

“I tell you now that you shall never
leave Germany alive. You shall pay
for what you did to me.”

Again the doctor pawvsed. his eyes
en  Hric's face. Von Zimmerman's
cold eyes were losing nothing of the
sceng, _

“Eric Milvain,” said the doctor
sharply, “I ask vou to tell me why,
after the fight over Trier, vou landed
your machine near Mulden ?" .

“I will tell you nothing!" replied
Lirie doggodly
With an oath Dr. Kauterfauld

launched himself to his feet,

“8hall I tell you why you landed that
machine?” he shouted. "It was to
pick up a spy. a eursed spy, who has
stolen plans worth millions of pounds to
the Gopvernment of this countri. He
was {raced from Frankfort to Cologne,
and from there to Coblenz. We know

ha was making eventually towards the f

Vosges Mountains, and we know he
must be hiding somewhere in Alsace.
Dare you deny that you were intending
to pick up that spyi"

Eric's brain was worlang rapidly. It
was imperative that he was in no way
associated with Birchington, otherwise
he could never hope for an opportunity
to escape and retrieve the plans,

“¥ou lalk like & fool,” he snapped,
“e@s a few minutes’ investigation will
prove! I was riddled over Trier, and
my observer waog killed. I landed nean

ulden becgnsze I knew there was an
igolated strefeh of moorland there, and
I wanted to fix up my engine. I found
mi petrol tank almost empty, and a
take-off was impossible, A peasant of

Alsace who got into conversation with
me was shot by wour men, and the
sergeant who was responzible for my
caplure will verify that.”

Dr. Kauterfauld resumed his seat.

“Wa have already had the sergeant’s
report 1Y he said c::-Idt;.—. “What were
rou_ doing over Trier?’

“As you'll find an aerial camera in
the - rear cockpit, I'm telling you
nothing which you can't guess when I
i:l:-: I was pfit:rtﬂg.mphiﬂg " rephied

rie,

Dr. Kauterfauld nodded,

“Very good!” he said harshly, *“1I
am inclined to accept Your story as
correef,  This peasant to whom you
apoke may be the man for whom we
are locking, That will bo investigated,
If we discover that he is, then vou will
be taken out aod shot, In the mean-
time, you will go te the punishment
camp at Landshut. But understand
this "—and. he tapped on the table with
a lean forefinger—"you will never see
Iingland again, You will die quickly if
we discover you have knowledge of this
spy. We do not %kill our prisoners
unless we have good cause, but somo
die_slowly in the prison comps.”

‘He emiled mirthlessly, then rose to
his feet with a gesture to Von Zimmeor-
man. The latter stopped to the door
and, opening it, allowed the escort to
e 1.,

“Lodge this prisoner in the cells hero
to-night ! said Dr. Kautbrfauld, “He
will transferred to Landshut by way
of Karlsrhue to-morrow,”

E

— .

The Hotel !

RIC was taken dewn to the
ground floor. Opening off the
stone ¢ntrance lobby was a long

corrider of ecells, their iron
doors painted a dull red and ftted with
sliding  shutters about nine inches
ECQUATE,

Into cne of these cells Eric was
thrust by his guards, the door slammed
shut on him, and he was left alone
with the darkness of his thoughts,
Groping his way forward on a tour of
investigotion, he barked his shins
against & low plank bed. Further in-
vestigation proved that its sole cover-
ing was a thin blanket. There was
netther mattress nor palliasse.

Throwing himself full length on the
g]ﬂnh’s, he elasped his hands behind his
ead and considered the position. He
was hungry-—hungrier than he had ever
been before, Thirsty alsa. But as his
thoughts ran on he found temporary
tf_nrgutmlnesa of the physical discom-

Ok,

It was bad luck, rotten bad luck,
mecling Dr, Kauvterfauld, It was per-
ectly obvious that the man was power-
ful. The attitude of the two German
officers in the room had shown that, Tt
might be only a matter of hours before
Kauterfauld satizhed himself {hat the
peasant and Birchington were one and
the samre man. If that happened, then
Eric could eoxpect extremely short
ghrifl. And ho was the ene man in
Europe whoe knew the lnding-place of
the plans. He must get them back to
headquarters in France—must escape at

the earliest possible moment.

