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LORD MAULEVERER TAKES IT EASY!

(A diverting incident from this week’s long comp’ete story of Harry Wharton & Co., inside,)
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Greyiviars seces Horace Coker:

“COKER’'S BRAIN-WAVE ! ™"
By Frank Richards.

N cutting a striking figtro. Tlor ace |

15 . congqueror by h::r’:emmanmnr

He always feels ‘he has it in him to do?
splendid things., But how oiten oni

waking from these dreams of porsonals
aggrancisement does the mighty Coker:

find himzelf side-slipping? We see in

next Monday's amusing story the curious:

tactics adopted by Coker in ordey to
induce Blundell to lef him play in ihe
Fifth Form cleven. Coker imagines the
strong hand will do it.
He hits Blundell, but this is taking the
bull by the horns with a vengeance, No
bull permits such liherties, even from a
famous toreador,
it eannot, be expected that a fellow Like
Blundell will allow even the stronuous’
anel dhauntless Horgee to * come it over
him ™ in this style.

COKER THE CORKER.

It mayv scem ailid, but there it i3, Blun-
#lell is not at all faveuwrably tmpressed
with the methods of Coker, and as dis-
play of force and shock taelics prove’
abortive, Horace has recourse to different
means.,  There s “ another way,” as the
cookery book says. Talking of cookery,
this is not the Grst “hash ”

ameans. What his further programme is
you will see when you pick up next
week’s splendid number of the MagNET.
‘Coker’s policy is deep and subile. He
has a- brain, You might not think it,
but this 1z o fact, Meonday’s story rip-
ples with laughter, but it has some ox-
tremoely sgerious mowents, also, just as
muakeweight. Look out for a proper
treat.

e

“A MARKED MAN!*

In the coming issue of the MacNET
vou will find the wind-up of Hedley

wmeott’s serinl, which has secorved a suceess |

as marked as the chief character. We
hear more of the wireless ray,
the farious strogele of wits between
Jim Blakeney, Jack Drake, and Ferrevs
liocke, and their opponents,
Bleck, Ronald Bwaveller, and the prige-:
lrss Eang of desperadoes. The climax
presents as pretty a fight as could be
wished, and the ecurtain is rung down
on o dramatic sitoation which lTeaves
you =omcething to think abeut. For, in
the culmination, as throvghewt o well-
writen and engrossing varn, il is nol
st the oxpected that happens. This

svlal earrwes the interest at feveor heatl §
tape, and vou lind:

right. bang up to the

vowr=ell wishing for more of the zame
Hrand,
‘OUR NEW SERIAL.
And that brings me in the  natoral

: of ™A
I have been fortunate

—-No, 35,

ovder of things o the sueceszar
Marhed AMan.™
Ty MAGKET LABRARY .-

He is rmistaken. 9

and in the same way |

manufac-
tured by the indomitable Horace by any

r

| of much which the

and of }

Tiger §

of 1the Maener dated February 8th,:
| vou will, T feel certain, admit no 'Imtf(:]‘
cholee (mllnl have heen mude. :
“THE YELLOW CLAW ! ** |

By Heiley Scoit. i

What, the Yeollow law? TIs this:

.
I=

a romance of the flowery land and the!

slim Chinks? Well, not exactly, but it;
manages (o hit the mark “for rare mysti--
lication and elosely-packed incident. The:
writer has selected a theme which s,
linked up with detective work and the
stage, and hy deft blending of two sub-
jecets which have a fazcination for every-
hody, he has woven a pIﬂt second to
none we have ever had in the pages of
the Maaxer. Say what you will, the,
stage and its story always prip. It is’
not merely the glare of the footlights:
andd  the Ilghh-l stle of the Thespian.
calling, There "is something else, The:
theatre is really the outward ecxpression

and feels. "Yon go to the playhouse to;

Fget inferpretations of life, and to learn’

of the genunine meaning of the waorkl.

Frankly, I admire the treatment of the:
theatvical side of things by Mr. Seott.

He writes of what he knovws, for he, ke
many of -his weld-drawn characters, ‘has
roamied the land in the train of mummers
whoze art signifies such a lot to ns all,
Laok out for the start of © The Yellow
Claw 17 '

A “SLANG ' SUPPLEMENT !

Therve has been a great -ameount of per.

plexity about slang of late, Hosts of
rf'l *"" %‘W"’#"*‘f#‘ﬂfﬂ"ﬂ 'l'.'ii'l' I-i i«l

Far Full Particulars see this week’s

Every Friday 2d.

: T 3 . | i .'J

tease ave not properly understood,

4 ment:

| signilicanee of slang.-
I number,

1 colunin—and a half, about the
| the propricty of almu, words,
woirds are needed.

; ; - T agree with me.
enongh f0 secure.a frosh sorial from thef |

| pen of the satne author, and when you

} read the opening chapters s the issue
EXT weck’s noteworthy yarn of : 5 !

heaps
Fminded folle will have none of it—not at

vhole country thinks |

=

1is what wyou

1 Brorothy

1 shaws, as it wers.

new and expressive words which fit the
o
this veason Tharry Wharton & Co. sail
in on Monday with a trim little supple-
of the “WGreyfriars Herald,” in
which there will ‘he explanations of the
Jt is a tﬂl‘rlllnrr
take my word for it. If space
s0 fear nothing—
hore, . say a
value and

Thiese
My, Frank Richards,
whe is a masicr of the language, xwm_llnl
He is out of town’ at
the moment, hut T am sire of what '}
advance. The stang word of yesterday
as become the veapected and well-recog-
mised tevm of to-day. A word pops ifito
the language, andl some people take it
up antd ask 1t to "i}_']-l'_'.'l'l-f’]_ a week-end, But
of stodgy, —ulra-conservative-

e rimitied—it doss not, :
ek eld i
I would add somethin

the stavt. ‘Then soddenly, one line diy,
you findl ‘the voeahularic stranger being
admritted to the most classy Hmhm and
treated as a, wdleome guest. - You will
ba ‘thoreughly mtberested in next week's
handling of slang words and ‘how to
manage them, ete, It 15 top-hele.

—

HOBBIES AND WHAT NOT !

Nowaddys T got plenty of letters bep-
Zing me m introduee a number of side
‘Ome reader awants a
special stamp ecolumn, another is keen
on natnral history, and so forih. Por-
sonally I sheould like to run in a series
of topieal angt useful avticles of the kind,
but for the moment lack of space rules
out the novelty.

GHOSTS !

An exeellent supporter of (e MAGNET,
who lives in Guernsey, asks me o puh'
lish a;mm,rl:-mp; ahoui g ;,Ih‘.]ﬁl'-u T will ‘bear
this in mimd. * But be it remembered
that ghosts arc not on tap. so te speak.
It is said they appear, also that they
walk, but-at best they scem to be {itful,
cauricious visitants, not affains to. be
ordered i ab will,

i —

DO YOU SING OR DANCE?

Six complete song and dance hits—-
with all ”IL st printed foll ﬁl:r{'---—;tiul
a unper issue-of articles as well ! Whis
are  offered in the Jirst
number of a line new paper, " Popular
Music and Daneing Weekly,” which is
now on saie, price ad.

Think of it. In the hirst 1ssue yon will

fid = Romany Roese,” the valse .:s-::mu-
tion of the world ; *dust Like a Thief ** ;
“He Used to Sing in His Sleep "

[y

Calbing,” the popular fox-trot; 1 Niha-
hawk Blues ™5 and a specially hlrn]th,mI
version aof the popnlar ™ Golden P eam-
hoat ” valse for young peonle and be-
rinnors,  togethor with a line article,
“ Belitnd the Scenes in Pantomie,” by
Ward, and many other inter-
exting features

If vou-play, if vou dapce, 1if you want
to know the tunes whieh ecveryone is
hunnning, you-canngh afferd to miss this
ereat new wedkly paper.

Xale a note of the name—" Popular
Music aud ‘Pancing WE*{‘LIT " Published
every Mouday at a vrice of 3d. only.

your €ditor.
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Strange evenis have huppened at Greyfriars in the past fere years, but never before has the five old school been under
water. We gel more than a glimpse of how Harry Wharton & Co. manage to carry on unier conditions that
are * wet,’ 1o say the least,

ot

A Magnificent

Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Snow |

D{J vou fellows happen to
know '

“The ground's too sloppy

for footer,” remarked Harry
Wharton, glancing casually out of the
window of Study No. 1 of the Remove
passage.

“Do vou fellows happen to know——"

“And it loolks like snow,” added
Frank Nugent thoughtfully.

“Always our blessed luck!"” groaned
Johuny Bull, glaring up at the over-
cash skies.

“Our luck is of the esteemed rotten-
fullness, my worthy chums!” purred the
dusky Nabob of Bhanipur.

“1 say, you feliows, do you happen to
know—""

*“ Anyhow, we can punt a footer about
in the gyvm for a while,” suggested Bol
Cherry brightly.

“Good cga !

“Really, Cherry——"

“Well, Inky and Franky can rake out
ome of the fellows, and bring them
along,” said the captain of the Remove,
tarning towards the study door. “The
rest of us will get along and bag the
place before anyvone else. 13 smitten with
the =ame bright idea."”

“1 say, wvou beasts—-I mean, you
fellowz—~Whaton, Cherry, Bull! I
sQy-—"

“Hallo, halle, hallo!™ rtoared Bab
Cheriy in a stentorian voice, prelending
to see the fat form of Willlam George
Banter, who had been trying to make
fuimself hwearvd for the past five minutes,
for the first time, “Did you speak,
Lunter 7"

Billy Bunter blinked indignantly at
the burly Removite through his big and
ngly spectacles, and snorted.

“You kaow jolly well I did! T've
bhean tryving to make myself heard for

the past fiva hours, only you chumps
have heen jawing!™ i
And ihe-voide of the porpoize wasy

heard in the land!” murraured Nugent
sweetly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, really, Nugent—-"

“What does the fat tulip want, any-
how?"” eut in Harry Wharton, eyeing

the Owl of the Remove EuspicimIEIE'. s I

E;m"ii be grub, becanse he's just had
a.

*“That makes no difference,” mur-
mured Bob Cherry. “ A few dozen teas
or 50 pass quite unnoticed by Dunter,
I ean assure you,”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully.

“Really, you fellows, T hope I have
a mind far above grub at a moment
such as this, when tho honour of the
Form 1s at stake, As I was saying
before I was interrupted, do vou fellows
happen to know——"

“That your postal-order hasn't turned
up, or that one of your titled relatives
has died and left vou jolly old Bunter
Court. and . all the Bunter crown
jewels " eoncluded DBols Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Don’t rot, Cherry ! admonished the
fat  junior, wagging a plunp fore-
inger at the burly Removite, It is a
question of the Torm's honour, and I've
come to Wharlon as the captain of the
Remove, to see the Form's concussion
ain't besmirched-—"

“The Form's concussion—

“Conwhattashion——""

“What the thump-—"

The IF'amous Five stared dirst ab cach
other, and then. at their fat 1'orm-
fellow, The next moment, to Bunter's
surprise, they burst into a wild roar of
lavighier,

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“(Oh, my hat!”

““Gireat Seott!”

*The esteemed awnd worthy ass!”

“Yscutcheon, voun mean, vou idiot!™

“Really, vou fellows!"”

The, Owl of il Remove blinked at
the juriors with well-assumed contempt,

“Veary well, Wharton,” he said, at

1¥

length. ““Have il your own wav.  Any-
how, you can't say [ laven's warned
vou. The honour of the Form iz a!
stake, and you treat it as a joke——"

Harry Wharton looked scrious.

“What is it, Billy?” he asked guietly.
“If there really 15 anrthing in what
yvou have to say, I'm quite ready to
!islt:a;n to it. (Go ahead, and let's heae
it !

“Very well,” said the Owl of ihe
Remove, apparently mollified. Gl
like this, You are playing the Upper
Fourth at footer this week, ain't you?"”

Wharton nodded.

“Well, as I have been trying to =ay
all along, do vou hkappen to khiow tliat
the match-is as good as won by the
Upper Fourth already ™

“What do you mean?™
voices 4t once,

“Exactly what I say,” replicd Dunter,
blinking. '

“Expouand "

“Well, it's like this, Thal mateh is
as good as won alveady unless vou
include me in the team!™

“M-m-ma-y- —"

[ EI.I.‘!”

“Wow-w-w-what !

The Famous Five siood slions! speech-
less,  Then, with a lowl, ther hurled
themselves on the fat Removite, and
propelled him io the study door and cut
mto the passage,

“Yeroooogh !
Bunter.

“All togethe!”

“0One, two, throeg—-

Bump!

The fat form of the Gureyfrinvs Falsiall
dezcended with no inconsiderable foree
on the hard and unsympathctic
linoleum, and he let off a roar beside
which that of {he ecelebrated bull of
Bashan was but an infant’s whi-pes.

“Wow! Yeroooogh!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Punter sat up and groaned,

*“That will teach vou not to wazle our

Tur MacyET Lisraey,—No, B33
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tnine ™ remarked Bob Cherry, from the
gtndy door.

“Qw!”  groaned the Owl of the
Remove. ! You rotters! .
‘Do you fellows happen {o know——-

mimicked Johuny Bull

*“Ha, ha, ha!” L

And, still chuckling at the fat juniors
iscomfiture, the Famous Five crowded
back into their study, slamming the
iinor behind themw. ;

“0w!” groaned Billy Punter again.
“[t's rotten personal jealousy, thats
what it is. Wharton's afraid to include
me in the blessed team, In case the
other fellows twig what a dab I am et
footer, and give me his job as captain '
D’L‘-’E"

And, still groaning, the Owl of the
Remove picked himself up from the
loor and ambled down the Remove
passage, secking what hie might devour
in those studies which were fortunate,
or. rather, unfortunate enongh, to be
loft, unattended by 1hetr respective
Inmates, o

“Well, that's pgot rid of that fat
fraud 1 yemarked Harry Wharton, with
G Erin.

The captain of the Remove gazed
absently out of the study window. |

“By Jove!" he exclaimed.  It:
started !

n.'Eh ?:I-J

“Ig's started t”

“\What's started, fathead ?” demanded
four voices in uniron.

“Why, the snow,
coming dJdown 1
houses 1V +

The remainder of the Famous Five
turned as one man—or, rather, one hoy
—and followad their lcader's gaze.

“My hat!"

8o 1t 817 .

Nugent's propheey of a few minutes
before had been fulfilled.  The snow
was coming down in thick, heavy flakes,
and already the Close was covered with
a mantle of white.

And, judging by ihe dark, heavy
clouds overhead, it looked very much as
though it would be some considerable
time before the downfall abated,

“That's put the lid on it, and no
mistake !” muttered Bob Cherry.

“1f this lasts it will muck the ground
up too mnch for footer—and we were due
to lick those Fourth Form nsses tlis
week ! said Wharton.

“Iv's rotten!”

“ Hear, heav!” :

The Famous Five snrveyed the fast-
falling flakes with downcast faces. It
needed no meteorological experience to
tell them that they were in for a stormy
BEASON.

But, like the philosophers that they
were, the Removites decided to make
the most of & bad job, and hope that
the enow would vot be sufficiently
«orions to interfere with their forth-
coming 1natch.

The idea of punting a ball round the
gym was abandoned, and the lFamous
Five, over a iea comsisling of kippers,
eream-buns, and other delicacles—a truly
regal feast for the Lower School—fell
to discussing ihe programme for the
yost of the season, while the heavy snow-
flukes continued to fall without,

Harry Wharton & Co. retived o bed
ihat night, their minds fully occupied
with the great question of how long the
spnowfall would continue.

And when' the rising-bell rang oul the
yext morning, Bob Cherry, despite the
sharp tank m the aiv, jumped out of
bed sad gazed through one of the big
dormitory windaows. '

483t snowing ! he growled, " That's

Tur Macser LIBRanY,—No, 333.

Tt's
a3

asses!

big

you
flakea  &s

‘early-rising practice.

put paid to fooler practice again this
morning "

“The paidfulness to the esteemed and
ridiculous practice is terrific!”

“Do you fellows happen to know——"
began Bob Cherry, turning from the
window and glancing meaningly towards
the bed occupied by William George
Bunter,

The remainder of the Famous Five
followed his gaze.

The Owl ﬂ% the Remove, all uncoin-
seious of fhe attention he was attract-
ing, was lying with his head beneath the
bedclothes. No part of his body was
visible, but a hump half-way down the
bed indicated plainly enough the exact
spot where his fat carcase reposed.
- % Do you fellows happen to know
chuckled Bob Cherry again.

The Famous Five grinned at each
other. The same thought had entered
each of their minds—that even snow has
its uses, and that it was some time since
Bunter had risen sufficiently carly to
wash himself properly.

Bob Cherry jerked open ilie nearest
window and gathered a handful of snow
from the ledge. The snow had certainly
nrevented them getting any footer prac-
tice that morning, but it was not going
to prevent Billy Bunter having a litile
The remainder of
the Famousz Fiye followed Bob's lead,
and, with their left hands full ol snow
aud raised aloft in readiness, they stepped
across to their fat Form-fellow’s bed.

Harry Wharton suddenly switched back
Bunter’s bedclothes,

;{]ne-—twnf-i],hme—-—l A I

lop, plop, plop, plop, plop!

Fh-g h?andfu s of snow ﬁnsﬂended, one
after another, on the sleeping form of
the fat Removite, and he awcke with a
start.

“Wow! Yeroooooogh!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Billy Bunter suddenly sat boll apright.
Even as he did so & lump of snow
wedged between the back of his fat neck
and the collar of his sleeping-jacket and
slid down his spine.

“ Yarooooh " he shouted.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous
Five, :

“What's up " demanded a dozen other
Removites.

“Wow! I'm burning!” groaned
Bunter, jumping out of bed and clutch-
ing that part of his anatomy with both
hands wheie the melting lump of spow

had come {o rest. “I'm burning!
Grough! That heast Cherry—yowp!—
has droprned a red-hot cinder down my
back! Wow !

“Why, you silly ass, it’s & blob of
enow !¥ roared Chery.

“You can’t pull the wool over my oyes,
voi beasts! It's a hot cinder! I can
feel it burning! Yow! Wow! T can
feel my warm life’s blood running down
my leg, I tell you——" _

“It's only snow melting, you silly
asg!”

