YOU CAN START READING OUR GRAND NEW SERIAL NOW!

(See Page 17.) '
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THE REMOVE FORM START ON THEIR MAN-HUR

(An Exciting Incident in the Magnificent Long Complete School Tale of the Chums of Greyfriar
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JOINED BY AIR,

The picture below is not taken from
a prospectus advertising cement for join-

g glass and porcelain, but i1s simply |

ugedd to show how atmospheric pressure
may be utilised for joining glasses and
plates. _ -

In order to accomplish this it is neces-
gsary to form a vacuum; but as an air-
pump is nol at the disposal of every bay,
- a partial vacoum must suffice,

To obtain this partial vacuum, suspend
a glass from the ceiling, or any other
suitable place, by means of a string, and
nnder 1t burn a piece of paper. This will
cause the air it contains te expand. Im-

Iig. 1.—Joined by Air.

madiately afterwards place the plate aver
the mouth of the glass, and it will adhere
quite firmly.

In order to prevent the entrance of any
external  air, and thus destroy the
vacuum, the edges of the glass may be
smearved with tallow.

Now, how is it that the glass and plate
are so casily fixed?  Well, directly the
hot air contained in the glass comcs in
contact with the cold surface of the plate
the air contracts, and as the plate pre-
vents the entrance of any move air, a par-

tial vacuum is formed within the glass.

As the atmospheric pressure is much
greater than the pressure from within,
the plate remains firmly fixed to the
rlass,  (Fig, 1),

]

—————— oy

GLASS-RAISING EXTRAORDINARY,

This experiment, similar in prineciple
to the last, is quite as striking in ifs
cifect. ' _

It consists of raising in air a glass filled
with water by causing 1t to adhere to
the ‘hand when the latter is held quite
open.

With the last experiment fresh in our

— aninds it 18 not diffiecnlt to guess that this

geenomenon is due to the existence of a
1:|iB;;.11 vacuum under the hand. but it is
i s easy to know how to obtain this
send hm,

nib. : :
Madre mears of carrying out the experi-
returk oy a. foilows:
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AMUSING TRICKS WITH
SIMPLE APPARATUS.

(
Put the glass filled with water on the

table, and over the top place the palm
of the hand, taking care that the four

Fig. 2,—Paosition of Hand upon the Glass,

fingers are bent.almost at right angles,
as shown in the first of the accompany-
mg figures (Fig, 2). |

If, continuing to press the palm of the
hand oh the edge of the glass, yvou raise
the four fingers quickly, thus having the
palm stretched out, you will force out
most of the air whieh is between your

| palm and the surface of the water, and

Fig. 3.—Glass-raising Extraordinary.

; 7 . =
in this way you will produce nnder your

hand a partial vacuum. This vacuum
will be sufficient to allow the atmospherie
pressure to overcome the weicht of the
glass and its contents; thus a sucker ie

formed which allows the glass to remain |

attached to the hand. (Fig. 3).

oz = = m= e

A NOVEL GLASS-EMPTIER.

= If you are given a glass flled with

water, and a bottle equally full, and
then asked to empty the glass by means

of the bottle, and that without ecmptying

the bottle itsclf, you will imagine you
have been set a very difficult task indeed.

Youw will soen see, however, that the !

solutibn to this seemingly difficult task
18 quite simple.

First take a cork, and in it pierce two
holes. Through these genily push two
straws, one being as long as the glass,
the other considerably longer (Fig. 4).

_ Tt g g e

By means of a pellet of bread or wax
close the opening of the shorter straw,
and push the cork into the bottle until
the water gushes out of the longer straw.

In order to empty the glass it is now
only necessary to turn the bottle upside
down im such manner that the little

straw touches the bottom of the glass,
Then, taking a pair of scissors, eut this

straw very near the end which is sealed.
Immediately the water in the glass

will flow out by the long straw until the

Fig, 4—The Glass-eimnptying Bottle.

glass is quite empty, despite the fact that
the bottle has remained full all the time.
(Fig. 5).

Now for a few words of explanation in
order to make clear the reason for this
unexpected action.

The two straws form the two arms of
a siphon, and as they are full of water
It 15 mnot necessary to remove any air
from them.

As the liquid flows out of the long
straw it tends to produce in the bettle a

-

Fig, 3.—A Novel Glass-Emptier.

i

vacuunl.  As a wvacuum is coutrary to
Nature, it is imnicdiately destroyed by, -
the entrance of an equal quantity of
water from the little straw, for the at-
mospheric nressure exerted on the water
in the glass keeps this little straw con-
tinvally full. In this way all the water

1s drawn from the glass by the bettle

fillegd with water.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Gosling : Startling News.
i WONDER where he iz?"”
I It was Harry Wharton, of the
Greyiriars Remove, who spoke.
The captamm of the Remove
geemed quile worried, -

“Quelch isn’t often late like this!”

* More than ten minutes over iime, by
Jove!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “I
wonder what's up?”

The Remove—the Lower Fourth Form
at Greyfriars—were in their class-room,
ready for the first morning lesson. They
had been there now for more than ten
minutes, and Mr. Quelch—their Form-
master—had net put in an appearance.

There was a regular bubbub going on
in the class-rocm. The Removites were
taking a natural advaniage of the absence
of the Form-master. Most of the juniors
were talking, some of them were stnging,
and a few of them were indulging in a
battle-royal, with paper pellets as ammu-
nition.

The Removites were rather enjoying
their unexpected liberty ; but the row in
the class-room was beginning to get on
Harry Wharton's nerves.  if it got much
worse, and Mr. Quelch arrived suddenly
on the scene, he knew there wounld hbe
trouble—perhaps detention for the whole
of the Remove.

Mr. Quelch was usually punctuality it-

self. Harry Wharton could hardly remen-
ber a single eccasion when he had been
even a minufe late.

“I wonder where the dickens he’s got
£0?"” he said. -

“1 don’t see that it matters a hang!”
grunted Billy Buunter, blinking through
his enormous spectacles, “‘1t’s jolly nice
when a Form-master comes in late. I'm
blessed if T ecan see what there is to
worry about!" =

And Bunter extracted a big chunk of
toffiee from a paper bag and pushed it
into his mouth.

Billy Bunter was the fattest and
greediesf junior at Greyfriars, and a
Form-room without a Form-master in it
struck him as being a much moro comfy
place than it might be otherwise.

“1 like toffee, you fat porpoize ! said
rank Nugent. “Hand over a piece!”
Billy Bunter blinked and grunted.

“Borry, Nugent, old man,” he said; |

“but I've only got a few more bits—just
enough to last through the hour until
break.”

“You greedy gormandiser!” exelaimed
Frank Nugent.

“The greedfulness of the honourable
Buanter 13 terrifie !” said Hurree Jaumset
Ram Singh, the Indian junior, in the ex-
cellent English he had not learned at
Greyviriars, “ It i1z-almest impossible to
stand lis esteemed greedfulness!”

““Whilst Bunter lives we shall have to
stand 1t, though,” said Bob Cherry, with
agrin, “Ina £

“IHallo! Here's Quelch !

The doors of the elassroom opened.
and the master of the Remove came in.
The chattering and the singing and the
battle-royal ceased like magic.

There were many cccasions when the
Remove Form was riotous, but they were
nevetr riotous in the presence of their own
master, Mr. Quelch. e was a man to
inspire respect, and he was, moreover, a
dangerous custemer to “rag.”

“1 am sorry 1 am Iate, my boys,” he
sal. 1 have been detained over a
Little matter. We will now proceed with
first lesson.”

Thore was a movement of attention
from the jumors.

“ Bunter!”

“ Y-yes, sir?” piped Billy Bunter,
blinking nervously through his big =pec-
tacles. ““Did you say anything, sir?”

“How dare you ¢ome into the class-
room with your mouth crammed with
food !

Billy Bunter turned red.

e had not

S L e =k
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Complete School

Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. at

Greyfriars.

come into the class-room like that. He
had not had sufficient time to got vid
of a large piece of toffee he had put into
his mouth just before Mr. Quelch arrived
on the scene,

“1—I1—I'm sorry, sir—-

“What is making your pocket bulge
out like that, Bunter?"

“ N-n-nothing, sir!”

" Unbutton 1t, immediately 1"

“1—I{—]—"
“Unbutton your jacket at onee,
Bunter !” snapped Mr. Quelch; and the

Form-master’s cyes resembled: gimlets
more than ever as thev pierced the Owl
of the Remove.

Billy Bunter made a desperate effort to
slide the bag of toffee from under his
jacket to the desk. There was a thud on
the floor as a couple of pieces of the
toffee slipped out of the bag.

Mr. Quelch strode across the class-room
towards Bunter’s desk.

“*Bunter!"

“Y-y-y-yes, sir?"”

“You have brought
pieces Df’ sweetmeat'
room

“They're not horrible, sir!" said Billy
Bunter stoutly. “It's jolly good toffee.
sir—the best that Mrs. Mimble makes !

“1t's unhealthy food to eat at this
hour of the day.”

“I— get so hungry, sipr——"

“That is merely greed on your part,
and it is greed which can be cured by
an efiort of will, Bunter. In any case,
you will take that unwholesome stuff out
of the class-room immediately, and throw
tt away.”

“Throw it away !"" gasped Bunter.

“Yes; and at once!”

Billy . Bunter rose from his seat. Ha
picked up the two pieces of toffee {hat

had fallen, and returned them to the bag ;
then he rolled out of the class-room.

““Make haste, Bunter !"

&

these harrible
into  the ¢lass-
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“Yesg, gir.”
Billy Bunter was not gone three
minutes.  When he came in there was a

very contented look about his fal face,
and his mouth and lips looked very sticky.
it was pretty clear to the Remove how
e had disposed of the toffee.

Mr. Quelch waited until Bunter had re-
gammed his scat,

“We will now commence,” he said.
“You will start on chapter three, page
Good gracious! What is that?”

Thump, thump, thump!

There was a regular volley of crashes
on the class-room door, and the mnext
immstant the door was flung epen, and
(xosling, the school peorter, rushed in.

“My hat!" gasped Bob Cherry.
““What the dickens is up with Gossy 7"’
“Goshing 1 _

Mr. Queleh’s wvoice rang out like a
pistol-shot, as Gosling staggered against
the closed door.

“Ho, my heye ! gasped Gesling, ** My
heye !™

There was a giggle from the class, and
Mr. Quelch frowned angrily.

“Gesling!” he snapped. “ Gosling,
pull yourself. together!- How dare you
enter this cluss-room in an inebriated con-
dition I’

“Wot's that 7" roared Gosling.
“Gosling, you ave intoxicated !
will return to your lodge at once !"

The school porter's face went scarlet
with anger.

“Daon’t you dare suggest that I'm
“drunk, Mr. Quelch!” he cried. *“ Wot's
the matier with me is I'm shell-
chacked !

“Ha, ha ha!”

“Bilence ! roared Mr, Quelch. “The
next boy who laughs will bhe detained
next half-holiday! Now, Gosling, are
you going to leave this class-room, or do
vou want to be forcibly ejected ?”

“1 tell you, Mr. Quelch, I've 'ad a
pistol put hup to my ’ead !”

“What !

““A pistol ! cried Gosling.
A revolver !

“ Explain yourself, Gosling.”

“All me keys ’ave gorn !’ exclaimed
Gosling. ““Hevery key in the lodge. An’
& wore a mask, too, the villain !”

“What on earth is the dummy talking
about?” muttered Harry Wharton. *“Has
old Gossy gone oFf his head at last ?”

“He doesn’t look as though he’s been
at the gin-and-water,” replied Bob
Cherry. “ Something’s happened. He
wouldn't have the nerve to bounce in
on old Queich like that unless there was
something wrong.”

“Gosling,” snapped Mr. Quelch, ““you
will explain yourself at once. Why have
you burst into this class-room in this
manner 7

“Wouldr’i you ’ave done the same,
Mr. Quelch,” cried Gosling, “if you ’ad
a pistol held hup to your "ead? Wouldn't
vou ’‘ave 'anded the keys over?”

““Hag somebody been threatening you,
man 7"’

“1 should think they ’ad!” reared
Gosling. *“ There was I, just sitting down
lmnpﬂige the lodge, when hup comes
a big, burly man, with & mask round
18 'ead |’

" A masked man !"” gasped Myr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir, and a gun as well, e ’ad.
Here was I, sittin’ down houtside the
lodge, and before I knows what’s hup, ’e
puts a firearm right hin my hear !”

“Good heavens, Gosling 1" '

“*’Ands hup!’ he roars. * And ’and
over your money and keys!” T thought
my last “days had come, I did, Mr.
Quelch.”

“Did you ecomply with the villain’s
regquest, Gosling 7

“Not 'arf, I didn't!” replied Gosling

Iue MagNET LiBRarRY.—No. 630,

You

“A gun!

warmly, And ihere was a roar of laugh-
ter from the Remove.

“You gave the man your money and
the school keys?”

“*Not ’arf I didn't!"” repeated Gosling,
“Wot’s going to ‘appen now [ don’t
dare think. At firet T thought it was
one of the boys 'aving a lark; but 'e was
a man, 'e was, and ‘e 'ad murder in 'is
eyes, too!”

**1 have never hecard such a story
gasped Mr. Quelch. **Where did the
villamm go?”

“’K drove me into the lodge, and said
‘e would shoot if I came hout, and then
‘e slammed the door.™

“Did you open it, then?”

11

“Not ‘arf I didn’t!” replied Gosling |

warmly. “1 don’t want to "ave no shoot-
ing at me!"”

“The villain must be connected with
those gangs who are holding up post-
offices and such places,” said Mr. Quelch.
“The matter must be reported to the
police at once.”

“The police?” roared Gosling, with a
sniff of contempt. “ Are you going to
wait until they think they will mnove?”

““The police force is a very able one,
Goshing.”

“But the villain will be ‘arf-way to
Friardale now ! cried Gosling excitedly,
“Can’t you let the boys after 'im?
They'll find 'im, 'E was wearing a blue
st and a soft 'at!” '

“I'll go!” cried Harry Wharton.
“Come on, chaps!”’

The captam of the Remove fairly leapt

from his desk, and before Mr. Quelch |,

could open his mouth half the Remove
were at Harry Wharton’s heels.

“Wharton, come back!”

But Harry Wharton had flung the door
open, and in the general uproar he did
not hear. X

“Cherry! Nugent! Bulll”

“I'11 help Wharton, sir!” gasped Bob
Cherry. “ He may want help, sir!”

Mr. Quelch was dumbfounded. In less
than thirty seconds the whole of the Re-
move had gained the passage, and (Gos-
ling and Mr. Quelch were left alone in
the Form-room.

“Come with me at once, Gosling!”
exclaimed Mr. Quelch. *“Dr. Locke, the
headmaster, must be notified of the ont-
rage immediately, so that he can take
EtE!_JS to have the villain arrested.”

“Very well, sir,”” replied Gosling
sourly. ““Wot I ses is this "ere. Nobody
ain’'t safe these days, that's ow it seems
to strike me!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Wrong Trail !
HARRY WHARTON & CO. dashed

along the Remove passage, and
the rest of the jumors followed

closely.
“Follow your uncle!” cried Harry
Wharton. * The villain’s certain to have

made for Friardule first!"”

‘* Rather 1"

The Removites clattered down the
steps and out into the drive leading down
to Gosling’s lodee.

“Buck up, Remove!”
Cherry.”

“Hurrah!?

The juniors doubled down to the gates,
and Harry Wharton led the way out into
the road.

Mr. Charpentier, the French master,

cried Bob

was just entering the precincts of the!

school as the Removites rushed out.

““Mon Dieu!” gasped the little French-
man. ‘‘What is ze matter, Wharton?”

The captain of the Remove pulled up
in order to explain.