A sudden thought eauvsed him to tense.
The Escape Commitiece—what had Bir-
chington meant by that? Birchington
had told him to get in touch with the
Escape Committee, and they would get
him out of the prizon camps. Who were

creaking iron door of

they? How was he to get in touch with
them? How could they get him out
of the prison camps? Dirchington was
raving, mayvbe, ut, no; becauvse the
words of Birchington on the matter of
the plans had showed that he was in full
command of his zonses,

Dawn was creeping in through the
small, ‘barred window set high in the
wall of the cell when Erie dropped into
a troubled sleep. In lesy than an hour
he was awakened by the opening of the
1 . the cell. Two
German soldiers entered, with rifles and
hxed bayonets, A third. carcied a small
bowl of acorn coffee end & chunk of
brown bread made from- potatoes amd
sawdust,

ﬂﬂﬂl let it here be said that this bread
was the same as-eaten by the populace
of Cermany  in those dark yeiprl; of
war when no food-carrving vessel could
penetrate the rigorous blockade carried

out by the ships of the Britich Navy.

Liric drank the bitter éoffee and
the bread thankfully enough. He asl?:ﬁ
for water with which to wash, but the
reply eame with surly emphasis

“Nix wasser!"

So he did without water, and accom-
panied his guards from the cell. In the
entrance lobby were two. more ghards
and a sergeant,

“I-am to take you to Karlsrhue,” said
the latter gutturally. “ Anyv attempt at
escape on the journey will result in
your being shot! My men have orders
to fire on suspicion !

“I understand!"” replied Eric,

The guards closed in abont him, and
he was marched through the door on to
the parade ground. Drawn up on
parade in the cold light of the early
morning stood a  battalion  of the
Davarian Rifle Brigade. Thev were
being inspected by a grim-faced German
officer, whose silver cnaulets gave tokén
of the rank of Geld officar.

And as he passed those ranks of grey-
clad men, standing erect and utterly
motionless, with their grey haversacks
and full marching kit on their backs,
there came to Eric some realisation of
the formula upon which the Cerman
war machine had been built, Blood
and iron!

For they stood so still that they might
have lacked the spark of life. Not onc
pair of those eyes which stared straight
ahead so much as flickered in  his
direction. Yet he was an Englander—
an object of interest; one might think.
And to him thosc eyes seemed vaguel
réminizeent of the oyes of dum
animals—animals lacking soul and in-
dividuality.

As he passed he visualised what the
next few days might hold in store for
theso grey-clad men. Broken and
bleeding, carnage strewing the shell-
}mr:l-:ed 1well of No Man’s Land. Cannon
pdder—a (rerman phrasge, but cannon
fodder in very truth!

Hagenot stroots were almost deserted
at that hour of the morning, save for
a fow prowling loaferz, ragged, elderly,
and emaciated. The journey to Karlsrhue
was uneventful. No chance of cscape
presented itself, for Erie's guards sat
with him between them, and the ser-

eant’ took the precaution of locking
Enth doore of the compartment and
keeping the key in hiz pocket.

At Karlsthue, instoad of being taken
to the prison camp, Ervie was marched
down a broad street, the pavements of
which were flanked by noble teees, and
halted in front of a large building. The
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place had the appearance ol newness,
and the windows on each floer < were
thickly whitewashid.

This, as ho was scon to learn, was the
Gasthof, an lotel whish, unfinished
wlen war commenced, had been taken
over by the German Government for
the temporary housing of prisoners-of-
war before they were transferred to the
clearing camp in another part of the
city.

e remained oulside -with his rds

whilst the sergeant entered, and during
tho ten minutes which ensued before
the man returned he took a eareful
note of the outside of the building. For
lie was determined to attempt an escape
that night if humanly possible.
_ Inside the bare enirance hall of the
notel, he was marched to a table, where
a German unteroffizier took down a
careful deseription of him, He was then
taken up an uncarpeted flight of stairs
and locked in o small room ‘on the first
floor. The room was furnished with o
hospital bed and a chair. The window,
whitewashed on the outside, [aced on
to the avenue along which his escort
had brought him. There was no chanca
of opening the window, as it was either
nalled or screwed on the outside.

Sitting on the bed, Eric .thlpu Lt ouf
the problem of escape. It would be fatal
to attempt to force the door and
traverse the corridors of the place. He
must therefore go out through the
window. .

It would be tickhsh, ss the alarm
would be raised the moment the tinkle
of glass was heard., and he knaw that
armed guards would be patrolling thoe
building after mghifall,

Still, it was a chanece, and he must
take 1t He must keep faith with
Birchington, and do everything in his
power to win through- to France with
tho plans.

Slowly tho day wore to o close.: A
kev grated in the leck, and the dogr

-

 Erle wrenghed himself free from the soldiers,

fist,

and springing forward, swung his clenched
It tock the sergeant full on the point of
the jaw.

and fell heavily.

The man recled backwards, tripped,
{See page 24.)

stouk, flabbr-faced

opened to cmil a !
man clad in & dirty shict and trousers
and carrying a bowl of vegetablo soup.