“Ii's my life's blood, I tell you!l™
moaned the Owl of the Remove, run-
ping round and round in a cirele after
the mannoe of a pup trying to caleh its

own tuil. “Yow! It's trnckling down
my leg!” _
The remainder of (he Removiles,

whose slumbers had been disturbed by
the moaning of the Owl, sat up in_thew
beds and regavded Bunter wrathfully.

“Shut tp, vou fat dumny,” roared
Baolsover, “or I'll burst youl”

At about ilie same moment as Bolsover
made a threatening movement towards
him the offending lomp of snow dropped
from where it had been cavght ot
Bunter's waist. and slipped via the- inside
of his pyjama-leg to the floor,

Punter staved at it in amazeinent,

{

“Why, it’s snow !” he exclaimed, in
astonishment. * You were pulling my
leg, wou beast, Cherry! 1 thouvghi it
was a hot cinder——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I kept telling you it was snow, yau
fat tulip!” Iﬂughﬂ(js Bob., *“ And there's
plenty more where that came from if you
don’t cut out your groaning—-"

“ Beasts 17

Bunter glared throngh his big spec-
tacles, and then commenced his ablu-
tions—a task that he completed in recoi!
time.

The Removites turned ont of their beds
veluctantly. [t was coeld—very cold. The
snow had certainly interfered with theix
plans as far as fooler was concerned, but
it was not without its compensations,
And moszt of them voted that exciting
times were in store—particularly if the
snow continued to fall. Buot few of them
~—if any at all—realised exacily the sori
of excitement they were fated to ex-
perience within the next few days. Had

they done so it 1s doubtful whether they
would have been quite go pleased aboul

the matter.

THE SECOND CHAFTER.
Wanted—A Leader !

HROUGHOUT morning lessons
' the white flakes continued {4
fall, Several times during

lessons Mr, Quelch, the Remaove
Form master, found the juniors’ atten-
tion strayine from Lhe blackboard to the
Form-room windows, :

And several times he was compelled—
not that he needed much compelling, for
ihe Remove Form master was suffering
from a severe bout of neuralgia—tio
administer a dose of the cane as a
corrective.  But, despite the really noble
efforts of Mr, Horace Quelch, the
Removites found it no ecasy matter to
concentrate their minds on ihe works
of that learned bul much-abused gentle-
man, P. Vergiliug Maro,

But at last lessons came to a close, and,
richer by about two thousand lines and
twenty “handers” between them, the

-juniors filed out of the Iorm-room. It

was o Wednesday, and therefore a half-
holiday—a fact that went a_considerable
way to remove the depression that M.

Quelcl’s impositions might otherwise
have caused. G,
Immediately after dinner Harry

Wharton & Co. wandered out to the
School House steps.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roarved Boh
Cherry, poking the snow with his foot.
“It's sbout six inches deep, if it's not
more! I propose we take a stroll down
to the gates and see what we can see!l”

“Good egg ]

The juniors followed egch. other in
Indian file acvoss the Close and uah_eg;h_ln_{.’c
vound the gates. But they had not been
there long before there came a sound
which faintly rvesembled the puffs of »
hroken-down steam-engine, and yel.
again, was reminiscent of the grunts of
a dying pig. sau

“!iﬁuﬁtgﬁ” gasped Frank Nugent. ”,}l_
wonder whether the fat ass is after us?’

“Come to cash his postal-order, 1
expect [

“(Or borrow a bob!”

“What an optimist!™

“IIa, ha, ha!” : i

“I'Il get vid of the fat ass™: =
Bob Cherry snddenly, * Back up, Fou
chaps ! ‘

Bunter was drawing nearcr now. The
Famous Five could Lear his labourel
Lreathing easily enough. It was pevesr
a difficult matler to hear it—the diffi-
culty was not to hear it.. Bob Chery
turped to his chime and winked expres-
sively,
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“Whal we want is a fellow with a per-
sonality,” he said in a loud voice.

“ Hear, hcar!” exclaimed the rest of
the ' Famous Five in unison. |

“A fellow who doesn’'t take unneces-
sary risks, but who, at the same time,
won't stick at trifles.”

“In other words,” cut in Frank
Nugent, “what we want is somebne to
lead us. 0ld Harry is all O.K., in his
way, but he’s been the leader too long.”

“That's so!” said Wharton.

“1 say, you fellows "

“Df course,” went on Bob, “it needs
a fellow of pluck and brains,. None of us
are so frichtfully clever, but at the same
time, I feoj——""

*“1 say, yvou fellows—

“ Hallo, Bunty!” exclaimed Johnny
Bull, pretending to notice the fat form
of the Owl of the Remove for the first
time, “Fancy seeing you!”

“Out in the cold, cold snow, too!”

“ All on his little lonesome !

“The lonesomeness is terrific !”

“ Really, you fellows! 1 hope I am
not afraid of the snow. A little snow
never hurt anyone yet.”

“No, not yvet, Bunty!"”

“Arx I was saying, to a fellow with
pluck &nd brains, like me, there is no-
thing to fear in coming out, even if it
15 snowing.”

"

““Bunter's the chap!” whispered
Wharton, in & voice that was loud
enough, however, to reach the fat

jonior's ears,

The Famous Five exchanged glances.
Bob's little acheme was working like the
charm in the story bogks. They knew
Bunter had not left the warmth of a
study-merely to discuss the snow. They
kknew, too, that tho fat junior had over-
heard their remarks before he had
reached them., And that was exactly
what they had hoped he would do. They
waited to hear what he would say next.

“No,” went on the Owl of the Remove,
Llinking behind his thick and ugly spec-
tacles. “To a fellow who won't stick at
trifles—a fellow like myself, for instance
—what is there ta fear?”

“What 15 thero to fear?” asked Bob
Cherry in his best theatrical manner,
“1:ask yvoi, you chaps, what i3 there to
foar?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter blinked suspicionsly at the
grinning Removites, Had he been less
obtuze he would have known they were
pulling his leg. But as it was, the Owl
of the Remove was one of the easiest
fellows in the school to fool.

“Really, vou chapz, I don't see any-
thing to laugh at!”

““ Lost your littla bit of looking-glass?”
inr!uired Frank Nugent sweetly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Y-you silly asses—I mean old chaps,”
amended Bunter guickly, ““As 1 was
saying, to -a fellow with any personality
at all, and who doesn't take unnecessary
risks, the snow is n mere tiifle.”

“Go hon!”

“The gohonfulness is of the esteemed
and absurd order, my fat and unworthy
Bunter."”

Bolr Chérry looked thoughtful,

“ Look here, you chaps,” he said, as
iliough having auddenly arrived at a
decision.  “ You remember what we
were discussing  just before DBunter
arrived ¥

“What ho!”

“Well, I've been thinking., Bunier
=eems to fill the hLill, you know. DBut
there's one thing we must be certoin
of fArst, before wo ask him to fll the
position. Bhall we ask him, and if it's
all O.K., put the proposition to him "

“ Rather !

® Jolly good idea 1"

The fat junior smirked. Even now he
failed to see that he was having his fat
leg pulled.

“What's that you want to ask, Cherry,
old chap?" he inguired.

Cherry winced at the “old chap,” but
carried on valiantly,

“It’s simply this, Bunter. You weren't
going to ask us to cash a postal-order
for you by any chance, were you?”

»“ Nunno—certainly not !"

“Or to lend you any money ?”

“1 hope I have not condescended to
such improvident practices.”

“Or stand you a feed?"

“Really, Cherrvy! I trust I have a
mind above food.”

(11 EIl ?I!‘

“I said T hope T have a mind above
food—w-when it's s-snowing, you know,”
finished the fat junior feebly.

“ Hatishoo !" .

Bob Cherry skilfully turned a laugh-
into & sncezo.

“Well, you seem to be the man we're
locking for,” he said. “ You don't stick
at trifles, or take unnecessary risks, you
have pluck and brains, and have some-
thingi of a personality, But 1 wonder
if :

“ Look here, Cherry,” cut in the Owl
of the Remmove. “If it’s a leader you
are looking for, I'm the man! He, he,
he! You have just summed me up to
a “T.” I suppose you want me to cap-

tain the footer temm ¥

— e

“My hat!” exclabned Dol 1n mock
surprise. “So you have guessed, have
vou? Well, as o matter of fact, we are
looking for a leader., That's what I said
just hefore Bunter aveived, didn't 1.
you fellows #*'

“You did ! exclaimed the resl of the
Famous Five in chorus.
 I'm your man then!” chuckled the
Owl of the Remove, patting himself on
his amploe breast. “You trust your
Uncle Billy. I'm glad you fellows have
realised at last that I'm the pgoods. [
know what a jealous lot of rotters yom
have been, but I'm willing to let by-
gones be bygones, It's understood.
though, that if I'm your leader instead
of Wharton, I hecome captain of the
Remove as well 1"

“Certainly ! agreed Wharton gravely,
“That is, if you are prepared to lead us
anvwhere the same as I would.”

“Good enough.,. I'm your leader
then! I think it would be a joliy gool
idea to tell all the chaps, and have a
whacking celebration feed at Mrs,
Mimble's."”

“That's a bright little idea.” agreed
Frank Nugent, suddenly stooping dowu
and gathering up a handful of snow.
“But as our leader, we look to vou to
lead us into battle first.”

“ Hear, hear!™

“ B-battle !" spluttered Bunter.

The remainder of the Famow: Five
followed Frank's example. They bent
down and commenced to manufacture

-

three—"'
form of the Owl of the Remove.
gitting bolt upright,

Harry Wharton suddenly switched back Bunter’s hedclothes. g
Five handfuls of snow llesuandaﬂ' one after another on the sleeping
“ Wow !
“Wow! I'm burning !

“Onoe—iwo—

Yarooh ! ** howled the fat junlor,
Groough !”* “Ha, ha, ha!"”

yelled Harry Wharton & Co. (See Chapter 1.)

s S
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snowballs as though their lives depended
arpon 1t

“7 sawy, you fellows!” gasped Bunter.
“What’s the wheezé ?”

““Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
(Cherry. “Don’t you want to be our
leader 77

SEE YEH-,. hut’_!.! i .

“You've got pluck and brains, ain’t
you "

“Ves, but—"

** And youn're not afraid to take risks?”

“Yes—I mean nunno! But—"

“Then stick into it!” concluded Bob,
smacking away at the snow. “We've
just spotted those cads Ponsonby,

avasour & Co., of Higheliffe. They're
coming along to bang into us! We're
going to lie in wait for them and take
them by surprise, and as our leader, it's
vp to you—— Hi, Bunter! Where are
you going? Come back!”

But Bunter had gone! J

Before Bob concluded, even, the fat
junior took to his heels and pelted helter-
skelter across the Close, He had sud-
denly lost all desire 1o be their leader.
Had it been a feed, things would have
leen vastly diffierent. Dunter was quite
cqual to taking the lead in a feed, and
holding it against all-comers, too; but
a snow-fight—— The mere idea made
him shudder.

He swiftly decided that pluck was al'
very well in its way, but that discretion
ix, after all, the better part of valour.

$*'Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famou
I'ive, stnrin%' after his retreating form.

“My hat!"

‘““Look at the fat clam !”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors roared. It was too funny.
They were full‘? aware that Bunter had
come out to ‘“‘tap ” them for a loan:
But instead he had provided them with
ane of the best jokes they had had for
many a day.

“What's that you were saying about
Ponsonby, Bob?" asked Harry Wharton
quickly. “Was that just for Bunter’s
benefit, or is it a fact?”

“ Look up the road!” said Bob. ‘‘See
ihe rotters? T spotted them in the bend
about two miles across the fields! "I"he;:
don’t know we’ve spotted them coming !

The remainder of the Famous Five

WONDER

ton.

wait long.

BEFORE IT'S T0OO LATE

Get Your Copy of the Famous ‘“Holiday Annual” Now!

followed Dob's gaze. And, sure enough,
in the distance, they made out six figures.
Four of them were recognisable as Pon-
sonby, Vavasour, Monson, and Gadsby,
the immaculatie “nuts ¥ of the Fourth
Form at Highcliffe.

There was a perpetual stale of war be-

| tween the “Giddy Goats * of Highcliffe
| and Harry Wharton & Co.

And the
Removites knew perfectly well that their
enemies would not dare to walk =o DIEJE'EIF
glong the road near the Greyfriars

‘aneampment unless they were in force,

And whenever the Highclifians were
in force it was a sure sign they were out
for battle—battle in which they could
take their opponents unawares and clear
off before they had a chance to retalinte,

“It's o l'aicf you chaps!” said Whar-
“Pon and his merry blackguards
look no end warlike! There's going to
be trouhle 1"

And the captain of the Remove's
prophecy was destined to bear fruit,

— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Surprsse for Ponionby!

“ EHIxD the hedge, you chaps!”

B Harry Wharton uttered that

remark. Ponsonby & Co. were

not very far away now. But
the Famous Five did not want to be
seen—at least, not just yet.

They dodged behind the hedge oppo-
ite the school gates, taking ihen
.mmunition with them.

“Give 'em a chance to get into the
Close ! whispered Bob {Jhﬂrr;;. “Then
we'll attack them in the rear!™

“Good egg!” )

The juniors waited. But they did not
Ponsonby & Co. strolled up
lo the Greyfriars gates, all unconseious
that their approach had been observed.

“This i1s where we give the Greyfriurs
rotters the surprise nfgthair sweet young
lives!” grinned Gadsby, scooping up
EOMe Snow.

“Oh, absolutely ' said Vavasour,

“Quite I grinned Monson,

The Famous Five, behind the hedge,
chuckled. _

* Anyone about, Vav ?"” asked Gadsby.

111

“Not a soul!
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“Good! Come on, then!”

The Higheliffians trooped into ile
(lose, keeping mnear the wall to aveid
being seen.  They had progressed hali-
way across when Dicky Nugent of the
SBecond appeared, with his pals Gatiy
and Myaers,

_The Second-Formers did not see the
Highelifians. They wandered on with
their hands in -their trousers-pockets,
whistling.

“ Now 1" whispered Gadsby, *Let 'em
have it1”

*““(Ch, absolutely 17

(1] uit-'ﬂ !j]

Whiiz!

Plop! _

“Yeroooogh!™

The first of the snowballs cavght
Nugent -minor full in the eye. And
before he had time to realise what was
happening another volley folloived.

Whizz, whizz, whizz!

The e were only three Second-Formeara
to about half a dozen or more of the
Highcliffe fellows. But that made uno
di!ﬁarence to Ponsonby & Co. In fact,
from their point of view, it was all the
better, Ponsonby & Co. never relished
fighting on équal terms,

The Higheliffians followed up theis
volley with a-rush. They swarmed upon
Dicky Nugent & Co. and rolled them
over in the snow.

z R-ILJ.I:{]I t-HnIir ] lim&?s
Ponson elightedly.
* Oh, {ubsnhﬁely !"’1?

“Quite !

“ Rescue, 'Friars [ yelled the SBecond-
t"orme s, recoznising their assailants.
“Higheliffo cads! Rescue!”

‘“Bash the cheeky little rotters!”

“ I]F_'I,Iesci;l-r-!?, Greyfriars !™ s

“Higheli—gpug—gu egrpher |

Thﬁgfasl;' E-Er_f,r' fﬂ% izl gauﬁshed in @
smothered shout as the Higheliffians
proceeded to ecarry out Ponsonby's in-
structions. DBut at the samc moment
there came a cry from the direction of
the School House.

“Higheliffe cads!™

" After them !™

A number of Removites who had just
left the building dashed across the Close,
ied by Tom Urown and Mark Linles,
Vavasour yel’ed a warning to his chume,
and the Highclifians, the six of them
having scored a signal victory over the
three Second-Formers, took to their hecis
towards the school gates.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared DBob
Cherry in a stentorian voice, following
Harry Wharlon from the hedge. ' This
is where our giddy nuis from Highehtfe

ot the surprise of thelr sweet yowng
ives 1”7

“T1a, ha, La!"

The Famous Five waile:d. The High-
clifians had not seen them yoel. At lhe
moment their whole attention was con-
centrated upon dodging the snowhsils
hurled by Tom Brown & Co.

Plop, plop, plop!

Tom Brown and his merry men were
going strong. [t was not often Ponsonby
& Co. came out to fight. As a rvule they
were [ar too proud., And it was an
opoortunity the Removites did not intensd
to miss. ]

“Buck up!” shouted Gadsby, leading
the retreat. ** They're after us!”

“ Absolutely !"

“Quit——  Yerooocogh!l”

That was not exactly what Monzai
intended to =ay. He meant 1o say:
“Quite!”  DBuol, unfortunately for hin,
the Famous Five opened fire at thai
moment, and the first two balls of their
volley took him in the mouth, each fron
different angles.

“Om the ball!” Havi
Wharton,

Whize, whize, whizzl

in it!” shouted

shoutled




EVERY
MONDAY.

PRICE
TWOPENLCE.

““On the ball ! ** yelled Harry Wharton.

—I—oh, gad ! Yah

“Let the rotters have it I** Plop! Plep! Smack ! The Highcliffe junicrs were
“Wow [ * wailed
Ponsonby as a snowball Tanded full on his aristocratic mose. “Yarooh !* ¢ Groush !’ moaned Gadsby. * The rotters

taken thoroughly by surprise. Which ever way they ran they encountered a deadly stream of snowballs,
17 “Go it, my merry- men ! ** grinned Wharton. * Give it to "em good and strong ! (See Chapter 3.)

I e tale o

Plip, plop, smack!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Higim]iff& cads, taken by surprise,
darted this way and that. But, which-
ever way they went, they could not
dodge the two lines of fire. With Tom
Brown & Co. behind them and Harry
Wharton & 'Co. in front, they were
caught, so to spenk, like the Spanish
hero of old—between the dragon and
the lake of fire,

They howled.

[ 1} "‘Iﬂ“l 11.

“Yaroooh
Ponsonb

Tll‘
& Co, were not of the stuft
of which heroes are made. They were
fair-weather soldiers, and unless they
were on the winning side fighting did
not appeal to them. They now attri-
buted all their misfortunes to Dicky
Nugent & Co. If Dicky had not yelled
ont when he was attacked they could
have made good their escape before the
arrival of the Removites. So they de-
cided to make Dicky suffer.