“It’s all right, monsieur!” he panted.
“We're in a man-hunt! Gosling has
been held up by a masked man, and
we're on his tracks!”

“But zo lessons, Wharton !”’ exclaimed
Monsicur Charpentier, “What of ze
lessons?”

Some of the juniors grinned.

“That’s all right,” said Harry Whars
ton.  “Mr. Quelch knows we're out.
You see, Gosling rushed into the class-
room with the news directly he escaped,”

“Mon Dieu!”

“The bounder took all the school keys,
besides Gosling’s money,”

“Ze scoundrel IV

“We'd better go, moncieur. Every
minute is precious. The villain has made
for Friardale,”

“I go with you, Ciel! I fight ze
man !’
“That’'s all right, sir!” esclaimed

Harry Wharton. **We shall be able to
manage him.”

“Rather !” chorused the Removites.

“1 zinks zat you vas right, Wharton,
I vill see ze headmaster first.” '

*“All right, monsieur. Come -along,
you fellows, put on a spurt!”

The Removites set off once more, and
went dashing along the counfry lane in
the direction of Friardale, the little
village almost two miles from Greyfriars,

**Kecp your eyes open!” panted [Tarry
Wharton. “The bounder was wearing &
blue suit.”

““And a soft hat,” added Bob Cherry,
“Come along, Manly, keep it up!”

“All right, my dear fellow!™ puffed
Lord Mauleverer, “It’s an awful fag,
though !” ;

“Don't be a slacker!” laughed PRob
Cherry. *“This sort of thing helps to
keep the fat down.”

Billy Bunter came rolling along with
the rest, and his face was red and stream
ing from his exertions. |

“I—I say, you fellows,” he gasped,
“T've got an 1dea !”

“Dry up, Bunter!”

“Really, Nugent, it's—it's a tip-top
1dea !”

“What 1577

“When we get to Friardale—"

“Stick 1t, porpeise!™ laughed Bob®
Cherry. *““We shall be there in a few
minutes now. Keep it up!”

“I—=I'm getting puffed!” panted Billy
Bunter. ‘'*Let’s have a rest for a hit.”

“Rats!”

“And—and then we can talk over my
iden. I've got a good scheme for cap-
turing the rotter!”

“Oh, dry up, Bunter!” -eried Harry
Wharton.

Billy Bunter gave a howl.

“Ow " he roared, * I've—I've sprained

my ankle!”

“That’s all right, Billy!” laughed
Bab Cherry heartlessly. ““ You can finish
the last half-mile hopping !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! I think I've put the other knee
out of joint now!” howled Billy Bunter.
“Half a tick, you chaps!”

“Rats!”

“Help a wounded man!¥

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh ecrumbs! T think I'm going to
faint or do something funny!”.
“That'll be a change,

dummy !

““Really, Cherry, T think you chaps
might help a fellow "

“Catch li;«::laii of his other arm, Franky,”
laughed Bob Cherry, taking a firm hold
of the fat junior.

Frank Nugent laughingly obliged, and,
with Billy Bunter between them, they .
trundled along the dusty lane.

‘“Here we are!” panted Harry Whar-
ton. ‘“Keep your eyes open, yon
fellows.” | |

The Removites went clattering down
the quammt High Street of the old village,
and passers-by stood and gaped at the
quaint procession in amazement

von  fat-
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- There was a volley of crashes on the class-room door, and the next
“My heye ! ”’ he gasped.

porter, rushed in,

instant it was flung open,

and Gosling, the school
“I've ’ad a pistol put hup to my ’ead !

(See Chapter 1.)

Harry Wharton suddenly held up his
arm.

“Stop!" he shouted.

The Removites came to a halt about
two  hundred yards from the village
church.

“Look !™ exclaimed the captain of the
Remove. “Standing by the wall over
there! It's the man!”

“My hat!”

“He's wearing a blue suit!” muttered
Bulstrode,

“And a soft hat!”

“It’s jolly suspicious!” said Mark
Linley, the Lancashire lad. “But we
ought to be a bit careful, vou know. He
mizght not be the man, and if we run
him in there would be an awful row!"”

Harry Wharton frowned.

“That's right,” he muttered.
might not be the right man.”

“0Of course he 15, said B-::]sm-_er'majmr.
“Ile’s wearing a bluc suit, isn’t he?”

“And a soft hat,” added Field.

“I guess he’s our man, you galoots!”
saidd  Fisher T. Fish, tho American
Junior.  “You leave it to me. I guess
I'll creep up to him and do the trick.”

“Ob, dry up, Fishy!” lavghed Harry
Wharton,

“Look!"” exclaimed Johnny
“ EIEIE- Dﬂ. !” n

The man had been standing watchinz
tho crowd of Removites, and now he

“Heo

Bull,

ﬂ

suddenly  turned about and  walked The prisoner did not stand the ghost
hurriedly towards the chureh. of a  chance. Billy Bunter came -
“After  hHim!"  roared Bolsover. | trundling forward again, and threw his

full weight into the struggling mass, and
one by one the juniors perched them-
selves into sitting besitions on various
parts of their guarry.

“ That'll teach you to hold-up CGiossy !
panted Iarry Wharton. “The bost
thing yon can do is to keep gquict now,
whilst we fotch a policeman |

" Here's one!™ cried Bab Cherry.

The village policeman came striding
along in the direction of the struggling

‘Come along, vou fellows!"

* Rather [

The Removites rushed down the street,
and in less than half a minute Balsover,
who was leading now, had pounced into
the back of the stranger,

“ Hurrah !”
b Oh !U‘

The man went down with a crash, and
uttered a ery of astonishment. The
next moment half a dozen of the juniors

were on top of him, and there was a wild | mass. His portly fﬂflﬂilﬂﬂlfﬂtl yery ini-

melee, portant, and the Removites watched him
“Back up, School!” roared DBob |as he drew out his pocket-book.

Cherry, | _ “Come on!” ericd Dick TPenfs'd
The man struggled violently, He | « Wao've got him!”

landed out with both fists, and lashed
out with his lees at the same time.

Billy Bunter caught a heavy boot in
his waistcoat, and he went flying into |
the road with a howl. |

“Ow! T'm  stabbed!"
“Ow”

Bulstrode had the misfortune to run
his chin into the struggling man’s
clenched fist, and he staggered back with
a whoop of anger.

“You young villains!”
man. ‘‘Let me go!™

“ Rather not!” cried Harry Wharton.
“Bit on him, you fellows!”

“Wot’s all this® disturbance about?™
demanded the man of law and order. as
he reached the scene.

“Run these boys in, Charlie ! gasped
the prisoner. “Run them in for assault
and battery. They've nearly murdered
me !’ '

“Wot!l TIs that you, George?”

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at the
constable 1n amazement,

“This chap has been doing the high-
way robbery trick up at the school,” gaid™
Harry Wharton. “He held up Gosling

THE MAGNET LiBRARY.—~No. 630.

he roared.

roared the
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with a pistol, and made him hand over
all his money and all the school keys "
“Wot !

“You'd better run him in, and ring up
the ‘Head,” said Boly Cherry. *“We've
captured him all right!”

“ Rather!” chorused the Removites,

“ Let that man go at once !” roared the -

constable angrily. *'This will mean im-
prisonment for you young rips!”

“What !

“Let him hup 1"

bk Bl_lt 13

“Come on—horf you come !” cried the
policeman, catching hold of Fisher T.
Fish by the collar and jerking him to his
fect.

“IIi! Leggo, you guloot | exclaimed
tho American junior, “T guess you're in
hand with this hyer holdup gang!”

“Horf you come!” commanded the
constable angrily. “I knows you boye,
and haunything you ses now will be used
as hevidence against you !”

“But we’ve caunght this scoundrel !”
gasped IMarry Wharton. “Don’t yon
understand plain English 7

*Now, then, no hjmrmreanﬂe!”

“Oh, ring off ! growled the captain of
the Remove. “This man was up at the
school an hour ago, and he held up
Gasling, the porter, with a pistol, and
mada him hand over all his money and
the whole of the school’s keys!”
Y Haw, haw! ID’yver hear
George ?”

The Removites had relinquished their
bhold of the man now, and he serambled
to his feet with an angry expression on
Ins face.

“You'll have to run them in, Charlie 1"
he grunted, dusting himself down, and
sotting his tie. straight.

“You'll find yourself in Queer Street
if you do!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

that,

“And if you let this scoundrel off,
constable, there will be the very dickens
to pay!”
“Ho ! |
“Just hark at him!” said the

Removites” victim,  “8o I was up at
your school an hour ago, was 17”7

& YEH.:!

“And I was holding wp your porter,
was [ 7" '

“Ye-ves 17

“Well, Charlie, we'd better let them
know where I was an hour ago, hadn't
we! It seems that thev've got some
mformation to give us about the man
we're after.”

Harry Wharton & Co. were beginning
to feel rather confused.

“Look here !
tan, “H—if we've made g mistalee,
we're sorry about it! But a man in a
blue suit and a soft hat paid a visit to
Greviriars School this mernmg and held
up the porter outside his ledge. "

ik D}l III

“We set off at once, and as you're—
you're wearing a blue suit and o soft hat
we went for you !V

The Removites’
a grin,

“1 know that,” lLe said.

“Well, if we've made a mistake, we're
sorry,”

“Ahem !

“Very sorry, sir!” added Bob Cherry,
as there was a pause in the conversation.

“Well, if that's the case,” eaid the
man, 1 don't mimd overlooking it for
once—especially as I am after the man 7

“What !

“I came dewn from London this morn-
ing. I came down with Inspector Wialton,
of Bcotland Yard. The post-offico at
Cowrtfield was raided last night by a
man, and we've come down to investi-
gate. And hour ago I was with Inspector
Wilten at the police-station, as we sus-
pect the man we want is in the vicinity
of Friardale.”

“My hat!"

The Removites looked at one anothor
very sheepishly.

“The best thing you boys can do is to
o back to your school now. I will over-
look this affeir, and if anyone eatches
this scoundrel you ecan rest assured that
Inspector Wilton will. Ie’s the smartest
man in the C.I1.D. at Scotland Yard."

“Cood!™

“We know all abont this man, you
boys. We know his name, and all about
him, and 1t won't be lone befere he is in
gaol, T can tell you!”

Harry Wharton stepped forward.

“It's awfully decent of vou to be so
jolly good about it,” ho said. “ And—
and I'm very sorry we gave you such o
rough time, and so are all these fellows.”

“Rather ! chorused the Removites.

The juniors’ late victim grinned. and
held out his hand, and Harry Wharton
elicok it warmly.

“That's all right, kid!” said the man.
“You trot back now, and vou'll hear no
more about it,”

And Harry Wharton & Co, gave a
cheer as they trooped away from the
seene of the attack.

late  wictim

gave

m__ﬁm
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exclaimed H!],l‘l‘_‘g.? Whag-. »

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Raided Tuekshop !

“ ELL, we do loock a Iot of
dummies!” said PBolsover
major. “I don’t think that

says 1much
leadership 1"

“Oh, dry up !”

“Fancy gomg for the wrong chap "
continued -Bolsover. ““If the School
heurs of this we shall be the langhing-
stock of the place for the rest of the
term !

Harry Wharton & Co. tramped along
the dusty lane looking very angry, and
the vest of the Removites discussed the
affair freely. X

Bolsover major was a bully, and not at
all popular with ITarry Wharton & Co. ;
but this was one of the few occasions
when the chums of the Remove felt
small, and Bolsover was not slow in
taking advantage of their embarrassment.

“1t’s time we had a change in the cap-
taincy, don’t you think so, Fishy, old
man?” cried Bolsover, in loud tones.

“Waal, T guese I'm the galoot ready
tor the job,”  replicd the American
junior.,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

" We shall be ragged stiff over this!™
said Bolsover, '

“Ob, dry up!” snapped Harry Whar-
ton, *“You're the very cne who siarted
on the chap!”

“That doesn't count for anything,
You were leading the party.”

“Well, it was a mistake, and that's all
that can be said for it!” exclaimed Bob
Cheiry.  “It was Gossy’s fault, if any-
body’s 1" :

“I think Wharton's going stale ! per-
sisted Bolsover. “What we want is a
captain whe can lead!” -

“ Hear, hear!” grunted Billy Bunter.
“Now, I'm the very chap for the job 1

"Oh, shut up, porpoise !”

“Really, Cherryv! 1T n

“I you don’t dry up we'll bump you,
and Bolsover as well 1"

“I bet Quelchy'll have something
to say about this when we get back, any-

for Wharton's

way !’
“Wait and see!” laughed Johnny
Bull.  “T bet the Head will be jolly keen

on raising a hue and ery, It's pretty
serious to think that some rotter has gob
all the keys of the school !

“We sha'n’t be safe in our bheds!”
grunted Billy Bunter.

“But Inspector Willon will get him
all ~ right!” said Harry Wharton.
“They've evidently got plenty of clues
from that raid on the Courtfield post-
office.”

“Rather!”

The Removites were nearing the school
rates now, and they could see a cluster
of fellows standing out in the roadway
looking anxiously down the lane.

““Hallo, they've got scouts out locking
for us!” laughed Harry Wharton.

“Looking for the raiders, I suppose!
There’s those bounders in the Upper
Fourth !

Temple, Dabney, & Co. of the Upper.
Fourth. strolled down the road to meet
the Remorvites. |

“Found him?"’ eried Temple.

“ND !I!'?

. " Blessed if we thought you . kids
would I’ said Dabney. * You would have
got bhim if you had used a grain of
sense !

“What do'youn mean??

“Why didn’t you look round the school
grounds first?” .

“Ell?‘:,

“Mrs. Mimble has been
whilst you’ve bheen away!”

“What 1"

held-up
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The village policeman came siriding along in the direction nt--the
about? ”” he demanded. * Run these boys in, Charlie !

“BShe's been raided by the same rotter
that went for Gossy!”
Harry Wharton & Co. gasped.

“My hat!” exclaimed Wharton. Do
you mean that, Temple?”
“Of course I do, you ass! He got

away with nearly twelve pounds and a
bag full of tommy." _

“Phew!” ;

“Mrs. Mimble fainted with frich$. She
gays the chap who did the trick was
wearing a mask.”

“*Must have been the same one,” said
"Frank Nugent. “What's Dr. Locke
doing about 1t?”

“The Head's dismissed all classes, and
the masters have gone out with the pre-
fects to search. Mpr. Quelch sent me
down to the gate to tell you that you've
all got to go to your studies and await
orders.”

“Right-ho!”

“If you had caught the man, I was to
go and tell the search-party. Goodness
knows whera they've yot to by now!”

Harry Wharton & Co. trooped into the

school, and melted away into their
various studies in the Remove Form
passage,

Study No. 1 was shared by Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent; but Bob
Cherrg, Lord Mauleverer, Hurrce Singh,
and Johnny Bull packed themselves in
now at Wharton's invitation. _

**Make yourselves comfy !” eried Frank
Nugent. ““Something’s got to be did
abont. this!”

e P e

struggling mass. “Wot’s all thisL disturbance
gasped the prisoner.
-

(See Chuapter 2,) I

“Rather!”

“Looks to me as though we shall have
to do a little detective worlc and solve
iﬁhe“pmbiem scientifically,” said Johnny

all. .

“The bounder seems a slippery sort of
customer,* and jolly darinz to do this
sort of thing in broad daylight! Fancy
going for old Mrs. Mimble! These
rotters always go for old women!”

And Frank Nugent gave a snort of
anger. |

“Anyway, he's been for two old
women here!"” said Bob Cherry.

“One, you mean,"”

“No; two,” said Beb, with a grin.
“There's Mrs. Mimble and Gossy.
That’s two old women, isn't it?"