Pown cach side of his trovsers ran
a broad yellow stripe—token that he was
4 prisoner-of-war,

Locking the door Lichind him, ha
placed the bowl of soup near Erie, and
grunted the one word:

“Eat!™

Eric fell to with gusto; and, leaning
against the door; the maon watched him
with interest. There was zomething
disturbing in tho unblinking stare of
those pale cyes, and it stung Eric into
specch.

“Where ave you from, my friend?”
he demanded; for it was obvious thab
the man was neither British nor French.

The man stared blankly; and Ero
vepeated the question in German, He
got an answer then, in sullen tones,

“I am from ithe army of Prince
Dijinsky on the Eastern Front.'

“©Oh, & Russian?"

“¥es, I am from Russia. And you—
E_ml are an officer- in the air avmy of
ingland 2"

“You are well informed,”

The man grinned, showing broken and
blackened teeth.

“Yes, I am,” he replicd. “Wa who
work in the kitchens of the (Gasthof of
Karlsrhue know many things:. Kauter-
fauld sent wvou hers, and you go to
Landshut. - Many T have seen come,
many I have seen go. But none have I
over scen return. There was ong—"

He broke off, with a shrug of his
shounlders.

“Yeg, thore waz ane——" promptod
Eric.

“Geb off the bed and T will show
you!" wns the reply; and wonderingly
Eric rose to his feef :

With a2 quick movement the Russian
pulled the bed- away from the wall
Kneeling down, he produced. & box of
vhoap ‘matches. and,  siviking o hight;

held the Naume close to (he sgkirling
Loard.

“Look!” he said; and, -:i'nu-::hinﬁ
down, Erie saw words in  Englis

seratched on the white paintwaork.
Lahoriously he read what was written:

“I havo been heve two months in
solitary. confinement. I have never
erossed the threshold of this room. For
sixty days ‘I have been alone, with
nothing to break the awful monotony.
I think I am going mad. It iz that
whitewashed window. If only I could
see outside—it is snmmer there! I was
crawling about the floor to-day—>"

The words ceased abruptly, and undeg.
neath was serawled a signaturo:
“R. Deverley, Capt.,
Northld, Fus?®

I cannot read thoso words,” mumbled
{he Russian; “but they say he speaks
of the wipdow. ITe.wont through it
one night—"

il 'YEE 11!

The Russian nodded, }

“¥Yes, but the German sentries belovr

got him on their bayonets. Ah, ho died
quickly, that ong! Nono can escape
from here!”

“It iz well guarded?” asked Eric
casually.

In a flach (he Russian becacze sus-
picious.

“T tell you nothing ' he said xoughly.
“¥ou try anything and you will seo!”

He pieked up the almost empty bowl
of soup and relreated, slamming the
door behind him and shooting homo the
bolts on the outside,

(Fan't this garn the recl goods, chums?
Wouldn't i¢ qiet swif your clkims down
to the ground? Why, of course it
would !  Well, next week’s instalment
is bedter than cver. To make sure of
reading i, oll “Magnetites” should
order their copy well in advaneel)

THr Maoxer Lisrany.—No. 1,04C.
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CONVICT NINETEEN !

(Cantinued from peege 23.)

“Yon came here te see mwe,” mut-
toved. the, Becond Form master, “ Yoo
found out that I had an appoiniynient
herg:™

| found it out,” assented Conviel
No. 19. “Other. relafives “who wanted
cotily to get shut of an cscaped conviet
thotght that you might lielp. You arc
well placed here to help me—a fine
night and a boat, and a lent passport,
and I can get to Frauce from here.
Your phﬂtﬁg[‘&p!l on your passport will
pass for mine, I'm.willing to take risks,
You'll be glad to soe mpe clear of the
conlntry. 6’IJ.LE! the sca 1s h-:-tm'.-tn e
and England you will mever see e
again—as is your brotherly wish”

"‘I cannet help you!”

“¥ou must ¥

“Lasten to me,” said Mr. Gilmoro
guietly. ' You have come here for
safety, and you have stepped into your
redtest cla.ngur Your ~presence © is
nown. It is suspected that }'m: will
vome _here, and the school is un-
denbtedly watclied for you. I camm*
help vou if T would, and T would not if
I could. - You have broken ﬂn.’: law,
and you it pay the penalty,”

TNot f 1 can help it,” said Convict

No. 19
f'I understand now.” went on Mr.
Gilmore. “Fou have been hanging

about the scliool in hiding. 1 under-
stand now why some juntors, the -uthrr

day, fancied that they had scen me in
the Cloistors. It was ot
“No doubt.”
{‘Ym: have boon seen,
Iingm'ed here "
“Where should I

and vel vou
0? I el vou ihis
is my last chance. I'my at the end of
aiy tether. You must help me!”