“The young  hounds!”  gasped
Ponsonby, between elosed teeil,

“It's all their fault!”

‘i Let's bash 'em!”

# Abszolutely '™

At a word of command from their
leader, the Highelifians  suddenly
turnted. There was no escape for them
in any case, so they determined to wreak
their vengeance on the Second-Formers
before the Removites got at them.

Dicky Nugent & Co. were eloseo
Liehind the Higheliffians, and in front of
Tom Brown & Co. They were chasing

Ponsonby and his precious pals, hurlin 4

hastily made snowballs as they ran. Ani
they were totally unprepared for this
latest move of the Higheliffe ecads.

As Tonsonby & Co. swung round,
Nugent minor and his two pals Gatiy
and Myers ran almost into their arms.

“Wow!”  velled Dicky INugent.
“Liegoo, vou rotten cads!”

The Sceond-Formers were certainly
hittle” when compared with the High-

chiffians, but, as Dicky had so oftenl

pointed out, they were little and good. |

They struck out at their adversaries,
catching them several stinging blows on
the face. IDicky Nugent was preparing
to land Vavasour a left when that
bright youth suddealy lashed out with
his foot, catching the fag on the shin.

“Ow!” gasped Dicky, his face turning
white witﬁ pain. “You dirty cad!
Ow 1

“ Kick the grubby little toad again!™
exclaimed Ponsonby.

There is no doubt Vavasour would
have done so, but at that moment a

reat shout went up from the running

emovites.

“You low cads!”

**Collar them!”

The next moment Tom Brown and his
crowd reached the Higheliffe juniors,
and waded into them, (%Vﬂrwhalmed by
superior numbers, the Higheliffe cads
were forced to the ground, a Removite
sifting on each of their heads, while
another kept a tight hold of their feet.

“You low hounds!” pgrated the
captain of tha Remove, bhetween set
teeth., **Fanev kicking a kid like that!
I suppose that's yvour'idea of fighting at
Hi[:-:l['miif?t'. P

“Did it hurt, kid?”? asked Frank
Nugent, turning to his minor.

“Wow!” moaned Dicky, still rubbing
his leg.  “No, it didn’t hurt, Franky!
That's only a rumour, I like being 1
kicked., The pain tickles me, and makes
nie want to langh, Yow "

“Nou're going throngh the mill for
that, my pippins!”  exclaimed Rob
Cherry wrathfully, “Hank them up,
chaps! We'll just about bump the life
out of thom!"

“Hear, hear!”

The Removites wasted no further tune
in words, They dragged the Highcliffe
cads fo their feet, Many willing hands
gripped theni. They were lifted, shout-
ing and struggling, in the air, and at
the word fromm Xarry Wharton, weee
lowered again—rapidly and heavily.

Bumnp, bump, hump!

The bodies of the Higheliians rose

and fell, smiting the cold and un-
sympathetic snow  with resounding
smacks, Ponsonby & Co. yelled at the
top of their voices for mercy. But their
velling was futile,

Burap, bump, bump!

“Yarooh! Youw! Wow! Yah!™

Bump, bump, bump!

“Grough! Stoppit! Yaroop!"

The juniors desisted at last through
shear exhaustion,

“That'll teach you not to kick!” said
Johnny Bull grimly,

“The teachfulness, like the esteemed
bumpfulness, is terrific !”

“Wow!"” groaned the Highcliffians in
chorus.

But if Ponsonby & Co. thought that
they had got off withja mere bumping,
they were mistaken, Before they could
rise to their feet there came a voice
from the crowd.

£i HLII'].I' r-l}l'ﬂ !n

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The idea seemed to catch on. With
another yell, the Removites sprang at
the Higheliffians, and held them to the
ground while the remainder proceeded
to pile up masses of snow around them,
And in a few minutes all that remained
visible of Ponsonby & Co. were their
lieads sticking out of the top of a heap

of snow. Not satisfied with that, the
Removites proceeded to stamp the snow
hard, so that the Highclifhans could

hardly move a hand., When they had
finished they surveved their handiwork
with broad grins,

“Hear us smile!” howled Dicky
Nugent, forgetiul of Lis damaged leg.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And fecling they had done a good
day’s work, the Removites and Second-
Formers trudged across the snow back
to the Schocl House, leaving Ponsonby
& Co. alternately velling threats of ven-
gpeance and ealling upon somcone to
liberate thent from their highly uneon-
fortable position. That uncongenial {ask
fell to the lot of William Gosling, tha

Tag Macxer Lisrany.—MNo. 53,
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porter, who was drawn o the epot by
the terrifie noise the HigheliTe nuts
were making,

And for iis pains the school porter
was freated—treated to a choice volley
--:] neomplimentary remarks and hostile
1] e
“Well, mv  only Auut  Jane!™
muttered Cosling, scratching his head
dazedly, as the sorrv-looking "“raiding
pavly 7 passed cut of the gates, ™ That's
erstitaode, if you like! Young himps!”

g

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Iron Rations!

OR the nexi two days following
F the visit from Ponsonby & Co.,
the snow continued to fall with-
out  a stop. Sometimes it
appeared as thongh it were about to
abate altogether. But half an hour or
so  afterwards it would come down
heavier than evar.s

On the whole, the Lower School at
Greviviars did not find much to eom-
plain about. But, as Bob Cherry sagely
remarked, one eould have too much of a
woold thing—even snow.

And ns the snow fell, the drifts in the
(lose without, like the little peach in
the orchard, grew and grew and grew,
Five days after the first downfall there
was at iq:asl: two feet of snow on the
ground. It was certammly the worst
snowstorm—and the longest—that had
heen experienced around Friardale for
nmany xvears past.

The big drawback to it was, however,
ihe fact, that the juniors were prevented
from getting in any [ootball practice.
But, even so, they did not go short of
exercise,

. Provisions were brought to the :chool
with the greatest difficulty, and tho post
was usually several hours late. Billy
Bunter was not slow to take advantage
of this, pointing ont the inconvenience
to him occasioned by his postal-order
being held up. But no one toock gueh
notice of the Owl of the Remove, There
were other and far more important
matters to bo considerad.

On the sixth day, at about bweakfast-
time, ile sky cleared, and the snow fell
less heavily, and by eleven o'clock it
had ceascd altogether.

“We're not out of the wood—or the
snow—yet ! gprunted Bob Cherry pessi-
nugtieally, when morning eclasses had
heen dismissed. *“If tho sun comes out
it will turn all this blessed stufll to slush,
and that will be ten times wovrse than
~now,”

“Hear, hear 1

The rest of the day passed without the
-uow edmmencing to fall again, and by
nightfall the temperature began to rise.
The juniors went to bed somowhal
regretfully. They were cortainly *fed-
iy 7 with the snow, but, to say the
least of it, it had provided them with
some good sport, And sinee it would
he some time befors the ground would
he of anv use for footer, they had noi
much to look forward to tn the way of
ointdoor cxercise,

About midnight the femperatuee gave
another Jump, and shortly  atterwards
rain began to fall,

The long-expectrd thaw had set in,

It rained . steadily throughont ihe
night, the incessant pib-a-pat on the dor-
mitory window-panes Jdi-isivhing some of
the light sleepers.

Harry Wharton, whn was ihe st of
the Remove to awake the next morning,
jimped out of bed apd peeved oul of
the window., The next momeid he rave
# loud shout.,

“My hat!®

TiE MAGRET TIBRARY.-—Na, HE3.

i

“Whal's up, Harry?” demanded
several voices i cliorus,
“Is it snowing ngain :
The captain of the Remove shock his
head,

“Ruining ! he said laconicaliy.

"“Raining stili #”

“Like old billy-ho 1" )

“Well, that's not much to gel excited
about, anyhow,” l'l:-:t‘.r't;.!.l"ll:vedI> Vernon-
Smith. *I1i's more than that, I guess,”

The Bounder followed Wharton out of
bed and stared into the Close below, He
started hack in astonishment. For where
the previous «day there had heen an
almost unbroken mantle of white, thera
was now nothing but a stretel of muddy
ground, many parts of which were
covered with water.

Even as the junior watched, some of
the smaller puddles, [ed by sirenus from
the higher ground and from ihe still
falling rain, merged in with iheir fellows,
making one big whole.

II: F b ]

“My hat!” gasped Vernon-=mith,
“This izn’t any joke !

“And look at the way iis pelting
down,” added Wharton, “I reckon

we're getting about six inches o mimuta,”

Wharton's estimation was somewhat
on the generous side. But it wps cer-
tainly raining heavily, and judging by
the appearance of the sky it wa:z likely
to continue for some time to come,

“ Anyway, it's warmer than it was!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry, joining his chum
by the window., ‘ Warmer by a jolly
long chalk !

The juniors went down to hreakiast,
still discussing the latest change in the
weather, And during morning lessons
they watched the rain-sploshed windows
with glooiny faces. DBut, rain or snow,
it made no difference to the juniors’
appetites, They trooped into the I
hall at dinner-time prepaved to do their
duty with whatever farve was provided.
But for some unaccountable reason
dinner was later than usual in coming up.

Ten minutes went. by after grace had
been said, but still all the juniors had
hefore them were their empty plates,
More minotes went by, Siill, however,
the long-expected dinner did not arrive,
And dinper at Greyfiriars, as a gencral
rule, was served punctually. '

“1 expect cookie forgot to put the sakk
in the spuds,” grinned Bolsover major.

“Or put too much jam n  the
rutlding. " ndded Skimnner, tJhﬂ cadt of the
temove, sarcastically, *“Cook’s very
fond of doing that. 1 shall have io com-
plain about it.”

“He, he, he!” sniggered hiz two
precious pals, Stott and Snoop, dutifally,
“Jolly good, that !

“Bedad, and it was ihe rpalpeen
Dunter himself that was out of ithe Form-
room for a whoile "' put in AMicky Des-
mond, the lad from the Emerali Isle.
“I reckon the thafe of the wureld ling
raided the whole of the grub eutoirely I

*IHa, ha, ha!l”

One-thirty struck without the juniors
having seen =0 much as a potato skin,
And then the [rod wagons appeared at
the end of the Hall, A faint cheor went
up, but died away arain alimost a3 soon
as it was born.

For on cach of the wagons, instead of
the customary sides of bacf and dizhes of
steaming potatoes, the juniors ohserved
a number of little canvas bags.

*What the thump are theyi? de-
manded Harry Wharton i amazoment.

“ Look to me like Incky dips out of the
domestic bazaar,” said Bob Cherry.

Each of the juniors was handed a bag.
They lost no time in opening them., And
whaen they did so they stared in open-
mnuthed astonishment.  The bhaga con-
pained nothing buf a tin of bully haef,
sl f3 was izned to the drooes durmg

|

the Great Wur, and 8 number of small
hard biscuits,

“Great Scott!”
“What the thump——"
“Where's our dinner ?”

A buzz of execited and angry conveisa-
tion broke out all over the Hall despite
the presence of the Forin masters at the
various tables, And then, in the midst
of it, in stalked the majestic figure of
Dr. LGEI-:!?, tho venerable. old Head of
Greyiriars. Dr. Locke held up his hand
for silence, and addressed the juniors,

“My boys,” he said slowly and dis-
tinctly, “ I am sorry to inform you that,
owing to the bursting of a water main
in the domestic quarters of the school,
consequent upon the sudden thaw, the
ﬂfﬂ?iﬂiﬂﬂﬂ intended for to-day’s dinner

ave been destroyed.”

“My hat!”

“The kitchens are flooded, and it is
impossible to work the fires,” went on
Dr. Locke. “You have, therefore, all
been issued with corned beef and biscuits.
I regret we cannot do anything better for
you. Dut that is the position, and 1 must
ask you all to make the best of a bad
job. I may add that my own lunch, and
that of vour Form masters, will consist of
exactly the same fare as that you have
befere you, I am sorry.”

The Head stalked away again,
worried frown on his kindly old face.

No one rogretted the unfortunate
occurrence more than Dr, Locke himself.
He remembered his own schooldays—he
was an old Greyfriars boy—and he knew
exactly how it must seem to the juniora
to be deprived of a hot dinner in such a
sudden matner and on such a day.
Nevertheless, had it not been for his
foresight in keeping emergency rations
always in steck, things would have been
ten times worse than they were,

“The blessed main’s burst!” gasped
Tom Brown, the New Zealand junior,
as he apened lns tin of unsavoury-looking
beef. “My hat!”

“1 say, you fellows

It was the voice of William George
Bunteir, the Owl of the Remove.

“Bhut up, Bunter !

“Put a sock in'it !”

Y Hear, hear !

“I sav, you chaps! I don’t helieve
the ithumping main burst! It's a

swindle! This 18 just a stunt lo diddle

us ol of our grub!”

“Run away !

“Pack 1t up !”?

“1 tell you it's a fraud!® spluttered
the Owl of the Remove, blinking behind
his thick spectacles wrathfully. **The
Head’s keoping all the blessed tommy
hims=eli, go he can have a jolly good tucl
in. Hao can't poll the wool over my eyes |
I'm poing—-"

“Yarvoooogh !

What the Owl of the Remove was
going to do was never known, for at that
moment a chunk of juicy bully. beef,
burled wiith unerring aim by Bulstrede,
caught him full on the top of his fat
little nose.

After that dinner proceeded quictly.
And, having dined as well as they could
off the emergency fare, the juniors left
the ITall wondering whether the kitchens
would he in order by supper-time, or the
next day. Those juniors who possessed
any monecy made a bee-lino for the schocl
tuek-shop, where they endeavoured ta
rectify tiwe shortecomings of their dinney,
And those who hadp', repaired to Lheir
studies, in the hope of inding =ome ovor-
looked avticle of food left over from the
day before,

i 3
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Burst !

b HIS iz jolly seriouns, you chaps!”

I Bob Cherry uttered that re-

mark. Lessons were over for

the day, and the Famous Five

wers in that celebrated apartment, Study

No. 1,.discussing the all-important ques-
tion of tea.

“Jolly serious, old scout!”™ agreed
Harry Wharton, diving his hand into his
trousers pocket. A moment later he
withdrew it and pazed disconzolately at
his pul.!{n.

It was enipty !

“INot a sausage!” ho murmured rue-
fully, *“How mmuch have xon got,
inky?”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the dusky
Nabob of Bhampuy, placed two fingers in
the pocket of his waistcoat and produced
a two-shilling piece.

“If this absurd and worthy coin is
usefully inclined towards myv ridiculous
und esteemed chums, I will hegfully offer
it to them,” he purred in his weird and
wonderful version of the King's English
as faught by the best native reachers in
India. *“*A half a spratfulness is better
that the elusive whalefulness.™

The remainder of the l'amous Five
grinned,

“1 supposc you mean haif a loaf's
better than none?” laughed Johnny
Bull.  * Anyhow, that worthy coin, as
vou call it, 1s certainly vzelully inclined.
Hand it over.”

Johnny Bull took the profeorred two-
shilling-piece.

“That makes three bob altogeiher,™
he said. “A tanner from me, and a
4anner from Franky., My hal! We're In
funds, after all.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Well, you cut along to ilie Luckshop
while Bob and T get {va rveady,”
suggested Harey Wharton,  “It's sure
to be rainmg, but that won't hurt you,”

“Right-ho!”

Johnny Bull and Nugent left the stody
to execute their commission, while the
remainder of the juniors busied them-
selves in anticipation of their relurn.
Wharton vut the Fettle on the fire, and
Inky laid the table and DBob Cherry
stoked up the fre,

The five juniors intended to spend the
evening in their study together, 'They
had quite a lot to discuss, including the
activities of the Remove Dramatic
Society, footer matches, and the pro-
duction of the next number of the
“ Greyfriars Herald.” In any case, they
couldn’t go out if they wanted to—
unless they were willing to risk a jolly
good soaking. For the rain was still
pelting down, and that, added to the
thaw of snow, made walking anything but
a pleasuare.

After about ten minutes Jolminy Bull
and Frank Nugent reappeared. They
dumped their purchases on the table and
immediately made for the door.

“What's the idea?” demanded Ilarry
Wharton. *Tea’s ready now.”

Jolmny Bull pointed to the bollom of
his trousers-legs. :

“Look!” he exclaimed.
sopping. We've got to change. Thoso

uddles we saw in the Close this morning
Eﬂ\"i’: all disappeared !

“How can they have disappeared whon
it's still raining?” demanded Wharton,
puzzled.

Johnny Bull grinned.

“Go outb into the Close and see.” he
advised.  *“Why, there’s about four
inches or more of water cverywhero,
And in some places it's decper thau that.
You don't u:ﬂ)f;ak of puddles now---it's a

“We're both |

1egular Hood.™

£ Greatl Scott ! k

“wlia, Miuble was telling me that it's
just as bad.in the village. The Sark has
{mmu_ rising for the past two days hke
billy-ho. Several meadows ai: already
undor water, and with this rain 1t looks
a5 thovsh the Close is going to join
them, ™

“Well, don’t be eny longer than you
can hielp,” advised Wnarwon.

Tre captiin ot the Hemove turned to
the rest of his chums, Luey discussed
the latest news of the weather unnl their
two choms petorned, and then setrled
down o fea,

“Pas< the Bob
Cherrr,

*Thaunk-"

“ And the eake, old fruit

Toa had progressed merrily for about
half an hour. I'he juniors were just
berinning to feel comtortable. The loss
of a divusr needed some consolation, but
it scemed that the chums of the Remove
hod succeeded 1n finding 1t.

“T'H tell vou what wouldn’t be a bad
idea, whon we've Anished,” said Johnny
Bull. *“ SBuppose we——"

Boooocoomn !

Jolmnv Buoll broke off short.

“Hear that?” he asked, jiunping up
in alarn,

Tha ivniovs nodded.

“What was 167"

“Sounded like an explosion of scme
sort. ™

“It wuas some
aver it was!”

“It ecemed to me to come {rom the

tart=1"  sang oul

B

distance away, what-

direction of Mouk's Hill, up the Savk,”
put in Harey Wharton quietly.