“You dummy!"” laughed Harry Whar-
ton, as there came a knock at the door
of the study.
, ‘“Hallo!
Nugent.

Rap!

“Come in!” called out Harry Wharton.

The door opened, and Bolsover major
walked in, followed by Fisher T. Fish,

Who's that?” said TFrank

Skinner, Snoop, and Stott of the
Remove.
“Hallo!” said Harry Wharton.

“You've made u mistake, This isn't the

[ |
Zioo!”

“That’s enough of that!” said Bol-
sover. “We want to speak to you.,”

“How many of you?”

“All of us!”

“Sorry!” said Harry Wharton politely.

“TI've only got two ears, and I can't listen
to you all at once! Two of you had
better go it at a time!"”

“ Look here, Wharton——"

“We're all looking,” interruplted Bob
Cherry. “But we can't keep it up for
long, you know. A face like yours,
Bolsover, gives a chap a pain!”

“You ean dry up, Cherry! It's no
good trying to be funny! We've come lo
talk business!”

“That's all right, Bob!” said Harry
Wharton. “Let 'em go ahoad!”

“We're a deputation——" ,

“A what?” inquired Harry Wharton.

“A deputation representing the Reo.
mnve-?l‘

Harry Wharton flung himself into an
armechair.

“Proceed, deputation of the Remove !
he said, with a wave of the hand.

Bolsover nearly choked with wrath at
Wharton's flippant manner.

" Look here, Wharton, we're not going
to stand-——"

“I'm afraid you'll have to, Bolsaver,
old bean! We've only got enough chairs
for our guests, as it is. You see, we
don't receive deputations every day in
the week.”

*1 didn't mean that; I meant——"

“There’'s an old tuck-box and the
window-sill; you can sit on that, if you
like,”

“I didn't want——""

*“Of course, there's tha floor. It's quito
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a comfy floor, if yon can make up your
mind to it, and I ean thoroughly recom-
mend 161"

1'5he rest of the Remove chums grinned
joyously. Harry Wharton was in Food
form. It was obvious to them that
Bolsover & Co. had come to the study
with hostile intentions, and Harry's
ridicule was beginning to have its effect.

Bolsover major gritted his teeth.

“We're a deputation of the Remove.
We've been talking the matter over about
your leadership, and we thought we had
better: come along to you and tell vou
that- w®re fed up!”

“Good!” said Harry Wharton. “I'm
glad you've come to tell us you're fod
up, because we haven't a scrap of tomimny
in the place, and now that Mrs. Mimble
has been raided we couldn’t possibly
feed you up any more!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the chums.

Bolsover gasped with rage. Ile muade
a step towards Harry Wharton.

“1 tell you we are fed up with vour
leadership !” he bawled. “ And for two
pms I'd—1"d——"

“1 guess it’s no good losing your goat,
Bolsover!” shouted Fisher T. Fish,
“These galcots will listen to reason if
the matter's put to them properly, I
guess 1 .

“Oh, shut up!”’ snapped Bolsover un-
graciously.

“I guess I'll vamoose this hyer deputa-
tion for one, if you're going to shout big
all the time |7

Bolsover calmed himself with a tre-
mendous cffort, Harry Wharton & Co.
continued talking to themselves as thoueh
the deputation never existed.

“L{Jﬂk--’ﬁyer, Wharten!” said Fisher T.
¥ish. “It’s about the leadership!®

“1 believe Bolsover said something
about that before,” remarked Harry
Wharten. **Still, no harm in your saying
it again. You can say it a third time if
you like!”™ - |

The Yankee junior snapped his teoth,
and the rest of the deputation grinned,

"1 guess this ain’t any good to me!"”
exclaimed Fisher T. Fish. “I say, this
15 2 mug's game, Bolsover, and you're a
mlly zaloot to drag us along here! I'm
off!”

“You areu't!” shouted Bolsover. “ You
said you'd support me, and you're jolly
well not going to back out of it now!”

« "1 puesgs——"

Bolsover major canght the Yankee
“junior by ihe collar as he made for the
door, and Fish was whisked back.

This was a little too puch even for
the American junior. Ile jumped at
Bolsover, and brought his "bony fist
down on the bully’s nose like the rap of
a hammer, ~

“] - guess you can take that, you galoot,
and——-" _ N

Bolsover gave a yelp, and went for
Fish like a wild-cat. Harry Wharton’s
ridicule had made him furious, and NOW
he felt that he didn't care whom he hit,
s0 long as he hit somebody. The two
members of the deputation closed, and
began to struggle, .

“Go it!” shouted Bob Cherry. “Two
to one on the merry Yank! Go it, kiag!?

Skirmmer, Snoop, and Stott stood against
the study wall as the two combatants
swaycd wildly in one another’s grasp.

“Ow!” reared Bolsover. “The beastly
cad’s ot his teeth into my arm "

“Ha, ha, hat”

Crash!

By a superhuman effort Bolsover
twisted Fish off his feet, and tha two
crashed to the study floor, and shook the
whole room. "

“Here, that’s enough!” eried Skinner.
*Come on, Snoopey, catch hold 1”
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| Pabney, Fry, and Phipps.

Skinner, Snoop and Stott caught hold
of the struggling pair, and at last man-
aged to separate them.

“Come on, Iish!” snapped Skinner,
hauling the panting jumior to his feet.
“You're a jolly good specimen of a
deputation |”

“I guess——

Skinner gave tho Yankee junior a push,
and sent him flying through the doorway
nto the passage, and Snoop and Stoft
dragged Bolsover after him.

There was a yell of laughter from
Harry Wharton & Co. as the door closed
on the deputation.

“My only aunt!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“ What a topping show! I wish they'd
do that every day! We would start a
regular panto !"

" “Ha, ha, ha !

“I don’t expect we shall be troubled
with that deputation again for a good
time!" laughed Harry Wharton.

And he was right; they never were.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Temple, Dabney, & Co.’s Little Scheme !
B3 soon as Temple of the Upper
A Fourth  had  delivered Ny
Quelch’s message to Harry Whar-
ton at the school gates the four
nuts made their way to their own study,
 “Of course, if wo had taken up the
pursuit at once,” said Temple loftily. “ we
should have had that
lock and key by now !”
“Rather!” said Dabney,
Phipps.

Fry,

atid

“1t’s just like those kids in the Re-

move to go off on a wild-goose chase like
that. Fancy not having a look round
the school first of all}”

“Just faney !

“There’s the crypt, for instance. I
shouldn’t be a bit surprised if that
dashed villain isn’t taking shelter there |

“By Jove!”

“Tf}:ﬁ place is a regular honeycomb;
and anybody could hide there for days

-

and days witheut being found.”

. = Shﬂ“ we E.!:lj' ﬂt[[] ]Uﬂ'k?-’ l-_ugg[urltﬂd
Daluney.
The great Temple frowned thought-

fully.

“We shall only be jumped on by the
Head if we were found out: of the school
building,” he muttered. *There would
be the dickens to puy!” ;

“Yes, rather!” 'Y

Temple threw himself into an armchair
and Jooked pensive: -

“Of course, it’s all rot, confining us
to our studies like this!” he satd, after a
pause.. “It's treating us like a lot of
kids in the Remove ar Second Form !

I'ry grinned, and winked across the
study to Dabney. Temple loved to
imagine himself a regular nut at Grey-
friars. There was very little difference
between the ages of the boys in the Re.
move Form and these of the Uppevr
Fourth. Tt was practically one and the
same thing, but Temple did not like to
think so. '

There was much keen rivalry between
the two factions, and the Remove invar-
ably scored in any contest that took place,
whether it was on the playing-fields or
just an ordinary “rag ” between one
Form and another.

But Temple had staunch followers in
In faet, they
were regular cronies, and he could always
rely upon their assistance in any
maneuvre he might suggest.

“Wa had better do something,” sug-
gested Phipps. “There’s no classes this
morning, because of this “ hold-up ’; but
we don't want to kill time hy just

scoundrel under’

i

squatting about in this blessed study
do wet?"”’

“Let's go and raid somebody !
Diabney.

“My hat!” exclaimoed Temple sud-
denly, “I've got it !”

“(xot whatt”

“The idea. It'il put the wind up scme
of those kids in the Remove !

“Eh?"”

“By Jove!” said Temyple enthusiasti-
cally, jumping up fiom his chair. * This
15 something like, you chaps!”

" What's the idea?” growled Dabney,
“Out with it, old man!'"

“I.et’s hold up one of the studies in the
Remove passage |

e T_E]_I FI'll-I
“Hold up, you fathead!”” shouted
Temple. “It's quite easy!”

" Of eourse it’s quite easy, and it’s quite.
easy to get 1t 1n the neck as well! What's
the chance of four aguinst the whole
blessed Remove?"”

“I only mean one study, you idiot !”’

“I know that; but you've only got to
shout for help, haven’t they, and then we
shall have the whole blessed swarm round
us !

“Ass!”

“I've had some, thanks! T jolly well
know what it means to be nahbed hy
those young rotters in the Remove !”

" But they won’t shout I” cried Temple.
“They’ll jolly well have the wind up too
much for that !

“What do you mean? You aren’t o
terrifying as all that, you know, old
man !” sniffed Phipps.

“But T shall be masked.”

i {'—)h !!!

“I'll try it on Study No. 7 fivst of all.
Thero’s only that fat rotter, Buuter, in
there: Dutton, who's as deaf as a post;
and then there's the two Todds.”

“Peater Todd is a dangerous item.”

“I'll chanee that!” laughed Temple.
* Perhaps he’ll he in someone else’s study.
Even if he isn't, it won't maiter.”

“1I bef Bunter nquakes all over!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Just trot up to the box-room, old
man. There's a whole erowd of stull used
for theatrical things. Anything in the
hlack cloak line will do.”

“Right-ho !

Fry left the study, and by the time
Temple had explained his scheme in de-
tail he had returned with a large bundle
under his arm.

“This is the very thing,” said Temple,
unrolling a large bluck cape. and throw-
ing it over his head and shoulders.

“The eyeslits are there already,”
laughed Dabney. “That’'s ripping,
Temple, old man!”

The leader of the Upper Fourth took
the cape off, and there was a pronounced
grin on his face.

“1 may as well go along,” he said,
“I’ll shove the cape on when I get out-
side the door.”

“Good egg!”

“Keep your ears open!” said Temple,
“1f 1t’s a rongh house, T shall yell for
help. I shall expect you fellows to come
to the rescua!” |

“ Will—will you, old man?”

“Of course I shall!” sniffed Temple,
“There’ll be a jolly good reckoning if
yeu don’t! You can bet your bools on
that !

“Right-ho, old man!” said Dabney.

And as Temple set off on his mission,
the worthy Dabney closed the study deor
and winked at his Form-fellows,

“Of course, we might not hear Temple
yell for help, might we, you chaps?”

And Fry and Phipps gave broad grins,

Meanwhile, the leader of the Upper
Fourth was wending his way towards the
Remove Form passage. All the juniolrs

sand e
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were evidently complying strictly with

Mr. Quelch’s cornmand. and there was

not a single Removite wandering about

the corridors.

Temple stopped outside Study No, T,
and hastily threw the cloak over himsslf.

He gave a loud rap on the study door,
and without waiting for any response, he
turned the handle and glided into the
I'oonim,

There was a loud gasp ‘of surprise from
the direction of the study table,

“IHands up!”

Billy Buuter was the sole occupant of
the room, end he blinked with horror
through his big spectacles at the ap-
parition standing with his back to the
door.

* Hands up !” .

The gruff voice of the stranger rang
out a second time, and Billy Bunter
staggered to his feet. He stood and
quaked as the cloaked fioure stared at
him through the slits in the black hood.

“Hands up, you young villain!”
ghouted the visitor.

Billy Bunter dragged
over his head.

. AN right, sir!" he stuttered.
I'l. put them up!" .
“IUHl be a bad thing for yon if vou

don’t! Now, then. answer these G es-

tions. What’s your name?”

“ B-Bunter, sir!”

“Grunter, is it? Well, Grunter, I'm
collecting  things to-day. I dare say
you've heard of me—hey 7"

“Oh, no, siv! - I mean, y-yves. I've
- olten read about you in the newspapers.”
There was a slight snigger from the
cloaked figure.

“Won’t you sit down, sir?” continued
Billy Bunter. “ Perhaps you'd like to
meet some of my friends. I'll go and
fetch them, if vou like.”

“ Bilence 1V roared the vigitor,
“* Another word, and it will be your last.
Sit down !™
© Billy Bunter collapsed into his chair
with a gasp, and the cloaked figure
walked slowly into the centre of the
study.

““Now then,” he said, “tell me where
your study-mates are ? How i3 it they are
iot here 7"

“T-they've gono
study. siv, S-shall
you "

“No! Now then, where do you keep
your food i this study? I believe you
call it tuck.”

“We've—we've only got a little left,
eir,” faltered Bunter. “S-shall I get
1Y It's m the cupboard there.”

“Place it on the table.”

Billy Bunter rolled across to the cup-
board, and gently placed a sardine-tin
- on to the table,

“TIt—it’s rather old, sir,” said Bunter.
“We've had that for some weeks now,
There’s stil two or three sardines left.”

“Phew 1"

“They are a bit high, sir,” said Billy
Bunter, blinking into the sardine-tin
through his big spectacles.

“You insult me!” roared the cloaked
ligure. “ Put that rotten tin back in the
cupboard ! Is that all you've got?”

“T'm afraid 1t 1s, sir. Yon see, I'm ex-
pecting a postal-order from one of my
titled relations. When that comes [ shall
be able to lay in a fresh stoak.”

“Bo you've got titled relations, have
you, Grunter?”

“Please, sir, my name's Bunter—not
Crunter !”

“Oh, Bunter, is 1t? Well, il vou've
got titled relations, you must have plenty

his fat arms

L9

along to Brown's
L feteh them for

of money. ILet me sce what you've
got!”

“1 haven't got anv, sir!”

“What 7"

“I'm stony, sir!”
The pair of shiny eves behind the

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

littered at Billy
of the Remaove

hooded cloak fairly
Bunter, and the Ow
trembled all over.
“How do you think T can live without
money ?” roared the visitor. ‘“Do you
think I can exist in the crypt without
food and money—eh? When can vou

“I—I-T'1 try to get vou some this
alternoon, sir. Perhaps you could trnst
me with a quid, then I could huy you
something at Mrs. Mimble’s—you know
her, don’t vou, sir?”

“What?"

“I—I—er—of course yon've never mét

bring some along to me 7" |

Mrs. Mimble,” faltered Billy Bunter, I
forgot that. She keeps the school tuck-
| shop. I could buy you some food there,
and bring it aloug to you in the crypt.
I dare say I could find you all right.”

e—-.n-.ﬂ--ﬂ--immmn-hnﬂe
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A prominent member of the Re-
move, and a reil good sort. At one
time suspected of cowardica, but
proved himself later, and developed
unusual skill 4s a boxer. There i3 a
slight strain of weakness in him, but
his comradeship with Robert Donald
Ogilvy has stiffened his backbone, and
he has shown that he can go his awn
way for a friend's sake in defiarce
Study No. 3.
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“You might give -me away to the
police I

“*Oh no, sir!”

“Can I trust you? You know what it
would mean if you played me false, ¥
suppose?”’

“¥-yes, sir!”

“Very well; you will swear not to play
me false?”

“Yes, gir!”

“Then get a piece of paper and a pen,
and put your vow into writing. Nothing
less than that will satisfy me. There you

F e § BN ¥ R § Wi f B 5 iy ff A Wiy 5 Wi I‘IG

| are. Paper and pen in front of you.

Write !” '

Billy Bunter imped about for the pen,
?pd drew the sheet of paper in front of
Hm.