‘*1 cannot !’

“A suit of your clothes—your I}I:I.ES.
port—some moncy! T will take my
chance of getting ‘hold of a boat.™

;.r'l' cannot ! )
The conviet’s cves Lurned at hirn.
“You arc afraid of the risk. DBut
thére 15 risk -in refusing. What 13 your
pasition here worth, if I am arrested in
the schobl where yan ave a masgter?”

’”"suﬂuug”' suid Mr. Gilmore in a
low voigg., I should have to-go. My
appoiniment hore, which means every-

“window.

“1 cannot help you,” said Mr. Gil-
more, It is my duty to detain you
now and hand you over to the police.
“That I cannot do; but to help a con-
victed felon to cseape his just punish-
ment is what an honest man cannot and
will not db. You have mnotling" i
expect from me!™

“Bo that iz your answer " said Con-
viet Wo. 19 between l::izr tenth.
“That is my answer.”

Eric Gilmeore stepped to the 1.Hr|15|l:nv
and threw back the hangings which the
convict had so carefully drawn.

“Go!™ he said quietly.

“You will not hc[p L

“1 will not!™

“Then I stay here, and when I go
back to Blackmoor, at least Iwill leave
vou a  ruined mun'” sald (George
Waring between his téeth.

Br. Gilmore's face set hard.

“As you choose,” he said, and he
picked up the receiver of the telephone.

The conviet watched him breathlessly.
In & guiei, sicady voice Mr. Gilmore
Fave a nimber to the exchange.

The conviet panted.

““What is that number?®” :
“Courtfield Police Sfation,” answered
Eric Gilmore coldly.

“You—you—"  Waring madé a
fierce stride towards him, his eyes
blazing. *You will dare—".

“You have a fcw moments bofore my
eall iz answered,” sajd  the master af
the Greviriars Second. “Tale vour
chaice.” 5 _

“Put up the receiver!” said, the con-
viet in a choking volee, TV

“Youare not gone.”

“1 auy going ! A thousand corses—-="
He broke off as he heurd, from the
telephone, the murmur of  the answer-
iug voide from the police Elﬂ.tmn

The convict made a spring io -the
The caserent was torn opem,
thore was o light thud as the man froin
Blackmoor droppstl to the carth out-
sicke, With o deop. deep ‘breath Fric
Gilimore replaced the réceiver on the
telephone.

He stepped tn- the window and closed

it, Jand drew’ ihe’ hangings, Outside
thie wild winfer mg‘ht bhad swallowed
Convict. No.. 14.

THE E‘\I!

(Ve hm.i. out Jor the séguel ~!'|:? H:Hr
spleid il ™ garh,” ehtitled : S The™ .Fd'r'm

~ﬂ.r'u~=rrraf Faer -ini'!rrf.' il “PpPear, it

-tility man, and the feﬂnw who.

FAMOUS FOOTBALL CLUBS.

(Contivued from puge 2.)

played for England once, and also in
other repecsentative games, while: fae
many vears past he has becn -on the
fr_inge “of hgnuurs

- Evidontly the Blackburn Rovers
officials Loliéve that good big fellows
are hetter than gm::d little oncs. That
may be the'idea of Bob Crompton; the

“former full-back of tho side, who is now

a director, and the honorary manager
of the tean. Grmnptnn weighed . four-
teen stone in his playing days for the
Rovers, “.1!1!{: Rankin, the present
eentre-half, is the same weight. His
native place is Dundec, #znd he is
another plaver whe “ecost a bit.”

This very strong half-back line of the
Rovers is completed by Awstin Camp-
bell, a product of the North-cast of
Li}g‘lnnr]

Puddelfoot, the Great }

Now we come to the attack. the star
artist of which is Sydncy Puddefoot, the
maside-right. ¥You know =all .about
Puddefoot, of course; how- he was
browght out by West Ham United. as &
contre-forward, later transferred to
Falkirk for a five thousand fec.