“Monk's Hill*"

“1 wonder——"

The juniors regarded cach other in
silenee, The same thought was in each
of their minds. DBul they hesitated
hefore giving ulterance to it,

“1 hope noi,” said Wharton, answer-
ing the unspoken question.  “liroot
Scott ! Tt would be terrible !”

“Let's shove our beads ouf
window,” snggested Johnuy Bull,

“Good idea!”

The window was {lung up, and five
heads peered ount iuto the darkness
Other study windows were raised, and
Curiouns eyes !wuru(] out.

“Hear it?"” asked the voice of Mark
Linley, “The dom up the Suvk lins
buovst 1

“Tt is the dan, then!”

"By Jove!™

“Great Seott!”

The juniors, their faces pale in the
rloom now, benl their heads to listen.
It soemed that what Mark Linley had
said was true enough, for faintly in the
ilistance they heard the swish, swish of
bhroiling waters, and shouts of alarm, all
intermingled with the neighing of horses
and the bellowing of frightened cattle.

“It's the damn vight enough!” gasped
sob Cherrey haskily. “ It was prophesied
in the ¢ Iriardale Echo ' last week that
there was o danger of 1t giving way In
tho event of heavy rains or a flood.”

Swizh, swish, swish |l

ol tho

ol -pt*dlI!

o,

Greyfriars juniors. “ Good idea!™

“Bury 'em !”’ came a voice from the crowd. “Ha, ha, hal" roared the
Some of the Removiie; sprang at 'he
Higheliffe “ nuts *’ and held them to the ground, while the remainder proceeded
to pile up masses of snow around them,

(See Chapler 3.)
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The jnniors could heay the rear of the
ourushing waters move distinetly now,
It was true beyond all doubt. And
almost any. minute the onrushing torrent
would descend upon the =chool,

“Come on, you fellows!” shouted
Harry Wharton. ‘*Let’s get downstairs.
We may be wanted hefore the night’s
out.”

Boom, boom, boom !

Already the great bell in the old ivy-

¢lad tower of the school was tolling, -

sending out its message of warning to
any members of the school who might
be out of gates,

Boom, boom, boom !

News of the disaster that had owver-
taken the countryeide had evidently
reached Friardale village, for even as
the school bell commenced to toll, the
hooters of the few small factories in
the distriet blared forth togethey.

Hoooooooooooo !

Mmmmmmmmmmminom |

The Famous Five dashed out of their
study and down to the School House
steps. Juniors and seniors came ruhnimg
in from all parts. Fortunately, owing to
the nature of the night, not many were
abroad, But in almost every case they
gnessed what had happened.

Swish, swish, swoooosh !

The juniors could hear the waters
rushing along, the roar growing louder
and lounder every moment, until it
reached a deafening erescendo,

Swooooooosh, swoooooooooosh |

“Here it comes!”

The van of the torrent appeaved across
Monk's Hill. Even in the gloom the
watching juniors could see its foam-
flecked top. And the next moment, with
a loud smacking noise it hit the walls
of the school.

Swocoosh, swoooosh, swoooogosh !

The water spread acvoss the Close,
carrying every movable object with it.
Young trees were torn up h:{ the roots,
gates were carried off their hinges, and
even some of the lighter tin buildings
collapsed before the force of the swirl-
ing ﬁd. It passed on with a sickening
sound like that of
gurgling giant.

And as they wakched, their faces pale
in the ghostly light shed by the lights
in the school corndor, the horvor-
stricken juniors eaw the bodies of
aniinals, fmrses sheep, and dogs swept
by, dashed hither and thither at the
mercy of the Hood.

The frichtened bellowing of some of
tlie cattle was heartbreaking to listen
to. Yet the juniors were powerless to
help. All they could do was to watch,
hoping that no fellow human battled for
life in the turbid walers.

At last the fury of the flood seemed
to abate somewhat. 'L'rue, the water still
came flowing down from the hill, but
it was less foam-specked and raging ihan
it had been ten minutes or so hefore.

Meanwhile, however, the rain con-
tinued to fall in torrents, drenching the
juniors to the skin. And at length,
vealising there was little move to be
seen, and that they were doing no good
by remaining in the wet, the Removites
trooped” back into their studies and
endeavoured to dry themeelves as best
they could.

The whole affair, right from the time
they had heard the dam burst during
tea-time up to the present moment, had
occupied such a small space of time that
it wials difficult to believe 1t had oceurred
at all,

The whine of the hooters in the village
ceased, the bell in the Greyfriars tower
coased its clamour, and both from the
s:hool and the village rezene parties set

Tue MacyNer Liprary.—No, 333.

some relentless
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out to pick up any human survivors
who mig]i?lt still be battling in the Hood.

The Famous Five would have given a
small fortine to have been allowed to
tnke part in this rescue work, but when
they approached Mr. Quelch for his per-
mission to leave the school bounds he
refused to entertain the idea.

And in the Remove dormitory thai
night the all-absorbing topic that oceu-
pied the minds of the juniors until they
fell asleep was whether the flood would
have subsided by the worning.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Sailors of the Remove!

OST of the Removites were up

M well before rising bell the nexi

morning. And the first thing

they did was to gaze out of

the dormitory windows to sce the exient

aof the rlumaglf: caused by the bursting
of the dam the previous night.

Right across the Close, and the country
beyond, except in the hilly pavts, was
under water., Here and there trunks of
trees were still floating about with many
other picces of wreckage of a smaller
nature.

The water, contrary to the juniors’
expectations, had certainly not receded
during the night; if anything, the rain,
which was still hurthing down, zcemed
only to have added to it.

"My hat !” exclaimed Wharton, “ This
is a go, and no error!”

During the night the Head had
learned that, while a greater part of
Friardale was under water, fortunately
no lives had been lost. And when he
announced this to the assembled school
after prayers in Hall, he was greeied
with lond cheers.

But if the Removites imagined that

because of the flood they were going to
be excused lessons, they were wrong.
No one seemed to be able to pay very
much attention to the valuable precepts
of the learned Mr. Quelch., And that
gentleman himself, after a gruelling
night’s work in an open boat looking
for anyone who might be in need of as-
sistance, felt no more like work than
did the juniors.

Fortunately, however, it was Wednes-
day again, and consequently a half-holi-
day, a fact for which all the masters,
as well as the pupils, were very thankful,
The tnorning passed at length, and the
Removites found themsclves free to do
as they liked,

The firsi thing they did was {o ascer-
tain the depth of water, and much to
their surprise they found il was well
aver five feet deep.

“What about a row round 1o have a
look at what's happened ¥ suggested
Bob Cherry after dinner.  “ All the
boatsa from the boathouse are up at the
school hero. Wingate and a few more
of the Sixth swam out for them late
last night, when the flood eased down a
hit. J dare say we can gel periuission
to use a couple of them.”

“Jolly good wheeze, Bob, old man.”

As Bob anticipated, the chums found
no difficulty mn arranging with Wingate,
the captain of the school, to borrow a
eouple of 1he boats,

But no sooner had Billy Buuter, the
Owl of the Remove, heard of the pro-
posed boating expedition than he at-
tached himself to the Famous Five, with
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the iden of accompanying them. Iarry
Wharton & Co., however, had no desiré
for the company of the Owl of ihe
Remove. And they told him so in lan-
ruage that was more pointed than pelite,

It was arranged that Vernon-Smith,
Tom Brown, and three of the Famous
Five should go in one beoat, while Mark
Linley, Squiff, and Bulstrode and the
remainder of the Co. went in the other,

Lord Mauleverer expressed a desire to
join the party, but sinee he felt unequal
to the strain of pulling an oar, his desira
was not enthusiastically received.

“Right away !” sang out Bob Cherrs,
when the parties had arranged them-
eelves in their boats. “Pull for the
ﬁhum, Eailnrs, pull for the shorée! Pull
oy —

“I eay, you fellows, what about me 7"
howled Bunter.

“Rats "

The Owl of the Remove stood on the
School House steps and waved his little
fat fist at the receding boats. But the
next moment he emitted & fat chuckle,
and sped away towards the school store-
room. He reappeared again in about
five minutes’ time with an oval enamel
bath slung across his fat shouldervs, and
a cricket bat, borrowed from Siudy
No. 1, under his arm.

“Heo, he, he! TI'll show ‘om Lia
chuckled, “They can’t get away from
me 50 easily. I expect the grecdy rotters
are going off to have a quiet feed some-
where, and they don't want me fo know,
They can’t pull the wool over my eves,
though. Oh, I'm cute, I am! Yeou
trust your Uncle Billy.”

The Owl of the Remove placed his
enamel batl: in the water and clambered
mside. It rocked dangerously for a
moment, and 1t looked as though Bunter
was going to be hurled into the water
before his voyage had even commenced.
But eventually he got going, so to speak,
using his—or rather Bob Cherry's—
cricket bat as a paddle.

A shout went up as he left the zhore,

“Stick it, Tubbyl”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter smirked.

“ Necessity is the father of prevention,”
he said mirily.

“Q0Oh, my hat!™

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

Bob Cherry saw the fat junior elamber
into tho bath, and he gasped.

“ Hallo, ]}ﬂflﬂ. hallo 1" he roared in &
stentorian voice. * Go back, Bunter!”

But Bunter did not go back. Instead,
he paddled forward, grinning all oves
his fat face.

“1 say, Cherry ! he called out. “You
can't trick me, you know. I'm ioo jolly
smart, I know you're all going to [lla.'l.'t}
a feed somewhere.”

“Yes, we're going to light a fire and
have a mnice little pienic in the fields,”
grunted Bob Cherry sarcastically.

It was obvious to the juniors in the
boats that wunless they did something
drastic they would be burdened with
Bunter's company all the afternoon.
They waited until Bunter npproached
eloser, and then Bob Cherry reached
out with his oar and pushed it against
the Owl's ' boat.”

“Yaroooooooogh 1" howled Bunter in

1H

alarm, as his frail eraft rocked and
splashed., “ You'll have me out in a
minute !V

“ Less than that,” grinned Bob, giving
the bath another poke.

Jab !

"This time the oar caught the boat fair
and sguare. It rocked once, and then,
as Bunter shifted his weight to balanes
it, it snddenly shot up onone end, sending
the fat junior with a loud splash into the
watel's
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“Wow " howled the Owl of the Re-
move, as he struggled to the surface.
“I'm Furgug—dmwning. you b-beasts !
IMelp !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors in
tlis boata.

“Grough! Beasts!” hooted DBunter
between mouthfuls of water,

Trying to right his bath, which curi-
ously enough, was still floating, Bunter
capstzed it again. But this time it
turned turtle on top of him. And the
last the Removites saw of the fat junicr
as they pulled on their ‘oars was a foct
waving above the water surrounded by
s lot of bubbles. ]

“Now we can pet on!” remarked
Harry Wharton, laughing. “It won't do
Punter any harm to have a good bath !”

"H&‘ ha, ha!”

“IHe's got twe now! One en top of
lis fat napper and one the water’s giving
him 1"

The juniors pulled out through the
school gaies and spent half an hour sur-
veying the ncarby ficlds. It certainly
zave thom a curious sensstion to find
themselves rowing past familiar land-
marks Dby which ﬁiihurtn they  had
walked, .

They were about to relurn to the
school gates again when their attention
was attracted by some moving objects
just ahead of them,.

“*What the thump is that little lot?
said Bob Chérry.

“Let's row up and have a lock!™

The i'uni,m-.ﬂ. did so.  And as they
approached closer they give vent to
exclamations of amazemont.

“My hat!”

“It's Mauly !"

“If he isn't the limit !

“The absolute outside edge ™

Leaning back luxuriously in a large
bath, a coloured cushion in the small of
lie i}ack and a book in his hand, =at
Lord Mauleverer, the slacker of the
Femove,

He was not rowing the bath himself.
Lnstend, -zome distance in front were four
other and smaller baths, each of which
contained a Sccond Form fag., The fags
weore armed with ericket-bats, which they

wers using as  paddles,  They were
making quite a good speed hbetween
them, hauling Mauleverer along as they

;}'Ent with the aid of leagths of clothes-
111,

Tho Removites stared.

“ My hat " execlatined Harry Wharton
feebly.

“Carry me home to die!” murmured
Frank Nugent, ncarly falling out of the
Loat i his astonishment.

“If this doc=n't take the blessed Bun
of Barnstaple!™

The juniors stared again, And then,
uuable to control themselves any longer,
they burst into a loud rear of laughter
Lhat literally caused their boals {o rock
in tho water,

“Ha, ha, hat"

“"You lazy slacker!"

“Jolly good idea, bedad!” drawled
Manleverer, extracting a chocolate from
his pocket, " Ahoy, ther2! Full speed
nhead !

And, with ithat, the slacker of the
{lemove sellied back. slecpily in his
strange craft, and the weird procession
loated on in the direction of the village.

“I'd like to know what that little lot’s
rrsting him ! said Johnny Bull, as the

Hemovites rowed back to the school. 1
reckon  those fags are not hauling ﬂ!d
if

Mauly down to Friardale for nothing !

“ Hear, hear !

“1 say, you tellows " exclaimed Whar-
ton suddenty,  “Ilave you forgotten thal
we were. supposed to play the Upper
Vowrth at footer to-day?”

Wharton's chiums blinked.

senaing the fat junior in o the wa er.

Bob Cherry reached out with his oar and pusheli azainst Bunter’s boat,
** Yaroooh ! ** howled the fat j nior, in alarm. The bath rocked csngerously as

Bun er shifted his weight to balance the eraf-.
“Wow !’ gurgled Bunter, as the water
closed over his head. * Gug-gug-gug!” (dee Chapter 6.)

It sucdealy shot up on one end,

“Don't be a silly ass,
seout ! said Frank Nugent., * None of
ns have forgotlen it—but how the thump
can we play footer with about six feet
of water covering the field?”

Wharton grinned.

“That's where brains come in!” he
saidl.

His chums regarded him eurionsly.

“What's the wheeze?!"” asked Johnny
Bull, at length. *“(Gone off your giddy

rocker?"”
“Nunno!” said the captain of the
Hemove, “I've pmot a great idea!

There’s no need to let this flood business
interfere with our arrangements, as far
as I can see. We can't play ordinary
footer, of course, but what about chal-
lenging those Upper Fourth bounders to
a gmaine of waler-footer instead ¥"

Bulstrode whistied.

“That's a jolly good
exclaimed,

“Hear, hear!”

“They'll jump at the chance!™

“Well, we've got to take the boats in
now, in any case, so if you fellows like
we'll put it to Teinple as soon as we get
back.”

“That’s the stuff to give 'em!”

The juniors laid on the cars again and
pulled for the school. They had been
keenly looking forward to the match with
the Upper Fourth, and had been more
disappointed than they confessed when
the elements had stepped in and inter-
fered with their arrangements. But
Harry Wharton's great wheere secmed
to have solved their tronbles. They
voted it the best stunt of the season,

notion !'' Lo

Harry, old |

“We'll show ‘em!” pgrinned Bob
Cherry, as the boats glided through the
school gates. * Footballers of the deep!
My hat! We shall see some fun now!”
- *The funfulness will be terrific!™
purred Hurree Singh,

And, as events were to show, the dusky
junior proved a good prophet,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Interruptel Game!

HEN the Removites arrived back
W at the school they lost no time
in putting their idea before the
rest of their Form-Iellows. And

one and all voted it a stunning wheeze,

The Famous Five made their arrange-
ments with the Upper Fonrth, who were
as keen on the wheeze as were the
Removites themselves,

Life at Greyfriars since the bursting
of the dam had not exactly been whaf
might be described as wildly exeiting,
For the most part, the fellows—juniors
and seniors alike—had spent their time
gazing out of the windows or wandering
along the passages,

But when the news of the proposed
game of footer in tha water went the
rounds, gloomy expressions gave place to
grins. And well before the time the
game was due to start, all the windows
on that side of the school building thai
faced the Close were packed with heads,

Since, of course, the goalposts were
under water, somé other tneans of mark-
ing the citadels had to be found. DBob

Tie hagser Lipgant.—No. 833,
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Cherry suggested towing some tin baths
to each end of the field, and fastening
them thers with lhome-made ancliors,
This idea was agreed to, and, under the
supervision of the fighting" man of the
itemove, the “field " was arranged.

Half an hour later, attired in
swimming-costumes, the Remove team
appeared on the BSchool House steps,
and plunged into the water to take up
their positions.

. They were greeted by many cries from
the speclators at the windows above,

“ (zood old Remove |”

“Three cheers for the wuler-babies

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Eventually Temple & Co. arrived, and
another volley of cheers hurst out. Since
yone of the seniors could be found to
referee the game in the water, Wimgate,
the captain of Greyfriars, volunteered to
o it Emm one of the boats at the side
of the “held.”

“Line up !” roared Wingate through a
gramophone-horn he had borrowed to do
Juty as a megaphone, “ Only another
minute before starting !”

Wharton placed the ball about where
e judged the centre to be, and waited
far the first blast of the whistle.

Pheep !

“Play up!”?

“On the ball!”

Crics of encoura
Wharton fisted the
WINg.

Plop!

The ball hit the water with a resound-
ing smack. And the next inoment a
frantic tussle between Bob Cherry and
‘'emple of the Fourth cemmenced for
its possession.

“@o it, Bob!"”

“Duck him, Temple !"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The two players fought and splashed
patil the water around them beecame
white with foam. But in the stiuggle
"Pemple, unfortunately for him, in an
endeavour to shout some instructions to
one of his supporters, shipped a mouthful
nf waler.

“G-g-gug ! Ooooch!” he spluttered.

“1la, ha, hal!”

“Go it, 'i‘emplﬁ g )

It was tle opportuniiy Bob Cherry
had been waiting for. With a stentonan
roar, he fisted the ball across to Wharton
azain, who immediately fisted 1t out to
Franky Nugent. N

And Nugent, gripping the trailing lace
of ihe ball wit.]gl his teeth, commenced
io swini for 1the Fourth goal, IF'ry splash-
ing up in his rear, On and on he went,
ducking and diving.

Excitement was intense.

But Fry was nothing if not a trier.
He changed from the breast-stroke to
the overstroke. Slowly but surely he
Jrew nearer to the Removite, until at
last only a {ew inches remained between
Nugent's heels and the Fourth-Former's
head. Fry put on another spurt and
grabbed Nugent by the heel.