“What shall T write, sir?" he stam-
mered. ‘It isn’t a bit necessary, I can
promise you. If you'll give me a quid—
or, say, ten shillings—I can go down to
Mrs, Mimble’s at once, and buy the stuff
for you. She's got some ripping jam-
puffs. They're fresh in every day.”

“Write!” roared the cloaked fizure.

Three-halfpence. G

“Do not dare to bands words with ma,
I give you one minute to put vour vow
into writing 1"

Billy Bunter dipped the pen into thoe
il-well, and with the eloaked man stend-
ing over him, he soribbled away. It wus
a good thing Bunter did not look up, or
he might have seen his strange visilor
cramming his hand over his mouth in an
effort to suppress a roar of laughter. It
was as much as Temple ecould do to ve-
frain from yelling with amusement at
Bunter’s strange composition.

At last the Owl of the Remove finished
his work, and he blotted the sheet of
paper and tremblingly handed it uvp to
the cloaked figure.

“Read 1t out, with one hand over your
heart '’ snapped the man. *“ Woe betide
you if you break your vow. There are
others besides me in the Society. Co
on!”

Billy Bunter cleared his throat.

“f Wearas I, William George Bunler,
of Study No. 7, Remove TForm, Grey-
friars Skool, hearby promis ta.supplie von
with sum food to-day in the eript, and T
promis not to give you away to enybody,
becos you are a desent chap,

“HS8inad) W. G. Boxter.' ”

“Right " snapped the stranger. * Now
hand 1t over, and stand in that corner,
and don't move for five minutes. If vou
do, il may be your last move, D'you
undersfand 7"

“¥Y-yes, sir!”

Billy Bunter rolled across to the corner
and stood there quaking like a jelly-fish.
He heard a movement at the door, but
dare not look round.

The disguised Temple opened the study
door cautiously, and, hearing no one,
glided into the passage. In a flash he
had removed the cloak, and tucking it
firmly under his arm, he flew along the
Remove Form passage, and gained his
own study without meeting a soul.

Ile fAung himself into the room, and
Dabney, Fry. and Phipps leapt up from
their soats with a ery of surprise.

“Are they after youn?” exclaimed
Dabney.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Temple threw the cloak on to the floor
arvl himself into an armchair,  and poal
upon peal of laughter rang out in the
Upper Iourth study.

-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
- Billy Bunter’s Bombshell !

HERE was silence in Study No. 1
i the Remove Passage—silence
broken only by the faint scrateh-
ing of a couple of pens.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
and their four visitors were still there,
and each of them was busy in his own
way. Bolsover's deputation. was practi-
cally forgotten, and now the chums of
the Remove were killing time in various
ways.

Nugent and Hurree Singh were writing
lines against future punishments. Bob
Cherry was mending a cricket-bat. Harey
Wharlon was sitting in an easy-chair, his
legs stretched out, and his hands in his
trousers pockets, his brow knitted with
an expression of deop thought. TLord
Mauleverer was standing near the fire.
place, with his eyes fixed upon Wharton.

Mauly's look was very peculiar. Hiy
expression was deeply earnest, his fore-
head corrugated with thoughtful lines,
and his gaze was fixed unwaveringly upon
Harry Wharton's face as if he were try-
ing to penetrate Harry’s thoughts by tho
sheer power of gazing.

The silence had lasted for some time,
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Harry Wharten, immersed in reflection,
did - not notice the schoolboy earl’s
peculiar occupation. Frank Nugent and

Inky were too busy with their lines to.

have any attention to bestow wupon
Mauly. It was Johnny Bull who first
observed that something was “on.”
Johmny Bull had been reading a book
on the Navy, and he shut the hoek up

with a snap that sounded like a pistol-shot.

in the quict study, and looked up with a

vawn,

“Thal’s finished |Y he remarked. “1
wonder, whether they've caught that
masked ratter yet?” |

No one replied. Bob Cherry gave a
faint grunt in acknowledgment of the
fact that a remark had been made, but
that was all. Johnny Bull looked round
the study.

“Beem Jolly busy, all of yvou,” he re-
marked. “Hallo! What's up with vou,
Mauly 77

Lord Mauleverer did not rveply.

His gaze remained fixed upon Harry
Wharton, and he apparently did not hear
Bull’s remarks.

Bull stared at the

: schoolboy earl in
amazement.

“Mauly, you duffer! What's {he
matter 7
Mauleverer was still silent. Hairy

Wharton glanced up,
at Johnny Bull.

“ Wherefore that thoughtful brow, old
bean?” -asked Johrmy Bull. “Are you
doing a sum in mental arithmetie, or
are you wondering why we didn™t catch
that masked scoundrel this morning ?”’

Harry Wharton grinned.

“Neither,”

“Do you know what's the matter with
Mauly, then? He's suddenly become
deaf as well as blind and silly.”

“Really, my dear fellow =

U Well, I spoke to you twiee, and you
didn’t trouble to answer.”

“I'm afeaid you've spoiled it now !”

and looked round

exelaimed Lord Mauleverer, in a tone of

annoyance. “It's a pity yvou couldn’t
keep guiet for a few moments longer,
my dear fellow.” -

Johnuny Bull stared at him.
“Bpoiled all what?”
“Well, not exactly spoiled, but inter-

rupted. 1 was reading Wharton’s
thoughts.”

“You were whatting Wharton's
what ?"

“Reading his thoughts, my dear
fellow. T have been looking through a
paper by Sir Oliver Lodge and .Conan
Doyle on the subject of thought-reading,
and all that sort of thing. It’s very
interesting. 1 was reading Wharton's
thoughts when you interruptad me.”

“Don’t be an ass, Mauly!”

“Really, my dear fellow——."

“Well, if you've been reading
Wharton’s thoughts, lat’s hear what
they are. He’s been sitting in that

chair as solemn as an owl ever since
Bolsover and his asinine deputation
cleared off. Wharton’s cogitations
wught to be wvaluable. What was he
thinking about #?

“Well, to tell you the truth, I don’t
know.” - .

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Harry Wharton flushed a little, i

“I think Mauly would find it jolly
difficult to tell you all what I was think-
ing about.”

“Oh 17 .

“Tor the simple reason that T wasn't
thinking about anything; and,. anyhow,
if I—— My hat! What’s that?”

Thump, thump, thump !

There was a regular volley of kicks
and thumps on the study door, and
Jobnny Bull leapt across the room and
turned the key.

Tug MAGNET LiBrRARY.--No. 630.

. A Grand School Story appears in

This
Weelk’s

“GEM.”

~ The next instant Billy Bunter rolled
H}tn the study, and- collapsed on the
oor,

“Halo! What’s up?”

““Oh-h-h !” groaned Buriter.

The e¢hums of ithe Remove crowded
round the fat junior anxiously.

“What’s the matter, Billy " exclaimed

“The—the masked man!"” hissed the
Harry Wharton. * Arve you il "

Owl of the Remove. “He’s—he’s here !
Quick ! Shut the door! Lock it! Bolt
1t! Barricade it !” '

“What?”

“Daon’t ask questions !” roared Bunter.
“Barricade yourselves in!  We shall be
murdered in cur beds if you don’t!”~

“But we aren’t in bed, you idiot!”

Billy Bunter crawled up from the
Aoor and sat down in an armchair
which Johnny Bull dragged forward for
the purpose. -

“We're in deadly danger!” hissed
Billy Bunter. “The masked man has
been in Study No. 717 |

“What 7"

“He held a pistol to my head !”

“Good  heavens!” gasped Harry
Wharton. *“Ave yon telling the truth,
Bunter, or are you romancing ?”

“It's Gespel truth!” grunted Billy

Bunter. " As sure as I'm standing
here !”
“But you're sitting ‘here, you fat

dummy !” growled Bob Cherry. ~ “Come
on, let’s have the story! It's no good
getting excited now! You're quite safe

| here, whatever may have happened.”

“I—I was gitting in my study all
alone, when the masked man sprang in,”

“Goon!”

“' Hands up I” he said.” * Your money
or vour life I’ ™

“Bure 1t wasn't * Your money or vour
wife 7’7 said the facetions Bob. Z

“Dry up, Cherry!” growled
Wharton. “Don’t rag Bunter now.
He's evidently had a fright. Go on,
Billy L Let’s have the whole yarn !”

“* Hands up !I” he shouted. * And shell
ownt all your food and money!"”

“Well 77

“Then he clapped a pistol to my head,
and what eould I do but comply with his
demands? I was in exactly the same
predicament as Gossy and  Mrys.
Mimble,”

“But they had some money,” said
Frank Nugent. ‘“What did he do when
he found you hadn’t any 7"

Billy Bunter blinked at the chums of
the Remove.

“But I did have some !” he grunted.
“I had to hand over all the postal-orders
I've received just lately.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Really, you fellows, there’s nothing
to laugh it. I swear on my honour as
a  Bunter the masked man has been in
my study, and has gone only a minute
or so."”

“Why didn’t you follow him or raise
the alarm ?”

“He said if T moved away from the
corner for five minutes he would shoot,
How was I to knew that he wasn’t
waiting in the passage for me?”

v H!m Ei?

“Fortunately, there wasn’t any food
in the place. I offered him— er--T mean,
he had a look at an old tin of sardines,
but he wouldn’t touch that.”

“What sort of chap was he 7

Billy Bunter paused to think,

“Well, surely vou must know whut
sort of man he was. Was he tall?”

“Yes, very.”

“Did he have a blue suit on-and a soft
hat?”

“He—he might have done.”

“Well, couldn’t you see, you
dummy 7% '

Harry

fat

!

pecting a  postal-order,

Price 1id. Crder Now.

“He had a sort of cloak on, but I
think he had a blue suit on.”

“Oh, my hat, this information et
much good ! Quelchy must be teld
about it at once. Just scoot down to séo
whether he is about, Bob, old man!”

“Right-ho !>’

Bob Cherry flew out of the study, and
the chums waited anxiously for his re-
turn,

““Oh, this has made me feel so faint ¥’
gasped DBilly Bunter. *“Can yeou give
ine a tart or a picee of cake—something
to go on with??’ ,

“All right, you fat toad!” laughed
Harry Wharton, *“We've pgot a cake in
the cupboard. Just. hand 1t out,
Franky !” :

Frank Nugent placed a big plum-cako
on to the table, and Billy Dunter drew
his chair up and set to. The cake rapidly
disappeaved, but before he could con-
sume the last slice Bob C_,herrf bouuced
intci the study with Mr. Quelch at his
heels. - - .

“What is all this about?”’ asked the
Form-master. * Bunter, I understand
that the masked man has paid a visit to
you i Study No. 7, Is that right?’

“Yes, sir. He came into the study
whilst 1 was there by myself, and he held
a pistol up to my head and took all my
nroney from me,”-

“*Good heavens, boy! What a dreeads
ful experience for you to go through.
Apart from threatening you, did he do
anything else?” .

“ N-no, sir; but it’s jolly bad luck on
me to have all my money taken from,
me. I only received the postal-order
this morning. I was from one of my
titled relations.”

There was a snigger from the juniors
present, They knew all abhout Bunter’s
postal-order. Tt had whiskers on it many
terms ago. Billy Bunter was always exs
but 1t never
turned up.

“How much was the postal-order for,
Bunter?’ said Mr. Quelch somewhat
eharply, He, too, knew all about that
pestal-order.

“I think it wasg for five pounds, sir.”

“A five-pound postal-order!”” said Mu.
Quelch.  **Nonsense, Bunter. I have
never even heard of a postal-order for
five pounds. -Do you mean five shil-
lings?"

“I—1 forgot to look, sir. I only
just glanced at it; but as I was expect-
ing a postal-order for five pounds {rom
one of my titled relations, I thought that
that was the ane.”

“Don’t talkk such rubbish, Bunter!
Tell me. now, how long ago was it since
the masked man was in Study No. 77"

“It is more than ten minutes now,

siv,””  said Harry Wharton. “ Bunter
says the man made him stand in the
corneir of the study for five minuntes

whilst he got clear. Directly tha five
minutes was up Bunter dashed in here.”

“Ten  mmutes!” muttered — Mr.
Quelch. “Ten precious minutes have
been wasted. The scoundrel must still
be in the schocl buildings, as we have
the entrance-doors guarded by prefects.
There 13 also a police-inspector from
Sectland Yard in the school grounds,
The man cannot get away!”

“Gooad, sir!” .

" You boys are not to run any absurd
risks. 1If the villain threatens anyone
with fircarms he is to surrender himself
immediately.  Dr, Locke will have no
tragedy enacted at Greyfriars by foolish
ardour on the part of the pupils.”

“ But if we all tackle him, sir?™

“Not even then,” said M  Quelch
firmly. *“The man cannot possibly ce-

cape now. The whole school is sur-
rounded by masters and prefects, and
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Two men were siruggling fiercely in ope another’s arms, and one of the eombatants was a police imspector ! “Come
along !’ cried Harry Wharton. “ Back up, Eemove !”> The juniors dashed down the drive in the direction of the
struggle. (See Chapler 7.)

Mr. Prout is stationed on the road with And Mr. Queleh left the study and eonfined te their studies. It didn’t seem

]1i5 seatter-gun.”™

clasedd the door behind him.

good enough.

“My hat!” “My hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. “Why can’t Quﬁh h},r let us jom 1 the
“Now, Buinter. my boy, have vou any | “This is a funny sort of morning. | man-hunt outside?” growle '« Wibley.
further information 1‘r|h|£1’1 I can convey | Blessed if it am't!” “What's the use of hmviu;_; it to a ci'nwd

to Inspeetor Wilton of Scotland Yard?” “Well, get rcady, yvou fellows. We | of m..l:stn:::t::. and prefects?”
“Yes, eir; the man satdd that he was | had better arm ourselves with ericket- “Simply offering the masked man his
living mm the crypt, and I am to take [ stumps. Cot them out, Franky, whilst 1 | freedom!” grunted Dick Rake in ye-

him some food tlnq afternoon.’

go and warn the rest of the studies.”

sponse.

“hat sounds like a blind,” murmnred | '“ Rigat-ho, Harry! Go ahead!” And so when Harry Wharton arrived
Mr. Quelch.- ** 1t 15 not likely the villain And Harey Wharton hurried along the | with the exciting news, his annqunee-
would veolunteer such vita! imfermation | Remove-Faorm passage. ment was received with cheers and gunch
if it were true. He would be L-E-rtﬂin jubilation.
thni a wau_h uuuld be made at once.’ —_— l “Not go much noise!” shouted Mr,

“*Rather, sir!”’ said Harry Wharton, Queleh from the end of the passage.

“Naw, ﬁhmtnn vour can notify all THE SIXTH CHAPTER, “Will you keep quict, Redwing? Yeur

the members of th-t1 Hemme that they
may leave their stedies 1 order to 5&&1Lh

Found Qut !

shouting may be heard by the man we
are searcoing for, and he meay ezcape in

e e hoel building. They are on ne R. QUELCH stood and watehed | consequence 1V
account to leave the hmhluw itself, If tlie scone as the Remove Form The shouting and hubbub subsided
anyone disoheys that orvder he will be fellows streamed out of their | somewhat at this, but Harry Wherton

very severely punished.”

“Right, six!” .

‘*As for you, Bunter, you had better
rort 1N vour own study.  You have been
through a very trying tmw and now you
must have complote rest.’

“All right, siv,” said Bﬂl:,’-’ Buntexy.
“Aay T go down to Mrs, Mimble's for
4 rnjch”’

“{lortainly net, Bunter!  Anyway,
the achoal shop is closed for the present
whilst Mrs. Mimbla is recovering from
Ler very unpleasant esporicnce.”

| They did not quite approve of being |

studies 1into the passage.

Harig Wharton had hurried along
from one study to another and briefly
told the juniers that Bunter had been
held up in Study Neo. 7, and it was be-
lieved the masked man wus etill in {he
schaol baalding.

