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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Smithy’s Goal !

b ETTER not!1”

e

“Lock here, Smithy——"
“ Mind your own business I

“¥You cheeky ass!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, "I tell you—"

“0Oh, shut up ™

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars, waz evidenitly not to be
reasoned with.

It was Smithy's custom to follow his
own obstinate way whithersoever it
might lead him, Often it led him into
trouble. Now it looked like leading him
into trouble once more,

There was a crowd of fellows in the
Remeove paszage. Nearly all the Form
were there. All eyes were on Vernon-
Bmith. )

Some of the fellows were grinming.
8ome locked very serious, somie rather
alarmed. Smuthy had placed a fooiball
en the floor near the end of the
passage. Ile was standing by it, watch-
ing and waiting, his eves on the Remove
landing. Obviously, he was waiting for
someong to cone uf_ the Remove stair-
case, intending to kick the ball as soon
as the newcomer's head rese above the
level of the landing.

It was a reckless trick—rather a dan-
gerous trick. The Bounder cared
nothing for that. It was a Sixth Form

refect who was to get the footer—and

mithy eared nothing for that, either.
When the Bounder's temper was roused,
he gave no thought to consequences.

Five or six fellows remonstrated, as
well as Harry Wharton, the captain of
the Remove. Bmithy gave them no
heed. st

Not that they had any objection, in
Ermmpie, to Loder of the SBixth geiting

nocked over by a footer. They were
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thinking of what Smithy had forgotten
—the consequences.

“You're a mad ass, Smithy ¥ said
Bob Cherry.

“Cheese 1t!?

“The madfulness 13 terrificc my
esteomed idiotic 8mithy !’ urged Horree
Jamset Ram Singh. “Loder will be
preposterously infuriated 1

1] R—ﬂ.tﬂ !.lJ

“TIt wi}l mean a flogeing,” said Frank
Nugent.

Smithy shrugged his shoulders.

“Let 1t 1 he answered.

“Omithy, old man—
Redwing. ]

“Shut up, Redwing 1”7

“What about collaring the silly ass
and sitting on his silly head till Loder's
been up ¥ suggested Johnny Bull.

“Let's ¥ agreed Nugent.

“Keep .clear, you :zilly dummies !
snapped the Bounder. “Loder will be
up in a minute! Is he coming, Bunter 77

Billy Bunter, on the landing, was
blinking down the Remove staircace
through his biig spectacles. He was
keeping watch for Loder.

Smithy wanted to get Loder with that
footer when he came, but he did not
want to get anybody else.

Mr. Quelch, the Remove masier,
might have come up to the studies, and
it would have been an awful catastrophe
to get Quelch by mistake. Even the
:ﬁnklﬁﬁa Bounder did not want to risk

at.

“1 say, Loder’s coming!” squeaked
Bunter, a5 he epotted the bully of the
Rixth on the lower stairease.

“Good I

Billy Bunter backed safely out of the
line of fire, grinning. Bunter, at least,
wag very keen to sco that footer catch
Loder as he came, and drop him back
down tha Remove staircase. So long as
soma other fellow teok all tho risk,
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Billy Bunter thcught it a jolly good

idea.

“Rmithy—" urged Harry Wharton,

“Oh, give a fellow a rest!” snap
Vernon-Bmith. * Loder’s coming up to
give me tho ashplant. He told me he
would if T dido"l go to his study. He
won't feel like .g;i\'m anybody tha ash-

lant after he's caught this footer with

15 face

“Carry on, Smithy!” eaid Skinner
encouragingly.

But Skinner prudently backed into his
study, all the same. He did not want
to be on the scene when Smithy
“carried on,”’

“ Look here, Smithy——" said Peler
Todd.,

“Can't you shut up i

“Oh gum! Here's Loder I breathea
Wihley.

There was a sudden hush in the
Remove passage. Most of the fellows
could see the |ixth Form man’s hedd
as it came into view on the Remove
stairease across the landing.

Thera was a frown on Gerald Loder's
face, an ashplant under his arm,. The
bully of the Sixth, always unpleasant,
had been more unpleasant than ever
that term. Plenty of juniors woull
have been glad enough to bowl him over
with 2 Soccer ball, so far as that went,
But only the Bounder was reckless
enouph to think of doing it.

Smithy was not only thinking of it—
he did it1 As Loder’s shoulders fol-
lowed his head into view, the Bounder
of Greyfriars t]elihc-rﬂtnfy kicked the
ball. S8mithy was as good a man at get-
ting goals as any fellow in the Remove.
e got that one casily,

The footer whizzed |

Crash | i ]

“Oh ™ gazped all the Removites m
the passage, s they heard the erash of
the Soccer ball right in Loder's face,
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followed by another crash as the Sixth
Form man went backwards.

Loder was taken completely by sur-
prise. Before he knew what was hap-
;:-::mng, the Soccer ball was smiting his
eatures, and he was rolling down the
slairs.

Bump, bump, bump !

Wild yells rose from Loder as he
bumped from stair to stair.

The Remove staircase was a short one,
but it was quite long enough for Loder
escending it im  that unexpectexj
manmner,

He rolled and bumped from stair to
statr, roaring.

“Coal " grinned the Bounder.

“{Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha I

Some of the Removites scuttled into
the studies. Others waited breathlessly,
wondering what on earth was going to
happen next. Loder, sprawling at the
foot of the Remove staircase, yelled
wildly, his yells ringing through the
House. It sounded as if Loder was
damaged.

There was a buzz of startled voices.
Fifth Form men came out of the games
study, Fourth Formers came oul of
their passage. All of them stared at
Loder, sprawling and bawling, on the
middle landing.

“What the dickens——*

“Tallen downstairs ¥ said Coker of
the Fifth. “Clumsy ass, you know, fall-
ing downstairs [

O]

Ow! Ogoch ' Loder roared.

“Oh! Ah! 0Ow!l Oocoooooooah |
“Hallop! There's s footer!” ex-
claimed Temple of the Fourth: The

Hoecer ball had rolled down after
Loder, “O0Oh gad! Those fags playing
Eals.iwzl-gc: football—and Loder's got the

u 1

"Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh! Ow !l Wow ! Goooh | Yooooooh 1
roarcd Loder, sitting up dizzily, “Oh
cruimbs ! Oh gad ! w?“

He dabbed his nose, which spurted
redd. Perhaps he wished to make sure
that it was still there, It felt as if it
wasn't,

“ What is all this?” An angular figure
and 2 severe face came into view on the
lower stairs. DMr, Quelch had been

drawn to the scone bf' the UProar.
“What has happened? Loder—>*
“Owl Oh! Ow!" rosred Loder.

“I've been knocked over by a footer!
Ehﬂlse young rascals in your Form—

W tF

Mr. Queleh started up the Remove
etaircase. There was a warning squeak
abiove.

"I eay, wou fcllows,
comos Quelch 17

There was a gscampering of feet in the
Remove passage—and sudden silence.
It took Mr. Quelch only o few moments
to reach the passage tenanted by his
orm. Buat a few moments were enough
for the Hemeove, When Ilenry Samuel
Queleh reached that passage, 1t was as
deserted as Robinson Crusoce's island !

cave! Hero

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Blow for the Bounder!

wr s 7 ITARTON 1

A “Oh! ¥Yes, sir!” mur-
mured the caplain of the
Remaove.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
were in their study—No. 1 in  the
Rewove—when the deor opened and
their Form-master logked in.

Both of them were busy—very busy.
It was probable that every fellow in the
Form was busy in his study at tho
moient.

It was judicious to be busily cccupied
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when a beak cama along to inguire who
had knocked over a Sixth Form prefect
with a Soceer ball!

Harry Wharton was writing lines—he
had some on hand for Loder. Irank
Mugent was scanning the columns of
D, 3milth’s Smaller Latin Dictionary,
wilh a keen interest that juniers seldom
displayed in that attractive volume.

However, busy as they were, the
chums of the Remove had to suspend
those important occupations, aa Quelch
glared in.

“Wharton! Are you aware of what
has happened ! thundered Mr. Quelch,

““ Has—has nn{lthmg happened, sir?™

“Have wvou heard nothing of it
Wharton 7"

“I—1 heard a noise, sir-—"

“I think you did ! said BMr. Queleh
grimly. “¥You are well aware, Whar-
ton, that passage football is strictly
forbidden, owing to the accidents it may
cause, I expeet my head boy to sec that
such rules ape observed, Wharton.”

“Ilas—has anybody hecn playing
pazsage football, sir?”

“If you arc not aware of it, Whar-
ton, you should have been, as you are
here in vour study. You will take two
hundred lines, Wharton [

“Oh! ¥es, sir1” said Harry, making
a mental resolve to punch Bmithy's head
2t their next meeting.

B o ottt d

Greyfriars School is a haven of
peace and refuge to the escaped
convict from Blackmoor Prison
. « . until the rasecally Gerald
Loder, unaware of the fact that
the man is his own eousin,
starts prying into the private
affairs of the temporary games
master !

R R R R R R R R e rerir

“And now,” said Mr. Queleh, T re-
quire to know what boys were engaged
in this game, and who kicked the fopt-
ball that struck Loder, of the Sixth
Form. Wharton, you will call all the
boys into the passage.”

“Oh! Yes, sir!”

Quelch stepped back from the
doorway of Study No. 1. He steod like
& grim statue, while his head boy woent
up the passage, calling into study after
study.

Loder did not appear on the scene,
Loder was limping away down the
lower stairs. The matter was now in
the hands of the Remove master. And,
as the Bounder had foretold, Loder was
not feeling inclined to carvry on, after
his painful experience with the Soceer

ball. Loder was limping away to doctor
his damages, which were many and
Various.

The Reinove studies pourcd forth their
cecupantz. They goathered under the
gimlet-cves of their Forn-master.

Wharton bad passed the word that it
was supposcd that paszagc football had
been going on. That little mizappre-
iension was vather fortuvate, in the
circumstances.

Pagsage foolball was scevercely  for-
bidden; but ik was not nearly =0 serious
a 1natter as deliberately bowling over a
prefeet of the Sixth. Bven the Dounder,
reckless ag he was, was rather glad
that Queleh did not know that a Re-
move man  had  deliberately  “got
Loder with the Soccer ball.

3

“1 conclude I said Mr. Quelch grimly
when all the juniors were gathere
under his gimlet eye, “that you were all
concerned in this."”

“It—it wasn't me, squeakod
Lilly Bunter, in alarm.

“You were concorned 1n it, Bunter™

“0Oh, no, sir! I—I never even knew
what was going on, sir| I—I—"

“I heard your voice as I came up
the gtaivs, Bunter. You called out a
wariting to the others.”

“Oh  erikey!  I—1 wasn't there,

sir |V

sir—"

“What 1

UI—=I really wasn't, sir!™  gasped
Bunter. “I was in my study when—

when vou heard me on the landing, sic™

“That will do, Bunter. Now, as you
wore all—"

“1I guesa not, air!™ sald Tisher T.
Fish. “I'll fell & man, sir, I was in my
study, and wasn't wise to it till I heard
the rogkus.™

“Can wou speak English, Fishi™
hooted Mr. Quelch.

“Aw ]l ¥Yep!” answered the American
junior, in surprise. “I'll sure say so0.*

“Then kindly speak that language
when you are addressing your Form-
master. All the boyvs who were not con-
cerned in this reckless riot may go back
into their studies,” sald Mr. Quelch,

Ne fellow in the Remove had been
concerned in it excepting the Bounder.
But only a few went back into tho
studies. If Quelch supposed that pass-
age footbell had been geing on, he was
weleome to rematn in that litele orvor,
Quite a number of the juniors weve feel-
ing strongly inclined to kick Smithy:
but nobady wanted to land him with a
Head's Flnggin&.

Fisher T. Fizsh scuttéled back into
Study No. 14, Skinner and Snoop went
into Study No. 11. Billy Dunter made
a move towards Study No. T; but s
warning glare from Peter Todd stopped
him, and he stood his ground. Thero
were few Fellows in the Forin whoe were
not ready to face the music.

“Every boy here will take a hundred
linea!™ said Mr., Quelch.

Silence ! .

“ And the boy who kicked the foothall
will stand forward!™ went on the Ra-
move master. " As the one responsible
for the accident, he will be severely
Eupishc-d. I shall make an example of

.

Nobody stood forward. MNobody, it
waa clear, waa anxious to be made an
cxample of. ) ;

“I am waiting,” satd Mre. Quelch, in
a grinding voicc.

¢ cantinued to wait.
long minute passed—in  silence.
Then the Bemove master, with coem-
pressed lips, spoke again,

“Vory well. The whole Form will be
detained for the next half-holiday.”

“0Oh 1™ gazped the Removites.

Yovery cye turned on Smithy.

The next hali-holiday was Wednes-
day. Woednesday was the date of the
fixture with Sk Jim's. On Wednesday
afternoon Toem Merry & Co. were com-
ing over from St Jim's to play foolball.
It was guite 1mpossible for the Remove
to be under detention on that day;
though Mr. Quelch scemed unaware of
it.

The Bounder drow a deep breath, and
stugjpnd forward.

“1 kicked the [ooter, sir[” he seid
guictly.

“Very pood 1™ said Mr. Quelch, *I
am glad, Vernon-8mith, to hear you
admit it. The Form will not be
detainod.”
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Thora was a gasp of relief from the
Remove footballers. . g

“You, Veroon-S8mith, will be detained
on Wednesday,” said Mr. Quelch. “ And

ou will write fiva hundred lines of

irgil, in the Form-room.

The Bounder breathed hard.

He knew that he was getting off
cheaply, for had Quelch been aware of
the facts, he would have been taken
before the headmaster for a flogging,
with detentions thrown in. But it woa a
gevere punishment, all the same.

Tho loss of the half-holiday did not
matter very much 1n itself; if it had
not bean tia date of one of the most
prominent of the Remove faotball fix-
turcs, But it did happen so—and de-
tention meant that the Bounder had to
stand out of the football match. Which
was & heavy blow, not only to Smithy
himself, but to the team, for ho was a
man who could not be spared.

“Oh, wvou fathead, Smithy!” mur-
mared Bob Cherry.

“1f—if you please, sir—" began the
Bounder,

“Yeou need say no  more,
S8mith " rapped Mr. Quelch.

Mr. Queleh turned, and rustled down
tha Bemove staircase. When he was

one the Remove fellows glared at the

sunder.

“You =silly ass!” said Harry Whar-
ton., “You potty chump! You ought
to be jolly well kicked 1™

*¥You fathead, Smithy—"

“I had to own up, I suppose 1 snarled
the Bounder.

*Yes, you ass—but you hadn't to kick
that footer at Loder!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton angrily. “Now I've got to
find a ;mw man for the cla‘:cn.t al?d have
we got as gl‘aod & man to take your
place, you siily idiot "

* Thanks!” said the
castically.

“You fathead 5,

“You ass—"

“You dummy—"-"

All the Remove footballers had some-
thing to say to Smithy, and nothing that
they had to say was complimentary.
The Bounder went inta SBtudy No. 4
and slammed the door.

Vernon-

Bounder sar-

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Rag on the Phone !
i LDDEH.!” called out Wingate,

It wasz after tea, and =&
number of the great men of
the Sixth Form were gathered

jin the Prefccts'-room. In that apart-
ment a telephone was installed, for the
nze of those great men, the prefects of
Grevfriara, The bell rang, and Win-
gate of the Sixth stepped to the instru-
ment. With the receiver in his hand, ha
glanced round the room and called to
Loder.

Most of the senior men in the room
were discussing foothall.  Leder was
taking no part in that discussion. For
one thing, he was definitely out of the
first eleven. For ancther, he was keen
on some news he was rend:ing in a pews-
paper, as he sat by the window.

That news was a paragraph referring
to a conviet, No. 28, of Blackmoor, who
had rvecently been recaptured near the
echoal.

As No. 22 of Blackmoor was named
James Loder, and as all Greyiriars had
learned that James Loder was a cousin
of Loder of the Sixth, any news on that
subject was of deep, if unpleasant, in-
terest to Gerald or.

Loder had never seen that cousin of
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his, so far ag he knew, at least; but he
had a deep antipathy towards the rela-
tive who had disgraced his family name,
and made him the talk of the school.
He had been glad to hear that the man
had bepn canght, and not sorry to hear
that hia capturo had been caused by a
motor eotident—the captured man hav-
g been knocked down by a car, which
had driven on and left him senscless by
the roadside.

Loder had no compassion to waste on
lim, He deserved all that came to him,
in Loder’s opinion. Why couldn’t the
brute have stayed quietly at Blackmoor,
where he was out of sight, and in no
danger of disgracing Loder?

Nobody at Greyfriars had ever heard
of him until his escape from prison,
Now everybody at the school had heard
of him; &nd Loder’s enomies, who were
numerous, made it & point {o keep the
topic going.

g[is accident, Loder had no doubt,
served him jolly well right. But it was
rather unfortunate, from Loder’s point
of view. For the wretched man had
heen so severely injured that he could
not be taken back to Blackmoor yiol,
and in consequence, was still in the
prison hospital at Courtficld, only a few
miles from the school.

The paragraph Loder was now read-
ing stated that the man was sulfering
from severe concussicn, that he had not
yel recovered his senses, and that it was
wry doubtful when he would recovér
them. It added that he had been so
disfigured by his accident thab it was
only by the conviet garb that he had
been known to be No. 22 of Blackmoor
at all. Apparently, he was going to
remaln wherse he was for some time;
and Loder rcHected savagely that he
was not going to be rid of the brute,
aeven now that he was caught.

Hea loocked up from the newspaper as
Wingate called to him. He caught a
smile on the face of Gwynne of the
Sixth, and scowled—notlung doubting
that Gwynne had noliced that he was
reading news of the convict. As &
matter of fact, Patvick Gwynne had
caught sight of Dilly DBunter in the
nquad, bolting jam tarts fm:j“ a paper
an

g at greab specd, growing
stickier and stickier. Heuce Gwynne's
smile. PBut Loder was very touchy

these days; and he fancied thak
Conviet No, 22 was in every obther mind
as constantly as in his own.

“It’s for you, Loder I” said the Grey-
friars captain; ond Laoder, scowling at
Cwynne as ho passed hiwm, wenb to tlic
telephone and took the receiver,

He snapped into the tran=mitler.

" Halle 1™

“"Loder wanted! Is that Lodert?
came & volce he did not recognize.

“Gerald Loder speaking ™

“0Oh, good! Do you wank to sco your
relation i came the voice.

Loder started.

“"What ! he cjaculated.

“Four Cousin James!” went on the
volce. I suppose yvou know that your
cousin, the convict, Lhas been caught,
and i3 at Couvtfield. lle's in rather a
bad way, and if you'd like to sco
him—"

Gerald Loder's faco whilened wilh
rage. LTwo or three fellows in the room
glanced at him.

All Greyiriars knew that No. 22 was

er's Cousin James. Bot 1t had not
occurred to him that anyone outside the
sehool knew.

But this telophono eall looked as if
the relationship was koown in Court-
field, too. Otherwise, why was Loder
:un% up on tho subjeck? lle gritted hia
teeth with helpless rage. Was Lhis

g‘ﬂéilﬁ to become the talk of the whole
neighbourhood az well as of the school 7
“Who's speaking? lhe  hisged.

“Where are you speaking fromi”

“What did you sayi®

“Whera are you speaking fromi™
hissed Loder. He dreaded to hear that
his interlocutor was speaking from
Courtfield Folice Station.

"Is that the kind of grammar you
learn in the SBixth Form, Loder 7 askod
the voico.

“Wha-a-at ' stutlered Loder. That
was a very unexpected question.

“What would' your headmaster say if
ha heard it? Dwoes your beak allow wou
to_end a somtence with a proposition 1

Loder gasped.

Such a question as that, obviously,
could not come from Inspector Grimes
at Courtfield Police Btation! It dawned
on Loder that this call was a "spoof ”
call, and came from somoe young rascal
pulling his leg on one of the scheol
telephones,

Some fellow he had lately wlhopped,
no doubt, was getting his own back by
talking to Loder about his conviet
relation—from the safa cnd of a wire.

“You should say *Fron where are
you speaking,” Loder!” went on the
voica, in & tone of admonition,
 Clearly this como from some checky
Junior. It was a relief to fAind that the
call did not come from outside Grey-
friars. DBut it was deeply exasperating
all the samne.

Loder strained his ears in an attempt
to recognise the voice. DBul he realised
that the fellow on the wire was speak-
ing in carcfully disguised tonea.

ome master, evidently, was out, and
this checky young villain was borrow-
ing his phone—io cheek Loder!

“"You ought to be whopped for that,
Loder | went on the voice. “But to
come back to our muiton, decar man,
aro you going fo call en your broad-
arrow reiation? It's a chance now,
you know, if you feel very affectionate
towards your relation, as 1I'm sure you
do. ¥You can’t call on your other rela-
tions who may happen to be conviets”

Loder very nearly foamed over the
telephaone. _ ,

“ How many relaiions have you got in
guod, Loder?” continued the voice, " A
gaod many, I suppose! If your peoplo
are anything like you, a good many of
thern  must have pgone to  chokey.
What ¥ ]

“Wheo's speaking?” alinost shrieked
Lader. Lvery fellow in the Prefeets'-
romn stared at him.

“Wonldn't you like to know ¥ asked
ihe voice pleasantly. “Look here,
Leder, take a tip froma me. Go and sce
vour cenvictk cousin while you've got a
chanco. He will be able to put you wise
zhout what it's like at Blackmoor. That
will be useful Lo you in the future, when
you get there yourself. See the peint?”

Gerald Loder jammed the receiver
lback on the hooks with a jam that
made the instruinent rock. o had had
enough of that chat on the telephane.

“What's the row, old man?” azked
Walker of the Sixth, ]

“Ti's some young scoundrel, ragging
on the phone !” hissed Loder. "1 sup-
pose you knew that, Wingate, when you
took the call” _ .

The Greyiriars captain gave him a
quict glance. ] .

“1 knew nothing of the kind,” he
answered curtly. “Your name was
asked for, and that was all I heavd. [If
it's some kid ragging, who was it7 I’}
rive him six fast enough for ragging on
our phone.” .

“Po vou think he'd let me know his
voice 7™ sparled Loder. *Omne of those
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young rotters in the Remove, I've no
doubt. If I knew where to lay hands
on him——"

“If he's got one of the school phones
vou can spot him easily enough,” said
Carne.  *“Somae beak must be out——"

Loder nodded, grabbed up his ash-
plant, and stamped out of the Prefects’-
room. There was hitle doubt that the
ragger had clearcd off as scon as that
telephone talk was over. But if there
was & chance of ecatehing him, Loder
was not going to lose that chance.

Ashplant in hand, and with a deadly
glint in his oyes, he strode away
towards Masters' Studies. If he found
a junior in any master’s study it was
going to be extremely unpleasant for
that junior|

L __;J J ) Jr[i”
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fallen back into his old way of life with
remarkabla aase.

Sometunes, indeed, the convict life al
Blackmoor end the desperate days and
nights when he had been a hunted man
seemed to him like an unreal and evil
dream.

Creyimars School was a haven of
peace and refuge; all the more because
he was generally liked—the fellows whoe
liked him, little dreaming that he was
the sante man whom many of them had
seen in tatlered conviet garh, fleeing
from the police. They were not likely
to suspect that the wrong man had been
capturcd, snd that No, 22 was at Grey-
friars in his name and his place. That
change of identity was, so far, & secret
locked in No. £2's own breast.

T

W_J’”mm M
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s T

Before he knew what was happening, the Soccer ball was smiting his features, and he was rolling down the stairs.
be roared, as he rolled.

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

L. STEPIEN LAGDEN, the
M now  gaines master at Grey-
friars School, frowned.

Ile waz walking in the
gquadrangle. after tea in Common-room
with the other beaks.

The handsome young man who was
Jalled * Mr. Lagden® at Greyfriars,
but who had until recently been known
Ly & vory different name—and number
—sivalled on the path by the windows of
Alasters” Studies.

llo had been a week in the schoeol,
g5 0 temporary master, taking the place
of Larry Lascelles. Every dey, every
hour, of that week, had been sheer
satisfaction to the man whose real name
waz Joames Loder, whose number at
Blackimocor had been 22, and who
counted on obselute eafety so long as
the ecaptured man et Courtficld was
unable to spealk,

Unly a yvear ago, before disaster came,
ho had been grines mmaster ot Ohkeham
School, in Devonshive: and he had

R HTHI
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*“Oh !