“Foul ! roared the ciowd.

“Groogooch!” spluttered Nugenl, as
the ball slipped E‘ﬂm his mouth and
he ducked a couple of feet under ihe
waler,

Wingate blew his whistle, and through
his improvised megaphone awarded the
Reéemovites a penalty “kick.” The ball
wag thrown over in front of the Fourth
goal,

“You had better take the kick,
Havey ! shouled Bob Cherry.

“ Right-ho 1"

Biff |

Wharton punched at the floating ball
for all' he was worth. It sailed through
the ‘air towards Dabney, the Fourth
Form custodian, describing a dripping
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ment wmlt_ up as
all out to his right-

arc as it did so, Dabney, who was tiead-
mg water, saw it coming and lunged

up at it. DBut at thé precise moment

he lunged a twinge of cramp ran down
hiz left leg, and ﬁa missed,

Smack !

But if the goalkeeper missed, the ball
did not. It took the redonbtable Dabney
full in the face, and gently floated awny
behind him between the two goalbaths.

‘“¥erooooogh 1" howled Dabney,
splashing wildly about. *“Wow! I'm
hurt 17

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Goal 1"

“ Play up, Remove !”

The ball was punched back to the
centre again, snd the players lined up,
waiting for the whistle, :

Pheep! :

Even as the whistle sounded, Temple
made a grab at the ball, gripping it as
Nugent %ad done with his teeth. And
the next moment, as the Removites
closed in around him, he dived and
vanished.

“Where's he gona?”

The players puused and glanced
around em. Temple was famous
throughout Greyfriars as a diver, and he
was bringing his =kill in this direction
into use now. All that remained to
show he had been anywhere near wheve
the Removites were splashing around
was a ring of little aiv-bubbles.

“My hat!” gasped Johnny Bull, tread-
ing water, ‘*Where has the blighter got
to? :

“The divefulness of the esteemed ass
Temple is terrific !” added the Nabob of
Bhanipur in his weird and wonderful
Enins?l.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!™

A stentorian roar burst from Dob
Cherry as he suddenly kicked out and
started off down the field towards the
Remove goal. And the next moment
the remainder of the juniors saw a black
head bobbing up about fifteen yards
from them. It was 'Temple of the
Fourth, He was swimming on his side,
pushing the ball before him as he went.
The juniors gave a kick and a splash,
and started off after him,

But Temple had a good lead, thanks
to his extraordinary dive, and it locked
uncommonly as though he would reach
the Remove goal before even the backs
could prevent himn.

Splash, splash, splash!

No tiddler before a hungry whale put
on more speed in the water than_ did
the Removites at that moment. Hand
over hand they went, determined io draw
level with Temple before he reached the
goal. ,

*“ After him!”

“Give him a worm !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Temple, by anotirer conple of dives,
succeeded in passing the Remove backs,
and it seemed that nothing could prevent
him from reaching the front of the goal,
where he would have only Hazeldene to
contend with. But at that moment there
came a loud shout of alarm from the
speclators up at the windows.

“Look out!”

“(h, my hat!”

“The silly ass!”

Even as they shouted, there came the
warning note of a motor-horu,

Honk, honk!

And from the far end of the Close,
behind the Remove goal, appeared a
motor-boat, the water spurting from its
bows and a creamy wake in its rear.
Low down in the driving-pit the juniors
made out the form of Horace Coker, the
duffer of the Fifth., But if the juniors
had seen Coker, the great Horace had
not seen them. He was leaning forward

over the steering-wheel, Intent upon
some part of his boat’s mechanism,

Every now and then he gave a toob
on the horn, trusting to luck that its
note would clear the way for him.
Coker, appareutly, was in ignorance of
the football match that was taking place
in the water, And at the rate he waa
travelling it seemed  that nothing short
of a miracle could save him fromn running
down the juniors in the water, who were
frantically endeavouring to swim out of
his way.

“ Loolt out, Coker!"”

“You silly ass!™

By now the din was terrific. Wingale
was blowing on his whistle, and the
jumors at the windows were shouiing.
Coker glanced up in alarm to see what
all the noise was about. As he did eo
he observed the juniors in the water for
the first time, He made a wild grab
at his steering-wheel, and swung the
boat round just in time i{o avoid keel-
hauling Temple, wha was nearest to him.

But, while. he was staring at Temple,
Coker feiled to notice the tin baths doing
duty as goalposts. But if Horace Coleer
failed, his boat didn’t. With the spray
leaping from its bows, it caught the un-
offending bath head on.

Crash !

“Oheeeceer !’ the
Former, in alarm,

The bath crumpled vp before the
heavy motor-boat like a pieco of match-
wm:rcrund went to the bottom, while the
motor-boat roared along on its way.

"~ Meanwhile, many of the foothallers
had succeeded in treaching the School
House steps. But a few of them, in-
cluding Hazeldene, Inky, Frank Nugent,
and Johnny Bull, were not so success-
ful. Instead of dashing to safety, it had
taken them all their time to avoid a
collision with Coker and his boat when
first they had appeared. They were
swimming on the outside of the boat,
hoping it would pass them and give them
a better chance to join their chums.
Things might have turned out as they
hoped had 1t not been for the crash with
the tin bath. That cvash had caused
the motor-boat to swing avound again,
and at the very moment the juniors
thought they were safe they esaw 1t
tearing directly at them,

“Stop the engine,
roared Johnny Bull

“Blow her down!”

Coker blinked at the juniors, who were
now only a few yards before him, and
heaved the steering-wheel round again.
There is an old saying to the effect thal
fools are born lucky. And Coker proved
the truth of the old saying—on this occa-
sion, at any rate, He missed the strug-

ling juniors by a few feet only, nearly
alling out of the boat as he did so.

Had Coker had the presenge of mind
to shut off his engine his troubles might
have come to an eml. DBut, as it was,
he lost his head, and instead of eutiing
off the petrol he opened ihe throttle.

Chug, chug, chug!

The engine, not being able lo read ils
driver’s thoughts, did what any engine
would have done under similar circums-
stances.

It roared. .

and the boat, with no weight to
hinder it save that of Uoker, Et&l’ﬂ“j’
leaped from the water and raced up the
Close,

“My hat!” pasped Franky Nugent, as
he struck out for the shore. *'That was
a close shave, and no mistake, I
reckon that silly ass Coker must have
pone clean off his blessed chump!”™

“Hear. “ear!” said Johuny Buall,
as he clambered over the side of ihe

(Continued on wage 17.)
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e EGRGE WINGATE

ORTUNATELY fov wz we get
F few floods in England which
compare with those exporionced
abroad. In fact, compared with
those of India and Africa, for example,
opurs can hardly be called floods at all.

In Africa it is no uncommon thing
for an area of a hundred or more square

juiles to be under water for a period of
a month or more. Thesc floods, of
course, usually - start with the rainy

sepason. And when it rains in the

tropics, not only does it descend ‘2lmost-

in sheets, but continnes for davs. on ¢nd
without e single break.

First of all, the rivers begin to rise
and overflow ; and then springs burst up
nmong the hills; creeks that have been
bone dry during the summer months
suddenly become raging torrents, anr
sometimes a clondburat adds to the work
of destruction. '

Floods cansed by the hurstin# of o

dam, such as that at Monk’s Hill, ave {ar

less frequent  and of o fuch milder
form. vevertheless, there are records
vf whole towns and villages having becn
wiped out as the result of a food

capsed in this manner, and of many of

the inhalitants losing their lives, too.

Only Tifteen years ago.- a large
reservoir just outside Polati, o small
town in Northern Italy, hurst through
(anlty construction. And before the un-
fortunate inhabitanis had time to leave
their lhouses even, many millions of
rallons of water rushed down upon
thent,” drowning them like rats in traps.

The damage to property was cstimaled
al about a quarter of a million pounds,
while over zeven hundred people losi
Hieir lives.

Dut perhaps one of the biggest floods
e world has ever known since the
ilavs of Noah was that which oceurred
i1 China nearly two hundred years ago.

Thiz flood uot only took a toll of
nearly seventy thousand human  lives,
it did damaga, the full extent of which
was never discovered, and caused a rice
farine through the washing away of
I crops.

“Thiz flood, known as the HHaug Chi
IMsaster, was caused through the gea

prietrating a suppnsedly extinet voleano

supplement 1.]

crater on one of the many smell islands
which dot certain parts of the Chinose
coast.

The zea, coming into contact with the
burning core of the volcano, ceused a
terrific eruption, which drove the whole
of the water between the island and the
shore mcross the mainland. DBut it was
not until nearly s hundred and fhifty
vears afterwards that the cause of the
disaster was discovered, and then it was
by an eminent Japanese, Dr. Yoshi-
MATO. -

All floods, howover, are not noces-

aarily destructive.

Many a barren land has been made
fertile by this -means, and many that
were not barren have had their fertility
increased,

There have been many smaller floods
in this country within the past few
yvears, but most of them arc too well
remembered to need recounting here.
There was one flood, howover, which
submerged a beautiful valley in a
county near London not long ago—a
valley which once sheltered three
villages. But that particular flood was
organised by man, when o river was
tapped with the idca of storing some of
its contents in the valley for human
cotsumptioi,

A BOB A TIME.

“Waiter-—waiter, I've swallowed a
bone !

The waiter, huried forward, loosened
the diner’s collar, and buffeted him
lustily on -the hack.

“Feel better, sirl” Le. inquired
svinpathetically.,
“Yog, thanks!” replied the diner.

“But why the dickens don't you take
vour bhones out of your confounded
mince? Dring me my bill!”

The waiter apologised, and departed.
But when ho veturned with -the hll, the
diner noticed that a shilling was marked
up against ‘' Sundries.”

“YWhat's thist"” he demanded angrily.
“You've chavged me a shilling too
much !

“I] beg your pardon, sir!™ replied
the waiter deferentiollv. “ But chaokin's
a hextral”

EDITORIAL !

By
HARRY
WHARTON.

LOODS may come and floods
may go,” but the “ Greyfriars
Herald,” like the little brook in
the poem, still gocs merrily on,

'F

- Thia week, however, it nearly came tn

a full stop, and, quite seriously, my
chums, it was a toss-up whether the
“Supplement " oppeared at zll.

Never in all the history of Greylriars
have we had such a time before!

In the first place, all the contributors
wore late with their copy—not that
there is anything uvnusual in that., And
secondly, to make matters worse, the
printing works in Friardale, hke cvery-
where else, was flooded out.

In fact, the day the * Bupplement®
should have been on.the machines, thers
was over three fect of water in the base.
ment. Then again, there wasn't a dvun
of ink in the place fit to use. The
water had got into it, and it looked like
s cross between one of Wun Lung's
Chinese stews and a black pudding in
CONZCYUEnce,

As soon as my chums and I heard
what had happened, we rowed down to
the village to sce whether we could give
the printer & hand, .

And it was a jolly good jobh we did,
too !

We worked like niggers for scveral
hours. baling the water out of the base-
ment. And after that we horrowed a
car and wenf over to Courtficld, wheve
we managed to borrow a drum of prini-
ing ink from the works of the * Court-
field Gazette,™

Haviong finished that we stayed on afl
printer's until our *copy " was prinfed.
and we corrceted the proofa on the spot:
inatcad of having them scut up to Grey-
friars.

But, after all, our flood was a zmail
affuir compared with some that have
oconrred, Wingate is an authoriiyv on
floods, so I managed to get an article
from him on this subject, There is no
need to recommend il here, since
Wingate's name to it is a good enough
vecommendation in itsell.

Mr., Prout was very anxious fo
describe a flood he experienced some-
where near the Rockies in 1875. But
since he was rather late with it, I have
been compelled to leave 1f out.,

However, here's the “Supplement,”
wet from the press, so you can judge
whether or not we made a good job of
it in the face of our many difficultios.
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EED T =ay that one of the most
N ierrible experiences of my lile
was cansed by a flood? Indeed,
only those who have seen the
beaunliful fields covered by the eruel and
swirling torrents, and have seen the poor,
dumb dogs swimming for their lives, can
yealise its, horvors,
Yot I have lived through all this!

Worse than that, I have seen my
esteemed Uncle Bengumin—nf whom,
yvou have heard me speak

{mssi]ﬂy,
sefore—fighting - in the raging flood for
something almost as dear as life itself,
T was sﬁnﬂking—-na}r, heartrending !

My Uncle Benjamin and T had been
spending a gulet flﬂlidﬂ}f in the country.
Fach morning we arose early from our
heds—my Unecle Benjamin believes in
rising early—and took a walk in the
}-nuntr}*side before indulging in break-
fast,

My dear fellows, how can I describe
to vou the ineffable charm of those early
walks, when we listened to the sweet
pong of the lark, and fed with fresh-
plucked grass the gentle cow? Life, as
the poel says, was one long, sweet song,

'Then one day heavy clouds drifted
across the sky, and it began o rain,
Ay Uncle Benjamin has always told me
that cats do not like rain, so I busied
mysell colleciing as many of the poor
fhings as'I 1'*.1.'}1115 from around the farm-
house where we were staying, and bring-
ing them indoovs,

Meanwhile, 1t had starled Lo thunder,
and sharp flashes of lightning streaked
across the sky, 'Thisecontinued for some
davs, duving which the neighbouring
river-began to vise until af last it reached
an alarming height,

At length the long expecled hap-
pered. ‘The river burst its banks and
averflowed inlo the neighbouring fields.

Horzes, cattle, and even homan béings:

were talien nnawares, But while all the
worlers in the fields managed-to climb
np trees and walk for the rescue-parties,
the amimals were less {ortunate,

My UVucle DBenjamin suggested we
should go out in & boat and see whether
we counld render any assistance either fo
man or beast. Uncle Benjamin wrapped
himself well up in woollies, and, wilh
ihat consideratron for other people that
is so characteristic of him, insisted that
I should do the same.

Then we set out om owr errand of
nercy,

- Hall-way across one of the flooded
ields we zaw a poor, timid dog clinging
to the branches of a half-submerged tree.

“My dear Alonzo,” said Uncle Ben-
jamin, “the dog we can observe in the
listance has evidently become exhausied
—that 18 why it 18 clinging to that
iree. In addition, my
is probably suffering Irom exposure,
thiik -we. will row over to i, and having
rescued it from its perilous, not to say
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dear Alonzo, it

uncomfortable, position, adminisier a
drop of Professor Crackedun's excellent
coungh-mixture.”

“Uertainly, my dear uucle [ I replied,
with a beaming smile,

It took us but a few moments to reach
the unfortunate dog. Uncle, Benjamin,
at great personal risk, reached out from
the boat and dragged the dog to safety.
He then ordered me to pour some of the
congh-mixture down its throat while he
opened its mouth.

But, as the poet Burns, a true sludent
of Nature, says, “the best-laid schemes of
men and mice gang aft agley.”

No zooner did my esteemed Uncle
Benjamin altempt to open the dog's
mouth than it emitted an angry bark:

Bow-wow !

“<T1f at first you don’t socceed,”
quoted Unecle Benjamin, “*itry, try
again,’

The poor animal is apparently

I waded up to my wncle, the bottle of
cough mixtire raised aloft,

apprehensive thal we may do him some
mjury. However, we are working for
his own good, g0 we must persevere, Iy
dear Alonzo.”

Uncle Benjamin, after a few soothing
words, wrenched at the dog’s mouth
again, while T produced the really ex-
celletit cough-mixture in readiness,

Then a terrible thing happencd !

The wngrateful dog suddenly snapped
at poor Uncle Benjamin’s hand, causing
him to lose his balance in the boat and
to pitch headlong into the water,

Plop!

But, unnoticed by either of us, the
bhoat had drifted away from the trec
where we had found the dog, and was
now rapidly being drawn along by the
current, of the river, I decided that
whittever awas to bhe done must be done
at once. My Uncle Benjamin has always
impressed upon me that sometifiies it 18
necessary to make guick decisions.

I therefore rveached ont of the beat,

HERALD.,

with the intention of dragging Undle
Benjamin back, Bui, unfortunalely, T
misjudged the distance, missed my
balance, too, and, with a loud splash,
was hurled in the raging torrent just
behind my esteemed uncle, while the hoat
floated rapidly away.

Even then iragedy might have been
averted had Uncle - Benjamin not en-
deavoured to shout some valuable in-
structions to me, But, as it was, be
opened his mouth, and, with a splash,
s false teeth dropped into the flood.

“My dearsh Alonsho,” spluttered poor
Uncle Benjamin, “I have losh my teech !
(xroooooo [

And, with that, struggling furiously
agamst the stream, Uncle Benjamin
made a wild dive at the missing molars,
He missed them by the fraetion of an
inch, but- knocked them a lititle faprther
along, thus preventing them sinking.
But a second later the teeih sunk out of
sight beneath the water,

Uncle Benjamin dived again and

~ 4| vgain—a reelly extraordinary feat, when

you consider the state of the river. But,
dive as he might, he conld find no sign
of the missing teeth. A length, fearing
he should take a cold i eonsequence of
his immersion, I waded up to him with
the bottle of congh-mixture raised aloft.
I was about to pour some of the won-
derful fluid down wumwele’s throat when
he suddenly made a wild grab at zome-
thing in the water,

“T've got them!™ he
lightedly,

But his trinmph was shoet-lived. Far
whal Unele Bénjamin had thought were
his missing teeth was, in reality, a piece
of painted wood with 2 nail in the
middle,

Several more times e dived, but the
feetlh seemed to have vanished utterly,
And at last, weary and eéxhausted, we
returned home., Uncle Bepjamin insisted
on changing his clothes right away—he
has always impressed uvpon mo the
danger of -damp clothes—and, while he
was doing se, something dropped from
the turn-up of his trousers on to the
bed-room floor with a clatter.

It was the set of missing tecih!

Uncle Benjamin pounced upon them
Frith delight, a beaming smile upon his
ace,

“My dear Alonzo " he exclaimed, hug-
ging his prize. “And to think I divedl
all those times when the. teeth were
actually in the turn-ups of wmy trovsers!
"This iz indeed extraordinary !