“Tarn out!” eried the captain of the
Remove. ““ Mr. Quelch says the place
ia to be searched.”

Mest of the juniers weve beginmng to
et fed un with the merning’s inactivity.

was bombarded wilth questions,

“Now, then!” shouted NMr, Quelch
“Bilenea everywhere! A masked man
is believed to be in the school lmildin;ﬁ
A gencral search will be made by tho
metmbers of the Remove. In the event
of any boy coming across this viflain no
foolhardy action must be taken. The
man is believed to be in pessession of
Brearms, so if he is found an alarm 18
at once to be ruised. The man is net
likely to fire on &’ whole group.”

THE MaGNET Lirsny.—No. 630,
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Soma of the more nervous members
of the Remove trembled a httle at Mr.
tiuelch’s words, MThers were certainly a
few boys not anxions-to comoe faee to
fuce with the masked muan.

“ Why don’t they call out the troops?”
sa1d Stott. _

“0Or the police?” added Snoop. Why
should we be expected to do their dirty
work for them? My people don't pay
my fees for that sovt of thing!”

“ Nor mine "’ growled Stott.
“Blessed scandal, T eall it!”

“Now, every second of time is
valu;:hle.l”lnried Mr. Quelch. ““Many
precious minutes have already been lost,
and the man may have been able to
make good his cscape!”

“We're all ready, sir!" said Harry
Wharton

“Very well, then, my beys, vou may
start. You mus{ explore the whaole
building.”

“Hurrah !”

The Removites dashed away in every
direction. Harry Wharton & Co. kept
together, and made for the corridor
above them.

- They started at the end study, and
Bob Cherry flung open the door and
looked in. Two Fifth-Formers were
seated inside, and they locked up from
the books they wore reading with sur-
prize on their faces.

* What do you want?” snapped Hilton.

“Got any strangers in with you?”
cried Dob Cherry. “Mr. Quelch ‘wants
to know.”

“No, wou young idiot!”
IHilton. “Get outside!”

Bob Cherry grinned and slammed the
door to,

“ Nothing doing ! he laughed. -“Tli
try the next. Peérhaps the great Horace

RE)

Coker’s at home!
“Don’t rattle the dummy!” exclaimed
Frank Nugent. “He always rets very
touchy when he's called oni"
“Trust your Uncle Robert!” gaid Bob

growled

Cherry, giving Coker's gtudy door a

terrific kick, and then turning the handle

before the oceupant could possibly

answer the summons, ‘“Hallo, Coker!”
““What the dickens do you want,

you cheeky young swab?"” roared Coker.

The worthy Bob Cherry gave a
pleasant grin at the great Fifth-Former.

“Don’t get waxy, CUoker, old sport!”
he said.  “We're only asking for infor-
mation.”

“Eh? What do you want?"

“Have you got a visitor in
study 7"

“No, you idiot, T haven’t. Ile's just
gone a few minutes ago!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” roared Bob
Cherry. “Here we are, yvou fellows!
Right on the scent at the first kick-off !

The Removites crowded into Horace
Coker's study. ‘

“Have you heen held up, Coker?”
asked Harry Wharton.

“Of course I haven’t, you young fat-
heads! Who said that I had been held
up?"

“Well, you said you'd had a visitor.”

“Bo I have, and he told me how you
kids iu the Remove had been spoofed 1

“Eil?’?

“Temple's Lold me all about it,” ex-
plained Coker. “You kids in the Re-
move have got to sing small at Ilast.
You must give points to Temple over
this.” |

“ What 7"

“1 should have liked to have seen that
fat pig of yours being held up by a
spoof masked man. Ha, ha, ha! It was
a Jolly good wheeze of Temple’s!”

Tue MAGNET LiBrary.—No. 630.

your

| Harry Wharton & Co. oxchanged
clances. .

"My  giddy .aunt!” gurgled Bob
L!lun:r;;. " Bunter's yarn iz all tommy
rot !

" Spoofed v

b

spluttered Frank Nugent.
2, ha, La!” roared the great Horace
Coker. ““It must have been jolly funny,
and I think
hide somewhere and not come mviting
yourselves into other fellows’ siudies.
You've been properly done by Temple,
and now you can clear out!”

“Are  you rotting, Coker?” asked
Harry Wharton. * Ave vou sure Temple
told vou all that?”

“Of course T am!™ suorted Coker.
“I thought, by whut Temple said, all
vou kids in the Remove knew perfectly
well that you had been spoofed.”

There was a roar
Harry Wharton & Co.

“Temple!” cried Bob Cherry. *Those

rotters in the Upper Fourth!”

“Let's vo and scrag them!”

The Removites dashed out of Coker's
study, and tore along to the Upper
¥ourth passage.

“Steady ! cried Harry Wharton,
when they arrived outside Temple,
Dabney, & Co.’s study. * We've got to
rag them if Cloker's yarn's right: but
after all Coker may have been yarning,”

" Listen |” muttered Bob Cherry,

A roar of laughter was heard on the
other side of the study door, and Ilarry
Wharton held up a warning hand.

“This is one up against those Remove
kids!” eried Temple's vaice.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roaved the other cccu-
pants ot the study.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another with flushed faces.

“That’s proof - enough!”
Bab Cherry, * After them!™

Harry Wharton turned the handle.
and the Removites poured into the study
in a body.

“Hallo!” cried Temple.
dickens do you kids want?”

(4 Yﬂu !J-"!

“Another specimen of the Remove
manners, 1 suppose!” remarked Fry.
" You rotters never have the decency to
knock before entering, I notice!"

“Rats to that!” spluttered Bob
Cherry., “We've come for a reckon-
ing 1"

R _

* You've been spoofing Billy Bunter,”
said Harry Wharton, “and Quelchy has
swallowed the fat idiot’s yarn. He thinks
the masked man is in the school.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Serag them!" cried Bob Cherry.

“Oh, hear us smile!” said Temple.

*“Hu, ha, ha!” roared the members of
the Upper Fourth.

“You silly asses!"” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. *“We're going to have our
own back now!”

““Hands off !

“1 don’t think!™ said Franlk Nugent.
" 1f you bounders think we're going to
allow our worthy Iorm-anaster to. be
taken in by that sort of tormmy rot,
you're making a precious mistake!”

“Hear, hear!” cried the Removitaes,

“Come on!” exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton.. “Tackle 'em!”

The captain of the Remove darted to-
wards the leader of the Upper Fourth
and clutched him affectionately round
the neck. .

“Get away !" roared the great Temple.
“Rescue, chaps! Buck up!”

“Come on, Remove!”

Bob .Cherry made u dash for Phipps,
and Lord Mauleverer lent him a hand.
and the thrce went down with a crash.
Frank Nugent and Johnuy Bull tackled
Fry, and as Dabney cavght hold of

exclaimed

“What the

yvou fellows ought to go and

of anguish from
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Harry  Wharton by the legs, Hurree
Singh went to his leader’s rescue.

In a moment the study was in an up-
roar.  ‘Lhe threc parties went crashing
about in all directions. Phipps pained a
momentary advantage, and he sent the
worthy Lord Mauleverer flving inta the
erate, :

“BF gad!”
carl, with a howl. |

“Come on, Maulv!™ cried Bob.
got him1”

Mauleverer picked himself up from
amongst the tongs und poker and shovel,
and once more threw himself into the
fray. N

“Groogh!” went Phipps, as e found
himself lying on his back on the study
carpet, and the two victorious Removites
sitting on him,

“ Ragcue!” roared
himself out of Wharton's Zrasp
moment,

“1 don't think,

excleimed the schoolboy

£: I?\"l._}.-

Temple, twisting
for a

my worthy and
esteemed chump!”  exclaimed Hurree
Singh, in his weird English. And the
dusky nabob threw himself at the pant-
ing Temple once more,

Temple sat down with a crash.

“Oh, well tackled, Inky!” cried Bob
Cherry. “Ha, ha, ha!”

Temple gave a roar of anguish as his
head came in contact with the leg of the
table. -

”O‘W I'Fl

"I apologise to my ecsteemed and
worthy Temple,” said Hurree Singh. **I
didu’t mean to hit your ludicrous head
bumpfully.*

“ 0w, you black rotter !™

“Sit on him, Inky!" laughed Harry

Wharton. “We've got ’em beat to a.
frazzle now ! _
All the fight seemed to have left

Temple, Dabney, & (Co. suddenly, and
the spoofers were lying on their backs,
panting and puffing, with the laughing
Removites sitting on them.

“Now, then!” cried Harry Wharton.
“Do you give us best?”

f{Nu !-”

“Do you—— Hallo! Who is this?”

The study door opened slowly, and
Billy Bunter rolled in, and stood biinking
at the scene,

“Here’s our fat porpoise!” cried Bob
Cherry. *“You've just arrived in time to
see these Bounders get it in the neck for
spoofing vou, Dunter !”

“Bpoofing me?"

“Yes, you silly fat dummy! Your
masked friend was the worthy Temple,
and your yarn doesn’t count now 1

Billy Bunter gave a coungh.

“You can get all those postal-orders
back mnow,” laughed Bob  Cherry.
“You'll be able to stand us a feed on the
strength of it—I don’t think !

‘**Ha, ha, hal”

“Really, Cherry,”

grunted  Billy

{ Bunter, *‘that’s very good of vou! Was

—was 1t really Temple?"”

“Of course it was, you fat owl! Tt ia
only a dummy like you who could be
taken m hke that!”

Billy Bunter blinked angrily through
Ins big spectacles. A

“You rotter, Temple!” he said. * You
beastly bounder! You'd better hand
over all those postal-orders you took!
Come on! No hanky-panky! Hand ’em
over!"” .

“What?"

“It was nearly ten pounds, I believe,”
said Bunter. “As a matter of fact, I
hadn’t counted them up. Anyhow, we'll
call it ten pounds. Hand it over!”

Temple zave a roar.

“You fibbing fat toad!” he exclaimed.
“Do you mean to say I took any money
off you?™
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“Of course you did. Come en: hand
it over 1"
“Ts this true, Temple?” said Harry

Wharton, “Did veun make Punter hand
>

anything over 7"

Gl @ 1 course I didn’t " howled Temple
angrily. *“As though T would steal his
rotten money, even if he had any, and
that's not likely. The only thing I got
out of him was a necd of paper showing
the Remove had been properly dished,
diddled, and done!”

{‘]_']1-1?!:

*“And so you were!”
resuming the struggle. “ 1t was one up
for us, and now you kids can clear off 1"
112

“Make him hand over the money!

roared Temple,

cried Billy Bunter. “1T can tell you
pretiy  plamnly, Wharton, that I can't
afford to lose ten pounds hke that.

Besides that, 1t may have been more
than a tenner!”

“1 don’t believe a word of that,
fat rotter!” growled Harry Wharton,

“Really, Wharton, I—"

“But I do believe you'd write down
anything these bounders would dictate
to you. That's a dangerous sort of docu-
ment for our-friend Temple to have.”

“Hathel 1" eried the Removites.

“Are you going to hand 1t overguietly,
Temple?” said Harry Wharton.

“*No, you rotter!” A
“Then we shall have to take 1it! W here
18 147"

“Where you wan't find it in a hurry !”
roared Temple. * Leggo!”

“ Perhaps, & langhed Harry Wharton.
“(an you hold the bnumlm Inky#”

“Yes, my worthy chum,” replied the
nabob, I ecan m: mage the cesteemed
and ladierous Temple.”

Harry Wharton leapt to his feet, and
took a bottle of ink from the shelf.
Temple watched the procecdings, and his
face flushed with anger as he realised the
captain of the Remove’s intentions.

“T.ook here, Wharton!"? epluttered
Billy Bunter. “This isn't quute zood
encugh, vou knaw. * I tell you I've come
here to get my money back !

“Rats, Bunter! We don’t believe that
yarn, so you can get outside.”

Harry Wharton drew the cork from ths
neck of the mk-bottle.

“ Really, Wharton
“(Gret outzide, porpoise, or T shall peur

thiis ink down wyour neck instead of
Temple’s!”

liI

“Are you g-:::h]ﬂ'?'” exclaimed Harry

‘Whtutnn holding tha ink-bettle up. **Or

will you have a dose of this?”

Billy Bunter backed towards the study
door. .

“Look here, Wharton!” he spiuttered.
“T'm not jolly well going to put v

your beastly bullying! 1f—7”

“Tll count three,” interrupted Harry
Wharton, “and if you aren't in the
]1&554}&;‘& by then you’ll get this lot! One

i I#nl ¥y

“‘_er} e

Billy Bunter *"'IG“EIE‘L] nt the erim ex-

piﬁsinu in Wharton's face, and then
guddenly made up his mind. e rolled
across to the door, and the pext second he
was outside,

“Yah !

from the rest of the Removites.
“Now then Temple,” laughed Harry

Wharton, “w here will yon haye it?”
“Don’t you dare!” roared Temple,
struggling  fiercely in Hurreo Sulgh g

firm embrace.

"Hand the paper over!” demanded
Wharton. “T think T'll count three with
~you as well. 1t seems c¢iliggcious. Now

e ? e § 0 e © e € S § 5 € 3 S § 5 El“bi'“ l‘il‘l l"-!l".ﬁ-‘llm mem e l‘-'"‘-
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Cad!” he welled through 4the |
keyhole, and there was a roar of langhter |
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then, where's that votten Jdocument vou
got oulb of that fat fraud?”

“[ sha’n’t tell you! 22 _
““ Rizht-ho, old bean! One——"

“l.et me get- iy 1

id rli_ﬁ,ﬂ a3

“T won't tell!
mean, I will!?”

“Good ! laughed the
Remove. “Iland it over!
free, Inky!”

Hurree Siugh gave Tomple enough
freedom fo allow him to extract a picce of
tattered paper from his jacket-pocket,

“Here you are, you cads!” growled
the unhappy Temple.

Harry Wharton took the shoet from
him, and opened it out.

“What s 17" eried Bob Cherry.
it out, Harry, old man!”

shyvicked Temple,

I will! I won't—er—1

captain of the
Let his hand

o Ell"ﬂ:

No. 54.—SIDNEY JAMES
SNCOP

#

At one time one of the worst fellows

in the Remove, but now reformed.
Has a good cll.mua of becoming one
of the popular members of the Form,
but is, of course, despiscd by %umer
and Stott, the two cads with whom
he used to he so thick. He has a
splendid example before him in the
character of Harry Wharton, and
may turn out a good fellow in the
end., Study No. 11.

The t‘:alata'n of the Remave gave a grin

as he glanced at it, and then cleaved his
¢hroat to read aleud:

“*f Wearas 1, Willlam George Bunter,
Greyfriars Skool, hearby promis to
supplie you Hallo !
A ghrill, plercing  whistle
through the open study window.
Pheep, pheep, pheep, pheep, pheep!

“ A police-whistle I’ eried Bob Cherry.
“My hat! It's an alarm ™
The Removites and Upper Fourth-
Formers leapt up. Their differences were
forgotten in a fash.
»“Come on!” gasped Harry Wharton.
“It's outside! BSomeone wants help !’
The study was empty in a second, and

the rival factions were dashing down the

stone staircase, with excitement Hashm,g
their faces.
Harry Wharton was leading at t]"{'

hottom of the stairs, and he made for the
front hall at [ull speed.

What's that?”
soutided
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Pheep, pheep, pheop!

The police-whistle was going full blasf,
and its shrill eall could be heavd in all
divections.  Wharton arrived at the tep
ci the [ront steps pantine for breath,
and he gave a cry of am]uiﬂp at fhu
strange scene being enacled at the end of
the drive lending to the school rates,

Two men were strupeling hereely in
one anather’s arms, and one of the come
batants was a police-inspector !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Caught at Last!