The frown that clouded the games
master's cheery face was caused by the
sight of & juntor i Mr. Queleh’s study.

The window of that study was wide
open;  and, calching &  movement
within, the young masier slopped there
to spoak te Are. Quelch.

Then, as he looked in, he saw that
Mr. Queleh was not in the study; but
a member of Mr, Queleh's Form was
just turning away from the telephone,
And he frowned abk Herbort Vernon-
Smith of the Roemove.

Smithy, grinning, turncd from the
inatrument., e had a detention, due to
Loder; awd he had had “six ™ from
that unpleasant and unpopular prefeck.
But ie rathier considered that that talk
on the telephone had made matiers
even, Now he was in a horry to get
clear, DBut, a3 he stepped quickly
towards the door. a voice called his
name from the window.

“YVernon-Binith

The Bounder gave a sudden jump and
spun round towards the window, He
was aware that Mr, Queleh was with the
Head, but Lhe had had a wary cye on

5

the door while he uvsed the Remove
masbor's phone.  He had not expected
to be spotled from the window.

‘He was relieved to sce that it was the
kind, good-natured face of the games
master that was locking in. That face
never lost its expression of good nature,
though it was now frowning.
_"?igh " ejaculated Smithy, *““Yes,
ir ¥

“What are you doing here in your
Form-master's study in his absence ™

said the games master swcreli.'. i 1
think I saw you at the telephone,
Vernon-Smith.”
“"Reep it dark, sir!” eaid the
Bounder,
“ What 22
e T

%

Vernon-Smith’s foot shot out and the footer whizzed. Crash ! Loder, coming up the stairs, was taken compleialy by surprise.

““ Doooh 1

Ah! Owl™

“I=I mean, don't give me away, I
should get inte s fearful row,” smid

BSmithy. *“No harm done, sir. Only
a rag on a fellow.™ )
1 shall not mention this to your

i

Forin-master,” said Lthe young mau ot
the window. *Dut you had better leave
ithat study at onec.™

“0Oh, yos, sir, cortainly,” sald Vernon-
Bmith.

He was ouly too glad to leave the
study at once. If Loder of the Sixth sus-
peeted, as very likely ho would, that
e had been talked to on one of the
sghool telephones, he was pretly eeittain
to come along. Smithy cevtainly did not
want to be spoticd as the fellow who
had phoned.

The games master watched hin
through the window till he had gone
out and shut the door of the study.
Then* he turned away, his expression
rathey & mixture between frowmng and
smiling, e was a young man, hardly
more than ten years older than somoe of
the fellows in the Bixth Form, and thers

Tue Macwer Lianany.—Na, 1,985
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wes 8 spot of boyishness about him. Tt
was ot his duly to report Vernon-Smith
to nizs Form-master, and he was ]g'!nd
that it was not. Posaibly he could re-
member the surreptitious bng%::ng of a
master’s phone from his own schooldays,
Boys will be boys, and it was not so
very, very long since the games master
of Greyfriavs had been a boy.

Herbert Vernen-Smith walked quickly
down the passage after leaving the
study, He went so quickly that he
almost walked into a fat figure at the
corner, coming hurviedly from the other
direction, ] ] .

Bunter grabbed his arm with a jammy
hand.

“1 say, Smithy——"

“Let go, you fat ass!”

“1 say,. been to Quelchy’s study? 1
say, i3 he there?” asked Bunter, I
gaw him go to the Head—"

“He'a not there!” spaipe.d the
Bounder. "Let go!” He jerked at his
arm,

“Oh, good !’ said the fat Owl of the
Remove, “I say, Smithy, i you see
Ogilvy, don't mention you saw me here,
If he asks you, tell him you saw me go
out of gates, will you " ]

“Fathead !” Smithy jerked his arm
away, hurried on, and vanished.

“Beast ¥ grunted Bunter,

He rolled on to his Form-masier’s
study.

Remove men were not generally
anxious to visit that study, if they could
help it.  But Billy Bunter had his
reasons, i

If Quelch was not there, it was all
right, 1le could wait there till Queleh
came in, and then ha hid an excuse for
his presence—he could ask Quelch
whether he could leave his lines over
till the morrow. Bunter, as usual, had
lines on hand.

Mot that he really wanted to remind
Quelech of those lines. He had other
reasons for locating in Quelch’s study—
three ressons ! 5w

Bunter had been mnegotigting a bag
containing six jam tarts, when Gwynme
saw him from the window of the Fre-
fects’-room. Three yet remained in
the paper bag—and these were his
reasons for secking seclusion, The sight
of Robert Donald Ogilvy in the guad
had driven Bunter fo cover. Ie did
not know whether Ogilvy had yet missed
a bag of tarts from Study No. 3 in the
Bemove. DBut he could not afford to
take risks until tho tarts were safely
parked. Once Bunter's fat circumfer-
E?]ne m}'laa wrapped round them, it was
all right.

Qu-ﬁch being with the Head, Quelch’s
study was safe cover until he had
finished the tarts. If the Remove
master eama in, his cxcuse wasz ready;
if he didn't, all the better.

Bunter rolled into Mr Quelch's study
and shut the door.

He sat down in his Form-master’s
armchair, prepared to bound out of it
at the sound of a footatep,

For the next two or three minutes
William George Bunter enjoyed life.
The tarts were good; they were rich
and juicy and jammy, and they followed
ong another on the downward path hke
oyslers. : i

Happy and jammy and sticky, Bunter
sat, breathing raiher hard. e would
lhave been glad io take a littla rost
while the tarta settled down. But the
gound of tramping footsteps in the
passage made him jump.

He jumped out of the armchair.

There was a knock at the door, which

apprised him that it was not Mr.
HE Magner LisEARY.—No. 1,495

“THE SHADOW OF THE SACK !” IS THE TITLE OF—

Quelch eoming. The door flew open,
and Loder of the Sixth stared in,

Billy Buuter blinked at him through
hiiz big spectacles warily. Loder had no
reazon, g0 far as he knew, for ™going ™
for himn. But with a bully like Loder, a
fellow never could tell. And the glare
that Loder fixed on him as scon as he
saw him was not reassuring.

“I=I--1 say, Loder, I'm waiting for
Quelch I gasped Bunter, “I—I've got
to ask him about my lines. I—I never
came here for anything else.”

“8Bo it was you!” said Loder, with
ghinting cyes, and he stvode into the
study,

"Oh! Ne!” gasped Bunter, "It
wazn't me, Loder |

He did not know to what Loder was
alluding, but he was in haste to pro-
test his innocence. He did not like the
look in Loder's eye—still less the ash-
plant in his hand. The fat Owl knew
that Smithy had been in the study, but
he had not the slightest knowledge of
what Smithy had been doing there,

“Waan't 161" said Loder grimly.
“¥ou havent been on Quelch’s tele-
phene, you young scoundre] P

" {Oh, no

“"You don't expect me to believe
that?" sneered Loder. “I've caught

you, Fou young rascal! I’ll teach you

cheek a prefecti Bend over that
chair "

“H[=I=1 zay Oh crikey—"

“Bend over 1" hooted Loder,

“But I—I—I never—"

Loder did not waste time in further
words, He had no doubt, not the
slightest doubt, that he had ecaught the
delinguent. He was looking for a junior
in & study whera thera was a telephone
and the master was out. He had found
a jumior in a study whera there was a
telephone and the master was ont. Tt
was proof enough for Loder.

He grabbed Bunter by his fat neck,
twisted him over, and swiped.

hack, whack, whack !

Dust rese from  Billy  DBunter’s

trousers, and fearful yells from Billy

Bunter.

"Ow! Oh! Yow! Lepgo! Leave
off ! Beast! It wasn't me! I haven't
touched the  telephone—yaroooooh !
Ow! Wow!l Yooop!™

A shadow darkened the sunny window,

“Loder! Stop!™

A sharp voice rapped, and Loder of
the Sixth, with the ecane liftid, paused,
and glared at the handsome face of the
new ganles master, framed in the study
window.

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
Handling a Bully !
L’DDER‘E eyes blazed at the face In

the window.
Although the new games
master bad been hardly mors
than a week in Lhe school, Loder had
already had trouble with him, and dis-
liked bim intensaly.

Not the faintest suspicion
crossed his mind that the man was,
in recality, James Loder, the cousin
whom he had never seen, but loathed
bitterly as a disgrace to hiz fannly.

To his eyes, a3 to all others, the young
man was Stephen Lagden, once a
master at Okeham  School, who had
known James in the davs before his dis
grace, and who, as Loder believed, had
let out the truth regarding his relation-
ship to the Blackmoor convict,

Loder was quite unaware that it was
SBkinner of the RHemove who had rooted
out that little sceret and spread it
through the school, His syspicious mind

ever

fixed on the games mastor as the culprit.

“Alr. Lagden® knew, and Loder be-
Eﬂv&d that he bhad given away what he
LI,

Now, as the young man looked in at
Mr. Quelch’s window, and erdered him

to stop, Loder's temper Hamed out
furiously.

“Y¥ou! Did you say stop?” he ex-
claimed,

“I did 1"

“"Then mind your own business!”
shouted Loder,

* Loder |”

“Who the dickens ars yvou, to meddle
with a Sixth Form prefect!” roarcd
Loder. “¥You're games master here so
long as Lascelles i3 laid up. Do wou
think the HMead has engaged you to boss
his prefecls, Stick to your Soceeer, and
mind your own business!”

“¥You forget yourself, I think,
Loder ! said the games master quietly.
“I have no intention of meddling, as

ou are pleased to eall it, with a Bixth
orm prefect. You are punishing
Bunter in error; that is why I spoke.”

“Thnat's for me to judge!” retorted
Loder.

“You appear to be under the impres-
sion that Bunter telephoned from this
study——"

“1 know he did1?

“He did not,” said the games mastor,
“Y bhave been walking by this window
for some time, and I saw the boy-who
was at the telephone. Bunter was not in
the roon when I zaw him, end can
only have entered o few minutes ago.”

“It's not more than five minutes
since I was called to the phone in the
Prefects'-rooim——-m>:

"MNo doubt! In that time the boy
wha telephoned has gone, and Bunter
has come to the study. T did not zee
him come, bot I am assured that he
was not here when the other junior was
prosent”

cr paused,

He did not intend to toke orders
from the games master, and he was
strongly inclined to go on thrashing
Bunter, just to make that clear to Mr.
Lagden. But if this was the truth, he
wanted very inuch to get hold of the
cheeky jumior, who really had talked
to him over the wires. He wanted lo
give that cheeky junior what he had
started to gpive Bunter, and seme moro
—p lot more—of the same!

“You say you saw himi” he szid

"1 saw him, and ordered him out of
the study—and ho wenl "' answered the
games master. It was not Buater.”

“I say, I told you, Loder!™ wailed
the fat Owl “I say, leggo my ncck!
I say, I told you it wasn’t me——"

“Shut up, you fat icol! If it was not
Bunter, Alr. Lapden, who was 2"
demaended TLoder. “If you saw him,
you know who it wea”

“I certainly know whe it was!”

“Well, who was it, then?’ snarled
Loder.

The yonng man at the window
paused. Loder, as a prefect, had a

right to administer punishment for the
unauthorized use of a master’s phone,
Why he was so excited about it, how-
ever, the games master could not
understand. It eertainly was not zeal
for «doing hia duty. He had soen
enough of Gerald Loder to learn that
he was not an over-dutiful prefect.

“Well,” rapped Loder, "I've asked
you his name.”

“Unfortunately,” said the games
master, “I told the boy that I would
not report him, if he left the study at
onen. Mo did se.'

“Whao was it hooted TLoder. “Are
you backing up & checky young
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blackguard in cheeking and insulting a
prefect I
“I had no idea that you were the
person he had rung up, or that thcru
was any itsulting in the ma{-tﬂr-—-
“¥ou know it now I've told you’

*Well, yos; but in the circumstances,
you ece that 1 cannot very well giva
you the nome.”

“¥ou're bound to give me his name !"

“Not at all! It is not cne of my
duties, and yoi have alrecady asked me
not to meddle 1" said the games master
coolly.

Loder pave him s glare of concon-
trated rage.

“Well, then, T don't beliove a word of
it he sparled. I got here and
found Bunter hers, and that's cnough
for me. It was Bunter——"

“1 have teld you that, to my know-
ledge, it wea not Bunter.

“¥You can mind your own businoess,
Mr, Meaddling Lagden! I know what
vour word 13 worth !” sneered Loder.
“¥Youn told me the day you came that
you'd say nothing about my familw
affairs here; but they were all gver
the school before you'd been here a
few days——"

“I said no word on that subject
Loder.”

Loder twisted Bunter over again in
his left hand, and the ashplant rose
in his right. Whether Bunter was the
offeonder or not, Loder was in a mood
to “whop ™ somebody, and he was still

keener to show Lagden that he did not
pare n straw for him or what he
thought.

’lhe hapless fab Owl gave a squeal of
ﬂprEhEIIEIDII

say,  Loder, X never
Yarooooh |¥
Whack |
“ Loder 1" shouted the man at the
window
Whaek |

The games mastor's faco set grimnly.
Whether he had, or had not, the right
to intervenc betwesn s Sixth Form
prefect and s junior whom that pre-
fect was whopping, he was going tlo
intervene |

He placed a hand on the sill, and
with a light activity remarkable in so
stalwart & man, vaulled into the study.

Loder's cane was up for another
whack, when his arm was frasped and
forced backwards, and the lash stopped
t time.

Spluttering with rage, the bully of
the Sixth turned on the games master.

“You cheeky rotter[” he bawled.
“Let go my arm!™

“Yon shall not touch Bunter again,
Loder 1" zaid the games master gquictly.
“T have told you that he has done
nothing——"

“1 don't believe you!™

“That is as vou choosa! You shall
not cane the boy for nothing! DPut
down that cane!”

“I will not—I—"'

“Then I shall take it from you!”

Loder relonsed the quaking fat Owl
He resisted fiercely, as  the games
master _grasped the ashplant in his
hand. But it was wrenched away in a
moment and tossed out of the open
“'EIT{:I{}“'-

“(Oh ecrikey I gasped Bunter,

“Will wou let me go!" shrieked

Loder.
“T  will ta

Bunter "'

“I'l re nrt this to tho Head!™
bawled L “Wa'll see whether you
can meddle wlth Greyfriars prefects.”

“You may report the matter to the
Head, if you please. It will, at all
events, be reported to this boy’s Form-
master,” said the games master quietly.
Ho released Loder, and pushed him
back. " Now, sir, control your femper!
1 shall not allow wou to touch that
junior, and you had better leave this
study.

“T yefusa to do anything of the
kind !” rosred Loder, “And you shan't
make me, you nddling cad!™

“ Kither you will walk out of this
gtudy, Loder, or I shall dmp yvou from
the window after your cane.’

“¥You dare—"'

“Are vou going?”

“No " yelled Loder.

Billy Bunter’s little round eyes
almost popped threugh his big round
spectaclea at what followed.

Loder, struggling frantically in =
grasp that was Lwice or thrice too

{Continued on next page.)
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strong for him, was lifted to the open
window, and dropped over tho low sill
to the ground outside.

He sat there, on his cane, with a bump.

A ocalm, handsome face looked down
on him from within, s he panted and
glared.

*1 shall explain this matter to MMr.
%:‘c}r:h when ho returns, Laoder [ said
the games master quietly. I am sorry
to have had to handle you, but you leit
me no choice. I recommend you to
learn a  better eontrol of your
temper.’’

The window closed.

Loder staggered to his feel.

Half a dozen {ellows, who had seen
him dvop, stared at him. Unheeding,
he stamped away to the door of the

ouse.

His intention was to go straight to
the Head and lay hia complaint before

that meajestic gentleman, Bat  half-
way to the headmaster’s study, he
aused. He was exasperated and in-

uriated by the ganms master's inter-
ference ; uwt it dawned wupon him,
angry as he was, that what he had o
report to the Head was that he had
persisted in punishing a junior, after
a riember of the staff had assured him
that, to his knowledge, that junior was
not the offender.

That was not exactly the kind of
report that a prefect could make to his
headmaster.,

Loder did not get more than half-way
to Dr. Locke's study. At that point
he turned, and walked away to his
Owi.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doipg !

ARRY WHARTON  stopped

H when the Remove were dis-

migzed for break the following

morning—hesitaled, and thon,

88 tho rest of the Remove went out,
etepped to hia Form-master's desk.

Mr. Quelch, busy with papers there,

gave him an inquiring look.

" What 13 1t, Wharton ?” he asked,

THE MAGNET

captain of the Remove. “I mean,
Vernon-8mith. About—about hia deten-
ticn to-morrew afternocn.”

Mr., Quelch raised his eyebrows ex-
pressively.

“What can you possibly Lave to zay
on that subject, Wharten "’ he asked.

“We play 5t. Jim's at Soccer to-
mgrrow, sit,” sard Wharton, colouring
uncomfortably under his Form-master's
steady eves,

“I am aware of it, Wharton.”

2 v{:mmi-ﬁmilh 18 in the
mr—---

Is”’ repeated Mr, Quelch frimly.
I mean, of course, sir, he—he
was ! stammered Wharton., “Of course,
he ecan't play if he's in detention.”

“Perfectly s, Wharton !” BMr. Quelch
drummed on his desk with his fingers.
“I am sorry, but I cannot alter my
decision. Was not Vernon-3mith aware,
before what happened yesterday, that he
was to be a member of the football
eleven 1"

“{h, yes, sir!*

i Thell hoe knew perfectly well what
he was risking, 1 presume. Vernen-
Bmith did not, I imagine, suppoze that
he eould pla.y a rmﬁlesn rank on a
Sixth Form prefect, unpunished, beeause
he was a member of the foothall
eleven I

"“{h, no, sir!®?

Harry Wharton could not very well
explain that the Bounder, with his
angry temper roused, had forgotten all
about the Soceer match, and everything
else.  Not that such an explansaiion
woitld have improved matters,

“Yeostordav,” went on Mr. Quelch
grimly, I had the impression that a
reckless game had been played in the
Remove passage, and that what hap-
pened to Loder was more or less of an

team,

[EX

aecident, Otherwise, Vernon-Smith's
puntshment would have been mauch
mora severc. Loder, however, states

that he believes that 16 was no accol-
dent, bhut & deliberate atlack on him.™
Wharton was silent.
“I shall not recpen a& matter now
closed,” said Mr. Quelch, " But
Vernon-Bmith has degerved a  much

“It's about Smithy, sir,” said the more severe punishment, as you must
[ O
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be aware. I have reason, too, {0
helieve that he has offended since.™

1] ﬂh 1!'#

“Some hours after that incident,

vesterday, someone called up Loder on
the telephone, and taunted him with
his relationship to a—a—a certain
erson,” said AMr. Quelch.  * Loder
clieves that it was a boy in my Form.
I have very little doubt that his belief
15 well-founded.?

Wharton could say nothing. Smuthy's
rag on the phona gad been talked of
in every sptudy in the Remove.

“The result was most unfortunate,”
continued  Mr,  Quelch. ** Loder
punizhed DBunter, by mistake—a very
serious error for n prefect to make.
Mr. Lagden felt impelled to inter-
vene, very justly; but it was a ver
unfortunate accurrence. I had to spea
severely to Loder on the subject, afler
what Mr. Lagden stated to me, and ha
retorted by a complaint that some boy
in my Form had insulted him on the
telephone, whether Bunter or not.”

The captain of the Remove saw his
hopes of getting Smithy back into the
eleven diminish rapidly.

“0f the offender’s identity, nothing
15 known, and I should not dream of
administl}rin% punishment without
proof,” said Mr. Quelch, " At the same
time, I cannot help being aware of the
very probable identity of the offender.
You nead say nothing further on the
snhject of Vernon-Srmth, Wharton”

The capiain of the Hemove made a
last effort,

“It's a rather tﬁug‘h malch, with St
Jim's, sir! "fmnn-n Smith :s one of
our very best men’

“I shall not give vou advice in the
matter of games, Wharten. That ia
My, Lagdef®’s provinece, which I shall
not over-etep.  MNevertheless, I think it
would be wise of you, as a junior foot-
ball captain, to sclect men who are not
ltable to break the rules of the school
i the most reckless manner, and thus
i fail you when they are reguired.™

With that picee of apreeable advice,
My, Quelch made a pesture of dis-
missal.

There w2z nothing more lo be said,
and Harry Wharton leit the Form-

room, His face was clouded as he
went.

He could hardly blame 3Mr. Quelch
for mamtaiming diseipline. Tho

Bounder was to blame. The faet that
Loder was a bully, and asked for what
he received, and more, made no differ-
cace.  Any fellow in the Remeve would
have been glad enough to bowl Loder
over with a Soeccer ball, but no other
feliow had dene it, on the eve of an
impartant football mateh. A fellow
who was wanied in a match was ex-
pected not w get honse'f detained on
the date. In any trifling matter, the
Hemove master would have made a
concession, Dot knocking over a Sixth
Form prefect was no trlﬂlng matber—
from the point of view of zchool-
master, at least, Smithy ml.p;ht to hava
been more carvefnl,. Who the dickens
was Smithy, anyhow, that be couldn’t
stand what other fellows stood ¥
The o, were walting for
leader in the passage, with
anxicus faces,

E‘h"n’hm‘tml shook his head, as he joined
EEvieroe,

“Nothing dﬂlng?” asked Dol Cherry

“Nothing ! Quelech hrs pol his rag
oub 1¥ grunted the caploin of the
erme “Ha knows now that Bmithy
bowled Toder over on purpose, and 1
fancy he's sorry for having let him
off so lightly. And he jolly well more
than suspects that Bmithy did that
trick on the phone. He's feeling more

their
rather
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Loder was about to deliver ancther whaek with his cane, when his arm was grasped and forced backwards. Spluttert

with rage, the bully of the Sixth turned on the games master. ** You cheeky rotter [ ** he bawled' *“‘Let go my arm1*
* You shall not touch Bunter again, Loder ] ** sald the games master, i

inclined to ohew Smithy up than to
let him off.

“The chewfulness would serve the
absurd Smithy right!” sald Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “DBut we want

the esteemed and preposterous ass in

the footer.”

“What about Lapden?  asked
Johnny Bull, *“He might put in a
word, as gamea master. Ile has a

right ta.” .

“And Quelch seems to like him ™
gaid Bob hopelully.

“Might try it on!” s=said Harry
dubicusly. “ Quelch likes him, I know,
but he's jolly touchy about other beaks
barging in. Look how he snaps at
Prout "'

“Well, dash it all, we want Smithy,
if we can get him !” said Johnny Bull.
*“I say, Lagden's in the quad now.
Why not ask him "

The Famous TIMive went out of the
House. Vernon-Smith was loafing out-
side, his hands in his pockets, and a
gloomy frown on hia brow. Now that
the result of hia recklessness had come
home to.him, the Bounder wished that
he had let Loder of the Sixth alone—
until after the B4 Jim's mateh, at all
events,

He gave the Co. 2 glum look,

“.A.sf:c-d weleh 7" he grunted.

“¥Yes! Nothing doing.”

"Lagden will have to work it, then 1Y
grunted the DBounder. "“FPut it up to
him as games master. He may be able
to make Quelch see sense™

“I'll speak to him,” said Wharton
curtlv. “I don't suppnse it will be
much use, but Tl try.”

The Bounder's erves gleamed.

“He can work 1t if he hkes. He
will have to. If he doosn't do it for
you, 'l jolly well speak to him
myself,"” )

The Famous [Mive stared at Smithy.

“And what good would that dot”

demanded DBeob. “Think you're going
to do any good by cheeking Lagden,
like you do everyvbody else?’

“Has Lagden come here under your
orders, Bmithv!" inguired Johnny
Rull sarcastically. “I thought 1 was
the Head sent for & man to take
Larry's place.”

“0Oh, don't be a fool!™ =napped

Yernon-Bmith, " Lapgden's over there
by tho elms. Wharton—ge and put it
to him.”