And if any of you donbt thns slovy,
my dear fellows, T can only conclude by
saying that the teeth in guesiton may be
seen any Lime ab nwy  ccteomed Unecle
Benjanun's house, where  they now
repose beneath a glass caze, &8z
souvenir of the Great Flood.,

[Supplement .
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(This story was dictated to Sammy Bunter, who possesses a more original idea of
spelling than his egregious major.)

IT is in a staie of konsiderable Lkon-
sternation, knes to say annoyence,
that I rite these few werds., T feel

mi stile pen is madekwate to desl
with the subject—that know tipewritor
has bean decatgned that kan do it justice.

My sheoo-lace happening two kum un-
dun as I wos parsing Wingate's studdy
the other day, i stewped down 2 do it up,
when a famillyer vovee smote mi ecars,

“Wharton !” I ejackyewlated.

As soon as I reealized that mi old pal
was torking private to Wingate I (red
knot 2 listen—reely, you féllows! It’s
a fackt ! I einseerely hape their's nuthing
of the Pawl Pri about mo!

However, nn old pal YWharton was
lovking at tlie top of his voyce, sew 1
conldn’t help heremg & word or two.

“Wingale,” he sed, *‘that’s a reely

topping artikle on fuds U have ritten for.

e ' Graylryers Hereld ’ this weak,
rmdn’t have dun betier nmiself.”

“Ho,” thort 1, “an artikle on fuds,
ch? What doz Wingate no about fluds,
anyway? I nmst have a look into this
ald sea what the sritkle is like 17

And having arvived at this deecishun,
I kleared mi brow awd strolled along to
Wharten's :inddy in the Remove
passidge.  Kneadicss 1o =ay, the artikle
was still on the studdy taybull when 1
arived theip. '

Well, deor frends, 1 took wun look at
that manustripr, and wot did 1 find?

Their was a Job of stull about Ands, of
what 17 mite term an uphifting natcher.
In fakt, it wus a sort of yung N-sighklo-
peedia,  Vanely I zerched four swn
reference to the most wiporiant Aod of

all—the wun in which Gorge William |

Bunter played a no inkousiderable part.

But it was not their!

Whaut an injustice, yvew fcloes! What
an omission!  What a garstly herror!
Now, perbaps, 17 kan understand why
I am annoyed! Now, perbaps you kan
understand- mi fesling of konsternation
which ¥ menshuned ot the heegenning of
Lthis sewpuarh artilie !

But wus I downharted, dece reeders?
lkko arnsers know !

Az no dout you are awear, their's a lot
of purksnnal jellusy in this skaol, And
I kame to the konclewshion 4t was be-
kwase of that Wingate had left the thrill-
g story of my prate Hud expeerience
ont of 1ns artikle,

But as'mi {elloe orther, William Shake-
speer, wunce sed, were ‘their's a will
theiv's a wav, F have iheiefour decsided
ko tell you the story wmi=ell) saw you will
here 1t from ithe hearse's wmounth, sow to
speek,

4 olkarred sum yeers ago, wen T was

staying with mi peeple at Bunter Hark,

Dinner wae just over when we herd a
fritefull kiash sunvicere in the Jistonce.
Supple et Vi)

“Grale 8kott ! egpsklamed mi nukle,
the Erle of Bunter, who was staying with
us, “The resavoy on the hill has berst!
Bunter Village will be fludded! The
pheasants’ howses will be fludded, too,
and perhaps there lives in danger! As
lords of the manner we must sea what
wa kan do them for—I meen, do for
them. Up, Billy, and 2 the reskow 1™

With the erle’s noble wurds wringing
in'mi eres I jumped to mi feat, the blud
of all the Bunters korsing wildly threw
i vanes,
““nife * 1 had left the taybull, dashed to
the hoteliowse, and was rowing away
over the Aud,

I had Eknot bean rowing long, decr
reeders, when I herd a Dhlodkurdling
skreein. And away in a fludded mmedder
on mi wright I persceved sum men staud-
mmg in o bote. Wun of them, attired in
a silk hat and a hig Lloke, suddeuly
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And befour you cood say

and four a imowment I thort 1 sviv her lurf.

Then I lonked at the fellocs from the boat.

One wf thewm cavvicd @ Lamerer with o
handic at the sighed,

picked a fare maden from the hotlom of

the bote and, with a wringing kerse,

lkarst her into the swerling flud-waters,
“Help!" she rored at the top of her

voyee. ' Help, for the luy of Mike !™
Poising miuself in mi bote, I took a big

brethe and dived ito the torrent,
Splash !

The next momnnt I was striking out
forr the drwounding damsell, Hand-over-
hand 1 went, till at larsé I mannaged Lo
katch her bi her golden loks, Meen-
while the darstavdly felloes in the bote
shook there fists at me and muttered sum
orful things. But, muthing dornted, 1
swum with the gerl T had saved from a
wartery deth o the necrest =hoor,

-

Knot withool honsiderable trubble [
managed at larst Lo drag her on 1o terrer
fermer. Four a wile she was unkpnshue.
Bul, being sunply a dab at first-ade, I
applied  artefisshul  rvepuration,  After
what sepined wunths—nay, weaks—the
bewtiful  maden opened ])'lrL'l.' eyes and
murimured sum wurds of thanks in mi
ears. 'I'hen she giamcﬂd with gratiytude
o mi eyes, and fanted away again.

Then all of a sudden the {mtc!mrd of
felloes I have ulreddy moenshuned kanie
ol the seen:

“1lo,” ses the wun with the hat, “yow
think yore klevver, don't yer, vuny
shaver. Doo yvou no what vou have bean
amd gorn and dan

“Yess," I reeplied, wunderving weathes
I cood sncksessfully attak the lot of
them. ““I have saved this pore innersent
gerl from yore howerdly klutches. You
thort, bekawse of the flud, ¥ou voodl
honunit merder, and the perlice wood
think she had got drowned bn akkeident.
But you rekhkoned without Bunter, and
that bas bean yore undoing. I will sca
that. 1T pay the full penlty of the lori”

I glarmced at the made on mi slrong
ariy, and four a minnute I thort I saw
her larf, Then I looked at the felloes
from the hote again. Wun of them wos
holding a trypod with a kamoerey on {op.
And the kamerer had a handle in thoe
sighed of it,

“I say, U felloes,” I szed, blinking
threw mnn big  epekticles, “what’s the
game ¢

Wun of the felloes looked al meo wilh
a pittying smile,

“You silly ass!"™ he ejackyewlated.
“1f you don't no what you have dun,
I will tell you. " ¥ amn the prodewser of
the Flikkevgraf Filp Kompany. When
we herd of the Aud we kame down hear
bi airoplane Lo take a seen four our Blm
entitled, ' Drowned to Peth.” And now
you have gon and messed it up! You
berbling jabberwel 17
" Well, daer reeders, when I herd those
wurds I must konfess I felt a fritefull ass,
S0, terning on mi heal, I strode awary,
mi tale between mi legs, sow. to speek.
And when I arrived bak at Bunter Kort
and told nn unkle, the Erle of Bunier,
what had okkurred, he larfed till lis
nobull sides aked with pane.

However, T was hounsolled when T re-
seeved an inviltation from the dameel
to the dinner with which they selle-
hrated the releese of the fln. It was a
wimnderfool feed—everything you kan
think of from sardines 1o ices. At fhn
end, when I felt a little sleepy, the
prodewser got up and made a speech—a
fare affair he mado H. T snored, and he
must have thought T said “oncorve,” bie-
canse he was still torking when 1 woke
bt
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HEAR that a Sperial Commission will
I shortly sit in Courtfield to inquire
into, and report upon, the bursting

of the dam at Monk’s Hill, It 1s

bighly probable that several members of-

the Lower School at Greyfriars will be
called vpon to -give evidence,
& ® "

The damage to property caused by the
flood has now been estimated at twenty
thousand pounds, - Fifteen cottages be-
tween Monk's Hill and th'eschool were
totally wrecked, while no fewer ihan
pighty head of cattle lost their lives,
Fortunately, however, most of the
farmers had insured their stock against

flood, .
@ . W

The Relief Fund organised by B&ir
Ililton Popper, Bart., has now repched
a total of fifteen thousand pounds, and
is still growing! A thousand pounds of
this money was subscribed by the school
Governors, while it is anticipated that

aniother five hundred will accrue from

the series of conoerts to be given by
the BRemove Dramatic Society at the
(Coronet Theatre, Courtfield,
That's the stuff to give 'em!
- * E

I learn from an official sgurce that
William George Bunter of the Remove
'orm is applying for a rebate of his
school fees in conrequence of the loss of
a dinner through the bursting of a water
main in the domestic quarters.

“1 may, you know, it's a Dblessed
fraud,” said the fat junior, blinking
through his big spectaclos; when I called
upon him in his =tudy. - “I don't believe
the blessed main’s burst at all. was
just -a stunt to &ave some grub, They

can't pull the wool over my eycs. He,
he, he!™

We hope Bunter will get oll e
deserves ! " "

A sensation was caused in the Close
the - might- following the flood, by the
appearance of Mr. Prout, standing in a
boat with his celebrated Winchesier
repeater, potting at water-rats. My,
Prout reports that sport was rather slow,
and bears no comparison with one of his
hunting trips in the Rockies in 18895,
when, alone and unaided, he secured a
bag of twelve grizzly bears, four moun-
tain lions, and half a dozen scalp-hunt-
inr Red Indians.

M’vyes |

ik 3 L 3

T hear that a reward of two hloatvis is
boing offered by the Second Form for
information that will lead to the appre-
hension apd licking of three desporados
styling themselves . “The Black Hand
(or neck) Pirates " who, on the third
night. of the flood, waylaid several fags
ip the Clese. Failing to extract loot

Tore Macxey Linpany.—No, 333,
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from them
sending them to Davy Jones' locker.
‘The pirgtes wero decribed as woearing
three-cornered paper hate bearing the
sign of the Jolly Roger and black masks:

they scuttled their Laths,

Their vessels consisted of three baths

driven by cricket bats,

Here's to the jolly pirates! Yo-ho-ho!

and a bottle of—ginger-pop
# #* L+

Considerable activibty prevails in
Study No. 13, where Fisher T. Fish is
busy forming a new insurance company
which will 1ssue policies against future
Aoods, The company will bhe known as
“The All-in Flood Insurance Federation
(In¢.)” with Fisher . Fish as presiclent.
acting vice-president, secretary, an
treasurer. :

So far there has heen no marked rush
for policies!
: 5 m &
A rather orviginal pxplanation for the
bursting of the dam at Monk’s Hill has

SPECIAL
ADVERTISEMENTS.

BOYS3, DE DBFAUTIFUL! It's the Deau-
tiful hoy who wins suceess In life—the boy
with the luxurinot halr, sparkling eyes,
shapely nose, and glowing cheeks. The ugly
boy has to romain on the bottom 1ung of
the ladder. He cannot advance. WHY?
Because his appearance repels instead of
attracting. If you are inclined to be ugly
—if wyou are kmown amongst yvour echool-
fellows as “ Monkey-face ""—come and consalt
PROFESSOR BINKS, the celchrated Beanty
Speclalist!  Consulting-rooms: ]800, High
Street, Courtfleld. DON'T DELAY! COME
TO-DAY!

BOYS, BE MANLY! Cultivate o mous-
tache! A little halr on.your upperdip will
convert you from an fonocent infant luto
g man of the world! Yon will command
respect  apd admilration- wherever you go.
Your girl friends will say, * How handsome
lie has become sipee he grew o moustache!™
Your Furm-master will be reluctant to cane
vou for misbehaviour In the class-room.
How c¢an he possibly cane a Man with a
Moustache! Boy & tube of **LIPIPO ™
to-day, and rub some Iinto your upperlip
every night. A magoificent military mous-
tache will make its appearance IN THREE
DAYH! Money refunded i moustache
refuzes to sprout.—Mcesars. Beaver & Walrnssz,
Chemizts, Iigh Street, Courtfleld.

I8 YoUR NOSE STRATGHT?  Nolhiog
looks more undiznifted than a nazal organ
whiclt takes a sharp list to starboard. ear
one of our patent nose-straighteners for o
few weeks, and your npose will assume a
uormal shape, and be the cnvy of all
heholders!  OF course, you will look rather
funny while you are wearing the straightener,
but think of the difference it will make in
vour appearance later on! Our wonderful
little appliance only costs.  a modest - five
guineas. PBuy one to-dav!—THE STRATGHT
g’_{]‘lfsﬁ_ SYNTHOATE, Crogked Strecl, Court-
elif.

been seut me by Willlam Gosling, the
school porter. I fﬂli')md“*?ﬂ it heve jus
as 16 was sent me by the noble Gossy,

“Deer Mr, Pri,—Wot T ses is 1his "orn
—there is fluds and fluds, Somoe Huds is
cansed bi nacher, and stm is canzed by
dratted boys which ought to have been
drownded at birth. In mi opinion that
there dam up at Monlk's Hill was made
to bust by the interfercnce of sum young
rips wot ought have knowed better. I
may say that konsiderable dammige was
done to mi stock of lime jooce in tlus
seller of my lodge by the water getting
into it. Wot I sea is this ere——"

But there, T think that will do. Ti is
refreshing to learn that now Goshing will
he compelled to take move walfer with
hia lime juice whether he wants to ov
not. Even floods have their vses,

Yes, I think so!

SOME THINGS I SHOULD LIKE TQ

Whether it 15 fyue ihat - a. coviain
Fifth-Former i3 considerine joining
qacht racing eluly. And, if so0, will totors

ts ba allowed to compets ¥
L] @© 1]

The prica paid by Lord Manwleveror for
the sorvices of a squadron of “tugs ” to
tow him to the willage. Aud whether
the faga in the tugsz foli as tived at the

end of the jourtey s their  noble
patron 2

¥ L L
. Whether Billy Buuter las voi dise

covered the differcuce between a hot
cinder and a blob of snow, awd what he
said when he took an involuntary bath
in the food waters Ly being piiched cut
of lis "I.I'Gﬂt-;' 7

IfF M. Queleh ioptends 1o luclude the
story of the great flood in his forth-
coming manuzeript on “The History of
Greylrwrs,™ and, if 20, when sy we
expect the book to be ready

1 + =

What Billy Bunfer roally ihought
when, after he had canght a fine roacly
with rod and line from the Seliool Ilouse
stepz, he tried a double line with {wo
hooks, and brought to the suwrface a tiy
of sardines and an ancient Kipper?

" #* &

© And i the ioker who fixed them on
the hooks wasn't rlad that Billy was too
shortsighted to veeognize him even il hie
had =cen him?
# £ %

- T Dr. Locke, seeing (e pleasire o
vived when we used the flooded gnad
as o swimooug bath, I=n't | considerine
having an openaiy bath buile at Greyv.

Frimps bl e B
“PAUL PRY.T
[Srppleneent in,

8 i
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(Continued from page 12.)

hoat in which Wingate had rowed out
to mecet them,

The juniors heaved s sigh of relief
as they realised that further danger from

Coker wag past. They staved up the
flooded Cloce to wherve the motor-boat
was phill roaring away, and their scared
looks gave place te grins.

But Coker in the boat itself was far
from happy. - In his wild endeavour to
Ht:g] the boat a few moments before he
had succeeded in smashing the controls.
And now he realised with a groan that
he was unable to stop the cugine, and
it was going all oui,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
g motor-boat and its now
By now Coker must have been doing
cropper. It certainly seemed that, unless
neck.
l!IpEEtiﬂﬁ to sce boat and driver crash.
wheel,
heavily on its side. (oker clung to the
more than anything «lse, it retained its
The boat was racing back again, leav-
his arms in the air and bellowing at the
exclaimed Wingate.
phone to his lips, and bellowed to Coker
state at that mowment to follow any in-
though to jump into the water, leaving
“Make for the gates!™  roared
fied driver was almost level with ihe

The ﬂasta.wajrl

“THE silly ass!” snorted Bob

' thoroughly  alarmed driver.
“ He'll break his blessed nock at the rate
at least twenty niles per hour, and at
that vate he conld not career about the
a mnvacle happened, Bob’s prophecy
would come true, and that the burly

The wateching juniors saw the boat
racing all out for the wall at the end
But at the last moment, when it seemed
that an acecident was unavoidable, Coker

Thiz sudden tuin at the speed it was
going causcd the motor-boat to send u
wheel like §rim death, expecting to be
hurled headlong into the flood, with the
equilibrivin, avd :zhot off in another
direction,
ing a ereamy wake 1n ita rear, much
after the manner of a young torpedo-
top of his powerlul voice, was the great
Horace Coker,

“And Coker can’t stop her!”™ said
Wharton anxiously.
to make for the school pates and the
open fields beyond., But if Coker heard
structions,

All he was concerned with was saving
the boat to take cave of tiself. But cach
time he poised preparatory to diving he
Wingate again.

Chug, chug, chug!
waiching juniors, Coker waved his
arms to them and bellowed.

Cherry, staring - after the rae-

he's goang 17
(Close very long hefore he came a
Fifth-Former would indeed 'F:_-reak his
of the Close, They held their breath,
zave a frantic wrench to the steering-
a great sheet of water and to pite
motor-boat on top of him, But by luck

Chyg, chug, chugl
boat. And standing amidships, waving

“Great Beott ! She's travelling now I”

Wingate raised his improvised mega-
he heeded not. Ile was not in a fit
his skin. Beveral times he made as
seemed to think hetter of it

By now the wmotor-boat and its terri-
"M Help! I can’t stop her!” he roared,

very skin of his teeth.

“Let the petrol out of the fank!”
shouted Wingate,

Coker bent down over the dashboard
again, But as he did so he caught his

-jacket on the steering-wheel and jerked

it round again, There came the roar of
the propelier as it lashed the water, and
the boat shot off straight for the tops
of some half-submerged trees,

Coker looked up from the dashboard
and saw the trees racing towards him.
He tried to yell, but ﬂuulgn't. Bo he did
the next best thing. He gripped the
sides of the bhoat and waited for the
worst.

Crash | ' _

The front of the bhoat, half out of the
water, skated partly across the tops of
the trees, and the rest of the boat,
carried forward by its own momentum,
followed,

Coker yelled, and ths juniors gasped,
They saw the branches sag and sway
beneath the weight, and heard the whinge
of the propeller as it thrashed the air,
Came a rear from the engine, followea
by a harsh, grinding noise, and then,
with a final snort, it siowed down aud
finally ceased altogether.