His wing pariner is Peter Holland, .a
fellow who tempts us to suggest that t}m

‘Rovers managﬂmgnt g;an - virbues ‘i

Ilittle players as well oz an l:‘-‘lg ones,

Not long ago therée was a surprise
moye from Blackburn | when die

Harper, the contre- forward; was allowed

to go to Sheffold Wednesdm Harper
had scored a lot of goals for tho Black-
burn club, but they believe that in Tan
Mitchell they have a man who will bo
an oven greater siuccess as leader of ¢

attack,  He went to the elub from Stock-

port County as an gutside-left, ‘5o you

will see that the officials never hesitate

to maka experiments. Another oxamplo
of .this is provided b:l.f Arthur. Righy,
who has played both at inside and.oul-
side-left. He was also in.the England
tegm “in the formier position whin:they
beat -Scotland last April, and’ was also
England's insidc:left against Wales this
SPARON, althauﬂlu at the time he , was
figuring at outsile- Icft for. the Rmrm'-g,

Jolinny Melntyre -is the olab% foal
played

thipg 1o me, would have to be sacri- wexrt < week's® btmaj'}cr nunibei of -the for, Fulbam and Shefield Weddnesday
fietd. Maicxer. You will vele it « good. i, ©T8 E‘ﬂlﬂﬁ to Ewood, where the Rovers
“Help me, then!™ rhunrs.) - plg\‘ at’s the Rovers {édm.
Complota HHHE _
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14 DICKY NUGENT IS A FIRST-CLASS HUMORIST! YOULLFIND HIM IN FINE FETTLE AGAIN NEXT WEEK, CHUMS! 15
NOTISS | e oty the abody. | Firat of o, sid vhe Hoad, ~ sou wil

“ DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL is takin
forty winks, after the ardewus duties o
the day. He is on no account to ke
disterbed—mnot evon il the schocl is on
fire !

“On reading this notizs, kindly hold
your broth, and tip-toe silently away, o
as not to awsken the Sleeping Bewty."

R, JUSTISS, tho master of the

Z Fifth at Ht. Sam's, came along

Head's corriderc in a tearing

hurry. e was abeut fo burst

into the Head's study like o cyclone, when

that notiss, pinned to the door, gave him
paws.

Mr. Justiss devoured the notisg—thongh
I had only just lsd his supper. Thon
he stooped down and peeped through the

svhole,

ootor Birchemell wra sprawling in his
srm-chair, in the chesrful rays of the fire.
He wﬁﬂ_ﬂw?n to be aslecp, for not a mussel
of hiis face moved, and he wad aa muto o3
an_oyster. Thers was something very
fishy about him, which would have startled
some obeervers.  Doctor Birchemall's logs
waro stuek out in front of him, as alifl as

& wooden soldier's; ond his arma hong'

down straight, like pokers. ¥His lace wae
like the face of o graven image—wooden
and expressionlesa. Y

Mr. Justiss peepod st the motionless
fgger fov o moment, then, acting wpon
metructions, ha held Lia breth, and tip-
toed silently away.

But Mr. Liclktham, who came alopg
little loter, had no such scrooples. 8
glanced at the notiss on the door, and
boat o tattoo on it.

“Moy I come in, sir " he shouted.
“It's me—Licky!"

Thera wos no responso from within.

Mr. Lickham m.*uﬁzmn a hefty boot to the
itoor, kicking an
2000 timne.

Biff | Croshi! EBEiff ! Urosh!

Even the hevviest of aleopers could not
have slept through such o recket. But
still no sound came from within the sludy.

“ My hat!" ¢jackulated Mr. Lickham.
“The Hcad scems dead to the world !
['d better step inside.”

2o saying, Mre. Lickham flung open the
door of the study and stamped in.

" Borry to disturb your bewty aleop,
air,'"" he said, " but it's an urgent matter.
I want o lete poss, to go to the pictures in
Muggleton.”

There was no response from the strongely
inert mmmo_. in the armchair. Doctor
Birchemall might have been o marble
stotue, &0 still was he. His face might
have beon the work of & seulpter—a man
who ¢hips a chap’s chopa.

"Do you here me, air?™ eried Mr.
Lickham. "1 want a late pasa for the
pictures ! And if .you don't mind, I
should be glad of your company. I hate
the thought of going aleae, on such o derk
and E.mm_um sort of night. That akoundrel
Deadshot Dick, the Terror of the Highway,
ia atill prowling sround, and terrorising
the %:EFF Thers i3 & price on his head
~fifty pounds for his capturs, dend or
alive—Dbut he is still at lacge. 1 could not
fage the ruffian alone, s#ir, but with &
dsughty Gghting-man like you ot my &ide,
I should lear no foe in ghining -armer !
Wa ghould be able to ward off any attacks,
and we might even Lave the grate’ good
fortune to capture the preshus skeundrel.
Whnt do you say, sir I

Dogtor Birchemall said nothing. He
remained sprawling in his chair, ahd he
gave no sign that he heard a single word
Mr. Liekham had boon ssying. His
wera opan, s0.that he seemad awake ; but

Lhey were fixed with a Enmmw. atair in tho |

direction of the fire, inatead of being turned
towards Mr. Lickliam.
The master of the Fourth began to get
Tue Maoxer Tassarr.—No. 1.040.

pounding upon it at the

el i 1 I"r‘f

quite waxy. He wes not used to being
ignored and snubbed like this; cven by &
priviledged persen like the Head.