“I'll try.™

Not wery hopefully, the captain of

the FEoemove approached the games
master.
That pgood-natured young  man

grz-.!uted himt with a pleasant smile and
I,
But his face grew very grave when
he heard what Wharten had to zav.
“I “'m_lm willingly do anything I
could, Wharton,” he said, “but I
think it would be better for you, as

caplain of your Form, to speak to
your Form-master on this subject.’
Wharton coloured,
“I've spoken to him, sir!”
“Wharton] Do you mean to  say

that vou have asked Mr. Queleh to
release Vernon-Smith from  detention
to-morrow, and that he has refused ™

“Yes, sir!l I thought poerhaps
you——-~"

“1 can certainly not infervene, if
your Form-master has already refused
to reconsider the matter ! said  the
games master sharply., “I am really
surprised that you should ask me to do
g0, YWharton.”

He walked on, leaving the eaptain of
the Remove standing with o burning
face.

Wharton tuwrned. at a touch on nis
arm. It was the Dounder,

“Well ¥ rapped Smithy.

“He won't chip in, and he's as good
a3 told me I'm a checky young ass te

ask him!” snapped the captain of tha
Remove.  “Tho worst of it is that he'a
right. I oughtn't to have asked him,
after Quelch refused. You're out of
the football to-morrow, Vernen-S8mith,
and it's nobody’s fault but your awn.®

“That's not settled yet!"” muttored
the Bounder.

“I's settled and dome withl You've
asked for it and gobt it1” said Harry,
and he went to rejein his friends,
~ Vernon-Bmith stood still, his hands
jammed in his pockets, his eyes fxed
on the athletic figure of the games
master in the distance. There wore
strange thoughts werking in  the
Bounder's mind. To tha other fellows,
the matier was scttled and dono with.
To the Bounder's mind, 1t was not.

Herbort Vernon-Smth had, or he-
lieved that ho had, a card yet to play.
It would have astonished the Ie-
movites o learn what it was!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
What the Bounder Knew !

Ll OML in 1™
q “Mr. Lagden ¥ was sitting

by his window, after tea.
The October da};." wes fino
and sunny, and he had his window

open, looking out inta the quad. The
old groen quad, the sancient trees in
their autumnal brown, the grey old
buildmgs, the cheory faces of school-
boys, made a scens that wan  very
pleazant to the eyves ef tha rgau whoso
vivﬁ; had once been bounded by prison
Willa,

He turned his head, ns a tap came at
his door.

It was Vernon-8mith of the denrove
who enlored.

The Bounder shut the door after him,
and came acreea to the manny window
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where the games master sat. The
latter's eyes were on him rather keenly,

Smithy s manner was respectful. But
there was & touch of sullenness about
him, and of something else that the
games master could not quite define,

“Well, what iz it, Vernon-Smith?"
he asked cquietly, Probably he was
able to gness what was coming.

“I'm sorry to bother you, sirl 1
helieve you know that I'm under de-
tention for to-morrow afternoon—the
date of our match with St Jim's™

“Yes, I know that, Vernon-Smith.”

“ Ag pames waster, sir, you might be
able to put in a word! 'There's no
reason why my detention should not be
postponed till Saturday.”

“That 1z for your Form-master to
decide, Vernon-S8mith. 1 cannot inter-
fere in the matter, az Mr. Quelch has
already refused to recomsider it.”

“It's pather an urgent matier to us,
gir."’

“Burely, Vernon-Smith, you should
have thought of that a little earlier.”

“1 suppoze so, sir, and I dare say I
was rather an ass; but we want to beat
St. Jim’s, if we can. I don’t mean thas
I'm making out thet I'm a fearfully
valuable man—all the fellows agree that
I'm wanted in the match, I'm keen to
play, of eourse: but I'd stand down all
right if there was a better man to take
my place, or one as good. Bub my
skipper will tell;au. if you ask him,
that I"'m wanted.

“He has told me so, Vernon-Smith."”

“Then, eir, if you could—*

“T have said that I cannot!’” said tha
gamos master briefly, and he turned to
the window again as an htimation that
the interview was ended.

Vornon-8mith remained where he
was, His manner was still respectful,
but his sullen look deepened. and
that peculiar *somethin about him
seamed to have intensified, It was as if
he had come there, not as a schoolhoy
to speak to o master, but as a feliow
who was not prepared to take “no ™ for
&N angwer,

“You won't speak to Mr. Queleh,
then, siri” he asked.

“1 cannot.” i

“I think you might, sie!"

The games master turned from the
window and fixed his eyes on the
Bounder's face.

He had sensed something unuswal in
the junior’'s manner when he came in.
It was more pronounced now.

Any other master at Greyfriars would

doubtless have ordered him from the

room at once, But the man who was at
Groyfriars in another man's name could
not act exactly like any other master.

His face betrayed nothing, but swift
and wary suspicion was in s mind So
far as he knew no one at Greyfriars sus-
ected, or dreamed of suspecting, that
¢ was other than what he seemed.
MNobody at Greyfriars had ever secen
Stephen Lagden, whose last post had
been at a school in Devonshire, and whe
had been sent to QGreyiriars, in a
temporary post, by the firm of
Leggett & Teggers, in London

ad the cscaped conviet been still at

large there might have been a spot of
danger. But the man who lay in the
Frlmn hospilal at Courtheld was bhe-
ieved to be the escaped conviet. The
police believed that they had got their
man.

fo bow could suspicion arise? Vet
the man whe had been hunted knew
that there was danger in the air as he
read the Bounder's sullen face.

Vernon-Emith, he knew, was onc of
the juniors who had seen him, as .a
hunted convict, in tattered broad-arrow
garb with stubbly. unshaven face. But
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hiz mppearance was so utterly changed
that it seemed impossible that anyone
could connect the games master of Grey-
friars with that haggard outcast, Harry
Wharton & Co. had also seen him at
that time—so had Coker of the Iiith and
Temple of the Fourth and other fellows,
Not one of them had the remotest doubt
or suspicion about “Mr, Lagden.” But
this sullen-faced fellow—

“¥ou think I might?" said the games
master, after a pause., “What do you
mean, Vernon-S8mith? 1 have told you
that I cannot intervene.”

Yl mean—" Even the hardy
Bounder hesitated.

“Well?” rapped the games master.

*I mean that onc good turn deserves
snother, sir

It was gut now!

Herbert Vernon-Smith

oung master full in_l the face. KHis
iardy gaze did not falter, and he vas
reading the face before him.

lecked the

There was little to read there
No. 22 bad learned to master his
features.

ut the mere fact that he sat patient,
instead of ordering the junior from the
room, was a spot of weakness in his
armour. Smithy could not imagine Mr.
Queleh or any other master at Grey-
friars allowing the talk to continue after
such & remark,

“Please explain yourself, Vernon-

Smith!” The games mastér's answer
came, after quite a pause. “ Speak
plainly.”

The Bounder drew a deep hreath.

“If you want me to explain, sir—"

“I order you to do s50.”’ )

“T shall have to tell you somethmg
that happened before you came to the
schogl, then.” : :

“You scém to speak in  riddles,
Vernon-Smith! How can anything that
happened before I came to this school
concern you i ¢

“You're the best judge of that, sir!"
There was a glint of mockery in the
Bounder’s eyes which did not escape the
keen eyes in front of him., *Something
happencd the day beforea you came.
Some of ns were on the river—"

rd “TEII?:IF

“¥ou've heard of the conviet. who
was being hunted, sir, at that time,
The hunt has stopped now—it stopped
after you came here™

“¥You mean that the man was cap-
tured, Vernon-Smith ™

““A man seems to have been captured
cortainly, sir. A man who 1z still un-
conscions after a motor accident, and
whose face was =zo disfigured that he
cauld not be recognised except by his
conviet clathes.™

No, 22 breathed very quickly.

“But to tell you what huappened the
day belore vou came, sir!” went on the
Bounder n quiet, cool tones. *““The
convict was rooted out of Sir Hilton
Popper's weods by a constable andd soma
keepers, and he got away by jumping
into a Greyiriars boat.”

"1 have heard of that!™

“T thought you had, sir ! Again the
Bounder's eyes glinted mockery., “I've
no doubt you know all 1 can tell you
about it, sir. Some of us pot after him
on the river. The policeman’s boat cap-
sized, and Wharton and his fricnds, in
their old tub, couldn't gain on the man
—but I ran him down in my skiff, and
jumped on board his boat.™

“A very wild and reckless ection,
Vernon-Smith,”

“Very likely, sir; but that’s what I
did. He knacked me into the water with
an oar, and I was too dazed to swim,
and should have gone down, only-—-—"

“Omly what?™

“Only he stopped and pulled me out
of the water, strt It wasn't the thing

one would have expecied of & hunted
eonvict—it gave the other fellows time
to come up., His game was up when
ther camo,” ]

‘““But he escaped, after all, I think!™

“After what he’'d done we weren't
oing to touch him,” said Vernon-
gmi . “Ha swam to the bank, and wa
let him take his chance. A whole crowd
of fellows were after him on the tow-
path, but he got away all right.”’

“Well ™" _ _

“Well, siz,” said the Bounder quietly,
“when the convict pulled me out of the
water his face was bending over me, and
it was rather fixed on my mind, sir.
When I saw that face again 1t was
clean and shaved and looked wery
different; so different that it secmed
hardly possible that it was the same
man’s face. But—it was |”

There was & tense zilence,

No. 22 of Blackmoor felt his heart

niisx a beat. In spite of his self-control
the colour waverad in his face,
Thiz was his security, that had

seemed impregnable, so lo as the
man at Courtficld was ailﬂnt-.nf’[‘his]

The pause was long, It was the
Bounder whoe spoke first. He spoke in
quite a casual tone.

“1 say, sir, if you'd speak a word to
my Form-master snd try to get me off
detention to-morrow we'd all feel ever

s0 much obliged to you, sicl”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Turned Out !

0, 22 of Blackmoor drew a deep,
N deep breath. He understood
only too elearly.

The Bounder was speaking
now a3 a schoolboy asking a favour. He
did not want to rub it in. But his
meaning was very clear. He had said
enough to make it unmistakably clear.

Had No. 22 been a guilty man no
doubt his way would have been easy.
But James Loder was not a guilty man:
he was an innocent man who had been
tho vietim of a terrible mistake: the
guilty man was the man who now lay
senseless at Courtfield, though no ono
knew it but James Loder, Not to save
his liberty, or to save his life, would a
schoolmasier with & sense of duty have
allowed himself to be dictated to by an
insolent schoolboy. And the games
master of Greyfriars, whatever he had
boen, was a master with a sense of duty.

For a long, long minute he was silent,
his brain almost in a whirl with the
shock e had  received—the utter
shattering of his supposed zecurify. But
when he answered 1t was not os &
hunted man in fear of a policeman's
hant on his shoulder, but as a Grey-
friars master,

“¥ou have made a very extraordinar
statement, Vernon-Smith!™ _ha snidj:
with a calmness that astomished the
Bounder and almost made him Joubt
whether he had not made an cgregious
ass of himself., “Am I to understand
that vou have seen, or fancy you have
sorn, the DBlackmoor conviet?™

1 faney I have, sirt?”

“And why have you not communi-
cated with the proper authorities, In
that ease, Vernon-Smich

“T'H toll you, =ir!" sawd the Dounder
canlly. “I got after the man that daxy,
and would have caught him 1f T eoukl.
He fished me out of the river, I shauk!
most likely have bheen drowned if ho
hada't., I hardly think that Wharton's
boat would have come up in bime to
save me.  Ten to one I should have
gano down, and never coamoe up again, if
the coovict hadn't pulled me out.™
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" Weﬂ,' as [ said a little while ago, one good turn deserves
another, sir, The moan was on the run, and stapped to save

a fellow who was trying to catch him, I thought that pretty
decent.”

“No donbt, But—"

“I made up my mind that I, at least, would never try to
bother him any more after that, If he'd walked under my
nose, I wouldn't have laid a hand on him,” said the
Bounder, *'Not thatI ever expected to see himagain, When
I did see him, it was no end of a surprise to me. I thought
it out, and decided that I would not give him away.”

" Beeawse he pulled vou out of the river

of Y’EE,J,

" Are you surc that the man you saw was the convict?”

IEQujiﬂrrl

“Yet vou are aware that a man now lies at Courtfield,
who has been identified as the conviet?”

“A man who was senseleas by the roadside, and with whom
a t‘-!'-'#l'l\'lf-‘t might have changed elothes, and nobody the wiser,
sirl”

“You are aware, Vernon-Smith, that I was master at
Okeham at the time that the robbery was committed there 7

“Quite aware of it, sir,” said the Bounder, with s faint
grin.

. T am acquainted with all the eireumstances of the case,
Vernon-Smith, and to my knowledge the man who lies at
Courtfield now, 1s the man who committod the robbery au

Okeham, for which James Loder was sentenced to thres
years at Blackmoor, ™

“¥ou mean they got the wrong man, sir?” said Vernon-
Smith eoolly. “And that Ne. 85 had the luck to change
clothes with the right man?"”

“ L mean exactly what I say, Vernon-8mith! I do not care
to discuss the matter further,” said the games master. © You
may go.'’

E-:.mrith_v raized his evebrows,

You haven't told e yet, sir, whether you will arrange
the matter with my Form-master—about my detention——"

“I have told you quite distinctly that I will do nothing of
the kind, Vernon-Smith! I shall not speak to Mr. Quelch
on the subject.”

The Bounder's face sct,

“I want to get off detention to-morrow, sit. T believe that
Mr, Quelch would let me off if you made a point of it,"

; “Thrat may be or may not be. But I certainly have ne
intention whatever of raising the matter with Mr, Quelch.
Loave this room "

Vernon-8mith’s eves glittered,

" Look here, sip—"

" Angther word, Vernon-8mith,” said the games master
quietly, “and I shall punish you for your insglenm. Leave
this room at once!”

The Bounder looked at him with gleaming eyes. He knew
—he was certain that he know—who and what this man was!
He owed him too much to think of giving him away; he had
nover once thought of uttering his suspicion aloud, But the
man who was at his mercy refused to do this little thing
for him !

“If I go,”" said Vernon-8mith, between his toeth, “1 go
strmight to my Form-master and tell him just what I've tcﬂ:d
you,

The games master rose and {ook the Bounder by the collar,
Angry and amazed, Bmithy found himself marched sncross
the room to the door.

With hiz left hand the gpames master opened the door.

With his right, he swung the Bounder cut inte the passave.
Then he shub the door on him. FEEE

Herbert Vernon-8mith stood in the passage, amazed and
enraged, glarving at the shut door.

He set his collar straight and stood panting.

“By gum !” he breathed.

He had been turned out for his inselencs, as a man with
nathing to fear would have turned him out.

Had this man nothing to fcar?

IHad the Bounder, after all, been mistaken in helieving
that he recognised * Mr, Lagden'zs ™ face as the face that had
bent over hun from the convici's boat?

Iie tramped down the passage, a doubt in his mind,

Right or wrong, e was going to tell what be knew! If
the games master was Lagdon, no doubt he would leck a
facl, and worse, for having made 20 wild an accusation. Tf
the man was James Loder, he could take what was coming
to him for having laid hands on the Boundoer!

But that fieree determination did not last,

The Bounder was sure—or was he sura? Hoe hardly knew!
And even if he was sure, the man had pulled him out of the
hiver, and even in his bitferness and reszentment, Vernon-
smith could not forget that

Ile tramped away with a black brow; but he did not go
to Mr. Queleh's study.

{Centinued on next page.)
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THE NINTH CHAPTER,

Gas !

i LESSED if I can make it out 1"

B said Bob Cherry.,

Bob made that remark in ihe
Hag, after tea.

He was puzzled; and so
friends. : :

“The blessfulness is terpific I agreed
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

"Only Bmithy's gas! said Jobony
Bull.

Harry Wharton looked thoughtful,

“Well, 8mithy isn't the man to blow
off steam with nothing in it,” he said,
I hope it will be all right.”

The Famous Five could not help
fecling puzzled—but they were feeling
hopeful, too. So far as they could see,
it was settled and done with, that
Smithy was out of the football match
on the merrow. Bmithy had taken the
opposite view, and seemed absolutely
positive about it.

There was no doubt that he was
wanted in the team. Fellows who liked
him least, admitted that freely.

To play Tom Merry & Co. of Bt
Jim's, tho Removae had to put their
very best men in the field, i they were

oing to have a chance. And the
ﬁuunden with all his faults, was one of
their very bost. HEven the fellow who
was poing to take his place if he was
dropped, was keen to see the Bounder
play. Every man in the team wanted
to i:il:’:l-; him for getting himself out of
the game: and if he contrived somehow
te get back inte it, everybody was going
Lo gc relieved and pleased,

But Queleh was adamant. ¥e had
rofused a request from his head hoy
and nermin!yrim wonld not have listened

wera his

to one from Sinithy himself. The only
chance was 1n the games master's
mtervenkuon.

It was possible, though perhaps not
probable, that euwch an intervention
might bLe successful. But the
master had refused to infervenc,

8o that was that |

According to Smithy, however, that
was not that! BSmithy bad told the
captain of the Form not to take his
name out of the list, because 1t would
be all right.

Ho scemed to be sbsolutely certain
that Mr. Lagden would not only inter-
vene in his favour, but intervens zo
earnestly that Mr. Quelch would concede
the point.

On what Smithy founded that belief,
nobody knew. But he was so assured
about it, that the Remove fellows began
to believe that there was sonething in 1k
Wharton, at all events;, had not
et scratehed out Smithy’s nare :

games

oping for the best.

“Where's Smithy now T asked Frank
Nugent.

“Anvbhody seen  Smithy 7 asked

Harry Wharton, locking round.

“I say. you fellows, he's gone te sco
Lagden 1" zaid Billy Bunter, “[ =aw
him geing to his rooms™ ]

“ Lagden won't butt in, after refusing,*
said Tom Brown., " Smithy's an ass1”

“He seems to think he can twist
Leagden round his finger,” remarked
FPeter Todd, " Blessed 1f I know why.”

“Gas ! fmnied Johnny Bull

" Well, can't make it out,” =aid
Bob., “8mithy isn’t the man to gas,
really. He must have some reason for
thinking that Lagden will gee him
through.*

“Well, what?” acked Hazeldene.

' Blessed if I know,” confessed Bob.
“But if he's gone to see Lagden now,
I suppose wa shall econ know whether
there's anything in it
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All the [ootballing fraternity were
anxious to see Smithy and leavn whether
ha had, after all, succeeded in inducin
Mr. Lagden to intervenc on his behalf,

S0, when the door of the Rag opened,
and the Bounder came in, thers was s
general movement of interest, and all
eyes turned on Smuthy.

He did not look as if he had bhad a
lot of luck. His brow was knitted, and
his eyes glinting.

“Hallo, hallo, halloe " roared Bab.
“Here's Smithy ! What's the verdiet,
old bean?”

“You've seen Lagdeni” called out
Harry Wharton.

““Is 1t all right, Smithy ™

" Cough 1t up ™

The Bounder started, loocking round
at the many faces turned towards him,
The colour came deep into his cheeks.

In his eertainty that a hint to the
games master would be enough, he had
talked a little too confidently,

Now, he realised, he had to admit
that he had been, so to speak, talking
out of his hat; and that there was
nothing in it.

He crimzoned with mortification and
discomfort.

His feelings towards the games master
at that moment wero exceedingly bitter.
To do S8mithy justice, it had not been
his intention to use power that was in
hia hands. His view was, that he was
doing the man who called himself
Stephen Lagden a big service, by hold-
ing his tongue, and that the man was
called upon to do him a little service in
return. :

Hao did not realise that what he had
said to the games master amounted to a
threat. Yet, unless it was taken as a
threat, there was no reason for the man
to submit to his dictation—for that was
what it came to, whether Smithy saw it
or not.

Now he had the pleasure, or other-
wise, of looking like a swanking a=s to
all hise Form; a fellow who had con-
fdently announced that he could handle
the fficalty—and who, obviously,
couldn’t !

“Have you seen Lagden?” asked the
captain of the PRemove directly, as
Yernon-Smith hesitated to reply.

““ Yeu | gnarled the Bounder.

“Is ha going to put it to Quelch

“He savs not.”

"Well, if he says not, he means not, I
suppose ! =aid the captain of the
Remove tartly. “"What the dickens did
YOU 10ean b:{l making out that vou conld
make him change bz mind, you ass¥”

"Ewank I said Hazel

The PBounder set his lips. Harry
Wharton crossed over to the door of the
Rap, on which the Remova football list
was posted ; he took a perci]l fromn his
pocket as he went.

dHold on!  =aid Vernon-Smith,
between hig teeth. “I'vo told wou not
to take my.name out, Wharton ™

Harry glanced round at him.

"I've pot to take it out, haven't I, fat-
head? You made me believe you
might be able to wangle it somchow,
with your gaz. Now vou own up that
there’s nothing in it, as wae all jolly well
knew."

“And what name are yvon pulting
in? sueered Smithy.

“Nugent's IV anzwered
briefly.

The Dounder gpave a sneering laugh,

“Yeou're leaving me out, to put your
pal in? Is that what vou mean?”

“(dh, don't be an ass,  Smithy ™
exelaimed Frank Nugent hotly, = I'd
rather stand out and see vou play, and
veni know it 1

“Stand out, then, and see me play I

Whartan

=aid the DBounder sullenly., *[’ve said
that I'm going to play, haven't [ 17

Harry Wharton paused. He waa fed-
up with the Bounder and his temper, to
the back teeth. But he was very keen
to get that pood forward into the
Hemove eleven for the St. Jim's match,
if he could.

“Look here, Smithy, talk zensze!” he
exclaimed. "You can't p]r_—].y wikhout
lli_{hfﬂ from Quelch., Is there any chance
ﬂ' 1

“"I've said go!™ snarled the Bounder,

“You fency you can get off 1

“I've said o1 repeated Smithy.

47 don't EE'Ell—""”

“I don't think it’s necessary for you
to see, so long as I tuen up for the game
to-morrow  afternocon,” answered the
Bounder, with coocl insolence. “I've
said that it can be fixed with Queleh,
and that’'s enough.”

“(Zas [ said %nhnny Bulll “You've
told us already that you eould make
I ::Fden chip in. Are you going to
order the Head to bullyrag Quelch into
letting you off 1*

Boma of the juniors laughed. The
Bounder gave Johnny a fierce look—
which Johany Bull met with calm
equanimity.

Harry Wharten hesitated, but he

slipped the pencil back into his pocket.
& was trying to kecp as patient as
he could, with that valued, but

extremely exasperating, member of the
Remove eleven.

“You're leaving my name there?”
snapped Vernon-Smith.

“0h, Fll leave it there!”™ answered
Harry. “I suppose you're only gassing,
and Nugent will have to play; but if
there’s a chance, I'm glad to hear it.
Anvhow, your name can be seratched
to-morrow as casily as to-day. I sup-
pose the truth ia that you fancied that
yan ecould talk Lagden over, and found
aut that you made a mistake, as any
fellow here could have told you.”

Herbert Vernon-Smith made no
answer to that; which was, in point of
fact, a precise statement of the case.
Ha went out of the Rap, slammed
the door after him, and tramped out of
the House.

Seldom, or never, had the Bounder of
Greylriara been in so black and bitter
a temper, And seldom, or never, had
he landed himself in such a dilficulty,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
What Loder Overheard !

ODER of the Sixth took the

E cigarette from his mouth, con-

cealed it in the palm of his

b band, and put his hand behind
inn.

It was very quiet and secluded in tha
old Uloisters, especially as the autuinn
dusk was falling, and it was near lock-
up. The black sheep of the Sixth had
to be carveful, however., And the sound
of a footstep on the old, eracked flag-
stones, a murmur of volces, warned him
to put his “smoke ™ ouk of sight. Ile
scowled in the directien of the
approaching footsteps.

Some fellow o other was taking a
stroll along the deserted Cloisters, and
interrupting Loder’s smoke. Ovr, rather,
two follows, for the murmur of voices
reached him, as he stood leaning on an
old stone pillar, thick with ivy., And
suddenly one of the murmuring voices
cama sharply, angrily, loudly, and he
recopnised the rather strident tones of
Vernon-Smith of the Remove, .

“The rotter] He m E;g'ht have done it
for mel Why couldn’t hel A word
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' Gimme my I yelled Wibley. ** You beastly bully, gimme my play ! *

piiched the

from him bo Quelch would have done
it. He's games master 7

Lader started a little as those words
reached him; then he grinned. He
l;ue:-v. of courze, all about Vernon-
Simith's  detention, which had  heen
uuposed on account of what had hap-
pened to Loder on the Remove staircase
the day before.