The spectators, both on the shore and
up at the windows, heaved a sigh of
relief. Coker had escaped a drenching
and. a possibly serious accident by the
But he was not
quite out of the wood yet.

He had got the boat on to the tree-tops,
but he could not get it off. He leaned
over the gunwale as though to dive, and
he  boat rocked ominously on iis
erilous perch. If Coker had carried out
Eis intention of diving, the boat would
certainly have crashed down on top of
him before he had time to reach the
water or swim clear. And the Fifth-
Former did not fail to realise this.

“]I say, lend a hand, you chapa!” he
bellowed. “I'm stuck!’

Now the danger was past the spectators
began to see the funny side of the affair.
They regarded the wildly waving Coler
and grinned; then they laughed, and
then they roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Thig is rich!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come on, you silly asses, I'm stock |”
bellowed the great Horace again.

But the juniors did not come on.
Instead, they laughed again. Stuck up
irr the tree-tops and unahble to move for
fear of bringmg the boat down on top
of himself, the Fifth-Former certainly
looked funny,

“I suppose we'd better go out and
fetch the silly ass in,” laughed Wingate.
“SBome of you fellows jump in the boat
and give me a hand.”

“Right-ho, Wingate !”

A few seconds later, with the Famous
Five still in their bathing costumes pull-
ing at the oars, the boat with the
captain of Greyfriars standing in the
bowe, glided up to the imarooned Fifth-
Former.

“You fellows stand up and hold the
blessed boat,” commanded Wingale,
“while Coker jumps. He'll get a duck-
ing, but that ean’t be helped.”

The juniors did as they were bid, and
Coker, only too glad to get out of the
damaged motor-boat, whether at the
price of a ducking or not, Jumped.

Splash !

e hit the water and ecame up 2 fow
yards from the juniors’ boat. Five ]]mira
of hands reached out and dragged him,
panting and blowing, to the side.

“My only annt!” gasped the Fifth-
Former, when he was safely seated
among the grinning juniors. ** Wasn't it
awful! T thought I was going to got

T
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{ smashed up that fime, and all thropgh

yon silly asses getting in my way, too!”

“Well, of all tlie blessed cheek——:!
began Harry Wharton indignantly,

“Gratitude, thy name iz Coker,”
gﬁ'iuned- Wingate. ‘““Let's get back to
the Bchool Housge.™

And when Unﬁ‘ﬂr stood on dry land
some minutes later ho was greeted by
loud shouta L

“ ¢ See the conquering hero comes!’

“Ha, ha, hal” -

“ Any more for the Skylark ¥

“You cheeky fags!” roared the burly
Irifth-Former. “It was all the fault.of
you blessed fags, anyhow. Wait until I
get somé dry duds on. T'll smash the
whole thumping lot of you !’

And with  that the discomfited
mariner vanished into the building amid
a chorus of howls, leaving a trail of
wator behind him., There was no doubt
a,h{:ut it—Coker as a yachteman was no
go!

“We'll get Gosling and the gardemer
to yank the boat out of the trees with
some rope later on in the evening,”
said Wingate, when the howls had sub-
sided somewhat. “ Meanwhile, you kids
had betler buzz off and get dressed.
You can call the footer match a draw
if you like, but in any case, I think
we've had enough of it for to-day.”

Temple, Dabney, and the rest of fhe
Upper Fourth water-football team had
evidently come to t#e same conclusion
some time belore. For, without excep-
tion, they all had vanished, taking the
water-soaked football with them.

'During tea that evening the exploiis
of Horace Coker .and. the runaway
motor-boat formed the ona and all-
absorbing topic of conversation. The
more the juniors thought about it the
more they laughed.

It was just the sort of thing Coler
would do. Coker cherished. an idea that
he was a motor-cyclist of extraordinary
ability, an idea, however, which received
support only from the nighty Horace
himself. But whatever his prowess on a
motor-cycle might be, the general

opinion was that, as far as motor-boat-

ing went, he was a silly ass of the first
waler.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Removites’ Find!
i’ ELp!™
H “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Whai
was that??

Harry Wharton & Co, were
rowing back from the village when there
came a loud cry across the water - from
the direction of the ruined Greyfriars
Abbey.

They cecased rowing and listened.

L1 HEIP !Il

“It is the esteemed and sorrowful ery
of a Judicroua person in distressfulness,”
purred Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the
dusky Nabob of Bhanipur, “Listen!
There it i3 againfully "

& He]p IH

Cnee again the cry sounded. Ang there
was something about the voice that was
vaguely familiar to the Removites.

“ Better pull across and see what's
up,” said Harry Wharton thoughtfully.

The juniors headed their boat in the
direction from whence the shout had
sounded. A few minutes’ ruwinhg brouglit
them close to the ruins of the abbey,
around which the flood waler lapped
lazily.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared the

t stentorian voica of Bob Cherry. “ Any-

one about?”
“Yes, It's me! I zay, you fellows,
I‘llu ¥
Turg MAGNET LIPRARY.—No. 833,
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“Bunter !"” gasped the Famous Five
a4 one man—or rather one boy.

“Well, I'm jiggered !” )

“1 wonder what's the matter with the
fat ass?” _

“The wonderfulness is of the esteemed
and terrvifie order, my worthy chums!”

“I say, yvou fellows, buck up! 1 can't
hang on much longer! My glasses arc
dropping off. If they get broken you'll
jolly well have to pay for them! I-—I
mean, I sha'n’t be able to see !”

“Sounds ‘as though he’s ronnd this
corner,” said Johnny Bull, pointing to
& part of the abbey walls which jutted
out from the rest of the ruins. " Let's
pull round and see,”

The juniors steered the boat to the
spot indicated. As they did so, the fat
formm of the Owl of the Remove caine
mto view. Bunter was perched half-way
up the wall on what appeared to be n
small slab of stone. How he had got
there the chums did not know. But it
was obvious he could not get down again
without falling into the water. And
Bunter did not like water.

“I'm jolly glad you follows came,”
he said, as the juniors hove into view.
“I've been here half an hour alrcady.
[ was having a rluiet rest on the wall
when suddenly the blessed thing col-
Inpsed. You know what a brainy sort
of chap I am? Well, I managed to cling
to this blessed stone as 1 fell, and—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Johnny Bull
unfeelingly. “Serve you jolly well

THE SCHOOL AND DETECTIVE WEEKLY!

right! T suppose you collared some-
one’s grub from their study cupboard,
and came out here to woll it on the
quiet 7"

* Really, Bull—"

“But where's your boat, anvhow "
demanded Harry Wharton, “I don’t
suppose you swam here 77

“Nunno! -I paddled over in a blessod
bath, But when the wall collapsed the
thumping thing got filled up with rub-
bish and went to the bottom. Wow!
Buck up, you chaps! I can't hold on
minch longer 1"

The Removites grinned.

They pushed their boat bencath the
fat form of the Owl of the Remove, and
a eccond later, with a grunt like unto a
pig in mortal agony, Bunter dropped
from his perch and landed square in the
middle of the boat, well-nigh pitching
the juniors into the water.

The Famous Five were about to
resume their interrupted journey to the
school when they were arrested by an
exclamation from Bob Cherry.

“Half a mo"," said Bob quietly.
“That’s a jolly queer looking stone
Bunter's been sitting on. It looks more
ltke some sort of a hox to me. Let's
have a look,”

The i‘unim‘s pushed the Loat near io
the wall again, Aund with the help of
Johnny Bull Bob Cherry reached up to
examine Bunter’s laie resting place,

“By Jove!" he exclaimed suddenly.
"It is a box, you chaps! Held tight
while I heave it out.”

!
1
|

Ey the

e me me

- HALF-MINUTE STORIES!

Joker. t

THE HARDER. THE BETTER.

Wizsh! Whack1 Wow!

Little Leonard was under the leather.

Why, oh, why had little Leonard’s
father such a large foot?

“Don’t, daddy—-don't!” he yalled in
agonised occents,

His father paused in his operatians.

“I am punishing you, my son,” he
suid  sternly, “for your own good!
Bolieve me, Leonard, every stroke I
administer 1o you hurts me a thousand-
fold more deeply than it hurts you!™

A gleam came into little li::nn‘a'rd‘a
ayves as ho bent down once more across
lis storn father's knees. _

“Right-ho, daddy!” he said, clench-
ing his fists. “Fire away, then! Hard
as cver vou can !

o ey

CHRONIC.

Neody Ned and Seedy Sid met on the
low road of Failure.

* Whacheer, Sid!” said Ned.

““Whacheer, Ned!”™ answered Sid,

They sat down, and sniffed over.hard
Tate and their last pinches of snuff

“ Where ‘yer bin, Sid¥"” asked Ned.
“Ain't scen you abart lately.”

“Course yer ain’t!” replied Sid. “I've
teen laid out with the hin®uenzey.”

" Hinfluenzey ! Wha'ever’s  that ?”
gueried Ned.

“Well, [ don’t know as ‘ow I ecan
ezak'ly explain it,” answered Sid. “It
takos all the fight out of yor. Yer feal
tork of—tirod, like. Don't scem ter want
tor do anything,"

“"Why, I've ‘ad that for the lars
twonty jears,” exclaimed Ned: * but

this is the first time I’ve ever ‘eurd ils
name "

THE Macxer Lisrany.—No. 833.

TOO GOOD TO LORE,

*Tho matter is very urgent !” gabbled
the manager to the deteetive-inspector
he had ecalled in. “I will be brief. Some
[ellow has boen representing himself as
a collector of ours, e has been raking
in more money by his unprincipled
methods than any two of the men we
have, and I want him caught as quickly
as is possible.”

“ Very good, sir!” szid the elever "tec.
“I'll have him in gaol in less than a
week 1 :

“(Great Scott, sir, 1 don't want Lim
put in gaol I cried the excited manager.
“1 want to cogage him !

Tl el ——

TO DT EXPECTED.

The sea was heavy, and the two
holiday-makers had ventured too far out
in their fragilo boat. This part of the
storyette is old, because the boat was
swamped, as usual,

But its oceupants were men of deter-
mination, and they struck out boldly for
the shore, though tho hope of reaching
1t was somewhat remote. Imagine their
joy, thorefore, when they cipied a fisher-
izan rowing towards them: -To him they
bellowed lustily, but his only response
was to lay on his oars, lizht his pipe,
and regard them with amusement.

After a ferrific strnggle with the
waves, they grasped the side of his boat
and pulled themselves in,

“You heartless scoundrel '™ evied one
of them. **Clouldn’t you see we were in
great dangoer?”

" Dunger ! eried the old salt. “Why.
blowed 1f I didn't tuke you for 8 couple
o' them "ere Channel swimmers '™

The burly junicer gavo soveral sharp
tugs at the box in question, and ab
length it yiclded, end finally, amid a
shower of dust and stones, camo away
in his hands.

“Wow!” he
his burden
heavy !

The juniprs placed the box in the
bottom of the boat and regarded it with
puzzled frowns. It was obviously of
considerablo age, and must have {)cen
embedded in the heart of the wall for
somo hundreds of years. And had it
not been for the action of the flood
waters, combined with the weight of tho
Owl of the Remove, which cavsed the
old wall to collapse, it would in all prob.
ability have remained there still.

The box or chest appeared to be madeo
of iren, which was now rusted with age,
and was [astened by ‘an ancient padlock,

“Well, I'm jiggered !” gasped Frank
HEEﬂnt. "I wonder what the thump it
is

“1 say, you fellows, it's mive, vou
know ! I eaw it first !” hootod the Owl
of the Remove. *If it hadn't been for
o 1t would never have been discovered.
I's what 1 came out for. I've been
searching for it all the blessed evening,
taking the wall down bit by bit i

M You fat fraud ! exelaimed Wharton
wrathfully, - “DBob was the one who
spotted 16! You didn’t know it was
there, although you were sitting on it!
No, you fat plpEill, we're going to lug
it back to the school and hand it over to
Dr. Locke. If you want it, you can fight
it out with him.,”

“ Besides thal,” cut in Johnny Bull
“the abbey is the property of the schoo
governors,  Therefore, anything dis-
covered on it belongs by law to them.”

*“Never wind about that fat handit !”
snorted Bob Cherry, “Let’s get back to
!:h;:nsehml. We'll soon find out what it
15

“Hear, heav!"

And with that the Famous Five iurned
the boat faco about and commenced to
row back to Groyfriars. During tho res
mainder of the journey each one of them
was speculating upon the strange find,
They recalled stories they had heard in
the past of treasure that was supposed
to have been buried somewhere in the
abbey by the monks of old in the days
of the Reformalion.

Generations of Greyirinys fellows had
hunted for thal treasure, Tho erypt and
the surrounding grounds had been ex.
plored from time to time by juniors—and
gentors—who thought they ﬁnd discovered
a clue to its whercabouts, but so far not
a %’_Tﬂlt deal of the treasure liad como
to light to reward their efforts. Indeed,
meny of the juniors had come to the
conclusion that !l the trcasure had now
been discovered.

But the Famous Five, howcver, had
never ceased to believe that the treasure
was waiting to be found somewhore—if
only they knew where to look for it.

And the mind of Billy Bunter was no
less aclive than those of the rest of the
Juniors. In hLis opinion the mysterious
chest was stuffed with diasmonds and
pearls worth a king’s ransom, Already
he had made a valuation of their worth.
He put it at somewhere about a willion
pounds. And the thought of so much
money made the fat junior’s moutl
waler. In his mind’s aye he had a vision
of endless feeds, consisting of jam-tarts,
doughnuts, and other eatables galore.

*1 say, you fecllows, buck up ! bhe ex-
claimed at length. **I want to see what's
in my box. I suppose you wouldn't care
to make me a little advancs on it %"

“Shut up!” reared the Fanous Five.
FEventually the boatload of  junicia
pulled in at the school gater and rowed

gosped, nlmost dropping
on Bull's head. “It's
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the neck. The

(See Chapier 7.)

Slowly I:ut.suraliv Fry overtook Nugent. Then, with a terrific spurt, he drew almost level and caught the Removite by
ace of the ball slipped Irom Nugent’s mouth and he ducked a couple of feet under :he wa'er.
Wingate blew his whistle and then, through his Improvised megaphone, awarded the Removites a penalty ** kick,”

L1 F!ﬂ'“] ! 1y

acrosz the Cloze. They losk no time in
metting ashore, carrying their mysterious
ind with them, much to the disgust of
the Owl of the Remove.

“ Better Iug it along to the [Head’s
study !” panted Harry Wharton,

“That's the idea "

D, Locke’s sanctum was soon reached,
and in response to thewr knock on the
door the kindly voiee of the Head bade
them enter,

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the old
gentleman as the Removites trooped mto
the room and deposited the rusty iron
box on the floor. *“W-what have you
brought here, my boys ?”

The Head adjusted his spectacles and
gazed [irst at the box and then at the
juniors,

“Bless my soul!” hLe repealed,
“Wharton, pray explain why you have
brought that box to my study.”

The captain of the Remove quickly
recounted the happenings of the past
half-hour. The Head histened amazediy
nntil Wharton had concluded. And then,
nnable to think of a better remark, he
exclaimed for the third time:

“Bless my soul! This is extraordinary
~ most extraordinary!” =

Nr. Locke examined the box carefully,
and then turned to Wharton. |

* My boy,” he said, “'it is rather early
to say yet, but I believe you have made
a discovery of no inconsiderable import-
ance. However, if you will leave this—
er—chest with me I will oblain an experi
opinion on its contents.  As soon as ]
have any news I will send for you. That
15 all for the present,”

“Very good, =sir!” chorused the
vhums, and, led hy Harery Whartan, the

Famous Five trooped out of the study,

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Moitgage.

e SAY, you fellows—"
I *Beat 1™
“Really, Bolsover—
A group of Removites gatherad
round the fire in the jumor Common-
rooin turned on the E‘Jalﬂl-al'f of Grey-
friara with angry faces. They were fed
up, and the sudden appearance of
William George Bunter -:m];p added to

a3y

| that feeling of "fed-upness.’

But the fatuous Owl of the Remove
failed to read the danger signals. Ile
was feeling well pleased with himself,
and the cause of his pleasure was the
iron-bound chest which the Famous Five
had just taken to the Head's study.

“I say, vou fellows——"

“Look here, vou fat clam,” roared
Bolsover, **we ain't cashing any postal
orders for you, we don’t want to hear
about your titled rvelatives, and you can
keep all the Dblessed crown jewels of
Bunter Court for yowresclf. So now buzs
off before you get a thick car.”

“Hear, hear!™

“Very well, Bolsover,” said the Owl
of tho Remove with well assumed
digmity, “1if vyou doubt that the box 1
have just taken to the HHead to bn
valued contains some of the Greyfriars
treasure——"

*Greyfriars what?” exelaimed several
Juniors at once, regarding the fat junior
curiously.  “What are you buwbling
about 7"

Billy Bunter smirked.

He felt that he had scored alveady and,
warming to his work, he proceceded to
relate, with several embellishments, the
story of the discovery of ihe iron-houml
chest,

“You know what a brainy sovt of chap

I am,” he said, blinking at the juniors,

—eei——

“Well, when this flood came along I said
to myself, * Billy, this i8 & chance of a
lifotime. The water is sure to wash away
some of the old masonry near the abbey,
and it's just possible that some of the

hidden treasure might come tq
light—" "
“You fat fraud!” said Bolsover
suspiciously.,

“ Really, Bolsover, I hope you do not
suspect me of being a—"

At that moment the Comman-roam
door opened and Micky Desmond
entered.

“Faith an’ begorra!” lhe exclaiined
excitedly. *'IHave ye spalpeens hoary
the latest? The Greyfriars treasure has
been discovered entotrely. A chest full
of gold and jewels is in the Head's
study. I heard old Quelchy telling Prout
wbout it a minute ago bedad—"

“He, he. he! I told you so,™
sniggered Billy Bunter.  “That's the
treasure I found.”

“Shut up, Bunter!”

Bolsover quickly related to the Irvish
vouth the strange story Bunter had just
iold them. Desmond blinked for a
moment, and then nodded slowly.