HELEP, pheep, pheep !

P The inspector was bhlowing the
police-whistle as hard as he could,
and the man was making desporate

ﬂf'i orts to gain his freedom.

“Come alﬁng'” eried Harry
“Puck up, Remove !”
‘' Hurrah "
[he juniors dashed down the Jdrive m
the duection of the strugele. They were
all feeling a little puffed from the exer-

Wharton,

ticn of the f]htu. bance in  'Pemiple,
Dabney, & Co.'s study, but they st il
felt rveady ~for a further effort, and,

nothing dﬂuntud they dashed in to the
rescue of the police-1nspector,

The whistle had been dropped Ly now,
and as Harry Wharton arrived the in-
speetor turned round excitedly.

“ Come, boy, I'm—F'm——"

The nmputm vas evidently winded or
thoroyghly exhansted from the stifiggle,
for he suddenly seemed to ernmple up,
and collapse to the grovnd. His assailant
n,ppv'ut,d bewildered by his graod loviune
of a moment, but the sudden arvival of

Harry Wharton & Clo. by ourht him to his
SC11805,

He looked round wildly.

“Stand back ! he eried.

“Rats!”  roared Harmry  Wharton.
1; ( ‘ome on, Remove! ILook out! Catch
munt !’ -

Harry Wharton made a g ab at the
man as he dashed through the groap of
juniors, but the efiort was in vain.

“Don’t let him go!” cricd the inspeca-
trying to regain his feet, * After him,
lads 17

ll-e fugitive set off towards the elm
trees, and Harcy W h.utnn & Co. gave a
“hmnu as they -‘H]h* ian pursait,

“There he goes | panted Bob C]wu";r.
‘The seoundrel is m.:l-rng for the old
crypt !?

“KELIJ him  in sighi;l” cried 1lawry
Wharto.

For a momenf the man was lost o
sight as he ran through the avenne of hig
elm-trees, then sp cﬁ?ln]y ha wus ughted

again, and a hue and cry was ralsed by
the pursners,

Wk 1"{[ ]1111_, T4
“'llmm s (ossy !
cept him 17

Gosling, the old school porter
scen in the direet path the imnii\u Was

takmg. If Gossy only kept his hmd aridl
showed a litile courage, the man was
bound to find himsell headed off.  But,
unfortunately, Gossy’s ne erves had not re-
covered from his moming’s adventure
outside his lodge. 1In fact, Gossy was not
feeling at all courageous, atd as he heard
the hmq shouts, and look i:.-d up to see a
desperate-looking man dashing straight

U;

roared  Frank Nugent.

H#&'ll be able to inter-

. {.'mI}L! o

towards him, ﬂuﬂlmg gate a yell, and
tock to his hﬂiﬂ]ﬂ

“'Eln! “Elp!” he shouted. “Keep
the villain hl:arf' :

“Btop him, Gossy!” yelled Hairy
Wharton. “Sl:mp him !"

But Gosling wasn't having any. ' He

disappeared in a cloud of dust, and it wes
THE Magye?r L,IEIL.arv.-——T"-..n_ 6L
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left to the juniors to continue the pursuit
of the fugitive.

“He knows the erypt by the look of
1t 1" panted Bob Cherry.,  “There he
goes, the scoundrel !V

The man could be seen twisting and

dodging  between the piles of ruined
stones,  and then suddenly he dis-
appeared,

Harry Wharion & Co. continued the
- pursuit, and by the time they had
reached the old vnins they could hear

tne shouting and eclattering footsteps of .

olhers who had now joined in the pur-
yut,

“This was about the spot!” panted
Alarry Wharton, _

“Look, there's an old cellar there!
He's gone down there, 1 bet!” eried
Bob Cherry.

T'he chums of the Remoeve peered down
intn the gloom of a deep hole in the
ground. There were scure broken steps
leading down.

“This isn't the deepest eave,’
Irank Nugent. “I know this one.”

“Ilallo, here they come!" cried Bob
Cherry.

L'he police-inspector came panting up,
pid Wingate and Mr. Quelch arrived
pext, Then came about half a dozen of
the préfects who had been out all the
morning searching in vain for the masked

man.
Quelch.

4

said

“Wharton !”  eried My,
* Where 15 he 2"

“We think he's dodged down into this
sort of cellar, sip 1"

The crowd of prefects peered down.

“Shall T go in and yank him out,
sir 7" said Wingate, the captain of the
school fearlessly.

“No, certainly not, Wingate!” said
Mr, Quelch sharply, “I will have no
risks run. According to Inspector
Wilton here, the man is a very desperate
charaeter. Hallo, here is Mr., Prout!”

The Fifth Form master joined the
party standing amongst the old ruins of
Greyfriars. Mr. Prout was puffing and
blowing from his cffort of trying to keep
up with the pursters. He had a large
sporting gun under his arm, and he
looked very ferocious as he came up.

Mr. Prout, in his younger days, had
~been a fearless hunter of big game in
such places as the Rockies, and he was
never happier than when he had a gun in
his hands. His exploits in those bygone
days were wonderful affairs—according
to the romantic description of Mr. Prout
himself; but there was not a single
master or boy at Greyfriars who felt safe
when the Fifth Form master was near
with a gun in his possession.

“Where i3 he?"” gasped Mr. Prout.
“Where is he? Stand aside everybody !
I will wing him !”

Mr. Quelch turned in alarm.

“You must take great care, Mr.
Prout!” he exclaimed. “The fact that
therc are so many people around you
makes 1t very unsafe to use your gun.”

“ Nonsense, my dear Queﬂzh ' replied
Mr. Prout. ‘“ Where is the man? 1 will
keep him covered !V

“He went down there, sir!” laughed
Harry Wharton.

The captain of the Remove had seen
Mr. Prout do some extraordinary things
with his gun, and he realised that nobody
was safe within range.

“Huh!” puffed Mr. Prout. “He's
down there, is he? Very well, T will fire
a c;hai.rge and see whether that brings him
out.’
_ “Ha, ha, ha!”
- “You mustn’t shoot, sir,” said the
police-inspector, firmly but politely.
“We want the man alive. It is illegal
io shoot, and I cannot allow it 1"
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Me. Prout blinked angrily through his
pince-nez, '

““Nonsense, my good man!” he said.
“1 will bLring the dangerous ruffian
down. It is tite he was accounted for !
~There was a giggle from the juniors
standing around, and some of the more
nervous backed away slowly,

Mr. Qnelch gave a cough,

“I think the inspector's remarks must
be properly respected,” he said. ‘1t will
be a very serious matter if the man is
fatally wounded. In fact, it would be a
tragedy which must be avoided at all
costs, 1 ecannot think for one moment
that you will openly disregard his state-
ment. Such a course would not only be
iegal, but it is inhuman. The fugitive
appears to be cornered now.”

“T think it is all nonsense !™ rapped
aut Mr. Prout excitedly, raising his eun
to his shoulder. I will fire ono harrel
into the cellar. Stand clear !”

“Mr. Prout, I forbid you !

“ My, Queleh, T must ask vou to stand

astde. I am going to five! Now, then,
please—--"'
“Stop! For Heaven's sake don't fire,

mister [

A hoarse voice tang ouf from the
darkness of the cellar beneath them, and
the party stared in amazement. The
next moment the scared face of the fugi-
tive peercd up at them.

“Hands up!" roared Mr. Prout.

“ All right, mister!” whined the man.

“Put them up!” repeated Mr. Prout.

" Another step, and 1 will net be respon-

sible for what happens !
The man’s hands went up like a flash.
“All right, sir!” eried the inspector,
“T will put the bracelets on him 1"

" Very good.
while you do it !I" said Mr. Prout fiercely.
“Go along !

Inspector Wilten clambered down the
broken steps, and a moment later the
handecuffs were fastened round the man’s
wrists with a click.

There was a gasp of relief from Mr.
Quelch.

“Thank™ Heaven!™
“Thank Heaven that has been done
without blocdshed! Now, Mr. Prout, I
must ask you most earnestly to unload
that gun. I consider it dangerous.”

“Very good, my dear Quelch,” replied
the Fifth Form master. “I will soon

he said fervently.

unload it. I consider I was quite justi- |

fied in shooting. 1 feel very carnest
about 1t. T say I feel quite justified.”
Mr. Prout undid the safety-catch, and
unhinged the barrel of the gun from the
stock. The next moment he gave a
grunt of surprise.
“Good gracious !” he gasped.

“What_is it, Prout?” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch. *‘Is there anything wrong ?"

“Wrong !"” cried Mr. Prout. “ Wrong !
Why, I should say there is! My gun
was not loaded! I cannot account for it,
It 15 inexplicable !"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a roar of laughter from the
crowd, Even Mr. Quelch joined in, and
Mr. Prout’s face was a study,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Peal upon peal of laughter went up,
and even Mr. Prout had to smile at last
when he realised what good cause the
gathering had for its merriment,

The prisoner in Inspector Wilton’s
hands gave a shake of annoyance. :

“If I'd known that, mister,” he said
fiercely, turning to his captor, “I'd have
made a dash for it, blowed if I
wouldn't !

“Too late, my friend,” replied the in-
spector.  * You're wanted for a good
many things, I can assure you.

I will keep him covered

Are you

gowg to tell me where you've put the
stolen stuff ?*

“INo, 1 amn't!
can find 1t 1"

The langhtcr died away, and Inspectar
Wilton pushed the mun towards Mr,
(Quelch.

“Can T take the man along to the
headmaster’s study, siv?” he said. “1'd
like to telephone from there for a cab.
This man will be lodged at Courtfield
police-staiion for to-night.”

“Yes, T would have suggested that”
replied Mr. Quelch. “1 dare say Dr.
Locke would like to see hin:, And there
is the auestion of the keys and Murs.
Mimble's cashbox.  Perhaps if the man
can be persuaded to hand the stolen pro-
perty over, any punishment eventnally
meted ouf to him may be lessened if the
stuflf is returned.” s

“1 ecan’t vouch for that,” said In-
spector Wilton. *“Dut T don’t think the
man’s willing to reveal the hiding-place
of the property. He probably thinks of
returning for it after his release. Lead
the way, please, sir.”

And Mr. Queleh led the procession
back to the school building,

If you want it, you

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Recovered Property.

“é REN'T you coming, Harry?” -
| Bob Cherry turned to. the

captain of the Remove, as the
procession fell in behind My,
Quelch and the inspector and his eaptive.

“Half a second.” muttered Harry
Wharton., “I've cot an idea. Don't
clear off yet.”

“What’s the zame ?”

The chums of the Remove gathered

round Harry Wharton. "Most of them
woere anxious to see the prisouner taken
wto the Head's presence.  After all, they
had been to a lurge degree responsible
for his capture, and Frank Nugent, for
one, felt conscious that they were likely
to lose a certain ampunt of kudos by nos
being on the spot when Dr. Locke had
the particulars of the capture mads
known to him.

“We'd better fall in,” said Frank.
“Come along, Harry, old seout !”

“Half a minute! I've got an idea!”

“S8o have I, replied Frank Nugent.
“I've got an idea that we might get a
half-holiday given us by the Head when
he hears that we captured the scoundrel.”

“We should stand a much better
chance if we gave Dr. Locke the keys
sfolen from Gossy, shouldn't we?" said
Harry Wharton.

“But we haven't
dummy !

Harry Wharton grinned.

“No; and nor has that rufian we've
just captured.”

“Well 2"

“Well, T should sav it's a tem-to-one
chance on that the bounder has hidden
the stolen stuff somewhere in the crypt—
wouldn't you #”

“My hat!”

There was a cry of approval from the
rest of the Removites at Harry
Wharton’s suggestion. -

“You see,” continued the captain of
the Remove, “the man knew that he
wag cornered, so what would be the [irst
thing he would do?"

“Why, hide the stolen spondulicks!”
said Bob Cherry.

“‘That's what I think, for one,” con-
tinned Iarry Wharton., “And I think
we should be a howling lot of duffers if
we didn’'t make a search reund liere
before anybody else thinks of it.”

“Good egg "

“So come on, you fellows!” laughed
Harry Wharton. “I'vc got scme
matches,”

got them, vou
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“So have I!” exclaimed Bob Clerry.
“We'd better split up. We shall stand
more chance.”

The matches were rationed cut
between them, and one by one the
Removites disappeared into the varions
cavitics dotted about the ruins of the
old crypt of Greyfriars.

Greyfriars had once been a monastery,
and the monks of olden times had
elaborated a wouderful scheme of under-
ground passages and cellars. Some of
these had fallen i now, and a numbBer
of the passages were completely cholkead
up by fallen masonry ; but there was still
plenty of room left for a desperate man
to hide anything he desived. :

Harry Wharton ran down the steps
leading to the cellar the hunted man had
rone to earth in. He struck a mateh
and peered into the gloom of the vault.

“Work round quickly, Franky!” he
cried. “Keep vour eyes open for loase
bricks or stornes!”

“Right-ho! Hallo, who is that?"

A rminging cheer was heard from above
ground, and the two chums waited ex-

ectantly. A few seconds later and Bob
_herry’s cheery voice was heard.

‘“Hallo, hallo, halloa! Are you down
there, Harry, old scout?”

“Here we are !” cried Harry Wharton.
“What's-up?”

“We've got a find!” laughed Bob
Cherry, “*We've found (Goesy’s rotten
keys lying 1n the prass.”

“Good man!” eried Harry Wharton.
I thought there was somothing in the
idea. Carry on, there's a good chap!”

Bob Cherry went away whistling
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mernily, and Frank Nugent struck
another matech and walked slowly round
the vault. He gave a muttered ex-
clamation at last.

“Hallo!” he cried. “Come and look
here, Harry, old man!”

“Found it, Franky :

Harry Wharton stumbled across the
rough floor of the cellar and joined his
chum, who was pulling at a big, solid-
looking stone wedged into the wall.

“This looks as though it has been
interfered with  recently,” he zaid.
“What do you think 7"

Harry Wharton struck a second match
and peered up at the stone.

“By Jove!” he exclaimed. “ There's
no doubt about it. Leook! You ecan sce
somebody’s been lhitting it with ancthor
stone to wedge it in harder.”

“My hat, so they have!”

The two Removites dug their finger.
nails frantically into the crevice round
the slone, and very slowly the thing
began to give.

“Stick 1t, Harry !”

“Right-ho! She’s giving now "

The massive stone suddenly gave, and
there was a shout of warning from the
two jumiors as 1t crashed down on to the
floor of the cellar, Thervewas a clattering
noige as it rolled over and over, and for
a moment the boys were in darkness, as
the cloud of dust that arose put out the
matches,

“All right, Franky!” eried
Wharton, “I’ll light & mateh !”

There was a shout from Frank Nugent.
“Hurrah ! he welled. “1t's here!

Harry

We don’t want a light, old scout!”

IVEN FREE
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“What do you mean?” *

“I've my hand in the hale !” langhed
Frank.  “ Huerali!  This feels like a
bundle of money!”

"It must be the Courtfield post-office
money.,”

“My hat, yes!”

Harry Wharton struck a match at last,
and the light revealed the stolen properiy
safely tucked away in the cavity in the
wall, TFrank Nugent stuffed the money.
imto his pockets, and handed Ilarry
Wharton a large tin box.

“It's Mrs. Mimble's cashbox!" ex-
claimed the captain of the Remove.
“My, but this is a scoop for the Remove !
Come along [V

The two juniors dashed out into the
open again, and shouted loudly for the
remainder of the party. The juniors
popped up their heads from various holes
i the greound.

“Come on!” gyelled Frank Nugent.
“We've got it !”
_ There was a cry of surprise from the
juniors as they rushed up. ®

My bat!” exclaimed Johnny Bull.
“That’s jolly good if vou like! The
whole biessed lot in one place, and hardly
any trouble. Hurrah !