- Loder took no interest whatever in
junier games; but hp was aware that a
junior match was lixed for Wednesday
afternooh, and that the junior under
detention would have to stand out of 1t
Which, as he knew that Smithy was a
keen footballer, was very satisfactory o
Loder. It was little enough, in his
opinion, for bowling a prefect over with
& Boceer ball,

S50 he had no doubt to what Smithy's
angry words alluded. He had tricd to
get Lagden to clup in, and failed.

A lower voice apswered the Dounder,
and Loder did not hear what the other
fellow said, But Southy's angry veice
CANe AEalln:

“Heo ought to have done ikl I've
done enough for him ! DBy gad, it would
sarve himn vight 1 I shouted oul, in the
middla of the quad, all I know about
him. He would be aorry for hunself, if
I did 1™

U, doo’t be oan oass, Boulny

It was Redwing's quict  volce.
Redwing, the DBounder’s  eham,
walking o Ehe Cloisters with b,

Mo doibe, Redwing. o bis gquict way,
was brying 1o ealm the DBounder, andd
soolhe his avngry aml ritated temper,
Probably that was why he had walked
him off 1o that deseried spol.

“My dear clnp” went on Redwing,
“Wharton asked Lapden to ehip in, and
he really couldn't, after be lknew thot
Queleh had refused Wharton already.
Having said * No ' to Wharten, the cap-

Tom
YAAS

tain of the Form, how could he say

You' to you?”

“He could have—and should have!
I've dote more than as much for him I”
stinrled the Bounder.

“ Blessed if I sea——""

“Of course you don't, and nobody clse
dors! I haven't said a word about the
man—and I'm not going te, cither!
But, by pad, I've a jolly good mind to
make him sorry for inttir}g mae down
ke this| And I could! If other fel-
lows knew what I know about that man
who calls himself Lagden—*

“Calls himself Lagden?' repeated
Redwing blankly., “ What the dickens do
vou mean, Smithy? What could he call
Linenizeelf, exeept hiz own name T

“is it his name?” sneered the
Bounder,

“You know it 18."

“I know 1t 1sn'e 1™

- TTH 114 PR

“MNow I've told you ! snarled Vernon-
Sithe “And 1 will tell you this, too.
I've a jolly good mind to tell all
Girevirviars 17

Loder of the Sixth, leaning on the
stone pillar, was quite still. Nether of
{he Demove juniors konew that Le waa
there, They did net see him, and he
did not  see  them—the pillar was
between.

But he heard every word clearly.

He was utterly astonished. e dis-
liked *Mr, Lagden™ mtensely. lle
longed for a chanece of getting even with
the man wha had handled him.  Buat it
hod never erossed his mind that theve
was anyvihing seerel or shady about fhe
nvw games mastor.

How eould there be, about 2 man whe
had been sent to Greviviars o take up
a temprorary post. by the Brm of Leggett
& Teggors, the ageney that olways sup-
plicd &  temporary  beak  when
vigpuired,

e
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Instead of giving Wibley his play, Loder
ting-pad over the banisters. Detached sheets weni fAoating in various dimun%s.ng ! T
Wibley, forgetting the respect due to a prefect.

* You rotter | ™ roared

*“Oh, you cad, Loder!™

But what did Smithy mean?

He was evidently angry, savape,
resentful ; but he was not a fellow to
talk wildly slrm?ly because of that,

Was it possible that there was some-
thing to Lagden's disadvantage, ond
that the Bounder had found it out ®

Loder's oyes gleamed at that thought.

If that was so, Uerald Loder was
Eolng to know, If there was any sort
of & stick with which Lagden could be
b;:af{cn, Loder was going to handle that
stick.

He remained guite still and silent—
and listened. Xi: ecigarctto wont oub
unregarded der’s metheds az a pre-
feet were not aiwug's such as would have
won the approval of his headmaster,
Often and often had Loder stepped
quictly and stealthily to hear words that
wore noet intended I"'m his ears. Now
he had not the slightest scruple in over-
hearing the talk of these two juniors
Ile was only glad that he was on the
spot to overnear.

Thoere was a cthort silence: the two
Removites passed the old stone pillae
that hid Loder, but at a little distance
farthor on he heard them stop.

“Look here, Smithy ""—Tom Red-
wing's veice was quict, but Loder
strained his ears to cateh every word—
“vou're talking out of your hat, old
chap! You're wild with Lagden. Ifar
poodness’ sake, dont sny anything of
that kind where other fellows can hear
you I¥

“I'm not going to! snaled the
DBounder. * The man's as good as asked
me to rive him away, but I'm not poing

“There can't bo anything to give
away, Bmithy, It's aller vol ! The man
c-mlss: here from Leggett & Teggers
and—"

[(Ceontinued on proge 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

“So he savs 1" sneered the Bounder.

“He's named Lagden——*

“8o he says!" repeated the Bounder
in the same snecring tones.

“Eten if he wasn't, you couldn't know
anything about it, Smithy. Ifow the
dickens could you "

“1 might have seen him before ho
came here,” jeered Vernon-Smith, © IHe's
supposed to have come down straight
fromm London by train last week, Sup-
Ecssa I saw hime hanging about the day

efore 1"

“You didn't [V

“*Well, I did 1"

“Rot, old chapt”

“And so did other fellows sneered
Smithy., "“Wharton had an idea that
he'd seen him  before when he first
came—"

“¥es, I romember Wharten said so;
he was like some man he had scen In
the hols, most likely——"

“Wharton never knew him again, 1
did. I had a closer view of humn than
Wharton had. Wharton hasn’'t the
faintest idea that he's & spoofer, and not
named Lagden at all. 1 know he is."

“Rut, Smithy—"

“1 tell vou there's no doubt about it,”
snarled the Bounder. “ And, knowing
that I could give him away, he's got the
nerve to ecarry on as if he were above
board and above mssiu::inn. and refusces
to do a fellow o good turn. By gad, 1
tell you I've a jolly good mind to
give him away right now ! Look at the
position I'm . I banked on him sce-
ing me through, and told Wharton to
keep my name up for to-morrow, MNow
I'm let down, and I'm going to look &
E'p'l.'ﬂl‘.li'ill'l$ faol to all the Removel By
gum, he's asking for it!”

The Bounder gritied his teeth.

From a distance came the sound of
a bell.

T That's
*Come on

The two juniors tramped away, and
Loder of the Sixth hear nuihinﬁ mora.
He remained where he was, his thoughts
in a whirl.

Was the Bounder talking idly—or was
he talking out of his hat, like Billy
Bunter

Was he mistaken? He was no fool;
he was keen and wary and anything hut
s fool, but his angry temper might mis-
lead him.

There was something in it; Loder was
assured thal there was something in it
The wish, perhaps, was father to the
thought, to some extent. He was in-
tensely keen to get & * handle " against
the man who had humiliated him, laid
hands on him, and treated him with
contempt.

When Loder of the Sixth at last
walked out of the Cloisters his mind was
made up  on  one  point—whatever
Yornon-Bmith knew, ho was going to
lnow.  And if it gave him & chance
against the games master ho was going
to wse it to the very ultermost.
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lock-up,” =aid Redwing.

r‘l‘l

- had left Hall

* they expected
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Quite a Surprise !
vy w HARTON 1M

) --_: A "Yﬁﬂ-r Lﬂ{]ﬁ‘f?"

Calling-over was finizshed,
and the Greviriars fellows
Loder of tho Sixth
called te the junior “skipper ” as he
was going along to the Hag with his
fricida.

The Famous Five came to a halt;
trouble, as a matter of
course, when the buil:.r of the Bixth
butted in, and only wondered what it
was this time.

For once, however, Gerald Loder's
bullying proclivities seemed under re-
straint; he gave the captain of the
emove gquite an agrecable glance.

Ha seemed, in faet, in a very good
humour—which was ungsual in Loder at
any time, and very unusual indeed since
the talk about his Cousin James in the
school.

“Look here, kid,” said Loder, “I hear
that you're rather ir. trouble about ono
of your men being under detention to-
morrow—young Vernon-3mith.”

Wharton gazed at him blankly.

“¥Yes, that's so, Loder,” he answered.
“Smithy's in the football team, and it's
a bit of rotten bad luck for ws.”

“¥ou want him in  your
to-morrow

“Can't do without him, if it can be
helped,” said Tlarry., e was amazed
at this unusual geniality from Cerald
Loder, but it gave him a glimpse of

feam

hﬂ{&
oder certainly was the man to get
Smithy ofl—if he liked.

The games master might, or might
not, have euneccceded in  influencing
Queleh ; but there was little doubt thak
Loder could, as the offended nparty—the

refect who had been knocked down the

emove staircase by that Soccer ball

Nobody, of course, would have
droamed of asking Loder: he was the
very last man at Greyfriars to lot a
fellow off. Now, however, the thought
came into Wharton's mind=—in this very
unusuel, genial mood of Loder's.

“1 say, Loder,” murimured DBob
Cherry, “Smithy was an awful ass teo
play the poat yesterday; we all know
that. But it comesz hard on the rest of
uz when we want him te play in the
eleven, docsn't it 7"

“That's what I was thinking,"” said
Loder, with a ned.

The chums of the Remove could only
gaza at the Sixth Form prefceot.

Such & view of the matter from Win-
gate, or Gwynne, would. not have sur-
prizsed them, but from Loder it was very
surprising indeed—but it was as welcome
a5 1t was surprising.

“Well, look here," said Loder, ¥ you
know what he did. I thought at the
tune that he buzzed that ball at me on
pu:ipﬂae. Seill, if it was an accident,
EH _._-J:l

The Famous Five were silent and
uncomfortable,

Rut Loder, though be paused, woent on
without waiting for an answer, much to
their relief,

“He's a reckless voung raseal: he
ought to be jolly well flogged—and vou
Enow that as woell as T qo! But T admit
it's rather rotten for vou, having one
of your men taken out of the tcam justk
before a maich, 1 think T might be
able to put it to your Form-master an
got him let off”

TR gaspod Baob.,

“1 say, that's' fearfully decent of vou,
Loder ! said Harrv, "1 say, we'dd all
he no end obliged if ynufli} de that !
You see, we've got & pretty tough
mateh on hand, and Smithy’s ene of our
b b —

“Well, I'll see what can be done”
enad Loder. “If Vernon-8mith likes to
come to me and ask me ecivilly, I dare
say I can wangle it.”

With a nod to the juniors, Loder of
the Sixth walked away to his study.

e Famous five gazed at one another,

“ Is—is—1s that Loder—tha Loder we
know,” murmured Bob Cherry, “or is
ue g jolly old chanfelingi‘”

Wharton rubbed his noss thou htfull_?.

“They say that a leopard ecan't
change his epots,” he remarked; “but
that's a change in Loder, and ne mis-
take. Look here, this is too good to boe
missed. Loder could get SBmithy off if
he liked."

“0Of course he could!™ said Nugent.
“8mithy’s only got it because he japed

Loder. Quelch couldn't refuse if Loder
asked him.” 5
“It's jolly decent of Loder if he

does 1" gaid Bob. * After all,.it's no joke
to be knocked over by n Soccer ball in
the chivvy Loder isn't such a rotter
as he's alwavs tried so hard to make
fellows believe.”

“Ha, ha, ha f*

The Famous Five walked into the Rag
in very cheerful spirits. Emllt.h:r's DAme
waa still in the football list, and it
looked now as if there was a chance
that it might remain there. _

Vernon-Bmith was in the Rag with a
scowling face. Redwing was with him,
silent and uncasy. Redwing could mako
nothing of what his chum had told him
in the Cloisters, but it worried him
deeply. When the Bounder's vindiclive
tomper was roused it was likely to lead
him into sall sorts of recldess trouble—
and it was undoubtedly roused now.
The prospect of having to eat his own
words, and of looking & *swanking
ass ¥ before all the Remove, evelked all
the bitterness in the Bounder's nature—
and there was a %crmi deal of it.

As  Harry Wharfon a.g;pmac‘rm:]
Smithy he was greeted by a black look,

The junior captain of Greyfriars
smiled.
“Looks like a8 chance, after all,

Smithy [ ho said amicably. * Loder's
just spoken to me——"
“Hang Loder !”

“He's as good as promisad to get you

off to-morrow.”

“What utter rot 1 Catch Loder doing
anvthing of the kind | sneered Smithy.

“Well, it's a bit of a surprise I ad-
mitled Wharton, “If I'd thought thero
was the ghost of 8 chance, I'd havo
spoken to him about it; but, of coursp,
I nover did. But he says—"

“Rubbish I7 _

“Do listen to a fellow, Bmithy!
savs he's been thinking it over——"

“And jolly glad that I'm dished!”
snarled Smithy., “Don't I know tho
ﬂﬂ-d g .

“And if you ask him eivilly, hoe zays
he thinks he can wangle it 1" said Harry.
“What about that?" )

“Loder said that?" exclaimed the
Bounder, in astonishment,

“ His jolly old worda 1"

“Blessed if I understand if, thea! He
was as imad as a hatter about getting
that Soccer ball on his nose, and he
wanted me to get it worse, not to let
me off. And he jolly well guessed that
it was moe who phoned him from the
Vreefects'-rooin, though he can't prove
it. There's a catch in it somewhere I

“Well, you ean ask him, anyhow!

o

d Look here, Bmithy, if Loder's going to

do the decent thing for once, for good-
ness’ sake don't check him, and make a
fool of yourself | 1 suppese yvou want to
lay in the match to-morrow if it can bo
xed?” exclaimed the captain of the
Remove impatiently.
“Yes, rather!® The Bounder
laughed. *“Loder's got somethin’ up his



eleeve ! He can't mean 6! Shll, if
asking him civilly will work the oracle,
I'll speak to him as if butter wouldn't
melt in my mouth. Civility costs
nathin’ 17

“Trot along to his study, then, and
strike the iren while it's hot 1" said Bob
Cherry. " Caich him before he gets into
anpther of his jolly old tewnpers1 I
he hears somebody whisper the name
of WJames, all the fat will be in the fire
again ™

“The stitch in time is the ninepence
that zaves the eracked piicher from

going longest to the well, my esteemed
Smithy I* said Hurreo Jamset Ram
Singh.

The Bounder chuckled.

“1f there’s a chance, you het I shall
jump at it with both feet!” he said.

He went out of the Rag at once, ta
bead for Loder's study.

Harry Wharton & Co. were left in a
very hopeful mood, and thinking that
Loder of the Sixth was not, after all,
such a tick and a swob as they had
always believed him to be.

B B

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Loder Wanis to Know !

EREERT YVERNON-SMITH

H lapped at the door of Loder's

study, 1 the Sixth, and
entered.

His mind waa in o stato of mingled
surprise and suspicion; but he was pre-
pared, at least, to turn on any amount
of eivility that might be required. He
waa, indeed, prepared to be grateful, if
Loder really meant to do the decent
thing. But, as he had said, it was more
probable that there was a “caich ™ in it
gomewhere. Loder's was not a forgiving
or genial nature:

Ha looked genial he
nodded to the Bounder.

“Bhut the door after you, kid,” he
said.

amithy shut the door.

“You can squat down |” added Loder.

Bmithy sat down.

“I suppose Wharton's spoken to you,”
gald Loder,

(11 T"EE.H

“I hind that you'rve rather dished over
vour football arrangements by that
detention tosmorrow,” said Loder. *“I
don't quite like the idea of that, I
think I could square it with Quelch.”

The Bounder almost wondered
whether he was dreamine. Wingate
might have talked ke this—but Loder !

Indeed, a dizzy idea ergssed his mind
for & moment that Loder had had bad
Mek in his Y pee-gees’ or on  the
“dogs,” and wanted to borrow money
off him. That was improbable; even
Loder drew the line somewhere. DBuot it
would have ecxplained what otherwise
geemied inexplicable.

“If you tell me that it was an aecci-
dent about that Beoccer ball on your
Etaircaze vesterday 2

The Bounder made &.dlgrima.m.

He could not tell Loder that,

Smithy had his own peculiar views
on the sabjeet of veracity., School life
was, from Smithy's point of view, some-
thing like a state of war between the
#choclboys and the scheolmasters and
prefects; and he took the view that all
was fair in war. He would have lied to
& bealk or 2 prefect, if questioned, with
brazen effrontery.  Among his fellows
he would have scorned to le. And put
on his hooour, ke would not have lied
to save his life.

Had Loder questioned him as a pre-
fect, Emithy would have made an
answer that suited hiz purpose, re artfz
eszs of the truth. But the way Loder

enough as
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put it, put him on his homour. The
Bounder's code was a peculiar one; but
sitch as it was he stood by it

“Well 1 said Loder, staring at him.

“I'm not going to tell you lies,
Loder,” zaid the Bounder quieily. ™ .Ij‘“
willing to say that D' sorry I did it—
atl s0 I am, jolly sorry, as you're
taking it so decently! But I'm not
going to get off a detention by lying '™

Loder stared at him barder, and then
burst into a laugh.

“You've never struck me as a par-
ticuln 1'|3'r’ truthful  fellow, Vernon-
Hmith,” he =said.

“I'm not!” answered Smithy coolly.
“If you ask me questions as a prefect,
I'll tell you as many lies as Bunter
would. But you've asked me as one
fellow to another, and that’s the
difference.”

“Well, never mind,” said Loder, “If
yow're sorry, that's all right. You're
3 young ass and a hot-headed young
rascal, but I'm not going to muck up
your football match because of that.
I'll speak to Queleh.”

The Bounder drew a deep breath.

“1 say, Loder, that's awfully decent
of you!” he said. " Quelch is hound to
listen to youw, in the circumstances, of

F¥

course. I never dreamed—"
“Well, that’s that!” said Loder
“Leave it at that. By the way,

Vernon-Smith, there's another matter I
want to mention, as you're here.”

Smithy was on his guard at once. He
knew now, what he had already sus-

ted, that there was a “catch ™ 1n it.

at he answercd meekly:

“Yes, Loder 1"

“¥ou've seen something of that new
man here—Lagden—*

The Bounder's eyes smouldered. He

‘would not have needed to ask favours

of laoder if Lagden had not let him
down, as he regarded it.

“You don't like him much " smiled
Loder.

“NWot a fearful lot I answered Sinithy.

“"Hea teems to be pretty popular.™

“ Oh, _',ﬁs, the fellows like him all
rizht. Te's as pepular as Larry
Lascelles was, or jolly nearly I There
was a4 sneer in the Bounder's tone.
“They think he's as good a man az
Laszcelles.”

“But you den't ¥

“You're not going to blame me for
that, Loder! %‘rmn what I've heard,
you like the man less than I do.™

“I den't blame you,” zaid Loder.
“As vou say, I don't like the man!
The fact is, L don't frust him.”

The Bounder gave a start.

Was it possible that Loder had a
suspicion of what the Bounder knew, or
was convinced that he knew? If the
Bounder's belief was well founded, the
new pames master of Greyiriars was, in
reality, Loder’s comvict cowszin, James,
and the man who lav inszenszible at
Courtfield was Stephen Lagden. Could
Loder have puessed?

Smithy was very wary now.

Bitter az he felt against tha games
waster, savagely as he resented that
unceremonious grasp of his collar, he
was not going to give away the man
who had pulled him out of the river.

“1 don't trust him P repeated Loder,
watching the DBounder's face narrowly,
and not failing to npotice his siarct.
“Lagden's a complete stranger here,
and nothing's known of him, except that
he was sent from Leggett & Teggers
He's =aid to have been a master at
(kehany, in Devonshire—that's a long
way from here. I've got my doubts
about him, and I'm going te fnnl-: inte
the matter. That's my duty, of course,
as a prefect, if my headmaster is being
taken 1p.-
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“If you can help me in anv way,
Yernon-Smith, you're bound to do so,”
went on Loder. “You can seq that?”

Smithy did not answer, Loder, it was
clear, knew that he knew something
about the games master, and he was
cudgelling his braing, trying to guess
how Loder could have found that out.
He had never opencd his lips on the
subject, except that day to Redwing, in
the Cloisters.

“Now, just tell me what you Lknow
about the man,” said Loder.

“How should I know anything more
thar the other fellows know 7 parvied
the Bounder.

Loder's brow darkened.

“You saw him before he came here I
he said.

“ How—how the thump do you know
that ?** stuttered the Bounder.

“Well, I do know it,” said Loder.
“Isn't it true 7

“Yes, it's true,” admitted Vernon-
Smith,

" Ie was supposed to come down hero
bir train, straight frem London. It's

ain_ that he didn't, if you saw him
im"g’if’g about the day before he pot
ere.

_Smithy drew a quick breath. He saw
light now. Those were alinost the very
words he had used, speaking to Redwing
m%t,hr_: }C‘!mstﬂm

aimthy  was quick on the uptake.
He guessed that ﬂuder had been -anphand
and bad heard what he said to Tom
Redwing. Loder's knowledge was ac-
counted for now.

Swiftly be ran over in his mind what
he had said to Redwing. He was glad
that he had not mentioned the convict,
or the name of James Loder.

Loder had no suspicion of the real
facts. He saw that. All he knew, was
that the Bounder somehow knew that
the games master was not really named
Lagden.

“Cough it up 1" said Loder. *Never
mind how I know—I do know! Von
saw the man the day before you came
to the school 7

“Yes |”

" Hanging about the neighbourhood i

“Yeal”

“(ther fellows saw him, too 1™

"Yes l»

*“'Their names 7

“Wharton was one.”

“"But Wharton did not know him
again when he turned up here?”

“No! He only fancied he had seen
a man hke him somewhere.”

“You're rather sharper than Wharton,
Vernon-Smith.*

I hope so.™

M But Wharton's ne fool, all the same,
If he dida't recognise Lagden as a man
he had seen the day before, the man
must  have changed his appearance
rather considerably, Otherwize Wharton
would have known him at once.”

o Well, rather.”

“Was he dressed differently "

“Quite differently.”

“Iiid he call himself by the name
of Lagden, or some other name }”

“I never heard him mention any name
at all, He waas dressed differently—
very differently.” Smithy did not add
how very differently the man had been
dressed. He had no intention of men-
ttoning the broad arrows,

“Bo it comes to this,” said Loder,
&Int;ﬁ':.'lﬂ+ “He was about the place the
tay before he was supposed to arrive
here for the first time from London.
He was got up so differently, that
VWharton, who zaw him, did not know
him as the same man when he saw him
again hero."
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“That's how it standa [

“Has he mentioned, since he's been
here, the fact that he saw any of you
before he came

“Not a word."

“To cut it short, he's keeping it dark,
that he's the man you and others faw,
the day before we got our new games
master 7"

“Quite 1

“Lagden—the real Lagden—must have
been in London the day before he was
due to arvive here!” said Loder. *“If
vou saw thiz man in the vicinity, he
can't possibly be the real Lagden.™

T Nﬂ 1"

“I remember he was late—very late—
getting here " sald Loder. “"He ex-
plained it with a story of being mixed
up in catching that conviet. never
thought of doubting it, till now. But,
if he isn't Lagden, where the dooce is
l'mgtls:un all this time !

Yernon-Rinith offered no suggestion to
solve that problem.

“He can’t have made away with the
man, fo bag his job here,” said Loder.
“He must have fixed it up with Lagden
to carry on here in s place, somehow,.
If he's not Lagden, that's a certainty.
They're friends, perhaps, and Lagden
did him a good turn.™

Smithy remained silent.

“But if that's =0, it means that he's
a man who ean’t get a job in his own
name—szomething  fishy  there IV said
Loder. “ And anvhow, he's here in a
fals=e name, whethor the real Lagden's
a party to it, or not. I'd like to sce
the Head's face when he hears that his
new game: master has come here 1n &
falze name,” Loder’s eyes glittered.
“Yaou've not told this about the school
Veornon-Smith "

“Ouly my pal, Redwinf; and I never
mentioned it to him till to-day,” said
the Bounder, demurely., “It's not my
bizney to get mixed up in #."

“You ecan leave it in my hands
said Loder. “You can depend on it
that if the man's an 1mpostor, as it
jolly well looks, I shall bowl him out
all right. No need fo put him on his
guard, and any tattle uﬂuut the =chool
would reach his ears fast enough. You'd
hetter say nothing, Vernon-Smith. "

“WNot a syllable, Loder, if you think
it best,” said the Bounder, meckly.