“ Am I waiating my breth, siv ? " hooted
Mr. Lickhem. * Am I talking to a deaf-
mate 7Y y

It really scemed that Mr. Lickham was,
for no sound came from the molionless
figger in the armcehair

Ir. Lickhoam fairly fumed.

“ You are awake, DoctorBirchemall, yot
yvou will nut answermea ! I have asked you
for a late pase; I have also asked you if
you will accompany me to Muggleton,
bekawsa of that skoundrelly highweymon
Dewdshot Dick. Coan it be possible, wic,
thet you are suffering from * cold feet " 777

It did not seom possible, for Docior
Birchemall’'a feot were resling on the
fender, in the scorching heat of the fire.

* Funk 1" eriod Mr. Lickliam, skorniully.
“Craven cowerd?! Afraid to  venture
forth wpon the highway at night ! Yah ! "

That taunt ought to have stung Doctor
Birchomall into spesch and action, but it
didn't, Without oven turning his head,
Le continued to gaze into the fire with a
glassy stair.

My, Lickham gove o feorce snovk. Ho
wia at the end of his paticnee,  Striding
forwoard, he seozed the Head by the
sholderas and shook lLim--like & terrier
shaking a lean rot.

Bhake, shnke, shake !

“ Now, sir," reared BAlr. Lickham,
“ perhaps you will be good enuff o give
me o hearing !

Btill peiting me reply, Mr. Lickham
shook the Hewd more viggerusly then
ever, And then he reseevecl the shock
of hia life, for e shook Doctor Birchemall
go vialeotly thot he actually shook him
all to peaces!

Doctor Birchemall's garments fell away,
revealing o dummy figger, with & pair of
broomsticks for ita legs. The heard,
which Mr. Lickham snctchod at in his
rage camng away in his hend. It was
artifizhal !

Tho master of the Fourth stood rooted
to the floor in blank astomisliment.

“Well, I'm jiggered!" he g :
“* Tt fan't Doctor Birchemaoll at all—it's o
duramy | Ne wonder I couldn™ get s
word out of 1"

Mr. Lickhom waa foirly flabberpasted.

.uﬁ.u_‘ri_ﬁungnmu._drgﬁ: WHE_.EH
such an eggstracrdinary trick ¥ Why had
rﬂ%_#:nﬂ_. a dummy figger in his armehair
and put that notiss on the door, saying
Tis was not to Lo disterbed ¥

There waa something very disterbing

‘sbout it all. It waas the sort of deseption

you might Lave cggspected fromn o sly-

e o] e e ¥ T e £ e i ¥ i o g | -..l-.-il.-l.-_-.-llniﬁ"

There are thousands of ways of making money, but

certainly none more startling or unigue than the

methad Dr. Birchemall of St. Sam's employs to
rake in the shekels!

h-.-.f ]l i e i ¥ g ) B 1 1 ) i o N e 9 i 3 il .~ e %

‘Turpentine, and they pra

Dicky
L4 N £Mﬂw\z.

A 5

larking junior, but not from
a greve and skollerly Head-
master !

Mr. Lickham set down
sid etorted to  think it
cut. He had forgotien all
about liz proposed trip to
the pictures. oﬁﬁ_ thaughis
wore full of thia strango
discovery.

What didd it all mean ?
Was tha Head engaged npon
some - shady ond  ainnister
buaginess ; amd had he left
the dummy ligger behind, so
that ha would be able to
prove an elleyby, if neces-
snry ¥

IFgr =one timo past (Lo
Head lind been in the helic
of guing out at night alone
O 200 TNASLETIOUE MiARIGn.
What was he up to ¥ What was Lis little
gngne ¥

Mr. Lickhom poncdercd 1he prollomn
for a long, long time. And a derk sus-
pighun erzne into his mintl--a suspishun
which grow and grow till it beenrne almost
& convietion,

Whenever the Head had s night out it
wis & strange coincidence that somebody
should be held vp and robbed on the
King'a bighway.

Surcly, surely there could be no com-
nection  between  Deadshot Dick, the
Terror of the Highway, ond Tactor
Birchemall, the respected and respectable
Hoodmaster of 5t Sam's ¥

Was the Hewd leading a dubble life—a
sort of Jekill and Hide eggsistence T Was
he » men of high and nobls carracter
by day, and a skonndrel of the deepest dio
by night ! Was he combining the duel
rollz of Headmaster and highwayman ¥

It really began to look like it !