“Fall in, you fellows [’ Inughed ITarry
Wharton. “'This is wheie we call on the
Head !

“Not half !”

The excited juniors dusted themselves
down, and set off without any further
delay. 'They met small knots of Grey-
friarg fellows standing about watting o
=ee the Courtfield cab arrive in erder to
take away. the masked man, and to these
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tho Removites imparted the information
of their find.

News of their scoop spread like wild-
fire, and by the time the little party
found themselves standing outside D,
Locke’s study practically evervbody in
the school had heard 'the astounding
news,

“Now, then,” laughed IHarry Whar-
ton, “everybody ready?”

“What-ho ' said the
Cherry. “ Push in!”

The captain of the Remove rave a
sharp rap at the door, and Dr. Locke’s
voice rang out for them to enter.
~ The juniors erowded in with Aushed
faces.

worthy DBob

“Wharton." eried Dr. Locke, “what |

does this mean? Can’t you sce that I'm
engaged?  There is Inspector Wilton
here with his prisoner. Whatevor you
have to say can wait. Leave this room
at once! Now, then, my man, you say
you refuse to tell us where 'the stolen
keys are 2"

“ Ygs " replied the prisoner stillenly.

Bob Cherry had Gosling’s massive
bunch of keys in his hand, and he grinned
as he gave them a loud chink.

Their  rattling  rang through the
crowded room, and Dr. Locke turned
towards the juniors angrily.

“Wharton,” he cried, “I told you to
leave this room at once! How dare you
disobey my command !”’

“I'm sorry, sir,” said Harry Wharton.
“But we've some good news for you.
We've found the keys.”

“What ?* :

“Ilere they are, siy! Cherry found
them in the grass quite close to where
the prisoner was captured. Hold ‘em up,
Bob ! ' :

Bob Cherry held the keys up, and as
the prizoner.saw them he gave g mut-
tered oath.

“That’s not all, sir,”
Wharton, before the
“We've found Mys.

continued IHarry
Head could speak.
Mimble's cashbox

and-—"

“What's that?” roared the prisoner,
leaping to his feet. “You young
hounds have-——" |

“Bit down!”  smapped Inspector
Wilton, pushing the man back into the
chair. ' .

“And we've found the money stolen
from Courtficld post-office,” continued
Harry Wharton, “Tho man hid the
things behind a big stoue in one of the
cellars of the crypt. The place we
caught him in first.”

Inspector Wilton gave a gasp of aston-
ishment, as the recovered articles were
laid out on Dr, Locke’s desk,

The headmaster coughed. _

“I hardly know what to say, Whar-
ton,”” he said, *“I1t seems that you have
all been most astoundingly astute in all

|

your actions to-day. The inspector has
described to me how you went to rescue
him at the school gates, and how well
you ran the scoundrel to earth. He
would never have been taken if you had
not have kept him in view. You have
all proved yourselves a very great eredit
to the school——"

“Hear, hear!” said Inspertor Wilton.

“And I thank you froin the boftom of
my heart.”

There were a few silent moments in the
study, and the prisoner breke it by sud-
denly shaking the chains on his hand-
cuffs. The noise his action made sounded

| horrid in the ears of the juniors, and thev

'|

looked at the captive in zorrow,

&
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SILEN

T
STRIKE !

By
Frank Richards.

Order Early!
“¥You must go now, my boys”

the Head at last. *“1 shall have some-
thing to say about this later on,”

“Thank you, sir!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, *“Ceme on, you fellows!”

Harry Wharton & Co. treoped out of
the Head's study and went along to
No. 1 in the Remove Form passage,
where they had to relate to visitor after
visitor all the Head had said to them.

The hold-up at Greyfriars School had

been a very sudden affair, bul there

had been plenty of excitement whilst it
lasted, and the excitement had certainly
not done the chums of the Remove any
harm ! -

THE END,

(Another grand long story of Harry
Wharton & C'e, next week, entitled  The
Silent Strike !’ Order your copy of the
MagNET early. ) _ '

said

L

| of Greyfriars,

THE EDITOR’S

For Next Monday !

“THE SILENT STRIKE!®*
By Frank Richards.

> -

In this grand, long complete tale of
the chums of Greyfriars, we find that De,
Locke and Mr, Quelch are summoned to
London on business of an educational
nature, and Mr. Hacker is left in charge
| For a long lime past, Mr,
Hacker has considered that Greyfriars
was being controlled in quite the wrong

- manner, and as scon as the reins of head-

master are handed over, he endeavours.
to bring in his own pel schemes. Harry
Whazton & Co., in common with the rest
of the Remove, strongly reseni the silu-
ation created by the temporary Head,
anid m
“THE SILENT STRIKE '™

the whole of Greyfriars demonstrates
their dislike of the new routine.

HOLIDAYS.

It may scem early days to hegin talk-
ing of holidays, but you know how time
flies. No sooner is Christmas over than
comes the thought of Easter. There i3
& good lattle group of days at Easter,
erid if tihe weather is fine the country is
the place to spend them.

If the weather is fine. Pity., perhars,
Faster is not more centain. Fine holi.
days mean double holidays. But there
are occasions when the first holiday of
the year turns out all right, with bright
sunshine and blue skies. If this is tho
way of things this season, I supposs
many of my ILiverpool c¢hums will ba
making their way to New Brighton or
Blackpool.

If you live in Birmingham, you bike
down. to Stratford-on-Avon, and look
round the Shakespeare country, It is
wonderiul how pretty Shottery, and that
part, can look in springtime; and then,
whatever quarter you live, the &pring
somehow gives a new charm to the scene,
a3 we all know. It is like beginning
again. It is the same everywhere—up

{ north in Glasgow, down south in slee ¥

Sussex, where the hops grow, and the
woods are as fine as anywhere in the old
country,

llllllllllllllllllllllllllllll
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The funny film pictures of all your favourite
film funsters have made “FILM FUN"™ a
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THE SECRET or e SILENT CITY.

Our Grand New Serial.
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There came another violent pull at the rope which jerked the chimpanzee to the

very brink of the water.
desperate cut

Dick gave a ery and leapt forward. Then he made a
al the hemp with his knife. (See page 20.)

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Mr. Sherwell, producer of the Southern Film
Company, accompanied by his staff, set out in
search of the Silent City, which is situated in
the wilds of South America.

The staff includes Tom Ruackett, the
operator; Tubby Bouncer, a comedian: Dick
Grainger, Mike Rafferty, and Larry, three hoy
ehums ; two servants, Tung Wu, a Chinaman,
and Quambo, a nigger: alse three animals,
Augustus, an elephant, Wenga, a chimpanzee,
and Boris, a boarhound.

Mr. Sherwell's chart is incomplete, and he
las only a vague idea as to the position ef the
Silent City,

Augustus, the elephant, bLecomes trouble-
toine, and causes a quarrel between Tubby

Bouncer and Tung Wu.
(Now read on.)
T was so thick that it was im-
possible to see more than a yard
or two on either side. Mr. Sherwell
kept his eyes constantly on the compass,
for the rough native path was growing
motre and more Mdistinet with every step
they 'took. '

He: had just called a halt to take their
bearings more accurately when, with a
crash of broken ‘twigs and branches,
Augustus arrived ‘at the head of the
expedition. -

“Hi, hil Stop!” shouted all the boys,
for the great elephant was ploughing on
as though to shew the way himself.
" Stop him, Quamho !V

But there was no need for Quambo to
do anything. Augustus heard the shouts,
and stopped ‘of his own aceord. Indeed,
he pulled up so suddenly that Tubby
Bouncer, who had been taking his ease

A Startling Discovery.

HE path had hecome very sleep by
now, and the forest undergrowth

1

|

on the great beast’s head received the
jolt of his life, shot forward, and before
he could save himself was shding down
Augustus’ trunk.

“Hi! Ilelp! Yarroo!" he shouted.
“Bave me, you chaps!”

A shout of laughter went up from
everyone. As Tubby often remarked, a
fat man gets little sympathy.

Even Augustus was amused, As
neared the end of his trunk, the elephant
gave it the merest flick in the world, but
it was enough to send the stout comedian
Bpinninf like a ball into a great mass of
undergfowth a few yards ahead.

“Well done, Augustus!” laughed
Larry. “That'll teach him to make a
switchback of your trunk !"

“Faith, and I'm thinking it is a switch
forward he got!” said Mike. *“But
where has the haythen got to 7"

A mysterions silence had followed the
crash with which Tubby had fallen into
the bushes. Everyone expected to hear
loud complaints and groans—but there
was not a sound. Was he hurt? Had
the joke been too rough a one?

Dick jumped forward and ran to the
scene of Tubby’s erash. The pnext
moment he gave a loud shout.

“Hi, come here! Tubby’s gone—
there’s a big hole in the ground !

Kveryonc rushed to the place. 1t wwas
as Dick said. The undergrowth at this
spot stimply covered a hole in the ground
some six feet across, and how deep they
could not tell, for the bottom was lost
in black and mysterious gloom

“Give him a shou!, Dick!” said Mr.
Sherwell. ‘““Maybe he is hurt, but he
will know we are going to help him.”

“Hi! Are you there, Tubby?”

There was no answer,

Tubby

Three-halfpence. 17

| “Try again!” said the producer.

This time it was Mike who shotuted.

" Hi, Tubby, you spalpeen ! ho yelled,
“Are ye quite dead? If ye are, say so,
and we’ll fetch your corpse and make ye
well again !”

‘As though in answer to this encourage-
ment, far away in the darkness they
heard a sort of groaning reply.

“He’s alive!” cried Mr. Sherwell.
“Thank goodness for that, anyway ! Tha
thing is we must get down to him at
once !

Before anvone could make a sug-
gestion, Wonga, the clever chimpanzee,
had taken the matter in hand. Passing
the end of his long rope round a stout
tree-trunlt, he Aung the remainder into
.thel-. hole, und in a second was out of
s1ehit,

“One of you lads had hetter follow
him,” said Mr, Sherwell. “Tubby may
be badly hurt, and Wonga is none too
genile when he gets excited.”

“Let me go, sir!” eried Larry. “I've
got a torch here, and I'll shout up if
wa want any help,”

* All might, my boy ! Down with you !”

Flashing the torch as he descended,
Larry found that about ten feet from the
grouind the hole turned to the right,
something like a chimney, and, floored
with sand, descended at a gentle stope for
“another fifteen or twenty feet. At tha
bottom sat Tubby, who had roiled down,
and was far more scared than hurt. By
him stood Wonga, chattering and grimac-
ing, ecvidently telling the fat mans in
chimpanzee talk to pull himself together,
as no harm was done. -

“Cheer up, Tubby! 1It's all right!
We'll get yon aloft in no time!” said
Larry,

“1've broken every bone in my hody !
I'm dead sure of that ! grumbled Tubby
Bouancer. * My father alwavs said T was
a fosl, and I do believe he was right,
or I should never have come on this silly
excursion !V |

“What 18 that sparkling behind 7"
interrupted Larry suddenly. “My eye!
It's Aladdin’s cave we have tumbled
ito! Just look at {hat, Tubby !”

Larry flashed his powerful terch
around, and even Wonga gasped in
wonder, |

It seemed as though the whole place
was sparkling with myriads of diamonds !

They were in a huge cavern, so huge
that the end was lost in obscurity ; bnt .
from the walls, from the roof, from the
floor itself, the torch glave Wit up ten
thousand jewels, which glittered and
sparkled with every colour of the rain-
bow.

It was a wonderful sight! Tubby for-
gat his woes, and Wenga stared about
him with great, wondering eyes. Ouly
Larry had the presence of mind to shout
to the others to canie down,

In a few minutes Mr, Sherwell, Dick
and Mike, together with Tom Rackett
and his camera, were all in the
mysterions cavern, snd gazing at the
marvellous sight before them.

“Bhure, and our fortunes are made !
gasped Mike at last. “There’s enough
diamonds here to buy up ould Oireland
ten times over!” .

“I'm sorry to disappoint vou, Mike,”
sald Mr. Sherwell, “but I am afraid thig
is all more beautiful than valuable ! This
1s a orystal cave, boys—certainly the
finest I have ever seen, but there is
nothing valuable in it.”

“I guess it is worth a picture, sir,”
sald Tom Rackett.

“Rather! Can you manage it with
that new flashlight of yours?”

“Yes,” said Tom. “I'll set up
jigger, and you'll see how well
works !
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Whilst the boys went rambling about
the cavern and looking at the wonder-
ful crystals which clustered from every
pomt, Tom Rackett set up the stand for
his camera.

Needless to say, it was a machine of
tiie very latest pattern, and ftted with
varioug new devices and appliances which
had been invented either by Tom or by
Mr. Sherwell. Chief amongst these was
the new “ Lightning ” flash-lamp—a won-
derful contrivance which, casting a light
of 1mmense power, allowed perisct
photos to be falten in the darkest places.
licre was a splendid opportunity of test-
ing its virtues. |

“Look out, you fcllows!” shouted
Tom, as soon as he was ready. “I am
going to show a glare!” '

“Come along; boys!"™ answered Mike.
“Sure and ould Tom will be blinding us
so that we can't see our own eves.”

i R[‘ﬂdf_gﬂ IH

Tom turned on the switch, and in-
stantly the whole cavern was lit up with
a terrifio white light, which seemed to
enter every mnook and eranny. The
million facets of the erystals reflected
it in dazzling brilliance. Evervone in
the cave shut their eyes involuntarily—
everyone, that is, but Tom, who steod
by the clicking camera, shading his eyes
with his hand. Suddenly he pave a
shout, which mado them all jump.

“Guv'nor, look! By gum! What a
picture?” :

Instantly all eves were opened, and
indeed it was a piclure before them—
a picture such as no human eve had ever
_seen before.

From behind great crystal houlders,
from crevices in the walls, from un-
suspected holes and corners, strange
forms were crawling towards them, fasci-

nated and stunned by the sudd en,
searching light. ;
Hideous, toad-like creatures with

bloated cheeks and scintillating eyes ;
loathsome centipedes as large as rats:
disgusting, crab-shaped reptiles with
waving tentacles and atrocious jaws: foul
things which had lived since the making
of the world in noisome darkness—all
were crawling towards the dazzling light,
tho like of which they had never seen
before. Many were blind, vet this plere-
ing light geemed to penetrate their senses
like magie, and force them to appreach.

“For goodness’ sake let us get away !
gasped Mr. Sherwell. “Tom—Tom,
came away at once; never mind the
pictures !’

“Half a mo, sir!” answered Tom jm.

perturbably. “There never was such s
pieture taken before, and I am not gaing
to fiss it just for the sake of a few
creepy-crawlieg !

“Look—look at the water!” erjed
Larry. “It is alive—look at it, sir!”

At the far end of the cavern, unseen
antil the bright light of the lightning
flare shone upon it, was a large
pool, the Farther bank of which was lost
in the darkness.

Even as Larry was speaking they saw
the surface of this pool lashed into a
foam. Then, slowly arising from its
depths a dreadful head apocared, a head
with moving tentacles and two strange
eyes, at the ends of stalks like those of a

snail,
Slowly but steadily this head ad-

vanced towards the land, and as the
camera continued clicking the gruesome,
prehistoric reptile drew itself to land,
and, like the rest of the dreadful 1D-

“ What is it?” said Dick to Mr. Sher-
well, |

“Somo prehistoric beast,” murmured
the producer. “Y am afraid of it—it
means mischief !"