“Well, I do!" said Loder. *“Leave
it to me to fix the rotter! I can find
out something from Leggett and Teggers
and that will do the trick. There’s no
doubt, of course, from what you've told
me, but there’'s got to be proof. before
I go te Dr. Locke about 1t. By gum,
I'l] show the begrar up. Leave it to me,
Vernon-dmith, and keep mum."

“Just as vou say, Leder.”

“That's all right, then; you can cut !V

“And 1t's all right about to-morrow
azked SBinithy as he rose from his chair,

“LEh, oh, yesl I'll speak to Quelch!
You can rely on that ! said Loder. *“If
vou should remember anything more
that will help, come at once and tell
me. 'l make it all right with Quelch 1"

“Manv thanks1” =aid the Bounder,
and he left Loder's study.

Loder of the Sixth rose from his chair
as the door closed on Herbert Vernon-

'|!ll

Smith. He paced about his study, his
brows knitted in thought, his eyesz
eleaming

There could be no doubt—no doubt ot
all, How the man had fixed it with
the genuine Lapden, he could not puess
=—whether they were acting in collusicn,
ar whether this impostor had borrowed
Lagden's name, without his knowledge.
It mattered little—in either case, the
man was an impostor, at Greyfriars in
& false name ! It would surely be eaey
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to oblasin proef—and once Loder had
proof, he had his enemy in the hollow
of his hand! And he would have no
merey on him——-the man who handled
irrr, humiliated hun, treated him with
contempt.

The man who called himself Stephen
Lagden, would not even know that he
was suspected, till Loder had proof—
and then he would learn, from a police-
man's tap on his shoulder, before all
Croyiriars !

Loder gloated at the thought! He
little guessed the name of the man whe
was to be tapped on the shoulder before
all Greyiriars!

e — =

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
All Serene for Smithy I

6 ELL
w Harry Wharton & Co.
acked that guestion with

one voice, as the Bounder
came back into the Rag.

Bmithy was looking thoughtful, and
not wholly satisfied.

He gave a curt nod,

*“I think it's all right,” he =zaid.
“Loder says that he will speak to
Quelch; and I expeet that will fix it”

“Jolly decent of him!” said Bob.

“Oh, frightfully ! drawled
Bounder.

He threw himself inte a chair, and
picked up a book. But he did not read.
He wanted to be left alone to think it
over,

He was feeling a twinge of remorse.
Angry and resentful as he had been, he
had never meant to give the games
master away. Neither had he inten-
tionally done so, now. Leoder, obviously,
had been in the Cloisters and had over.
heard what he had said to Bedwing;
Bmithy could not help that. He had
told Loder no more, in his study, than
Loder had already overheard, or very
little more,

Mot a word about the Blackmoor con-
viet had passed iz hips. After all, what
did it matter, if he admitted as much
sz Loder already knew?

He eould have refused to answer, and
left Loder in a state of doubt., In that
case, Loder would have done nothing
for him in the matter that was most
umpartant fo him. If the games master
had done as he had asked, the present
cireumstances would never have arisen
at all. No. 22 should have realized that
one good turn deserves another |

The man had pulled him out of the
river. For that reason he had kept the
secret, and wonld have gona on keoping
it,  Still, there were plenty of i‘lf-ﬁf:-l-a
wheo would have taken the view that he
ought nat to keep such a zecret, what-
ever Mo, 22 had done for him.

Indeed, it could not be kept for ever.
So long as the other man lay unconzcious
at Courtfield, it did net hurt hing,
perlaps, to be supposed to be the Black-
moor  conviel. The man who  had
borrowed his name, was only getting o
breathing space.  When the man  at
Courthield could zpeak, his pame wounld
be up. Loder meddling i the matter
anly ?‘Lq‘lﬁfﬂﬂﬂ'd the end.

After all, the man was a convict. He
had no right to expect a Greviviars man
to screen him.  Let him take his chance |

But the Bounder could not fecl satis-
fied in his mind. Still, he could not
wish that Loder had not butted in.
Loder was going to do for him, what
the games master had refused to do,
amd that came Arst.

When the Hemove fellows went up to
their studies for prep, Smithy noted the
games master standing near the stair-

the

case in conversation with Mr, Prout and
Mr. Quelch. )

He cyed “Stephen Lagden * curiously
a= he passed him. )

The games master did not glance ak
him: seemed, in fact, to have forgotten
his existence. Smithy could net help
wondering at his nerve.  After what
the Bounder had said to him, he must
know that he was not so secure as he had
deemed himself to be. But he was still
at Greyfriars; carrying on with unper-
turbed calm.

Did he think that he had bluffed the
Bounder into believing that he was mis-
takent Or was be, under that calm
exterior, in momentary fear of learning
that his secret had been toldl Or—
Smithy had to admit the possibility—
was the Bounder, after all, mistaken,
and . had he put Loder on & false scent
—set him to track down a mare's-nest?
With all his keenness, Smithy could hnd
no clear answer to those questions,

Loder of the Sixth, st all events, did
not think that he was on the track of
a mare'smost. It was Loder’s duty to
see lights out for the Remove that night,
and when the juniors went into their
dormitory he called to Wharton. Thae
captain of the Remove stopped in the
doorway, wondering what was wanted.

“0Oh, I think it will be all right abont
Vernon-Smith to-morrow, Y harton ("
said Loder. “I've spoken to Queleh,
and he says he will consider thoe
matter.”

“That's jolly pood of you, Loder!
said Harry, sincerely enough. e was
focling very amiable towards Loder just
then.

“By the way, 1 was going to speak
to vou about Lagden,” said Leder
casually. " He came here as a stranger
to mest of us, but I think I've heard
that vou knew him before he came "

Wharton looked astonished, as he felt.
“Not at all,” he answered. “1I never
even heard his name till I heard that
he was coming here in Larry's place”

“"But vou'd seen him before "

“Not that I know of.” ]

“Are you making a secret of it, or
what " asked Loder. )

“ Nothing to make & secret of, is
there ?” asked Harcy blankly. “If I'd
ever seen Mr, Lagden before, 1 should
say so, I suppase. He was as much s
stranger to me as to anybody clse.”

“I've heard it mentioned that you
thought vouw knew him the day he
eame,”

“Qh, that I" said Harry, with a smile.
“I'd forgotten about that! ¥es, when
I first saw him I fancied I knew his
face for a minute. I think he must be
like somebody I'd seen somewhers,
most likely in the hols.”

“¥You can't remember whom

“Ma. I haven't thought ebout it™
answered Harry, astonizhed by the pro-
feet's interest in so trivial & maiter.

“Yeou don't think you saw him abonat
this neighbourhood before he came
here 7"

“Wall, T couldn’'t have. FHe came
down from London by train thal day—
so far as I'm aware, at least.” Wharton
was more and more surprised. " What
doez 1t matter, anyhow, Loder?”

“ Oh, nothing much 1* answered Loder
earclessly. “ It would be rather odd if
you'd seen him abeut here before the
day he was suppased to arrive for the
first time.” i ]

“Jolly odd, 1 should think!” said
Harry. “But I can’t have, of course.
If I'd seen him, I should know him
ggain at once—he's not & common-
looking man. I think I've seen some-
body like him, that's all”

Loder nodded, and turned away.

He paced in the passage whila the
Eemaove turned in. What he had heard
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from Wharton pore out what he had learned from Vernon-
Bmith. ‘Fhe man's appearance was different now; that was
why Wharton did not remember him. But he had seen him,
as Vernon-Smith had,

If -all wera ahove-board, the man would not have been
aivywhere near Greyfriars the day before his official arrival.
Néither would his appearance have been changed to any
groat extent.

*Htepheén Lagden ™ was not what he appeared to bej
th(?'l:' was a fixed certsinty in Loder’s mind. Wharton's
wditls Had not only confirmed that, but made it clear that
the man must have taken deliberate trouble to change his
appearance. Loder was feeling very satisied when he
t&urnnri aut the lights in the Remove dormitory and went

OW'Tl,

“What was Loder %a.wing about, Harry?"” ssked Franpk
Nugent, when the prelect was gone.

“Lagden I answered Harry, " He’s heard somewhere—

oodness knows how—that I thought I'd seen somebody like
the games master, and he asked me about 1t ™

“*What the dickens does it matter 7"

“Bleesed if I know ! But Loder asked me.”

The Bounder grinned in the dark. He, at least, knew
n-lhg é;cdar had asked, though Wharton himself was per-
plexed.

The following morning Bmithy would not have been sur-
prised to learn that Mr. Lagden wos no longer at Grey-
friars. But when the Remove came down, one of the first

ersons to meet their eyes was the games master, toking

iz un=ual early trot in the quadrangle. And again the
Bounder wondered at hia nerve,

In the Remove Form Room that morning, the fellow who
usually gave Mr, Quelch the most trouble was the meekest
and mildest member of the Form. The Bounder's "con ™
was excellent, and during first and second scheeol he hung
on his Form-masler’s words aa if they were pearls of wisdom
falling from Mpr. Quelch's august lipa. If Queich had not
yet made up his mind to accede to Loder's request. exem-
plary behaviour in the Form-room might help him to do
go—and perhaps it did! At all events, the Kemove masier
called Vernon-SBmith to hia desk when the Form were dis-
nissed 1n break.

"“"You are under detention thiz afterncon, Vernon-S3mith ™
he began, "“Loder, however, haa spoken to me on the
subject. It was for your conduct towards Loder that you
wera given this detention, and, as Loder has asked me to
take a lenient view of the matter, I do pnot feel that I can
refusa to do =0.”

“That is very kind of Loder, sir!" said Vernon-Smith
meekly. *I've told him I'm sorry for what happened.™

* It 13 undoubtedly very kind of Loder,” said Mr. Quelch.
“"Ha seems very concerned that a junior football fixture
shopld be interfered with on his account. I cannot feel,
Vernon-8mith, that you deserve much leniency; never-
theless, I was very glad to hear Loder speak sz he did, and
I have decided to accede. Your detention will be deferred
1]l Saturday, so that you may be [ree to play football for
the school to-day.™

“Thank you very much, s [ )

“Very well; you may go, Vernon-8mith.”

The Bounder went, with a cheery grin on hig face. When
he came out into the quadrangle, he found Wharton with
the games master, who was speaking about the match due
that afterncon.

“1 am sorry, Wharton, that I was unable to do anything
in the matter,” the games master was saying, as Smithy
came along. “DBut, as I told you, it was quite impossible,
in the circumstances, What man are you putting in Vernon-
Smith's place?™ : -

“Nugent, sir, if Bmithy has to be left out,” said Harry.

“Bmithy won't have to be left cut 1" cut in the Bounder.
“That's all right, Wharton. T think I told you it would
be all right if you left my name in the list. Well, it's all
right, as [ told you it wouid be.'’

The gomes master glanced ab him.

“Are vou not under detention, Vernon-S8mith "

“No, sir., My Fovrm-master has been kind enough to deler
it till Saturday, and let me off to-day,” said the Bounder.
“Sarry I bothered you about it; there was no necd, after
atl.”

Thers was a faint sneer in his tone,

Wharton's face hrightened.

“ Has Quelch saijd—"

“¥es; that was why Gic called me back in the Form-room, "
eaid Vernon-8mith. * Right as rain "

“(h, rood '

“T amn very glad to hear 16! said the games master, 80
cordiatly that Smithy felt a twinge. I wish you the best of
luek to-day L™

He nodded to the juniors and wallked away. The Bounder
stared after him as he went. Was it possible that this man,

(Continued on next page.)
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go sool and colm and casuwal, was a
hunted man whose liberty was at the
mercy of the fellew he had token by
the collar and unceremoniously turned
out of his room? If he was, ha clearly
had & nerve of iron. If he was not,
Loder, by plaﬂu? the eavesdropper in
the Cloisters, had got on the trail of a
mare’s nest. Smithy hardly knew what
to think, and he setticd the matter by
dismissing it from his mind and concen-
trﬁ:n;g his thoughts on the 8t. Jim's
match.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wibley on the Warpath !

ILLIAM “WIBLEY of the
Remove glanced up im-
pationtly.

That afterncon Wibley was
almost the only fellow in the Remove
who was not thinking about Soccer.

‘The Bt. Jim's match was an event in
Remove records. Even Lord Mauleverer
was gpoing to saunter down to Little Side
to see Greylriars play Tom Merry &
Co. when they came; even Skinner and
Bnoop intended to give the game 2
logk-in ; even Billy Bunter developed »
faint interest. ]

But_other matters were on the mind
of William Wibley—matters which, in
Wib's opinien, were rather more im-

vtant. The great chief of the Remove

ramatic Bociety was deep in his now
play which the dramatic society wero
going to perform that term—taough, to
Wihﬁy'a disgust, the kecnest members
of that socicty scemced less keen on
it than on Soccer matches.

“ Foothall jaw * worried Wibley when
he was in the throes of composition,
The Remove passage echoed with foot-
ball jaw.

In his own study Micky Desinond and
David Morgan talked football. Every
Hemove man he met talked foathall,
Even Iisher T. Fish guessed that he
was going to give the game that after-
noon the oneg-over.

It was rather hard on a dramatist whao
was busy on a thrilling play, and who
had not quite been able to make up his
mind where the countess’ diamonds were
to be found !

8¢ Wibley had fled from football and
football jaw. He had found a quiet
spot in a deep window-seat at the ond
of an upper passage,

Squatted in that window-seat, with a
fountein-pen in his hand, and his
writing-pad on his knee, Wibley plunged
deep into drama.

Once plunged into drama, Wib was
lost to time and space.

Masterly lines ran from his fountain-
en. A i‘:iding-plate for the countess'
iasmonds flashed into hiz mind. Wib,
in his own way, was enjoying that half-
haliday, as much as sny fellow in the
Remove,
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Football jaw, had he only known it,
was 1o longer echoing in the Remove
studies. Hardly a fellow was left in
those studies, as the time drew near for
the mateh on Little Side. But Wibley
did not shift. He sat where he was,
deep in drama, till a footstep came to
hiz cars, and he glanced up, irntated
end impatient. e had ve &pubt that
it was some unfeeling ass coming along
to jaw football; perbaps Desmond or
Morgan Imkin% for him, to drag him
down to the foothall ground. Wild
horses would not have dragged Wib
there when he was deep in drama.

But it was not a junior who appeared
in view,

It was a Sixth Form man who came
quietly into the passage—very guictly.
Wibley, from the window-seat, stared et
Loder of the Sixth.

What the dickens Loder wanted there
was & mystery to him. Loder had no
business there—any more than Wibley
had, as & matter of fact. Only masters’
rooms opencd off that passage: the two
rooms that had once been oeccupied by
Mr. Lascelles, and which were now
aszsigned to his successor, Mr, Lagden.

Loder had rather s way of steppin
cuietly about, when he was on the tral
of fellows he disliked or suapected. But
thers was no reason, so far as Wib could
son, why Loder should come up to that
passage in such a stealthy way.

However, it did not matter to Wibley
—and hiz drama did. Beeeing that it
was only Loder, he dropped his eyves to
his writing-pad again, and his fountain-
pen  slid on, manufacturing masterly
dramatic lines,

Then he was interrupted by » startled
exclamation. Loder, no doubt, had not
expected to see anybody  there—any
more than Wibley had.

He came striding up the possage, with
8 scowling brow. Wibley, exasperated,
looked up again.

“What the thump are vou doing here,
Wibley ¥ snapped Loder, :

“Writing my play,” answered Wibley,
“Don't interrupt, Leder! I'm getting
on to a rather ZHDH}' point—"

* You silly young ass ! rapped Loder.
“Get out of it at onee !

“ Look hore——-"

“LClear off 1"  enapped Lodoer,
“Juniors are not allowed in the masters'
quarters, vou know that, (et dut 1™

Wibkley glared.

“Look here, Loder, I've come here to
be guiet! I'm deing no hari here, I

suppose! Let a chap alone !

Wik was angry and indignant. Loder
was 4 bully, and had e bac temper, and
liked to find fault; but thiz, really, was
the limit. HReally, it was outside the
limit, even for n bully like Loder of the
Sixth. There was no reason why Loder
sheuld have come there, and no reason
why he should order Wibley off—so far
as Wib could see,
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4. A, DAVIS & CO. (Desl. B.P.T3), I'reiects  of  the
Sixth Form wore

nok su_gfﬁsed to be addressed as “silly
fatheads.” But an exasperated and
alrored suthor could not be expected
to think of that.

“Gimme my lizla:.r " velled Wibley.
“¥You beastly bully, gimme my play!”

Instead of giving Wibley his play,

Loder ztep along the passsge, and
itched tl!:d t\‘rmﬂl"zg-padp over the
aniaters,

It landed on the stairs far below, and
detached sheets went foating in various
directions.

“0Oh, you rotter!” roared Wibley,

utterly forgetiul of the respect due to
a prefect of the Sixth., “O0h, you ead,
Loder!™

Smack, smack]

Had Loder had his ashplant with him,
ne doubt he would have given Wibley
s:ix. But he was, for once, without the
official ash. Bo he smacked Wibley's
head instead; and Wibley howled, as
he scuttled down the passige and bolted
down the stairs.

During the next quarter of an hour
William Wibley forgot Loder of the
Sixth, and even the smacks on his head.
He was hunting for detached leaves that
had escaped from the writing-pad and
Huttered away.

Fortunately, he succeeded in recap-
turing them ajl. He bore them away to
his study in the Remove, breathing fury.
But it was useless to attempt to resumeo
the flow of composition. Authors have

to be good-tempered. Nobody ecan
write in a bad temper. And Wibley
was in a fearfully bad temper. More-

over, his head was singing from Loder’s

hefty smacks,

“The |beast! The bully! The
blighter] The +tick] The swob!"
Wibley ran through -E!uit& an cxtensive
List of compliments. **The rotter! The
worm ! What did it matter to him if [
fﬂt there? The rotter! The sutsider—

E‘_-_____F!

Wibkley broke off. It occurred to him
that he had not heard Loder come
dewn, It occurred to him, also, that it
must have mattered, somchow, to Loder
if he zat there, or even the bully of the
Sixth would not have barged in. What
had Loder driven him off for?

“0Oh, the cad ! breathed Wibley, as a
new idea came into his mind.

Loder’s enmity towards the games
master was  well known. Lagden's
rooms were on that passage, Lagden was
-nut-—m‘er}'_h{:rdg knew that he was poing
to refercc in the junior mateh that after.
nopn. Was it possible that Loder was
going to play some trick in his rooms—
some jape like a disgruntled fag?

It scemed unlikely enouwgh. A Sixth
Form prefect wes above japes. Vet why
bad Loder come there at all, and why
had he cleared Wibley off 7 Wibley's
eves gleamed,

He left his study and went hacl; tl-n the
upper pas:age, stepping as soitly as
Loder himﬁ{:ﬁ' might iaw: danc,

The passage wes empty.  Quintl;
Wibley stepped wlong to  the gam-:g
master’s door. It was shut: but he
could hear a movement in the room.

“The awful rotter ! breathed Wibley.

Hea knew that the gamos moster was
not there. He knew that Loder was
Whatever might be Leder's game, he
was secrctly and surreptitiously in tho

ames  master's  roomsa,  while Mg,
sapden was ocenpred on Lidtle Side and
could not possibly come in amd intop-
rupt him,

There were two doors, not far from
one onother—the sitting-room door and
the bed-room door. Wibley would have
been plad to turn the keys in those doora
and imprison Loder there, for the games
master to find when he came . That
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Hemove slammed the leather into the net, well out of Fatty Wynn'’s reach.

was impossible, as ithe keys were on the
ingidle of the locks,

But something else was  possible.
Wibley was fairly on the warpath now,
He scudded away to the Remove box-
roomy. ke came back with a hu:a-mﬁe
in his hand., Quietly but effectually he
knotted the rope on one door-handle,
carvied it along to the other door-
handle, and knotted it there, The repe,
drawn taut, and safely knotted at both
ends, prevented either door opening
when pulled from inside. Loder of the
Bixth was a prisomer !

Wibley strolled away grimnming. He
went back to his study, ond, feeling
belter now, sat down to hizs drama there.
And, busy on the countess’ diamonds, he
forgot all about Loder of the Sixth once
mGre.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
The St. Jim's Mateh !

S5AY, you fellowsl Play upt”
eipucaked  Billy - Bunter. ¥ é‘ai]
that Bocoer 1™

Billy Bunter was not, perhaps,
a great judge of Boceer! The fat Owl
of the Remove was, in {act, more lika
& football than a focthaller! 8till, if
Billy Bunter couldo’t play footer for
naute, he eould eriticisc—and he did!
And the {oothallers who heard his
griticizms could not sten off the field of
lay end kick him, which was rather
ortunate for Banter.

There wos a tareng rowncd Little Bide
to wateh the Bt Jim's wmatleh.

Nearly all the Remove wera there,
ant fellows of others Forms had coma

(1

along. ‘Temple of the Fourth told
Dabney and Fry of that Form, that
the fag pgame was hardly worth

watchin’; still, he honoured the Remove
by watching it. DEven so great a man as
Coker of the Fifth condeseended to give
it a glance.
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“*Ehoot ! ** roared a dozen fellows, as Vernon-Smith raced down the
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It was, in point of fact, o great game,
Tom Merry & Co. had come over from
St. Jim's in  great form.  Arthur
Auvgustus D'Arey, of the 3t. Jum's
Fourth, who locked almost too elegant
te live, had come over in his shooting-
boots, so0 to speak; and he had captured
the first goal for his side—the only score
in the first half.

In the sceond half Flarry Wharton &
Co. were waging an uphill battle, After
the change of ends they had the wind
against them, as well as being a goal in
Arrears.

They had, at least, one thing to he
thankful! for: that the Bounder was,
after all, in the eleven. Frank Nugent,
looking on, was as glad of it 3z any
other fellow, keen as he had been to
play himself. Smithy was at the top of
his form, and playing a first-class game.
Twice the Bounder had shot for goal,
only to find Fatty Wynn, in the visitors’
goal, bring off a wonderful save.

Sguiff, in the home goal, had had
less luck: he had been beaten onee.
MNow he was all hands and feet, deter-
mmined not to be beaten a second time.

But it booted not, for Tom Merry &
Co. came rushing on with the wind
Lehind them.  Accepting a neat pass

from IFArey, Tom Merry slammed the
ball in, Squiff just missing it by
inches.

1I'Gua..1 1]' :

“Two u?.'” satd Hazeldene, with n
shiug of the shoulders. “ Looks like a

win for Geeyfriars, T don’t thank "

Hazel was rother sore at secing
Sampson Quincy IfHey Field, of New
South Wales, " keeping goal.! Hazel
fancied he could have filled the place
hc]I;:t?r—a faney that he had all to him-
TES W

*The backs arem’t much good ! re-
marked Belsover major. " Now, if
Wharton has put me 1n instead of Buil,
I shouldn’t have let them get by that
timge. "’

wing with the ball at his feet. The Bounder did not
attempt fo bring off that difficull shot. At the psychological moment, he centred neaily to Wharton, and tha captain of the

““Goal I ** yYoared the crowd.

I shouldn’t have let them pot the
pill if I’d been between the sticks,™ said
Hazel,

“0Oh, that's rob! said Bol:over.
"My dear chap, they'd have had it in
five or six times. But if 1'd been ab
baclk—"

“They'd have had it in fifty or
sixty times!" gaid Hazel,

"I say, you fellows, Whartons chuck-
ing the match away!” said Billy
Bunter. “Our chaﬁpﬁ can't play Soccer
for toffee! i offered to play when
Smithy was left out, and what do you
think—that silly ass Wharton only
sniggered—jnst sniggered—"

» Play up, Greyiriazs!”

“On the ball ¥*?

Frank Nugent planced up at the
clock tower anxiously.

“Twenty minutea to gol” he said.
“Hallo, there goes Smithy | Good man.
SBmithy ! Bravo [T

All eves were on the Bounder, and

there was a murmur, swelling te &
rOAar, Herbert Vernou-8mith was
away with the ball, streaking like

li htninﬁ Of the home ferwards, enly
Harry Wharteu kept pace, ready to
acoept o pass.

*“Bhoot 1" yelled Bolsover major.