Mr. Lickham had not forgotten the
tirnag when Doctor Birchomall had turmed
pirvate: and eniled the seas in serch of
advoncher. I & porgon was  roscally
enufi, to turn pirate, he wonld have no
scrooplea in turning highwayvman, if it
suited his purrpusa. That was only lojjick.

Btartled by this trome of thought, M.
Lickham sprang to his feet amd paced up

‘ond dawn the study. Presently lic cauglit

sight of s pile of papersa on the IMead's
desk - papera  with eullered covers, de-
picting highwayman scenes,

“ Grate pip L ejackulated Mr, Lickhiam.
“The ‘INck Turpentine Library'! Bo
this iz the sort of litterature the Head
reads in his gparo time ! I oee it all now.
He has.been reading the eggaploits of Dick

u.m% on his mind
to woch an eggstent that ho desided to

i

turn  Mehwayman hanself.  Deadshot
Dicli, the man for whoge capture, dead or
alive, o rewnard of m_.aw. pounds ia offered, is
Doetor Birehemall ¢

Mr. Liclkham was almost oversomo by
hia staggering discovery.

To think that it was the Head who was
terrorising the countryside, amd lwlding
pouple up at tha eross roads, and meking
them etend and deliver] Teo think thoat
it was Doctor Birchemall who had held
up & party of 3t. Bam's meaters, ono dark
and stormy night, and muade them turn
out thewr poechets !

On that oceasion Mr. Licklmm himsolf
had forfetted half-g.crown to the high-
wovmoan ot the point of the blunderbuss.

“I'M got my munoy back—with in.
terrest | 7 he eriod. " U claim this fifty
pounds roweand and show the Head up
in his true cullers ! Heforo many hours
have collapsed, Doctor Birchemall will
bo whero he ought to have been long ago—
behind prison bars—and I shall be o rich
man ! "

Mr, Lickham rubbed hiz hands and
larfed o gloating larf.  In his eggsitement
and glee he did not notiss a sinnigter
figeer  stending in the doorway—the
fger of o masked and bearded highway-
i f

*“Thia very night,” cggsclaimed AMr.
Lickhearp, * ihe Head will Le unmosted !
Ho will be ¢ast into chokey, and I shall
regoevo tho fifty pounds rewarnd [or eggs.
posing him. Being the senior master, I
ahell be appoint Headmester of Bt
Ham's in his place. Oh, how rippiog !"

And Mr. Liekham fairly daneed oat of
the study, without heving notiesed the
rRimdister figger that stood scowling ot
him from the other doorway.

When Mr, Lickhoem had gone the masked

Lk |

Hastily he illed
off hia lighway-
man's attire, pnd 1
A few minnita he
Liad effoctod i
transformation. His
closl:  and  tliree-
cornerad  hat wers
replaced by o

n and morter-
ﬁﬂ”ﬂﬂ" Ivia mask
was «off, and his
fecturea were  tho
fammiliar feclures
of Doetor Birche-
mall

Mr. Hide Tad
become Dr. Jekill
again !

* 8o, my dear
Lickherm,' ha mvt-
tered  to humseld,
“you think yom
are  going  to  do
the dirty on me—
what ¥ You fondly
imagine  that 11
will bag the _ﬂﬂm
pounds roward snd
gtep inte my shoes
as Heagd master,
whilet I am lan-
gwishing in n prigon
aeil ! ___h____m:_,H,ﬁ:
efraid  you'll he
sadly dirappointed,
Yau dhould lhove
remembeored  thoe
wigdomy of thae
old proverhb—
* Raver count your
ehirkens  wntil &
Lird in the hauwd becomes iwo in the
bash*!"

S 0 e ——

IT.
‘Y NSPECTOR HAWKEYE, of tle
H Muggleton Perlice Force, locked wup
from his desl. .

“Birehemall ? "' he seid, in reply
to the sergeant. * What has the old
seamp been up to now ¥ Hondeuff him
and march him in ! "

* Ahem ! " coffed the sergeant. ' Doctor
Biychemnall jsn't a prigoper, sir. Ho has
not been arrested ; hoe walleed into the
station of his own ancord. He wants to seo
you on 4 very important matter.”

“Oh! Ask him in,”" said Inspoctor
Hawlkeye.

Dootor Birchemall was ushered i, snil.
ing and screne. The Head was always ot
his case. Ho waa never decomposed,
aven in the prosence of perlice officers.

‘LGood-ovening, Tnapector!” said the
Head, dismissing the sergeant with a jerk
of hig thumb, * I have called to see you
with revorence to Deadshot Dicle, the high-
wayman.”

At the mention of that name, Inspector
Hawkeye was on lis feet, his ayes plinting
lika pointe of fre.