Indeed, the reptile looked az if it did.
The two eyes at the end of the waving
stalks roamed hither and thither, com-
prehending the whole party in their bale-
ful glare, and apparently undisturbed
by the fierce beams of the Lightning
flash-lamp.  With a short, waddling
stride 1t half-crawled, - half-walked to.
wards them, lashing its dreadful, scaly
tall furiously against the stones on the
cavern floor,

Suddenly it gave a huge and terrible

roar. -
Even Tom Rackett ecould stand it no
lenger, Switching off the light and whip-
ping the ecamera under his arm, he
followed the others in a mad dash for the
opening, and lighted by the flash of the
torches, they were soon clambering up
the rope which Wonga had originally let
down from the surface.

“My hat! That was a near shave!”
said Dick. “T shouldn’t like to meot
that gentleman agam!”

“¥iveu Tubby, he runnee!” grinned
Tung Wu, who had not ventured down.
“Me laugLea to see Tubby runnes!”

" Not so much of it " growled the fat
man. * You'd have been laughing on
the other side of wour face if you had
been down there, you Chink I”

“Anyhow, it 1s the first film ever
talken of a prehistoric creatnre!” said
Mr. Bherwell. “Why, if we went home
photo ever taken! Tom,
hero !

“"Yes; 1t was worth i}, said Tom,
with a glow of satistacfion. “1 bet
that'll lick seme of the American
startlers, Mr. Sherwell."

" Bejabers, what’s that $" cried Mike,
as a strange form came ambling to-
wards them from the jungle. *“Well,
bedad, if it's not Wonga, all dressed up
and nowhere to go!”

Indeed it was Wonga, very full of
smiles, and very proud of a new Stetson
hat which he was wearing at a rakish
tilt.  Ile was also brandishing a fine
silk handkerchief, and obviously felt him-
self quite the chimpanzee gentleman.

“ Whose is it 7" asked Sherwell.
me have a look !

Wonga, who understood pretty well
everything which was said to him.
stepped forward and handed over his
new hat with a flonrish.

Mr. Sherwell’s
looked inside it,
"¢ Walker, Chicago,”
“Who has an American hat?
have they?
Rackett?”
**No, sir; T don't like either American
films or hats,” said Tom.
“Where did you find it,
aslkked Dick,
friend. .
For reply, the chimpanzee led the way
to a little clearing a few vards farther
up the path. Suddenly Tom Racketi
leaped forward with an exclamation of
surprise, and pounced on a large wooden

vaiL arve a

]
face ‘grow grave as he
i read,
: No one,
Is it yours, by any chance,

he

Wonga 7"
who was Wonga's chief

|'bn:~:. Tearing it open, he gave ono
glance inside, and turned to My,
Sherwell.

“Films, sir! A reel of American
films!”

“That means there must be another

to-morrow we should have got the best

* Let

‘A Tip: Order Next Week’s “GEM ” NOW!!

“Yes, sir. Yook! These are torm
films they have thrown away as useless !”

*And this is a hat belonging to one of
the party,” said Larry, as he fingered
Wonga’s treasare.  “What does it all
mean ?”’

"It means thal we have the job of our
lives before us! Boys—all you men wha
ate here to help me-—this means that an
American film party are after the trail
of the Silent City. It means that we
have got to be the first, we have got
to beat them, we have got to sceure the
films of the Silent City for the Southern
Film Company. Are vou all ready to

| help me, and go through with it to the

end?”
“Rather!” was the answering shout.

ST &

ve'll show ’ein what we ean do!”

e —

A Terrible Disaster !

HE news that they were up against

l a rival party quickly spread

among everyone, There was not

a man in the expedition who was
not determined to beat the Americans
and get to the Silent City first.

Mr. SBherwell resolved to push en with
all speed, and before long the cavaleade
was well on the mave towards the outer
fringe of the jungle. Onece clear of the -
thick nndergrowth and bigger trees, they
began an upward aseent.

Augustus was in front, ready for any
emergency, should one arise, and near
him were Dick. Mike, Larry, and Wonga,
who preferred to walk a little rather than
ride. The chimpanzee had linked arms
with Dick, who was walking next to Mr,
Sherwell.

“Well, bowvs,” asked their leader,
“what do you think of your first film
expedition ¥

“It’s qust stunning ! replied Larry.

“ Bedad,” eried Mike, “I'm glad I
came, or I shouldn’t be here !

“opifiing, I call 1t!” put-in Dick., “I
wouldn’t have missed seeing those beastly
prehistoric thinzs in that cavern for
worlds!  And it will be jolly good sport
bealing the other party, Mr. Sherwell!
I bat we shall be first at the Silent City!”

“There’s certainly an element of sport
in 1t,” returned Mr, Sherwell; “hbut,
personally, I'd much rather we had no
rivals in this game. But it can't be
heiped. We're up against it, and we’ll
E“TE to oust the other company some-

ow,”’

“We're with you to the last ounce of
tcod and the last cartridge ! eried Larry.

“1 should think so !” echoed Dick.

“Begorrah ! said Mike. “If there's
ne other way of being first, T'll walk in
a dead man!”

Now that they were in more open
country the party conld see the rolling
plains on one side, whilst beyond towered
great mountains, On their left i was
becoming rocky, and the ascent was
getting steeper,

The boys caught the hoarse cries of tha
native guides and mule-drivers, and heard
the sharp crack, erack! of the whips as
the stubborn mules were urged up the
tortuous track. -

Presently a deep, reverberating roar
broke upon their ears as they toiled up
and up.

“What's that?” asked Larry of Mr.
Sherwell. ,

“Some mighty river far below us and
hidden from our view,” replied the
leader. *“ A pretty big volume of water,
teo, judging from the noise. When we'ra
a bit higher up. by that clump of treeg

habitants of the cave, approached the | filming company somewhere about | ahead of ns,”” and he pointed o a dark
light. | here!” said the producer. ' cluster of growth some yards ahead,
-
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“we'll camp for the night.
a good day’s march, .and we must pitch
our tents before nightfall.”

The prospect of rest and their fbrst
camp in the wilds appealed to the boys
tremendausly, and they were full of ex-
-cited mtercst as to what the night might
bring. |

When the ftrees were reached, Mr.
Sherwell gave the signal to halt and to
prepare camp. Then came a scene of
busy 'activity.

Augustus handled the tent that was to
serve the whites as a sleeping-room with
tender care. He carried it in his trunk
to the spot selected, and then Quambo,
with the help of Tung Wu, Tubby
Bouncer, Tom Rackett, the boys, and
"Wonga, tautened the ropes, and very
quickly the tent was erected.

Then Wonga made himself useful by
unpacking some of the utensils, whilst the
boys helped him lay all the places
reguired. !

Tung Wu, being an exeellent cook,
looked after the tuck, whilst the native
drivers and guides preparved their own
meals, Very soon a happy and merry
party were sitting round the camp-fire,
talking over the events of the day, and
vowing vengéance on the rival film
company,

Night had suddenly swooped down on
them. A silence, broken only by the
surging roar of the torrent far below, fell
on evervone. The bovs realised they
were indeed in the heart of the wilds.
Fach wondered what the morrow would
bring forth.

It was arranged that Tubby Bouncer,
Rackett, and Tung"Wu should sleep first,
anid that after six hours the three boys
and Mr. Sherwell should turn in.

Dick, Larryg and Mike sat close to-
gether, looking into the camp-fire, whilst
Mr. Sherwell, a yard or two off, was
dozing. Wonga sat cuddled up elese to
ick, with his coil of rope wound round
his shoulders.

Suddenly Larry bent forward and
looked keenly into the darkness beyond
the faint light of the fire. Instantly his
hand scught his revelver. The others
saw his action, and immediately whipped
out their weapons.

Driek had seen several small points of
gleaming yellow light—wicked- little
olints that were stationary for a few
seconds, then flickered here and there.

“Jaguars!” whispered Dick.

Almost simultancously with those
- words he fired right in front of him.

There was an angry snarl, and another
flash and report. '

“They're on us!” yelled Larry and
Mike, springing up.

Then there followed a scene of con-
fusion. Mr. Sherwell, waking from his
doze, at once realised the danger. and
sang out orders. But the boys had no
ears. They were keen with excitement,
and meant to kill a jaguar.

* Look out " shouted Larry to Mike. as
a big jaguar loomed out from the black-
ness and secmed about to spring.

Larry leapt out into the darkness, firing
as he sprang, Mike followed close an his
heels. " Together both bays dashed madly
in pursuit of the beast, rushing on with-
ont a thought of danger towards the

edge of the precipice, e
- “PBegorral!” eried
“ Begorra, Larry, me boy !
the precipice !”

But .Lﬂ-r.'r'y rushed on, erving cut that
the wounded jagdar was in front, and
must be slain, :

“Then both boys ran on, firing some-
what at random as they went. Far
below they heard the thundering roar of
the mighty torrent. But the warning
noise fell en deaf ears.

* Suddenly Larry  stumbled and fell.

Mike suddenly.
Look out for

We've done |
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Mike made a desperate effort to steady
him, but failed.

The next instant, with a ery of terrcr
and despair, Larry toppled over the edge
of the abyss!

- The Rescue of Larry.

66 ELP! Help!” shouted Mike,
-rushing frantically to the edge

of the precipice. “ Come here
quickly, all of you! Larry has
fallen over!”

Aroused by his cries, Mr. Sherwell and
Tom Rackett rushed up, followed closely
by Dick. In a few words Mike told the
others what had happened.

Dick threw himseﬁ on the ground and
peered over the edge of the precipice into
the darkness. Not a sound was to be
heard, save the wind howling through
the canyon and the rushing of the waters
far below.

“Larry !” he shouled, “Hi! Are you
there, Larry?”

No answer.

Myr. BSherwell shook -his head and

turiied to Tom Rackett.

- "1 am aftraid it is hopeless,” he said.
“Une can't see in this darkness, but |
should say there is a full of a hundred
feet or more.” '

Just at this moment Quambo arrived
ont the scene, with Wonga riding on his
back.

“Poor Massa Larry !"” wailed Quambo.
“Him killed quite dead! I lub him
g0 1"

“Don’t make that noise,” =aid Mr.
Sherwell. “We sha’'n’t hear him if he
should call up after all. Ilallo, Wenga!
What are you un to?”

But Wonga was teo busy to make even
his usuasl chattering reply. He had
slipped from Quambo’s back, and in a
moment bad lashed the end of his rope to
a jutting piece of rock. Then, with the
conlidenee born of his native jungle, he
lowered himself over the precipice and
disappeared into the darkness below.

“He has found somethimg,” muttered
Mike after a while. “Did ye see the
rope Jerk? Bejabers, I'd give my eyes
to see young Larry safe again !

The rope strained and jerked once
again, and presently the chimpanzee's
head appeared over the edge. . He was

| chattering with excitement, and began

to dance with glee as soon as he had set
foot on top.

“He’s found Lim!"” cried Mr. Sher-
well. “Look! What has he got on his
back 7"’

It was Larry's bandolier—the bancdoliey
which he had hurriedly slipped on at the
chance of shooting a jaguar.

Wanga was trying as hard as he eould
to talk. His wrinkled face was wreathed
in smiles, and he was so full of joy that
nln one could doubt but that Larry was
alive. 2

“Me know what Wonga say!” grinned
Quambo. -“"He say Massa Larry all
right. Me go down and fetch him up!”

“Good old Quambo!” eried Mr. Sher-
well. ‘" Here's Tofm Rackelt with some
more rope. Take 1t down with you and
tie 1t to Larry. We will hold the' other
end and pull him up.”

The negro lowered himself over the
edee. Wonga leaped on his shoulders,
and the couple descended on their errand
of rescue.

“Wait a manute |7 shouted Dick.,  *If
Larry 1s alive and well, give the rope
three jerks. If you wani any help, give
four. Seel”

“Me savvy!” Quambe.
“Me no fool!”

“One!” eried Mike suddenly, as the
rope  was suddenly pulled violently.
“Two! Three!”

answered
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Everyone stood breathless.
remained slack, '

~ “Hurrah!” yelled Dick and Mike.
“Larry 1s sgfe!”

Suddenly there was a long, steady pull.

“He is ready for us to haul,” said
Dick. ‘““Now then, all of you! Come on,
Tubby, throw some of vour fat into it!”

Fager hands puolled Larvy into safety,
and Mr. Sherwell gave him a drink of
hot tea from his thermos flask.

“Good lad!” he said.. “Thank good-
ness you are safe and sound!”

'The rest of the night passed in quiet.

Mr. Sherwell was the first to rise next
morning.

“Now, lads,” he exclaimed, ‘“let us
get down to the water! We must reach
the bottom of the canyon beiore the day
18 out, Strike camp!”

The rope

Adventures ofi the Trail.
ONCE mote the long cavalcade was

on the move, making slow but

sure progress to the ravine helow.

Augustus showed delight as they
approached the water, for he felt more
at home when passing through the jungle
than he did in the heights and plains.

Larry, Dick, and Mike were in front
with Mr. Sherwell and Wonga, whilst
Tubby Bouncer, perspiring freely, lagged
a httle behind with the Chinaman.

Tom Rackett was busy as usnal with
his camera, keeping an ever watchful eye
for filming scenes and incidents. -

As the party progressed the river
changed graduvally from a raging torrent,

‘broken by many a rapid and fall, to deep

but still waters,

“Mind how you go, hoys!” shouted
Mr. Sherwell, as Dick and Larry began
to get ahead. *“*Whatever you do, don’t
fall into the river.”

Just as the leader spoke Dick, who
for 2 moment had been standing peril-
ously near the edee of the bank, sud-
denly gave a cry and sprang aside, whilo
Wonga leapt into the air and, with extra-
ordinary agility, swung himself on to a
low tree-branch.

This activity was enforced by a quick
and unexpected lash of a dark, scaly tail

that had flasH®d from the water and only

just missed Dick and Wonga by a hair’s
breadth.

“CUrocoddes ! gasped Larry.
look !”” ke shouted.
ing with them!”

“Keep away from the edge of the
stream, boys!” shouted Mr. Sherwell.
“If one of those tails caught any of us
we shouldn’t have tiine even to say our

22

“ Look,
““The river is swarm-

prayeis ! -
Boris had begun teo bark loudly and
protestingly. It was evident that he

didn’t like erocodiles. Wonga, by way
of protest, was chattering and grimacing
and shaking one of his fists towards the
river, while with his other han8 he still
held on to his branch.

“1 guess I eould get a line lm of these
crocodiles,” put 1 Tom Rackett, who
was itching to be ai his “movies.” *“I1
think I shall make a sheort reel of it.
Nothing's gomng to escape my camera
if T can heln 1t.”

Just at that moment Wonga all unex:
pectedly leapt fram his branch, and as
he sprang through mid-air struek Tubhy
Bouncer, who was nearest to him, full
i the face.

“You chimping chimpanzee!” yelled
Bouncer, whilst all the others laughed in
chorus. My hat!” he continged, point-
ing to Wonga, who had now landed on
the river’s edge.  “ What eover is the
heathen doing?”’

Like hghtning Wonga uncotlea the
rope which wuas wound i¢ nd his neck,



 reptile’s jaws.

FILM
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and the next instant, with extraordinary
accuracy and cunning, he had thrown the
looped end towards a huge black snout
of a crocodile lying motionless near the
bank with open mouth. It was a perfect
throw, and ‘the noose encircled the

‘.Elldﬂ_ernﬂy the crocodile lashed round
and dived. . The rope tightened with a
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“By gum!” eried Dick.
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Wonga was chattering and grimacing,
immensely pleased with himself, and was
hauling away at the rope, which had
slackened again, when there came another
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violent pull which jerked the chimpanzee
to the very brink of the water. * -
Dick gave a ery and leapt forward.
Then he made a desperate cut at the
hemp with his knife, The severed end
disappeared into the water. .. '
( There will be another grand instalment of

this splendid serial next week. Order your
copy EARLY.) - : 5o
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