“Bhoot " roarcd a dozen fellows.
* Shoot 1"

But the Bounder did not shook
Tratty Wynn, in the 8t Jun's goal, was
watching him like a cat—and two backs
were speeding ot him. It would heve
been rather Jike the Bounder to
attempt to bring off that difficult shot
from the wing, i tho hope of scoring
a surprising goal; but, luckily for the
side, Bmithy remembered that SBoccer
wa2s not a one-man game. At the
psyehological moment, Lhe eentred neatly
io Wharton, and the captain of the
Remeove slammed the leather in well oud
of reach of the 8t. Jun's goalie,
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Then there was & roar.
“Gosl 1
“Bravol Goall™

*“1 say, yvou fellows, that was rather
s fuke, wasn't it?"” remarked Billy
Bunter. “That fat chap in goal ought
to have stopped that! He can't kcep
goal=he's too jolly fatt”

“Ha, ha, hal" ;

The sides lined up again, and Grey-
friars attacked once mmore, and onco
mora fortune smiled on them. If was
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh who potied
the leather thiz time, amid & roar of
cheering.

“It'll be a draw, anvhow !” remarked
Bolsover mbjor.

“What's a draw?” enified Billy
Bunter: “It jolly well wouldn't be a
draw if I were playing for Grey.
friars.”

“Hardly ' chuckled Bolsover.

And there was a chortle from the
fellows near Bunter. They fully agreed
that it would not be & draw-—or any-
thing like it—with Bunter in the team!

“Five minutes more!” said Nugent.

“Oh, play up, you men !’ squeaked
Bumter. "Put o bit of life into it!
Get 8 move on!  You ain't playing
croquet, vou kuew ! What are you sit-
ting down for, Bob Cherry? Taking a

rest? I sar, Wharton, are you gomn
to sleep? I say, you fellows, that's
going to be a goal ! Bet you ten to one

oughnuts that Tom Merry scores
Eiﬂ. 11-1-

obody heeded RBilly Bunter's offer,
or he certainly would have owed some-
body ten doughnuts which never would
have matevialized! For Bguiff fisted
out the ball, Johnny Bull cleared to
midheld, and the game swayed away
towards the 3t Jim's goal.

Dhng-dong 1t went, 1n midheld, and
neither side scemed able to gel awaey.
And the last: minutes were passing. Eyoes
turned anxionsly on the referec. The
whistle might go any moinent pow.
Suddenly there was a roar.

“Bmithy! Smithy [

“Good old Bounder!|™

“Go it, Smathy "'

The Bounder secmed to shoot out of
the melee, like & pip fromn an orange.

Three men got in his way, and how
Smithy eloded them they never knew—
but he did—and with a 3t. Jim's back
fairly jumping on him, Bmithy kicked
or goal.

Fatty Wynn grabbed a seccond too late
—and Smithy rolled over a split second
after the leather had left his' foot,
Herries of Bt. Jim's sprawling over his
]E‘?E. But the ball was in the net—the
?i_l was in the pot—and all the Grey-

riars crowd were roaring:

“Goal! Geal! Gasl!”

“Greviriars wins !

Vernon-3mith sat up, panting. A
strong hand on his shoulder helped
him to his feet, and the games master
gave him a simile.

“Good  man, Vernon-8mith1” he
said. “That was a splendid shot—rip-
ping! Good man !

Smithy nodded and grinned, Harry
Wharton ran up and clapped him on the
back. The Remove captain’s oyes were
dancing.

*“Good man, Smithy!
vours, rather!”

“Goal! Goall”

“Hurrah I

Greyiriars had beaten Bt. Jim's right
on the stroke of time. The crowd
roared and cheered. Hazel forgot that
he ought to have been in goal; Bol-
gover mmajor that he ought to have
plaved back; and both of them roared
with the reat.
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Our win-—or

“Bai Jove, you know,” romarked
Arthur Augustus D'Arecy, as the foob-
ballers went off. “I wathah thought
that it was our game, you know; but
Bocecah ia a feahfully uncertain game,
and it's weally nevah won till it’s lost 1"

“And never lest till it's wonl”
grinned Bob Cherry.

“Yans, wathah *

“Bravo, Smithy | Good old Bounder 1™

The Remove fellows were yelling.
Only Billy Buater—from the lofty
heights of his greit knowledge of the
game—was still eritical.

“Bit of a fluke, you know!" said
Bunter. “The fat chap ought to have
stopped it—lucky for us he didn't, but
he ought to have! Jolly poor show—
poor show all round—it’s not what I
call Soceer! I can jolly well say—
Yarooooh! Ow!  Wow!l Leave off
kicking e, will you? Yow-ow-voop!”

Scoversl fellows kicked Bunter all at
once; and the voice of the critic was
heard no more.

THE SIXTEERTH CHAPTER.
Wet !
GERALD LODER stared from a

window, keeping out of sight

behind the curtain. He did

uot want his face to be scen at
Ar. Lagden's window.

He scowled as he stared. .

For quite a long time Loder of the
dixth had been bus%' in Mr. Lagden's
roome. As soon as he had heard that
the games master was to referce in the
football mateh that safterucen, Loder
had seen his opportunity.

For an hour and a half, at the least,
the games master would be safe off the
scene, and that was ample time for
Loder to search his room and discover
anything that was to be discovered
among his belongings, which would
indicate that he was not what he claimed
to ba.

Having locked both doors, to make
pure against interruption, Leoder pur-
sued his search, little dreaming that the
doors, soon afterwards, were secured on
the outside as well as the inside. He
had cleared Wibley of the Bemove off
—as, naturally, he could rot allow a
junior to see him entering a master's
roon  and remaining there in  the
master’s absence. Of Wibley's subsze-
qucilt procecdings he knew nothing—
yet

But his seargh, ecareful as it was, met
with no reward. It scemed fairly cer.
tain, to Loder, that if the games master
was 8 man passing under a false name,
there would surely be some clue ammg;
his personal belongings—if only a hand-
kerchicf or & collar, with diffierent
initials on it

But there was nothiug !

Meither was he prevented by locks
from making a thorough search.
Nothing was locked up. Thers was a
suitcase with a quite a pood lock on 1t
but it was unfastened. Everything was
where it night have been expected
to be found, iIn the rooms of A man
who had no secrets to keep.

Initials on articles he found n
plenty. But  they were always
#8. L.” the initials of Siephen Lagden,
On one or two things there was the name
in full. If this man was not Btephen
Lagden, he was, at all events, in pos-
gession of Stephen Lapden’s outfit.

Loder’s hope rose when, searching the
unlocked suticase, he found & leather

pocket, in which were a couple of
letters. He had no scruples whatever
about looking at the letters. He told

himself that he was, for the nonce, act-

GERALD LODER, THE RASCALLY PREFECT, ASKS FOR TROUBLE—

ing as a dctective in the interests of
justice,

Whether that was so or not, Loder
rend bothh the letters. They did nok
help him—rather the reverse.

He had had a glimpse of hope that
they might be addressed te someoma
whosa name was not Lagden. DBut he
found that one of them an, " Dear
Mr, Ln;den,” shd the other *Dear
Lagdon.

he first was from the frm of
Lepgeit & Teggers, Regent Btreet,
London, asking Mr, Lagden to call in
reference to & t&umr_ari_ post which
they thought would suit him—obvicusly
the post of games master at Greyiriars.

The second was from Okeham Scheol,
in Devonshire, where, as Loder knew
only too well, Stephen ELagden had
been a master, and had known his
Cousin James. It was a chatty letter
from some man he had known at the
school.

Loder jammed those letters back into
the place he had taken them from,
grunting with disappointment.

3o far from strengthening his case,
they weakencd it. If the real Lagden
was allowing another man to use his
name and take his post, he might lend
him his things, but it was very im-
probable that he would leave his per-
sonal letters among the things.

But if the real Lagden was not in
the game, the spoofer must have got
rid of him somehow—and how? Loder
was willing to believe almost anything
against the men he disliked, but ha
could hardly suppose that the fellow
had knocked & man on the head to
bag a temporary job at a school. Even
if he had, what had become of Lagden?
He must be somewhere,

Loder had come to the games master's
rooms with a certainty in his mind,
hoping to  discover something  that
would make assurance doubly sure.
But what he found there made his cer-
tainty waver.

Had ithat sulky, suspiciows jyoung
ass, Vernon-Smith, made an dictio
mistake, and had loder, jumping as
any chance to peore over his enemy,
allowed himsclf to be made a fool of?

It began to look rather like itl
Certainly everything he found in the
pames master’s rooms indicated that
the oceupant of those rooms bore tha
name of Stephen Lagden.

A roar from the direction of the
football ground reminded Loder, at
last, that time was passing. He glared
from the window, keeping in cover of
the curtain. Ile had a glimpse of the
playing-fields in the distance, and saw
that-the football mateh had just ended.

It was time for him to go. Whether
he was right or wrong, whether he was
on the track of an impostor, or of a
mare's nest, he could not afford to be
discovered in the games master’s rooms,
spying, when the man came in.

There was plenty of time to get clear,
however, and after a plance round, to
make sure that he had left no sgn of
his search, Loder crossed to the door
and unlocked it.

Ho pulled at the door, and uitcred
an irritable exclamation as it came
open less than halfi an inch. Something
seemed to be the matter with the door |

He wrenched at 1t savagely.

It vielded ancther half-inch. After
that, it stuck fast. He wrenched and
dragged, but the door would not open.

Breathing hard, he went inte the ad-
joining bed-room  and  unlocked tha
door there.

To his astonizhment and alarm, that
door also failed to open, giving only a
trile as he wrenched at ib,
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Hiz heart was beating unpleasantly as he returned to the
gitting-room door to trg: again,

He gripped the door- ] : 3 g
with all Elt].: a&reng}th. But it was in I'Iam. Something was
stopping the deor from opening properly.

The perspiration started cut on Lndy-zr’a forchead. The
minutes were passing, and if thmamaa master ¢ame up to
his rooms, after leaving the football ground, he might come
&t any moment now.

meer wrenched frantically. He had to get away before
the suspected man ecaught him there. What was he to say
if the gemes master found him in hia rooms?

But it was useless. The door came open sufficiently for
him to peer out through the narrow slit and spot the box-
rope that was knotted round the deor-handle. He knew now
how he was imprisoned—but he had no chance of getting at
the rope outside. Somebody—some japing young rascal—
had done this—knowing that he was there. That knowledge
did not help him. He could not get out, apd he gave.up tho
attempt, panting {or breath.

He hurried acroza to the window. It was an upper
window, and, unfortunately a good distance from the
ground. Jt would have been poscible to clamber down
with the help of the ivy. But if he thought of that desperate
resource, he had to abandoen it at once. He could not climb
down from Mr, Lagden’s window in broad daylight, in full
view of innumerable cyes.

He backed away and cut across the adjeining room. The
bed-room had s window at the back of tha building.

That was hia only chance. It was that, or bein% panght by
Mer. Lagden when ho eame up. As he erossed the room he
heard a sound in the passage outside, Someone was coming
along from the staira!

Loder panted as he dragped open the bed-room window
and stared out.

Ten feet below there wers leads. It was not a difficult
drop, if he could reach tha ground from that lower roof.

Only one person was in sight, at the back of the buldings,
Mr. BMimble, the gardener, at work in the kitchen gardens.
He was busy, plying & hoe, and his back was turned.

If Loder ﬂemtatei a sound behind him =purred him on.
It was the rattle of the door-handle, and a surprised exclama-
tion. The games master evidently had arrived at his door,
and was astonished to find it tied vp on {he outside.

It would not take him long to untie the box-rope—or cut
it! Loder had only moments! He made up his miud,
clambered from the window, and dropped on the leads
below.

Panting, he crept to the cdge and locked down to the
ground. It was a sheer drop of fiftern or sixteen fect.
fﬂé one corner was an ancient water-butt with a wooden
1d.

To drop on the covered buit, and thence to the ground,
was not difficult. In terror every moment of Ar. Logden
logking from the window he had left open, Loder lost no
time.

He lowered himself by hiz hands over the edge, divectly
above the old water-butt, and dropped.

He had caleulated well. He landed on s feet right in
the centre of the wooden cover of the bulk,

But he had not calculated on the extremely ancient and
weather-worn condition of that wooden Lid !

It creaked, cracked, and broke under the impact of his
weight, and lot him ﬂ:lmugh!

Before he could begin to realise what was happening, he
shot down through the broken eover into rthe butt under-
neath, Thers was a splash, & gasp from Lader, and he =tood
with the water swishing round his neck.

“"Urrrrggh '™

Loder splashed wildly.

Mr. Mimble ceased to ply his how, straightened up, and
locked round. His eyes almost bulged from his head at
what he saw—a wet and furious face glaring over the rim
of the water-butt.

“My eye ™ paspod 3Mre. AMimble, ITe dropped the hoe in
his astonishment, and gazed in blank amazement at Laoder,

Loder serambled [rantically out of the butt, splashing
water and fragments of Lbroken Iid on all sides.

Mr. Mimble gazed at him as he might have gazed at a
pprr]ctrc. Never had the gardemer szeon so surprising o
sight.

oder serambled and splashed, and  splashed and
scrambled. Ho plunged our, dripping. gave thoe amazod
gardencr a web and furious glare, and rushed away, leaving
a trail of water behind lnm as he went.,
“My eye!” repeated Mr. Mimsble faintly.

And for long minutes alter Loder of the Sixth had
vanished, Mr, Mimble continmed to sare—the most
astonished gardener in the County of Keont.,

(Cantinued on next page.)

andle with both hands and dragged |
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selection of splendid fireworks—BROCK'S !
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Doubt !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
H drove his hands deep into his
pocket and tramped restlessly
to and fro in the October dusk.
There was & worried wrinkle in
Smithy’s brow, His mind waa far from
cosy,
Tt was past lock-up, and from many
windows light streamed out into the
uadrangle. From the windows of
ﬂx& Rag came the sound of a rousing
In that apartment there was
a crowd of Remove fellows, and the
were still  celebrating  the footbal
victory. The roar of the chesry “sing-
song ™ sounded a good distance—loudest
of all, the powerful bawl of Bob
Cherry, which made up-in vigour what
it might lack in tune.

Smithy, who had kicked the winning
gog] on the stroke of time, was s fellow
whom the footballers were delighled to
honour, but he had slipped away, and
now he was walking restlessly and
rather moodily in the quad.

The St. Jim's match was over; he
had plaved in 1t; he had helped, more
than helped, to win the game for his
side. That was a complete satisfaction,
The game had been touch and go, and
there was no  doubt that, had the
Bounder been left out, Tom Merry &
Co, would have pulled it off. With
the sides so evenly matched, one first-
class man had made all the difference.
With good play, and good luck, the
Bounder had pulled 1t through.

MNow he was thinking of other things,
however. Loder of the Sixth had got
hir off detention—not from good nature
or sportsmanship, but as a “quid pro
guo’—in return for information given.

That was worrying Smithy, now that
the matter which been uppermost in
his mind was over,

Cool reflection had shown the
Bounder that he had no real cause for
resentment agoainst “Mr. Lagden.”
Whatever thea man was, he was a master
at Greyfriars: and no master could
possibly have allowed himself to  be
dictated to I:air a junior schoolboy. Had
the man vielded to what amounted to
a threat, Smithy realised—now that he
reflected coolly—that he would him-
scif have despised him for it.

It was not uncommon for the Bounder
to reslise, too late, that his hasty and
arrogant temper had led him astray.

His only comfort was that he had
never dreamed that other ears would
overhear that angry outburst in  the
Cloisters  Angry and resentful as he

chorus,

was, he had nover intended to give the )

AR away.

But Loder had heard him—Loder had
questioned him: and he had answered
Loder's questions; and Loder had, so
to speak, paid for value received. He
could not sorry that it had so hap-
pened that he had been free to play in
the St. Jim's matech. DBut what was
going to happen now?

That the man who was called Mr.
Lagden, at Creyfriars, was the man
who had cscaped from Blackmoor he
was sure, Every now and then he had
a doubt; but the certainty never really
feft Lim. And that man, in flight from
his pursuers, assailed by Smithy him-
self, had risked everything to pull him
from tho river! And, convict as he
was, he was sll right] The mere fact
that he haa refused to make terms
with the Bounder showed that he was
a "straight  man.

The games master had said that, to
hizs knowledge, the man who lay at
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Courtfield was the man who had com-
mitted the robbery at Okeham!

That could only mean, 1f it was true,
that the law hod got the wrong man
in the first place, and then, by & strange
freak of chance, had got the right man,
snd still had him |

The

And the Bounder believed it.
man would not have lied to him. Indeed,
if he had chosen to lie, he would have
said that to his knowledge the man at
Courtfield waa No, 22

The way he had put it had only one
meaning, and bore the 5tamﬁ of truth,
amazing as it was. And Bmithy believed
it.

It was because fthe man had saved
him in the river that he had held his
tongue, in the first place. Now, to that
elaim of gratitode, was added the con-
vietion that the man was innocent and
wronged. And the man who had this
double claim on him was the man he
had given away to & bitter enemy.

Not intentionslly—but the fact re-
mained! 'Tramping to and fro in the
Ootober dusk, the Bounder was think-
ing it over with & troubled mind. No
junior was asllowed out of the House
after lock-up; but the Bounder, with
his usual recﬂ!esa disregard of anthority,
disregarded that. o wanted to be
slone, to think out this matter, and
that was enough for him.

From the windows of the Rag camie
a roar; the Removites were joining in
the chorus of the Greyfriars song:

“ Greviriars] Greyfriars! On the ball,
onl
Play uprI A game's never lost till it's

waon |

Stick it to the end, keen as you began,

For that is the way of s Greyiriars
man "

The DBounder grunted, and tramped
away further across the dusky gquad.
He was in no mood for jollity,

oder was on the track of the master
with & secret; and Smithy had set him

there.  Wibley had told the Remove
fellows what had happened during the
football match, and Bmithy, at least,

knew why Ioder had surreptitiously
visited the games master's rooms while
the House was deserted. He wondercd
uncasily whether Gerald Loder had
made any discovery there.

“Who's that?"” camo a sharp voice.

Smithy started, and stared round in
the gloom.

It was the veice of Loder of the
ﬁi“{’:“ The prefect loomed up in the

usk,

Loder, too, wes ocut of the House:
but a prefect had a right to be and &
junior had not. Smithy was spotied—
if Loder chose to “come the prefect.”

The Bounder scowled.

"0, vou!" gaid Loder, staring at
him., “Vernon-B8mith! What are you
doing out of the House after lock-up?®”

“Only taking a stroll, Loder.”

“QOr sneaking out of bounds?" asked
Loder, with a sneer. “DBo you fancy
vou can break the rules right and left,
as vyou choose, you cheeky young
rascal ¥

Vernon-Smith breathed hard, Loder
had done him & good turn that day—
for value received. After that Smithy
had been prepared to “bury the
hatchet "—if Loder did.

Loder's unaccustomed genislity, how-
aver, scameod to be gone. From his
black look Smithy could guess he had
had no luck in his furtive scarch cof
the games master’'s rooms.

“I've been pgoing Lo speak to wyou,
Vernon-Smith | zaid Loder. “If you'vo
been pulling my leg, 3you young
seoundrol, I'll make you sorcy for it

The Bounder whistled softly. Not
only had Loder had no luwek in hie
furtive search, but it seemed that he
was now in & doubting siate of mind.
Which, from Smithy's point of wview,
wasa all to the good.

“If you've told me & cock-and-bull
story sbout Lagden,” went on Loder, in
a low, concentrated woice, “I['ll make
you regret it. If you'd come to me with
such & yarn I'd never have helieved
g word of it; but I heard you tellin
Redwing, sz I dare say you've guessed,
and you could bhardly have known that
I was there, You couldn't hove becn
pulling my leg then.”

His suspicious  eves gearched the
Bounder’s face. Evidontly, in his state
of doubt, Loder’s euspicions had gone
to that length.

The Bounder’s eyes glimmered,

“If the whole thimﬁ i3 & trick, and
ou were pulling my leg all along the

ine, to got me to get you off deten-
tion,” muttered Loder. “I vou knew
I was there, and—" He broke off.

“YWhat have vou got to say?”
“MNothing 1" answered tﬁ{! Bounder.
“Well, I don't know what to think ™

gnarled Loder. “If you've made a fool

of me—" Ha geemed to choke at the
idea. "I can't quits think so—buf—

Well, I'm going to put it to the proof.

I'tn going to get leave on Baturday end
o up to town myeelf, and call at

egectt & Teggers. Do you Uhfear!

I'm going to take a photograph of our
recious games master and see if the
now it at Leggett & Teggers. Ii

they do, he's all nght—and you've taken

me in! And, by gad, I'll make you wish
you hadn’t."

The Bounder’'s heart almost stood
siill. He had wondered, uneasily, what
measures Loder might take to obian
proof. Now he knew.

And that measure, if Leder did take
it, could not fail. It was easy enough
to take a snap of the games master or
anybody clse at Greyiriars. And if
they saw that photograph at the agoency
in gent Street, they would know, at
s glance, that it was not the photograph
of the man they had sent as o temporary
master to Greyiriara.

Loder, peering at the Bounder in the
dusk, read the ﬁi?may in his face. But
Le did not sttribute it to its right
cause,

“You young robter!” he muttered.
*Have you been taking me in? Did
you get the whele thing up, from be-

inning to end, to pull my leg? Well,

% shall know on Saturday:; and either

Lagdon will be shown up or else 1

shall know that you've taken me in—

I can't believoe a word [rom you, either

way. MNow go straight to your IForm-

mastor and report vourself for break-
ing House bounds after lock-up=I shall
speak to %ue]ch when I come in.”

Veornon-Smnith  went back to
House, without a word.

Two hundred lines from Mr. Quelch
did not worry him very much. Dut his
face was cloudod and his hoart was
heavy the remainder of tho cvening.
Loder of the Bixth did not know, yet,
what would be the result of his visit
to Jopgett & Toggera. DBut  the
Bounder knew: and he knew that the
games master of Greviriars was booked,
and that it was his domng!

the

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Spapped !

i MILE ! said Bob Cherry.
5 “The smilefulness iz the
proper caper ! grinned Hurree
Jamsct Ram Sinch,
The Famous Five, of the Remove, all
smiled.
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Vernon-Smith sprawled over the desk, and the ashplant in Loder’s hand rose and fell, with terrific swipes,
Irom the dusky corner of the Form-room, the Famous Five unexpectedly leaped into view.
Bobk Cherry. ** Scrag him ! *' shouted Johnny Bull,

It was the following day, after morn-
ing school; a bright and sunny day for
Oetober, whichh was no doubt the reason
why Loder of the Sixth had come out
with & camera.

Bob did not really suppose that Loder
wanted to “take™ a Hemove group;
that was only Beob's little joke, The
Famous Five smiled; but Loder did not
sinile. He passed them with knitted
Lrow,

“T say, Loder, wouldn't vou like to
take a really handsome group!?” ealled
out Bob,

But Loder walked on unheeding.

“I say, you fellows—"

*Look out, Dunter!” exelaimed Dob,
in alarm. “DBon't you get i front of
Loder's camera I™

“Eh! Why nott” demanded Bunter.

“Loder would be awfully shirty if
you cracked the lems n his camera!™
said  Bob, solemnle. “And  your
features, you know-—"

“You silly azs!” roared Bunter, while
the other fellows chuckled.

“ Halle, halla, hallo, Smithy [ roared
Bob., "“That won’t do, old man!¥

Herbert Vernon-Smith had his eyes
on Loder. He knew why Loder had
that camera under his arm. The games
master was in the guad, talking with
Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixth,
Bmithy stared at him with a knitted
brow. At Bob's cheery roar he stared
reund at Bob Cherry.

“What do you mean, fathead?” he
snapped.

“Smile I’ said Bob. " You don't want
to scowl when you may come into a
pleture, old bean. You may noet he
awars of it, Smithy, but you were look-
ing just then rather like a demon in a
pantormime. Sinile !

And

“Idiot | snapped the Bounder.
“Dear old Smithy 1™ said Bob., "Hew

be walked away,

0 il

it

i

docs he get that brilliant polish on his
manners? Jolly old Chesterficld was a
fool to him.”

Loder had crossed over to the group
in the quad. 'The games master
glanced at the camera under hiz arm,
s Vernon-Smith did not fail to notice.

“8Btand where you are, Wingate [
said Loder. “You don’t mind if I take
a snap of youi”

“Not ab all,” said Wingate, with a
simtle.

Mr. Lagden gave the  Sixth
Formers a nod and moved away. 'The
action was quite a natural one; but it
to happened that Loder, snapping Win-
pate, and getting Mr. Lagden inte the
pcture, got only the back of the games
master's head.