* Deadshot Dick ! he eried. ™ What
do you know of him, Doctor Birchemoll ¥
Have you any information which may

serve o8 & ¢loo to the skoundrel's identity 1™

Tha Head nodded.

" Mors than that,” he said, “ I am in a
porition Lo deliver vp Deadshot Dick in
peraan.”

“ Deed or alive "

“YVory much alive ! said ihe Head.

Inspector Hawkeye becoame very ogg-
gited.

" Doctor Birchemall ! ha ervied. " Tell
me ol once who this ruffian i8, 8o that the
law may deal with him as he richly de-
gerves ! Tell o hiz pame ! Tell me where
he may bo found! "

* Not so fast, inspoctor,” said ithe Heod
calmly. * 1 Thave one or two eonditions to

Enw_..._“_m?nmmnnnnr_n_mam:u,E..EE:.
tion,' .

realise how necessary it is that 1 should
have porlice protection, after laying
informution againat so desprit and dubble.
died a skgundrel as Deadehot Dick."”

“Of corse | "' said Inspector Hawkeye.

" ¥ou will give me perlice protaction ¥
asked the Hend eagerly, " You will
sollumly ‘sware that nobody shall lay n
finger on me—that not a hare of my head
shall be harmed ¥

“Yea, yos!" safd the inspector im-
patiently.

* Thenk you'" said Doctor Birchem-
all, smiling. *' I ghall now be able to di-
vulge my informatin without any fears or
fourbodin But thera iz one other con-
ditionn. 1 I deliver up to you this man
Doadshot Pick, I take it I shall ba entitle:d
te the reward of fifty pounds 77

Ingpecior Hawkeye wavered for =a
mament, then ho gave in. Crossing to the
safe, o unloclked it, and drew out & bundla
of banknotes, which the Head eyed
hangrily.

Tha notes were counted owmt, and the
Hood snatched st them eagerly, tucking
b thom away in his wallet.

“ And now," said the inepector, fixing
his eyes keonly on his visitor, ' whero iy
* Deadahot Dick 7™

** Hera ! " said the Head, coolly making
a aweeping bow. ** Deadshot Dick, at your
gerviag 1 "

Yor a moment the inspector atood
transfized. Al sorts of sxpressiona chased
thamaelves over hia {aco a3 he stood blinl:-
ing &t Doctor Birellemall. It took him quite
& ﬂuan time to Erasp he'd been tricked.

M You- - you—— The inspector waa
almoat speechless with rage. ' So it's you
wit has been playing the part of s high-
wayIman, and Eﬂﬁﬁﬁmum.ﬂ#u countrysids "

' Little me "' said the Heud modestly.

Yo'l get tem years for this 1" eriwl
the inspector wE_......_Em_&H,. * 1" have you

ut in irons and clapped into o sell!

m: heve you brought wup at the
¢ A sRizng—"*
P Oab it out ! seid the Head ealmly.
I You have prommist me perlice :
tection—youn have given me your sollum
assurence that not & finger shall be laid
on me—and you will keap your word.
like o man of hosner. I wish you & good-
evening, inspector !V

Apd the Head walked jauntily out of
the perlicc-station, leaving Inepector
Haowke teaving his hare and nashing
hig teeth, with fealings too deep for wordy.

Just as the Head wes leaving the per-
lice-slation he bimped into Mr. Lickham,
who was in 1lie act of entering.

* Hallo, Lickham!" said the IHea:d
affalidy. * Hove come alter the ffty
pounds’ reward t I sa, you're just too late.
The dibbs are repoging in my pocket ! ™

Mr. Lickham gasped,

* Yon—yon skoundrel, Doctor Birchem-
all ! I am ebout to eggaposs you--——"

“Too late! I have already eggsposed
mysell ! "

* And youn are not under srrest ? "

* Duzzent louk like it, does it ' said
the Head cheerily, * Facst ia, 1 have
cheatad the Emﬁw. old gallows, end Dead-
shot Dick io still at lerge, though he is

ing out of business as & highwsyman,

ere, Lickham ! Take beck the half-
crown I robbed you of the other night,
wnd say no more about it.”

And the Head tossed a ailver cain to
the astonished Mr. Lickham, and trotted
cheerfully back to Bt. S8am’a.

Thus ended the amazing eggeploita amd
eecapades of Deadshot Dick, the lerror
of the Highway }

i THE EXD.

{Whatever you do, chums, don't mias read-
tny: OOCTOR - BIRCHEMALL —
VENTRILOQUIST I wnext week's hair-
H_.&w,w _.___Eﬂ? . m.nﬁ.wa It's one long

ugh from begianing jo e
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