Smithy grinned. :

Even der, suspicious as he was,
could not bave said that the games
master's action was intentional,  But
whether intentional or not, it left him
with only & photograph of tha back of
a head, which was hardly useful to carry
up to Lepgett & Tegpers on Saturday.

“Thanks!” said Loder, betweon his
lips, and Wingate nodded, and turned
away with Gwynne; certainly never
dreaming for a moment why Leder had
wanted to take that =nap.

The games master hﬂg gone into the
IHouse. Loder moved about with his
camera, but if he was waiting for Mr.
Lagdon to come eut again, he walted in
vain. Mr. Lagden was not seen again
till dinner,

After dinner, Loeder of the Sixth went
1o his study.

11a loecked the door, opened the win-
dow ahout a foobt, and sat  there,
sereened by the curtain, his camera
rendy for aclion.

If the games master passed within
phofographic range, he was oot going to
CAOAPE,
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Then suddenly,
** Collar the bruie ! ** roared

* Serag him terrifically [ ** yelled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Loder wailed. He suspeeted, though
he could not feel sure, that My. Lagden
did not want to be photographed. Mr.
Lagden was going to have no choice in
the watter. Ile was bound to come out
of the House sooner or laler, and when
he camoe the camera was going to click.
_Generally, the games master came out
into the open air immediately after
dinner. Elderly masters like Prout re-
tired to a study for *forty winks * in an
armchair after Junch; but ihe new
master had not yet reached the ege when
“forty winks ” appealed to him after a
meal.

On this occasion, however, the games
master did not appear as nesual. Loder
wondered, sourly, whether he was
thinking that a fellow might be about
with & camcra, and wanted to avoid
accidentally coming into & picture.

1f that was Mr. Lagden's reason, no
doubt he waa satisfied, after a time,
ihat nobody was about with a camera:
for half an hour later he came out of
the House, and strolled in the quad-
rangle with Mr. {}'a}:-;pu:-r.

Loder’s camera, lidden at his study
window, elicked, taking snap afier snap.
He got o profile of Mr, Lagden, then he
got him full-face as he turned in his
stroll, and after that e got him in half
& doren different positions. Loder ex-
pended the whole of a spocl of fAlnis on
thia little enterprise.

He grinned, as he stepped back from
his window, and removed the spool from
the camera., He put the camera away,
and slipped the spool of film into his
packet, and left hia study.

There was time before elass to pay a
vigit to the dark-room. Having ob.
tained the key of that apavtment, Loder
mroceeded thore,

The dark-voom was in a passage at
{lie back of the House. Near the
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corner of that passage a Remove junior
was loafing idly.

Loder gave Herbert Vernon-Smith a
seowl as ge passed him, and went on to
the dark-room.

Smithy ceased to loaf at the corner,
and walked away with & moody brow,
He knew now that Loder had succceded
n getting his “ snaps.™
There was nothing that Smithy could
do. Loder was now developing and
fixing the negatives. Later he would
print the photopraphs—probably at the
sunny window of his study. He would
soon have in his possession a photo-
fruph of the games master of Grey-
friars, and on Baturday he would walk
into the ofice of Leggott & Tepgers, in
London. He would inven$ some excuse
or other, in casa the photograph turned
out to be that of the genuine Lagden,
and the whole affair a mare’s-nest.

But it would not, of course; Smithy
knew that. That photograph would be
quite new to the eyes of Messrs. Legroti
& Teggers, who had engaged Stephen
Lagden for his post at Greyiriars,

And then

Then Leder would come bhack to the
school—triumphant. He might go to
the Head, with proof that the games
masler was an impostor, He might go
to tho police station at Courtfield, and
=00 Inspector Grimes. Whatever he did,
the man who called himself Lagden was
booked.

In the Form-room that afternoon, Ver-
non-Smith's face was very thoughtful.
If Mr. Quelch fancied that that way-
ward member of his Form was piving
unusuwally concentrated thought to the
lesson, hiuw-:_wer, he was mistaken. SBmithy
was thinking of anything but Latin
wregilar verbs,

After school, that problem was still in
Bmithy's mind. Loder hod his finished
%Imtﬁgrn.ph by that time, and the

ounder could do nothing to prevent
him from making use of it. He was
wondering whether to pgive the games
master a warning of what was intended.
That weuld, at least, give him a chance
to out, before the crash ecame. The
Bounder, in & troubled frame of mind,
was thinking it ocut, as he came up to
the Remove studies after class,

Wibley, in the Remove passage,
tapped him on the shoulder.

“Just the man I want!” said Wib
cheerfully.

“Oh, don't bother!” said Vernon.
Smith irritably. He was in no mood to
hear about William Wibley's theatrical
elunta.

Wibley glared et him.

“Did you say den't bother?”
hooted.

“Yes, 1 did, fathead "

“You don't want to hear that I've
gat von down for & part in my play—
ang a jolly good part!” hooled the n-
dignant Wibley.

ho

“Tother your play
“Well, rou cheeky ass!"” gasped
Wibley., “Why, I'm pulling you in as

the willain who pinched the countess’
11 Eﬂﬁ]"l !IJ
diamonds—
Bmithy went into hia study and
stammed the deor.  Wibley gazed at
that door with unspeakable feelings.
“I say, Wibley, old chap!” squeaked
Billy Bunter. “It's all right. I'll take
the part, old fullow ! You want a hand-
some, dashing sort of fellow for a park
like that. T say—— Ow! Beast!”
Wibley, having found a slight solace
in kicking Buntcr, went into his study
and slainmed the door.
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THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Wikley is “On ™" ]

i ET out!™
G William Wibley snapped
those words over his shoulder.
He turned fromr his glass to
snap—and the Bounder, eoming into
the study, grinned, as he saw him, Wib
was practising make-up, and a set of
prtistic wrinkles on his face made
look about sixty. ]

“®y dear chap—" said Vernon-
Smith amicably.

“ Changed your mind,” jeered Wibley.
"“Well, it's too jolly late, see? I'm not
going round offering parts to fellows
who can't be civil. I'm washing you
out of the play. Buz off. That's
that 1™

“But look here——"

“8hut the door after youl” snapped
Wibley, and he turned back to the
glass.

The Bounder shut the door, and then
gat on the corner of the study table,
looking at the irritated dramatist of the
Remove,

“I haven't come herc about the play,
Wib " said 8mithy. *It's quite ancther
ma.tﬂ::r. !I want you to back me up.”

ci :11-5 LH]

“You're the only man who can do it.
You see, you're the only man in the
Remove who can act ' said the Bounder
diplomatically. “Remember how you
fooled Loder, making up as a convict,
and making him belicve that his jolly
old relation frown Blackineor had called
on him " )

Wibley thawed visibly. Wib had the
artistic temperament, and a little soft
“sawder ¥ worked wonders with him.

“You like our new games master,
Wib*" went on Smithy.

“He's all right 1"

“You don't like Loder?™

“Like Loder? Ho chucked my play
over the banisters. I had to hunt for
loose pages. I jolly nearly lost the
countess’ diamonds—1 mean, the page
where the countess’ diamonds are found
in the detective's tail-pocket. Lake him?
1f he's ever lynched in the quad, I'll
lend a hand with the rope!™

“Woll, look here, it's a sort of jape
on Loder! said Smithy. *You know
he's got & feud on with-—with Lagden.
He's going to make trouble for him if
e can.” :

“That's why he was spying in his
rooms  yesterday [ grunted Wibley,
“Nlegsod 1f T know what his game was;
but I ¢can tell you, he must have had to
get out of a window. I fixed him—"

“¥es, I know ! Bmithy paused. Ho
did not want to reveal more than he
could help. At the same time, he had
to tell Wibley enough to enlist his aid.
It was rather o delicate matter. “ Look
here, Wib, Loder believes there's somo-
thing—ahem !—something  fishy  sbout
that man Lagden—"

“Loder would!™  snorted Wibley.
“Lagden dropped him out of Queleh's
window, I've l;leard, when he was bully-
ing Bunter. We all know Leder loathes
him, Much to Lagden’s ¢redit that he
does, if you ask me.” 1

“Quite] Now, you're to keep this
dark, Wib. I've found out, never mind
how, that Loder intends to run up to
town next half-holiday, snd call at
Lepgott & Tegpers, and find out any-
thing he can against Lagden.”

Wibley stared. .

“ What utter rot!” he said.
is there to find outt”

“What

him

“Ask me another!
Lagden any good [

“I don't see how it could do him any
harm.”

“Well, you never know."” BSmithy was

finding it a little difficult to say jubt
enough, without saying too much or too
little. " Look here, it would aave Loder
s journcy if Mr. teggetb ha.g encd th
call here to-morrow to sce the Head.”
“Wha-a-t7"
“I've seen the old gent, and can
deseribe him te vou. I had a relation
onee in that firm, and called there with
my father. Old Leggett, the head of
the firm, is about sixty-five, with white
hair and whiskers and éxald-rlmmud
glasses—rather & dappet old gent. You
could fix yourself up all right, Lodor's
never zeen the man, though he may
have heard about him.™

Wibley blinked.

“I'm to make up as old Mr, Leg-
gott——="

“That's it! You can do it on the
back of your neck "

“1 know that, ass! I could make up
as Stanley Baldwin, and walk into the
House and make a speech [

“Oh, my hat! ell, old Leggett's
casier than that——"

"“But, you fathead, 1l've never secch
the man, or & picture of him! Tho
Head will know him—"

“You're not going o see the Head.
You're going to eall to sce him, but
you'll find that he's out! The Head
dings to-morrew evening with DBlr
Lambe, at the vicarage, and you'll time
yvour arrival after he's gone™

“0Oh1” said Wibley.

“I don’t supposa another soul at
Greyfriars has ever seen Mr. Leggett,”
went on Smithy., “Thiz is how I've
mapped it out! You bike down to
Courtfield after class, and drop in at
old Lazarus’. You make-up thers, and
come back in s taxi—as old M.
Le%gett calling to sce the Head, because
he happens to be in the neighbourhood,
Old Lazarus will have all the things vou
need in his jolly old coestume depark
ment, and you can run up any bill you
like, and leave it to me. ou arrive
here as Mr. Lepgett, from Legpgott &
Teggers H :

“Iasy as falling of a Form!” said
Wiblay. “DBut where dees Loder come
in P

“Loder will hear that Mr. Leggett 1y
here—I shall take care that he doest
Naturally, he will jump at the chance of
speaking to him on the spot—instead of

oing up to London the noext day.
g’uu%l give him his head.”

Wibley grinned.

“And then?” he asked.

“Loder's got an idea in his head that
Lagden's some sort of 8 spoofer,”
drawled the Bounder carelessly. * Ha
might show you & Phntugra{uh of him,
and ask whether it's really Stephen
Lagden, or not.” . .

“Js Loder potty?” asked Wibley, in
wonder. “What on earth can have pub
that into his silly head? I say, you're
not pulling my leg 2"

“Honest Injun | ]

“] remember Loder was asking
Wharton questions about him the other
night 1" said Wibley. “Has he been
asking you guestions, tool®

" Lots 1™

“I see!l He would lock an awful asza
if he went nn-sing inte Leggett &
Teggers’, asking fool guestions like
that! It wouldn’t do Lagden any good,
gither. He wants to keep all right wrj’rh
Leggett & Teggers, to get anothor job

But it won't do
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when he leaves here at the end of the
term, 1 suppose.” Wibley nodded. * All
sarenc, Smithy | If dear old Loder is
rearning to mahke a fool of himself, I'll
jolly well help [

“You'vo the only chap whe can do
i¥,” taid the Bounder, “and it will be
no end of a lark, Wib! Loder wants to
find out something against Lapgy. You
ean let him know what a high opinion
they have of him at Leggelt &
Teggers.”

Wibley chuckled.

4 Teave it to me ! he said. "“Buat, I
eay, suppose Lagden himseli knows old

r. Legpett by sight ¥ Ile may, as he
got his job there.”

o !mpyen to know that he's never
gorn Nt

" Sure of that?®

“ Absolutely [*

Tha Bounder was quite assured that
No. 28, of Blackmoor, had never seen
the head of the Rogent Street firm. 1le
was alse assured that “Mr. Lagden ™
would keep Judiclously out of sight if
he heard that a momber of that firm
waa calling at Greyfriars School.

“Then it's just pret” =aid Wibley.
“And, look here, there's time before
locleup; let’s walli down io Courtfield
and fix it up with old Lazarns about the
things, Then everytling will be ready
La-morrow,™

“Done 1 said the Bounder, slipping
off the study rable.

It was cloze on lock-up when Vernon-
Snith and William Wibley came back
from Courtheld. Wibley was in great
spirits, Anything in the nature of a
theatrical stunb was pie to William
Wibley, and he was going to enjoy this !
Wib, in fact, gave hiz whole thoughts
to the game he was going to play, and
had little interest in any other detail

of th@ mabter—which was rather a reliet
o mthy, who boed Ifdred sesaw

awkward guestions,

At prep, in Study No. 4 that evening,
the Bounder was very thoughtful. Tom
Redwmg eyed him, once or twice,
curiously. Since that angry talk in the
Cloisters, a couple of days ago, Smithy
had said nothing on the subject of the
games master, and Redwing had been

lad enough for the subject to drop.

e hoped that his c¢hum had pot that
extracrdinary idea out of his mind—
little dreaming what was in the
Bounder's mind. To no fellow in the
Hemove, even his best chung, Jdid Smithy
breathe a wourd of what was planned for
the morrow,

THE TWENTIETH CHAFPTER.
Mr. Leggett, of Leggett & Teggers !

i EGGETT ' yepeated Havey
E Wharton,
“0id Leggett, of Legrett &

Teggers 1Y said Vernon-Smith
varelesslv. "I saw  lhim  onee, n
London.”

Loder of the Bixth glanced vound.

It was the fiﬂl{m‘itlf day, after class.
Nobody==least of all Loder of the Sixth

had noticed specially that Willinm
Wibley of the Remove had gone out on
his bieyele Zmmediately the Form was
dismizzed by Mr. Quelch.

Nobody was speeially interested in the
movoments of William Wibley. Only
the Bounder knew where he was gone,
gnd why, and only the Bounder knew
mho drove up to the gatos of Groyirviars
in s taxi from Courtficld,

And even the Bounder almost doubited
the evidence of his eyes, when he

glanced at the old gentleman who =at in
that taxicab,

EVERY SATURDAY

That gentleman was, to all appear-
ance, about sixiy-five years old, with
venerable white hair and whiskers, and
gold-rimmed pglasses on &  rather
prominent nose that looked nothing hike
Wibley's. e wore a black frock eoat
of a slightly old-fachioned cut, and his
venerable white haic showed under a
gleaming milk topper.

Some of the [ellows, noticing him
speaking to Gosling at his lodge, won-

ered who the old boy was; gut they
certainly never dreamed that he was not
an “old* boy at all, and that they
knew who e was—when his aspeet was
different |

“Jolly old Leggcett, is it ?* zaid Bob

Cherry.  “I've heard of him. Lagden
canta from Lepgett & Tregpers, you
know.™

“What -about a =poi of footer before
toa T asked tho DBoxnder.

“ Leet’s 1 said DBob Cherry at onee.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo, halle!
Bunter, we'll stick you in
for vou in goal 1
ways 1"

“1fa, ha, ha !

“Oh, really, Cherry! I say, yom
fellows, you don’t want to be laie for
tea ! said Billy Buanter anxiously.
“T'm teaing in your study, Wharion,
old chap! You don't want 1o bhe
late—-"

“If you're teaing with me, old fat
bean, the later the better!™ contra-
dicted the captain of the Remove, aud
e walked away with the other juniors.

“DBeast1” remarked Bunter, and he
went to look for Lord Mauleverer.

Loder of the Sixth stood looking
towards the gates.

There was a gleam in his eyes. The
juniors had been speaking in  his
hearing, and it certainly did not cocur
to Lodor that Smithy had carcfully and
hedentivually spekeon in his hearing, to
draw his aftention to the old gentleman
Ix-]:iu was speaking to Gosling at his
odgo,

Gerald Loder strelled dewn ta the
E . Lo

Mr. Lepgett, of Leggett & Tegprers
had ealled 8t Grevfriars, [.udmgg w::;
very keen to sce him. He had been
intending to make a long railway
journey to London on the morrow to see
that very gentleman !

This unexpected call was rather luck,
so0 far as oder could zee, if that
venerable-looking old sportanan really
was the head of the firm of Leggett &
Terpors.

" Yes, sir, left about “arf an hour ago,
#iv ¥ Gosling was saying, “The 'Fad’s
flining at the vicarage this evening, Mr.
Leggott, siv. P'r'ps he wasn't expecting
you to call, sir!”

“No, no * said the old gentleman, in
a thin, high-pitched voice. * Not af all!
I have called simply becanse I was in
the neighbourhood; but I min sorry to
hear that Dr. Locke is not at home ™

"Yessir I said Gosling. Really, there
was nothing to be done. If an old
gentleman dropped in by chanee when
the Head was away, obviously he could
ot sce the Head; and that was that.

“However, as I am here, T will take
a walk about the school; 1 have ofien
wished to see Grexfriars 1 said the wld
gentleman, Please fell my deiver to
walt for me, porter., I shall be abont
half an hour.”

“-YESE-iJ.‘ Iu

Loder of the Sixth stepped forwand,
raising his hat pelitely to the old gentle-
man.

“Porhaps I conld be of service fo yon,
sie 1™ said Loder, with a courtesy he
did not alwaxs zhow 1o old gentlemen.

Come  on,
al! Reoom
vou cdge in side-
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Mr. Leggett blinked at him through
bis geld-runmed glaseps,

"If you desire 1o ste our zchool, sir,
I should be very happy to show you
round 1 cxplained the prefect. **
nama 12 Loder—I am in the Sixth! ﬂ
would he quite & plessure, Mr.

“You are very kind,” =aid the old
gentleman, in a irlig}'l'pitch(‘d vgice, 1
shall be very much obliged.”

YMWot at all, sic!” said Loder.

He walked Mr, Leggeit vound the
quadrangle, peointing out the various
buildings. He walked him round the
playing-fields, in the sunset, rather in
tha hope that the games master might
Le there to neet his eye. But the games
master was not to be seon.

Loder ;i:__}luleql the vizitor back to the
Houte. He piloted him to the Sixth
Form studics. Mr, Leggett looked about
him threugh his gold-rimumed glasses,
with the intevcst natural 1o an old
gu_nl;]eman who had never scen Grey-
riara School hefore,

“These are the Sixth Ferma studies,
sir I szaid Loder. He threw open the
door of his own stucdy. “This is my
study ! Perhaps vou wonld like to sit
down and rest for o few minutes”

‘The fact iz, I should like it very
much ¥ assented Mr, Leggett. "I am
not so young as I used to be—not so
voung 1"

Which was a perfectly true statement;
ﬂmu}gh Mr. Leggett coertainly was not
=0 old as he looked,

He sat down in Loder's armchair,
with his back to the light. With his
silk topper off he showed a head of
white hair that was very venerable in
its aspect.

Loder could hardly conceal his satis-
faction. He had Mr. Leggett of Leggett
& Tuﬁfera sitting in his study, and
was able to come to the matter about
which he so keenly desired to see Mr.
Leggett.

"I have some photographs herc wou
might like to see—taken in the guad-
rangle, sir 1" Loder sorted out half a
dozen prints, every one of which showed
the Greyfriars games master.

Mr. Leggett adjusted his gold-rimmed
glasses and looked at the photographs.
Loder watched him eagerly.

If the face of the Greyiriars pames
master was s=trange to the head of the
firm whe had sent “Mr, Lagden " to the
school, he waz going to know now !

“I have seen this young man before "
remarked Me, Leggett. ' Let me see—
what is his name—Blagden—no, Lagden.
Yes, that iz it, Lagden. I hope Mr.
Lagden is giving satisfaction here—a
very pleasant voung man, I think.”

Loder caught his breath.

This was not what he wanted to hear!

"You—yon vecognize Mp, Lagden
from these photographs, sir® he ashed.

“"Eh? Oh, ves ! Vory good pholographs
indeed ™ 2aid Mr, Leggett. “ Very good |
No doubt vou ave aware that Mr.
Lagden was cem here by us—I under-
clond that the previous games mastor
et with an gecident amd 15 Taid np. We
recommended Mre. Lagden very strongly
—an extremely agrecable young man.”

Loder st has lips, hard, -

He had intemded to go up to lown
the next day to see Legpett & Tepgors,
and show those phetographs—in  the
fope of learning that the face depicted
therein waz not the face of the tem.
porary master they had sent to Grey-
friars!

Anstead of which, Mr. Legpett reccg-
nised the face at the fivet glance |
esnon Saaiih bl palled b Tigt
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Lagden was Lagden—and he had been
an the frail of a mare’snest. e could
have no doubt of thal now.

The rage that swelled up in Lodey's
breast almost choked him. EHe stood
silent, hiz lipe s¢f, hiz eyes burning.
That young scoundrel had made a fool
of him from start to foish—made use
of him, and was now daubtless laughing
i his sleeve, He could believe nothing
else. The games master must be the
genuine Lagden, if the head of the firm
of Legpelt & Teggers recognised has
phoiograph at a glance.

Oy, eppelt’s  eyves glimmered at
Loder through the gold-mimmed glasses,

HMAn excellent young man,” he zaid,
in his high-pitched voice. “ I am sure he
mpst be very popular here.  He was for-
merly at a school called Ctkebam, where
he distinguished himself by capturing a
burglar, 1 think it was, who was sent
to Blackmoor—now, what was his name?
Oh, Loder—James Leder! Yes, that
was Lthe name of the raseal. Dear me,
dicd yon pot tell me that your name was
Loder? What a coincidence, No con-
nection of course—none whatever, I
believe {hat the man James Loder, 1s
oW & Convigt=—-—"'

Loder of the SBixth did not want to
hear about his cousin Jawes from Mr,

Leggett. He was done with  Br.
Leggett !
“lxcnse mo—I shall have to cut,

now !” he mubtlered; and Mr. Leggett
rose from the armchair and glanced at
hi= watch.

“Dear me! I am afraid I have taken
up & great deal of your time,” he said.
“It has passed very  pleasantly—very
pleazantly indecd. It has been &

leasure to—to make your acquaintance,

aster Loder, How very singular ihat
vour name should happen te be the same
ﬂsi__,l

“ Thiz way !"” grunted Loder.

He led Mr. Leggdtt down the passage.

“As the Blackmoor convigt——*

Loder walked away, without even
saying good-biye to that nice old gentle-
mat:,

Mr, Loggett was left to find his way
back to the gates, and biz taxicab, on hns
own without any mere polite atlention
from Loder of the Sixth, .

Loder was not ll-.'m‘n:ing‘r of him. Xe
was thinking of Herbert Vernon-Smith,
who had, as he believed, made an utter
faol of him. And Smithy. eatching his
cve at calling-over, knew what he had
to expret from Loder of the Sixth—and
did not care a straw !

e ]

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
No Luck for Loder!

OB CHERRY jumped.
B “Canght ! he ejaculated.

It was Baiurday afternoon.
Vernon-Smith sat at his desk

in the Remove Form Room. 1lia deten-
tion, postponcd from Wednesday, was
due on Saturdav—nand that hall holiday
he had to spend in the Forhs-room
writing lines, g !

1t was. of course, stricily against the
raules for any fellow under deteuntion to
receive visits from sympathising friends,
But as Mr. Quelch had gone out for the
afternoon on one of his walks with Mr,
Prout, the Famous Five had relazed
those rules, in their own favour. .

They had dropped in to cheer Smithy
up with a chat. Smithy, glad of a
rost from Virgil, was’ only too glad to
play the 8t. Jimn's maich over again, as
it were. And six juniors were.in 1he
full tide of fmllmﬂl “jaw,” when: foot-
steps -werg hcard coming - along  the
Form-room passagé. :

Tre MacyeT Lipmany.—Na. 1,495
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“If that's Quelch
groened Frank Nugent
“Huut cover!” said the DBounder.

ifl———

coming

“Ten to one he won't epot you if he ounly .

looks in.  Quick ™

There was no Lme to  lose. Like
five rabbids bolting inte their burrows,
the I'amous Five hunted cover. In the
duskicst corner of the old Forme-room,
they sanatied ander the desks—and they
harvdly breathed, as the foolsleps reachcd
the door, and it was flung open.

There was a chance, at least, of
eseaping observation, if Queleh locked
in; and the ¢hums of the Remove hoped
for the best.

Vernon-Bmith was hard at work,
writing lines, as the door opened. He
did not look up; being apparvently too
keen on his lines, te petice that the
door had opencd.

The door eclosed apain, and the foot-
steps came across to him. Then le
rea}ﬁsﬂd that they were not the footsteps
of hizs Form-master; and he looked wp—
at Loder of the Sixth !

Loder stopped in front of the desk,
his ashplaot in his hand. 11is cres were
fxed on ihe Bounder: and evidently
he had no suspicion thal anyone else
was in the Form-room. .

Smithy rvose to his foct, eveing the
Ludly of the Sixth warily. He had guite
expected to hear from Loder—and now,
clearly, he was going to hear from him.

e T e i T g e
Another  great Greyfriars garn 5
fo read !

“ HARRY WHARTON'S
SACRIFICE! *

By Frank Richards
s im the

GEM On Sale Mow Price 2d.

“You vyoung roller!” said  Loder
between his set lips, Iis hand elesed
almost convulsively on his ash,

“ Anything wrong, Loder 7 asked the
Bounder innocently.  “ Burely you didn't
think I'd.cut deteptio?”

“I told you what to expect if it turned
ont that youn had fooled me!” said
Loder grimly. “And it turns out that
vou ditd! You made use of me to get

if detention for vour footlmll mateh,
and you were fooling me all the time—
as IPve found ont since old Leggett camo
liere yesterday., You know that!™

“How should I knew?” yawned the
Bounder,

“¥ou kuvow well enough, you unseru-
pulous young rascal! Now you're goin
to get what's commg to you! on
over that desk!™

“What [or?™

“You kbow what for!” hissed Loder.
“Bend over, I tell you!™ He swished
the ashplant. “ Do vou hear me®”

“I'm not deaf,” said the DBounder
coolly, “and I won't bend over!
if you touch me with that cane,. o,
T'll go straight to the Head, and wyou
F‘an tell him what you've whopped me
u}n_!l

“And I'll come with you, and explain
tirat I caught you breaking out of deten-
tion !” zaid Loder.

Ho made a grab at the Bounder's
caltlar, with his left hand, grasped i,
and fairly dragged him over the desk,

“Let "go, you bully!”  wvelled the
Bounder, and he struggled savagely.

But his st‘ru%g]es were useless in the
grasp of the big Sixth Former. He
sprawled . face. down over the desk, and
Lﬂcz ashplant in Loder's hand rose and
fell with tevrifie swipes,

Then suddenly, from the dusky corner

And tha facts.

of the TForm-reom, fve uncxpected
figures leuped into view,

“Handling a prefect ™ was an awlully
serious matter; Lai the Famous Five of

tie Remove were ned Jetling Loder get
away willy {las.
reared  Bob

“Collar  the

herry.

“Herar him 1M zhouted Jobtny Bull,
“Berag him  derrifieally 1* 0 yelied
Hurree Jamset Ram Singl.

Loder, with his eanc up for anothey
swipe, stared round i amozeoient, e
next moment e was grasped on all
stches and hurled headlonz to the floor of
the Form-room  He erashed tiere, with
a wild yvetl, tle ashplant clattering from
hiis hand,

Vernon-Smith wrigeled off the desk.

His eyes blazing, the Dounder jun:ped
at the ashplant, and grabbed it from
tho flocr.

Tt cowe down on Loder with a terrific
awipe,

“Buitiy 17 gasped Harry Wharton.

“Oh, my hat!” gazped Nugent,
o Emititg L

The Bounder did not heed.  Tie
swiped, and swiped again, and Loder
velled frantically as he golt the swipes
of hiz own ashplant.

He serambled to his [eet and hurled
himself at the Bounder,

“Back up, you men!” panled Bmithy,

The Famous Five backoed vp ab onee.
Loder was collared on all sides.  “There
waz & wild and serambling strugele. It
encled with Gerald Loder on his back on
the floor, his eollar gone, his coat split
np the back, his hatr a dosty mop, his
face crimson and siremming with cp-ep
gpitation. Ile sprawled and gaspoed.

And as he sprawled and gasped, the
Bounder hooked the inkpot from his
desk awd up-ended it over Loder's
erunson faco,

“Urrrgh ™ gurgled Loder. ;

ITe serambled to his fect and bLolted
'I-I"I-I" 1-]1_“, 'ir-,;-.p: Fla deee Lhic Ao I-P"Il.
and jumped mmto the passage, i

“ You--you—you—" Qe purgled.
" Von—you—you— I'm going io the
Flead now! You'll be sacked for thisl
I'm going straight 1o the Head!”

“Come on, vou [ellows ¥ said Harry
Wharton. “We'll nll go to the Head
with Loder! The Head will like to:
hear  what Loder say
Smithy 1™ :

“Yos, rather!” grinned Beob Charry.
“We'll all come, Loder! The. Big Beak
will be glad to hear that you were gm‘;ﬁ
to whop Smithy for nothing. and-i
him lies about it!" .

W ¥We're all jolly old witnesses!™
Johnny Buall. “ (.{:nme on ! :

Loder, from the doerway, gave the
Removites an inky, infuriated glare. It
dawned on him, infuriafed- as ho was,
that, what he had said to Bmithy had
been said in the hearing of five wit-
nesses; and that his headmaster was
about the last Fﬁrann at Greyfriars
whom he would have desired to lesrn

He gasped, and glared, and
tramped m'l.'ag.‘—ﬁ:mt he did not tramp in
the direction uf the Ilead’s study!

Laule !?

we heard Lo

said

- L] r L ] "

Harry Wharton & Co. were feeling
guite pleased with themselves that day.

They had “handled ® the bully of the
Sixth, and got awny with it! Loder
was not likely to forget—and it was
pretty ecertain that he would not forgive
—but he had to let it drop! 8o the
Fanious Five had reazon to Le pleased
with themselves.

THE END.

(Phe final warn in this populur aerics
iz entitled: “FHE SHADOW OF THE
SACK!” Wateh out for if in next
week's MAGNET, chumsl)
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MoLLY BIRCHEMALL'S

TEA-PARTY!
Another Tip-Top Instalment of

DICKY NUGENT'S

Rib-Tickling Serial :

“UNDER SNARLER'S THUMB!™

In the daws that fol.
lowed the amazing scen in
Snarler’s study, Jack Jolly
& Co., of the Fourth Farm
et &t. Som's, receoved
plenty of proof of their
dark  suspishons  that
Snarler had some mis-
terious hold on Doctor
Birchemall.  Shoek fol-
lowed shock m quick
suxxession, and all sorta
of stories were current.
It was wispered that the
cadd of the Fourth waa so
familiar with the Head
that ho called him * old
eport.” Somo even sald
that Snarler had developed
a playful habit of givin
Doetor Birchemall's bear
a violent tug whenever he
mét him !

It was certain, anyway,
that the Head and Sid
Sparler shared some
strangs eecrot that made
the Hend eggetremely
careful not fo offend
Hnarler in any way. What
that secrot could be was
a puzzle to the Fourth.

“It's a gilty secret,
anyway, remarked Jack
Jolly, when he and his
pala were talking it over
a3 they strolled across the
quad one morning. It
looks to me, vou chaps,
aa if the Head has com-
mitted eome c¢rime and
Srﬁ.ﬂer krnows all about
1

* Perhaps Doctor Birch-
ernall has been diddhing
the Income Tax orthori-
ties,”" sBujjeated Frank
Fearlesa brightly. *Or
Snarler may have caught
him coracking =& cnb
somewhere,  Yeou never
Enow 1

" Grate pip

Wone of them guessed
the truth—tihat Snarler,
knowing the Head was
out to cateh him at the
Jolly Sailor one day, had
lain in wait and taken a
foto of him coming out of
that infamus resort !

* Well, it'a a mistery,”
said Jack Jolly, as they
trotted up the steps of the
mkool House. And that
ended the diskussion,
for who should be coming
out of the Housa but tha
Head himself |

His charming dawter,
Molly, was with him, and
ghe smiled hor most be-
witching emile as che
Enckemmed Jack Jolly &

.

“Why, I've just been
talking about you boya 1 "
ehe eggaclaimed, in her
rlﬁF!inﬁ,e mawaical voice.

ve been asking pop to
invite you all ta ten with
ua this afternoon—and
“he has agreed.':

1ll

* (h, thank you, Miss
Mollw 1 ™

" We shall be delited,
shan’t we, you follows 1"

] whﬂt-- L ! 11

“I su I'm in-
cluded in this, aren’t I,
Misa Molly " chimed in
8 leering wvoice behind
them, and Jack Jolly &
Co. turned round to find
that Snarler had joined
them.

Misa Molly eved the
neweomer ekornfully, and
Euve & hawty toss of her

ead.

“WNothing  deing,
Snarler 1" cthe  trilled.
“ Invitations are re-

etricted to my perscunal
friends.”

*“Then Pm cominog!"
grinned  Snarler. He
turned to Dr. Birchemall.

“I'm a rsonal friend
of Miss Molly's, aren’t
I, sipg ¥

“ Certainly not—that

18 to say, of corse vou are !

corractad the Head,
hastily, a2 Snarler began
to glare. " We—we must
undoubtedly includs
Snarler, my dear.”

“ But I don't want to
include E&narler, pop!™
tinkled the Head's dawter,
with a stamp of her dainty

foot. “ 1 don't like his
f‘aEﬂII‘I
“ Hush, my dear!?™

mermered Doctor Birch-

emall. "' It's quite a nice
face in eome ways, I
admut that it's as ugly as
& monkey's—"
“What!™ roared
Snarler.,
“But it's full of

honesty and Lkindness—
and, anyway, yvou needn’t
leok at it all the time,"
added the Head, who
seemed to be searching
for an eggscuse fo et
Snarler into the party.
" Really, my dear, I
feel that wo can't possibly
leave Snarler out ! "

** Nonsense, pop !

“* Tuatt-tutt ! Y ou
mustn’t speak like this
about Snarler ! gasped
the Head, with a nervous

lance at the cadid of the
‘ourth, ** He's surh o nice
lad when you goet to know
him properly—eo intelli-
gent and well-manncered.”

“I1t'a & jolly good thing
for vou that yvou've said
that,” snorted Snarvler.
“I'm coming, anyway ]
Seo you at tea-time, Miss
Molly | ™

And, with o leering grin,
Snarler strolled off.

* Well, reually, pop, I
can't understond what's
coming over you lately,”
remarked Alolly  Iirch.
emall, in her rippling voice,
as she pgazcd in serprize
at her parent. " A few
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dayas ago you'd
given Soarler the wacking
of his lifa for daring to
tallk to me hke that;
but now he seerms to be
able to do eg tly =ns
he hikea. What has come
over yout™

* Nun-nmun-nothing, my
dear | ' stammered the
Head, turning as red as a
turkey-coclk. ' It's just
that I — er — like the
bad, that’s all. You'll have
him to tea this afternoon,
won't you ! Just to please
your ald pop 1"

* Oh, m? rifht; then,
pop ! * trilled Miss Molly
with n gigh of resigna-
tion. Then she bestowed
another bewitching smile
on the heroca of the
Fourth and tripped off
with the Head—leaving

| Jack Jolly & Co. more

mistified than ever.

As socon as aftermoon
lesgona were over that
day, Jack Jolly & Co. put
on  ¢lean collars  and
weshed fheir hands in
honger of the occasion,
then presented  theme-
selves at the Head's house
for tea.

In tho usual way, tea
with Maolly Birchemall was
& really ripping treat.
But on  this  particular
occasion there was a Hy
in the ointment in the
shape of Sidney Snarlér.

Right from the start,
Snarler made it clear Lo

have | helped himself to the best.,

Jack Jolly & Co. could
remember a {ime when
such  behavieur would
have caused the Head
to rise in hia wrath and
drive the offender out of
the room with & rain of
blowa from hiz birch.
But now he meerly grinned
sheepishly and took it like
a lamb. In fakt, as Merry
remarked afterwarda, he
spemed completely cowed !

For Misa Molly's sake
the Co. put up with it for
a time. But when Snarler
started monopolising the
conversation as well as
Misa Molly and the tuck,
they realised that the tune
had come for action.

Every time one of the
Co. atarted to speak,
Snarler interrupted.

Jack Jolly pave his

als & meaning glance,
t waa protty obvious that

about it. Although a keen
obterver mite have no-
tiszed him shoot Snarler o
feroshus loolk

Snarler's back was
turnec, he was g8 nearvous
ng o kitten again when
Hnarler happened to look
liila way. If anything was
to be done, it was Jack
Jolly & Co. who had to do
ivt

Jack Jolly decided to
rive his pals o lead.

" Have another pastry,

EL‘E‘:"_!,'T'!:.‘&:?:.F that ha wos
epggspectling to be treated
as the bonoered puest.
When Pearless went
to sit down next to Miss
Molly, Snarler put out his
foot and sent him flying,
then calmly sat in the
honnered seat himself,
When Miss Molly ashed
for the supar-basin, it
was Bnarler who lknocked
Jack Jolly'a hand away

and oeabbed the Dusin to
hand to the charming
hosteza,

When cnkes were passed
round, it was Snarler who

Enarler 777 ho ankedd,
holding  out o plate
containing e last sollitary
pustry  couated with jam
and eream,

“*Yea, rathert®™
Snarler preedily,

* Hers you are, then 1

Jolly  epostended  the
plate, and, as il Ly axxi-
dent, lifted it up suddenly
50 that the pastry flut-
tened  ilselfl  out  over
Snncler’s face |

meueloh

- Qw.ow ! Groogoo !
roared  Snarler, gowging
jan and cream out of his

eaid

when |

erves, “You did that
a-purposa !

“ Ha, ha, ha !" roared
the Head. Then he cought
Snarler glarine ot him
and quickly stopped larfing
and said: I mean, how
very uuforchunit ! Pray
find something to enable
the poor lad to wipe his
face ! ™

“1've got the wery
thine  here, sir!"™  said
b’aaﬁa&s, projucing o plece
of sandpaper {rom his
paclket,
it off in no time. Let's
help  you, 8parler, old
chap 1 **

" Yarooooo ! Halp !
Stoppit ! shreeked
Snarier, ns he felt the ruff
sandpaper rubbed wvigger.
ously into his face,

** Ha, ha, ha t "

“ Never mind, Snarler ;
sib down and cool off,”
sujjested DBright, offering

Doctor Birchemall was too | the cadd of the Fourih &

nervous to do anything |

scat.
Soarler  gronted  and
wornt fo st dowin.,  As ha

did so, Bright whipped the
chair away, and Snarloer,
misging it by yards, sat
down with a tercifick
bump on the floor inatend t

Bang | Crash ! Wallop t

* Woonoooop ! Yar-
oooogo |

*“If you ask me, what
Snarler nceds is a cup of

tea tn&)ull him towether,”
grinned Merry, " May I
ore one oub for him, AMiza

Molly £

Merry took the teapot—
and one raore ¥ axxident "'
happenod, for, instead of
poring the tea into
Snarler’s cup,  Merry
trippcd up on tha carpat
and pored it over hig head !

sugcler didn't wait for

any mmoras ofter  that.
He'<l had enuff, Heo
staggered to  his  feet,

covercdd wilh tea leaves
amel jam and cream and
sandpaper, and made o
dush for the door,

Y Awiully  sery,  old
chap | " yelled Merry, ns
sSnerter vannished., " Quile
an nxxident, of corse ! 1

“Ha, ha, ha!'*™

" Ho, ho, ho ! Bless my
acle ! I nover saw anythinge
go comival in my life 1"
larfed  the 1loml, who
looked quite hia okl self
again now that Searlerihad
pone. " Asarule, [ don't
upprove of horseplay, but
I can't help larfingr at the
wuy you made an wes ol
Sparler t 1!

“ Now perhaps we san
enjoy the rest of our tea
in peace !l said

“This will rub Wi

Miss |

oy

7

FouL PLAY AT B0OOK-CARRYING

CONTEST

Winner May Be Disqualified

A sensation has been
€riged in junior sporting
if les by the rumour that
wsneeessiul candidates in
the Domove Book-Carry-
ing  Championshi are
winking of appealing to
tae Judges' Committee

ta  dizgqualifly  Harold
Skinner, who won  the
cmtest,

" Perfectly true,” said
v Brown, who was
mmnec-up in the com-

2itition, when a * Grey.
riars Herald " representa-
e acked him for a state-
vend. ¥ That rank out-
[“f Won on & foul-—
L we don't intend to let
him get away with it 1™
" But — er — how ex-
sfily does one Toul in o
bk - earrying contest 1"
“Skinner found &
waoy. Hewonld | ' growled
Erown., " You know the
ien of the book.carrying
cntest ¥ It's to sce who

can carry the biggest

ile of books on his
12ad neross the
Form-room without
dropping any.

“ Bmithy put up
a chollenge cup for
it this year, and
several of ua have
been pulting in hours
of practice with the
idea of winning it
I guite fancied my
own chance, to tell
vou the truth,

“When I heard that
Skinner was entering for
it, I laughed. I couldn't
sce w alacker who had
never balanced books on
his head in his life walking
off with the cup.

" Now I'm a wiser mnan.
sdinner woent firgt and
made a pretty low score.
The resat of ua felt con-

it

i

i
i

il

* But every competitor
nfter Skioner had a bad
attack of sneezing just

23 he got his books
balaneed on his head—
with the reasult that the
books came tumbling down
and Skinner's ecore ra-
mained unbeaten !

"1 was the lazt man
of the bunch and I gave a
terrific sneeze at the

fident of whacking him
hollow.

wrong moment, just the
same &8 all the reat.

“The only difference
between myself and the
othera was that they
thought they were out of
luck, whereng I found ounb
that luek didu't enter into
it. I hoppened to see
sSkinner blowin sTeezing-

awder off Lhe back of his
and into the esir just

in f{ront of me, you
sce 1"

“ Sneezing -powder!
Gredt pip!" gasped the

“*Herald’ represenia-
tive.

“ Bouncda hike Skinner,
doesn’t it 1" prinned
Erown, " But we'ro nob
going to let him get away
with it. Wait till you hear
the result of our appeal
to the Judges® Com-
mittes ! You'll gen !V

We are now awailing
tho verdict with con-
siderable interest !

STOP PRESS.—J ud%aﬁ’
Committes disqualiied
Skinner and awa eu
to Brown. Crowd chee
Brown outside Court.
Brown said: ' I'm glad
I've won. The trophy waa
worth the fuse. Anyway,
lit. was not to he sneezed
at."

FAG MANNERS

;' ARE IMPROVING!

weclares GEORGE BLUNDELL

If an tella vou that
<@ behaviour of faps is
fAtdng worse as time goes
«i, don't believe them !

I know that some fel.
lars seriously maintain
this point of view. DBut

& genior with some
kyowledge of faps and
thaie habits, I can tell you

[' the revorso is much

-or the truth.
AR mMADNLers Are im-

proving. I've  heen
\F".

¥ with a rippling
‘ig}a Em‘f.

And thev did. When tho
wipe camoe iv leave, Jack
Jedlyg & o, nll declared
wst Molly Dirchomall’s
‘erparty  Bad  been a
TR HuXmeRs !

(But the FHead iz siill
urder Snariuv's  thumb /!
How fe sely ow! lo free

'fj.fc!.f wou'll  learn [
wedd week's one-Juugh-a-
line instaliment /)

Jnnmoest primitive fashion

walching points Intely,
and that’'s the conclusion
to which I've come. When
I think of thinga to-day
and then  recall what
thinga wero like years ago,
ib stands out a nile.

Why, in the bad old
days, it waa nothing to see
& rcheeky fap extending
the fingers of both hands
from his nose at a senior
he didn’t like.

Nowadavs no  zolf.
respecling  fap  behaves
in sush n vulgar way., He
contents himself with a
more dipnificd expression
ot dizapproval by extend-
ing the lingers ol one hand
only.

Apain, I have o clear
recollestion years ngo ol
faga tousting hervings on
Lho ends ol penholders and
afterwards  cating them

vut of thowr hands,
To-tday it's quite differ-
ent, They toast herrings

= e T R T

on penholders and eat
them out of sheets of
exercisa books instead.
And what an improve-
ment there is in their
peraonal cleanliness. I'm
jolly sure that in tho old
days no fag ever washed
under any circumstances.
But in 1930 there are
quite & number of fags
who wiash their necks os
ocften a8 once a year !
Thear languape, too, 18
o much more moderate
than it used to be, I
well remember how yeooars

i T rom— e ——

ago it was quite common
to hear one fag call
another & ** silly, pie-faced
idigt.”" But no fag would
dream of using that phrase
now. The most he ever
saya is ' pio-faced idiot "’
——without the * silly " !

I could asupport my
theory by many morve
exmmples if I had the tume.
But [ think I'voe amd
enoush nlready to convineo
most of my readers that in
comparigon with tho fag

of & bygone age the madern
fug is w littlo gentleman |

== o

Answers to Correspondents

W. G BUNTER (Romove)h—"" 1 insist on eleanli-
ness, The first queation [ ask on arriving et o stronge
house i ' Whercdo T wash v ' "

Ten 1o one in deoughnuts the host answers ' Mot
roued your neak, by the look olit 1

Y BCEPTICAL Y [Remove).—"" Skinner boasts (hat
o once smoked brown paper.”

That's nothune.
smokes herrings.

A lishhinonger we

know olicen

Y NERVOUS " (Upper Fourth).—" Fvery Tueaday
evening [ hoar lendish wailimgs and shrickings as of o
thousand souls in torment.”

Yea, it's timo Ogilvy did his bagpipes-practice o o

soundproof room.

G TULE (Third).—" Faney my uncle giving me o
paltry cloctric torch for my birthdoy |
Well, it's o disappointment ; but we expect you'll

mako light of it.

FOR A CHANGE
Says H VERNON-SMITH

LET'S BOOST SOME
UNSUNG HEROES!

- Whenever the Beak wants to fire us with ambition

| or to hold up & shining example, he alwaya starts
talking about Old Boys who are now colonels or
admirals or eelebrated explorers or statesmen.

“ My mind goes back, boys,”
he says, “to a diligent and
painstaking boy whose spare
time at Greyfriars was occupied
by more serious things than the
futile reereations which some
of you scem to find so amusing.
His name is now & huusuhnﬁl
word, for he j8 none other
than——"

And then he mentions Colonel
What-name or Admiral Whosit
or Sir (3. Lobetrotter, F.R.GQ.8.,
or the Itight Honourable Cyril
Blurk, or some other big pot !

Now T think this is all wrong.

Why the dickens ahould the
Head want us all to sim at
being colonels and things?
They'ra all very necessary,
of course, and it's useful 1o
have & few chaps knocking
about who are mapping out
carcers for themselves, But
what a dickens of a jam thera's
going to be later on if we all
aim in the same direction !

Just imagine the British
Army loaded up with thovsands
of colonels and the Hu'uj: with
thousands of admirala ! Crowds
and crowds of painstaking and
diligent fellows, all waiting to
give orders—and nobody avail-

able to ecarr therm out |
Thousands and thousands of
explorers all  unemployed

becauss thera’s nothing left to
explore, and wvast armies of
atatesmen unable to govern
becaure there's nobody Ieft to
govern !

If 1 were in the Head's
lnce I'd change the record and
cost up a few Old Boy heroca

whose praises have not yet been

sung,

" My mind goes back, boys,"
I would say, * to a lazy young
idler whose gpare time ot Grey-
friasrs was occupiod by one
single pastime—eating ! Hia
natme 1@ now a household waord,
{for he is none other than——""

And then T should mention
Mr. Bakewsll, tho patentee of
Perfection Pork Pies, or some-
one lile that 1

There must be plenty of Old
Boys whose carcers oro just as
edifving os those the Beak in so
fund of ¢guoting. The kid who
used Lo bo so deadly accurato
with his ink.pellots in the Third
ia probably now an international
dnrts  champion. The Re-
muovile who chalked libellous
picturea of his Form-master all
over the walls hne quite likely
become the staff artist of a
popular comic paper.  The
mky fag who wns always
wolking on his hands in the
gym. has possibly grown into the
stur turn of & circun |

Theas oare the chapa the
Hoad should bid us follow.

VWeo don't all want {9 be
colonels or oadmirals or ex-
plorers or staieamoen—and it's o
jolly pood thing we don’t |