“Begorra, and now I come to think
of it, I certainly heard Bunter's nama
mentioned,” said Micky. “T heand
Quelchy say lie was sitting on the chess
or something, entoirely——"

**My hat!”

“It's true, then?”

The juniors stared at the fat Owl of
the Remove in astonishment. Thag
Bunter should have discovered the
lreasure was in itself surprising, but that
he should actually have spoken the truth
for five minutes in succession was Qvel
more amazing !

“Look here, you fellows,” said the fat,

junior, puffing out his ample chest, *I

wis goimg to ask you all to come to a
Tur MacrkeT Liseary,—No, 834,
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little feed to gelebrate my find. The
fact 15, however, that owing to tho non
arvival of my postal order—-" ]

“I1a, ha, ha!"

“Never mind about the pestal order,
Punty,” said Bolsover, placing one hand
affectionately on the fat shoulder of the
school Falstaff. If you say you werne
oxpecting the postal order that's good
cnough for me——"

“Hear, hear!” echoed the remainder

of the juniors, suddenly showing a
desire to be friendly with the [fat
“junior.

“* And if a little loan would be of any
nse,” went on Bolsover in hia most iu-
gratiating manner, * well, my old pal
junter needn't ask twice.”

“71 say, that's jolly good of you, cid
chap,” spluttered Bunter, hardly able fo
believe his ears. "1 was going fo
mention that when I came in—a sort of
mortgage on the treasure, you know,
only you fellows were sop—sop—-"

“Only our little fun with a pal,™
emiled Bolsover, producing {wo half-
crowns which he handed to the fat
junior.

“Just a little leg-pull,” added tho re-.

mainder of the assembly, diving into their
pnflcet-ﬁ and producing coins of varyving
value,

Bunter accepted the proffered coins
and departed for the Common-room door.
But he had not proceeded far wlhen
there eame a loud shout.

THE SCHOOL AKD DETECTIVE WEEKLY!

“Hallo, hallo,
treasure, Bunter?”

Tho voice was that of Beb Cherry, who
was followed by the remainder of the
FFamous Five. DBunter blinked at the
chums of Stody No. 1 uneasily.

“ Really, Cherry,” he spluttered. “1
Laven't all day to argue with you about
iy treasure——"

“You're what?"” demanded TFrank
Nugent, T like that. You didn’t know
tha blessed chest was there until Bob
spotted 1t sticking out!”

“What's that?” demanded DBolsover
nuickly. *Here, come back, Bunter.
Ifi! Iold him, someone.!™

But Bunter had gone. He had not
expected the Famous Five to enter at
that moment.
culeulated to help him in his swindle.
And he had gone while the going was

oo,

But Billy Bunier had not proceeded
inr before he was overtaken by his angry
Form-fellows. They refusec? to listen
to the explanation he offered, and in
less time than it would have taken
Dunter to think of a lie, they swarmed
upon him and bore him' to the ground.

“Bump him!™ roared a voice,

And the next second Bunter's heavy
carcasesmote the hard and unsympathetic
linolenm  several times in  rapid
suceession.  The money he had taken

halla!  How's the

from 4he juniors was scattered in all
diveetions, and afterwards retrieved by
115

respective  owners, whose wrath,
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did not miss the tin bath. Crash !

_Coker made a wild grab at the steering wheel and swung the beat round

just in time to nuss keel-hauling Temple.

The bath erumbled up before the onrashing

metor-Hoat like a picce of matechwood. ¢¢ Lock out, Coker, you dummy !”

roared the juniors frantically swimming to safety.
(Yee Chapter 7.)

But if he missed Temple ne

“Slow her downl™

Tue Macxer Lisrany.—XNo. 833,

Their arrival was hardly’

having been appeased somewhat, 1o-
turned snorting to the Cominon-room to
hear Harrvy \i’hartnn's versiton of the
finding of the treasure chest,

“The Head has promised to get tho
contents of the chest valued,” concluded
Wharton at length, *“so we shall have
to wait and see what we shall see.”

And still wondering at the tale they
had heard, the juniors broke up and de-
parted to their studies to prepare for
the next day’s lessons, And ihat evening
the slory of the treasure seemed to out-
rival even the flood as the one topic of
conversation all over the school.

Il was another three days before the
Hood subsided. DBut at last, for the first
time for nearly a week, the juniors saw
Mother Earth again. It was not until
then that any estunate could be made of
the damage caised by the flood. A cer-
tain amount of damage had, of course,
been done in Friardale village, But, on
the whole, the villagers had not fared
50 badly. It was not quite so low-lying
as the immediate distriet around Grey-
friars for one thing; and for another,
It wus considerably farther from the burst
dam at Monk's Hill. A relief fund
organised throughout the county by Sir
Hilton Popper, one of the governors of
Greyfriars, raised a somm that was more
than sufficient to compensate the sufferers
for the damage done to their homes and
properly. But-it was not until a week
later that the news the Famous Five had
been waiting for arrived. Dr. Locke
informed them that the chest had been
opened, and its contents examined by an
expert. Dut, contrary to the expectations
of Billy Bunter, it was not stuffed with
diamonds and pearls. What it did con-
tuin, howover, was a quantity of very
valuable Greyfriars plate of a very early
period, Since it wns discovered on the
school property, it was declared, as
Johnny Bull stated it would be, the
property of the school governmors. And
in due course it was added to the col-
lection already in the school museam,

Ilarry Wharton & Co. refused tho very
considerable chegue that was offered
them for their share in the discovery of
the plate by the school board, but
accepted a gilt of tem pounds from
Colonel Wharton, Ilarry’s vncle. And

this sum was invested in a gi%jln'tic feed,

to which the whole of the Form were
invited—even including Billy Bunter. [f
the flood had eaused a lot of damage, it
had, on the other hand, proved to bo not
altogether without its uses.

Amid Lhe merry popping of ginger-
beer corks Wharton was called upon for
a speech.

“Gentlemen,” he said, when the din

| subsided, “while thanking you on behalt

of my chums and myself for the kind
things you have said about us, T waould
point out that the discovery of the Grey-
friars plate, which has inecidentally pro-
vided us wilth a stunning feed, would
never have come about yet had it not
been for the flood. Even a flood has ita
nzes, if for no other reason than that it
15 the mdirect cause of Dunter’s having
taken {wo baths—even if involuntarily—
in one week., Let vour toast therefore
be—* The Greyfriars Flood! "

And rising to their feet, the juniors
solemnly echoed :

“The Grevlriars Flood,”
TIIE EXD.
[P, PR

(Den’t misz next Monduy's magnifi-
cend story of Horey Wharton { Co.,
enlitfed, ©* Coker’s Brain-Waree!" chums,
It's greatl)




EVERY
MONDAY,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

/
)

The Man on the Luggaze-Rack!
ERRERS LOCKE  quickly made
the-run to the Middleham police-
station, and acqua.i_ntedp the
authorities of Jim DBlakeney's
remarkable disappearance.  Imspecior
Motley promised lo follow up a liue
of investigation which embraced the
estimable Mr. Wirtle and his fellow-
directors. In less than five minuies
Ferrevs Locke was heading the car for
the small village of Bantle.
“1I wonder——"'
From the midst of his meditations the
famous sleuth broke into speech. He was

out to trace the Tiger, and the last place

he had known him to be in was Bantle,
“Ah, I've got it!” he muttered, at

length, unconsciously accelerating his

engine. ' Bantle, 43311! Good!”

The world-famous tracker of criminals’

bent lower over the steering-wheel and
gared ahead alertly. At Jast a few
twinkling  lights in the distance be-
tokened the village of Bantle, Locke
clapped on his brakes as he sighted an
a ecﬁarm labourer walking in the centre
of the road.

“Say, my man,” he called, “can you
direct me to the nearest hotel in
Bantle "

The old farm labourer removed his cap
and scratched his head, It was quite
A few seconds before he replied.

““ Hotel—hotel ¥ he repeated, with the
air of a man who was being asked a very
difficult question. “I dunno, maister.
T been in this 'ere village, man an’ boy,
for sixty-odd year, but I ain'i ever heard
tell of any "otel.”

“Then tell me,”
patiently, “how far am I from the
nearest post-office? Suppose they have
a post-office in Bantle, haven't they?”

“Oh, yes, maister!” said the labourer
egravely. “We 'ave a fine post-office !
Lemme see. Best way—how far? Lnok
‘¢ 'erg, sir. You follow this ere road
for about tother quarter a mile, and then
hear sharp to left until vou come to
Mother Goosen's store. Well, post-office
.'jir:i"t there, but it's the baker’s shop next
door, ki

With a muttered word of thanks,
Ferrers ILocke cut short the other's
vemarks and slipned in his gears. With
a clound of dust that found its way into
the farm labourer's eyes and mouth, and
a strong scent of burning lubricant oil,
Ferrers Locke drew rapidly out of sight,
He left behind him an indignant rustie,
who roundly cursed mniodern progress in
general and the motor-car in particular.

'Fi}'ﬁ mintites later Ferrers Loeke was
ninging ai the bell of the bhalker's :hop

said  the sleuth

[

|

S A Thrilling Serial Story of
: ; Leagus Foothall, introducmg
: . Ferrerg Locke, the World-
famous Detective, and his

Young Asgsistant, Jack Drake,
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next door to Mrs, (Goozen's store. The
hour was late, and the place was in dark-
ness. Another pull at the bell brought
a nightcapped head to-a window on the
irst floor. The famous detective stepped

HOW THE S5TORY GPENS.

JIM BLAKEXEY, the eighteen-year-old
celtre-forward of the Middlehim Raogers,
who is 4 nephew of

TIGER SLEEK, a notorious eriminal, who
has thus far cscaped the dock.

MORNINGTON  HARDACRE, the late
managing-director of the Rangers, a
geeat friend of Blakeney's, and ioventor
of a sceret wireless ray.

RONALD SWIVeLLER, the inside-left of

- the Rangers; and nephew of Hardacre,
Jealous of Blakeney's rapid strides into
favour, Swiveller has committed a series
of crimes in his endeavour to get
Jim Blakepey hounded out of the town.
Each attempt to mar Jim's good name,
however, has been thwarted by

FERRERS LOCKE, the world-famous detec-
tive. The sleuth, by a strange and
thrilling series of events, throws in his
}np néith Blakeney, and becomes his firm
riend.

JACK DRAKE, Ferrers Locke's young and
capable assistant.

By a cunningly worked plot, evolved by
Tiger 8leck, and put into practice by Ronald
Swiveller, Jim Blakeney is “arrested as the
murderer of Mornington Hardaere, who s
found dead In the library at the Myrtles.
Ferrers Locke, however, proves conclusively
Blakeney's innocence, and the younmg foof-
baller is acquitted.

Some time later the will of the late
Mornington Hardacre ias graoted probate,
and Jim Blakeney finds that he has inherited
the bulk of the murdered man's estate.
Much to his dismay, Ronald Swiveller is left
only a small annuity of one hundred pounds.
Fearful of the grim hand of the law, which
still seeks the murdered man’s nssassin,
Swiveller suddenly leaves the neighbourhood
to start life anew,

Bome time later Jim Blakeney is selected
to represent England in  the fortheoming
match against Scotiand. Three days before
he §s due to play, Blakeney is captured by
the Tiger.

Ferrers Locke and his assistant take up the
trail. In his eagerness to achieve something
off his own b~t. Jack Drake walks Into o

speelaily prepared trap laid by one of the !

Tiger’s accomplicezs. The plucky. lad is eap-
tured, and b-und to a echair in the same
room as that wh'eh holds Jim Blakeney.
The Tiger seeks to compel Jhm Blakeney to
deliver up the plans of the wireless ray--
Mornington Hardrere's invention—but Blake-
ney refuses. Jack Drake, too, is requested
to lure hizs master to the Tiger's stronghold,
In return he is promised his freedom, but
Locke's plueky assistant is as ohstinale as
Jim Blakeney. The two lads are left, gapged,
and bonnd to their chairs, without food or
drink, for forty-eizht hours. Both are hegin-
ning to feel the pangs of hunger, but thelr
determination to withstand the Tiger's subtle
advances remains unshaken.

(Now read on.)

back a pace-as he heard the grating sound
Gflﬂ. window heing raised,

‘What do you want?” demanded n
deep, aggressive voice. “A fine hour to
hring honest folk fram their beds!”

Peering upwards, the detective raw a
red, swarthy tace, surmounted by a
mgﬁtmp. ga.ng down at him indig-
nantly. In the man’s hand was a lighted

candle, which he lowered and raised in

his attempt to catch a view of the
detective below.

“A thousand apologies for waking
you at such an hour!” said the sleuth
politely. But T am in desperate straits.
I simply must telaphone my friend, and
I’'ve forgotten his number."

"Wh-a-a-t

“Would mu,” continued TLocke, un-
abashed, “be kind enough to let me
have a look ‘at your official phone-
direclory——"

“Impudence !” roared the nightcapped
man -above, blowing out his cheeks and
almost extinpuishing the candle at the
same lime. ‘' Waking an honest man to
ask him such a—" He disappearcd
from the window for the space of &
second or two, and then his portly frame
filled the window again, “ ’Em you are,
my young man! Want a look at the
directory, do you? Take that!”

“That” was a something which
whizzed through the air and struck
Ferrers Locke on the side of the head.
So unexpected was it that the sleuth lost
his balance as the object struck home,
and he pitched into the gutter before
the shop. There came a harsh and
trinmphant chuckle from the nighteapped
man above, followed by a duﬁ thud as
he elosed hia bed-room window. When,
at length, Ferrers Locke scrambled to
his feet, the whole place was in darkness
again.

“Well, I'm blessed 1" he muttered rue-
fully. “I caught & packet that timo!
Wonder what 1t was struck me?”

He hunted round for the object which
had bowled him over, and then he gave
a whoop of triumph. For at his feet was
a book—n book rather on the large size,
which proved on examination to be &
telephone-directory. That it contained
niore than the names and addresses and
phone numbers of telephone subseribers
in the tiny village of Bantle, Ferrers
Locke was fully aware. Ile was not sur-,

rised 1o find, therefore, that the book

@ now held in his hands was a directory
embracing all the surrounding districis
and villages for a radius of six miles.

The names and numbers of telephone
subscribers in Bantle came as a surprise
to Ferrers Locke, for the little village
Loasted only two such persons—Mya,

Tue MacNeT LiBrarY.—No. 833,
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Flizabeth Goosen and Mr. Joshua Turtle.
"The former’s name, address,- and tele-
phone number did nol interest the de-
tective beyond a cursory glance. DBut
with the address and phone numbor next
to Mr. Joshua Turtle’'s name 1t was
different,

“Well, I'm blessed ! cxclaimed the
#leuth. *““The Tiger rang up from this
post-office, then! I remember quite dis-
tinctly now the number Sleek wrote in
his letter to Jim—Bantle, 43311! And

tantle, 43311 is the post-office kept by
the warlike gentloman who threw this
littlo lot at me! Hum! I'm not making
much headway! I'm no nearer discover-
ing where the Tiger lived when he was
hanging out in Bantle, or finding whore
he resides now!”

With an exclamation of annoyance,
Ferrers Locke walked back to his car
and clambered aboard. Setting the
engine in motion, he steered for the
cross-roads which lay to his left. By
the white signposts he drew to a stand-
«till again, undecided which road to
take. His mind was speedily made up
as a slouching figure suddenly detached
wself from the shadows of the trees on
hiis right and approached the car.

”Sniv, guv'nor, ain't going Lattrey
u':g, s'pose?’” asked the newcomer.,

or one brief minute Locke gazed hard
ak the man's face, taking in the ferrety
eyes, and the evil leer that was part and
parcel of his unprepossessing appearance.
Then a hard glint came into his own
eyes as he replied:

“Well, I am, as a matter of fact.
Why, do vou want a lift?" s o

“Well, sir,” said the other, touching
his cap, “I'm just about dead beat. If
you would be good enough to give me
a lift I should much obliged."

* Jumap in.”

The man obeyed the invitation with
alacrity, and Ferrera Locke took the road
which led to Lattrey. After jourheying
in complete -silence for a couple of miles
or so, Locke turned to look at his un-
couth passenger. To his astonishment
—feigned or otherwise—he found himself
looking down the barrel of a revolver.

“Now, Mister Blooming Ferrers
Tocke,” hissed the voice of the man
“ehind the weapon, “perhaps you'll
drive where I tell yer!"” _

“ What—what does this mean?"” gasped
the detective, in dismay.

“It means that you ere going to see
the Tiger!"” hissed the voice. “I've
alwavs sworn that I would capture von,
and I've been shadowing yon around for
this last two weeks! Didn't know that
I was nquﬁttin%. on the luggage-rack al
the back of this car when you left

Tiddleham, did you? WNo—course you

idn't! Den’t know where you're bound
for now, do you? Course you don't—"

I should very much like to know,”
faltered Locke.

“Course yer would! Ain't I a-telling
ver? We're going to pay a visit to the
Tiger—No, 34, Northumberland Avenue,
Latirey ! Sounds stylish, don't it? My!
The Tiger knows 'ow to do things in
style—-=" _

He bLroke off as the steering-wheel in
Terrers Locke’s hands suddenly seemetl
to swing backwards and forwards to
every bump of the road. The nose of
the car zig-zagged perilously from eside
to side. Then the Tiger's rascally asco-
ciate gazed at the twitching features of
Ferrers Locke. The detective's hend had
siddenly drooped, and a slight foam
showed at the corners of his moutlh.

“A fit!” exclammed the uncouth ruffian
hoarzely. “And I don’t know 'ow lo
stop the blessed car!”

He gazed about him wildly, with {he
intention of leaping from the racing car,

Ture Macner LiBrary.—No, 833.

which was still zig-zagging alarmingly
from one side of the road to the other.
But no sooner had his eves passed beyond
the huddled figure at the wheel when
that same huddled figure suddenly took
on new life,

The car came to a sudden standstill
as Locke applied the footbrake, and be-
fore his villainous passenger was fully
aware of the fact, he was being covered
with his own revolver, which the sleuth
liad enatched out of his hand,

*"No monkey tricks, my good man!"

" A fake!” muttered the Tiger's con-
federate, with » string of imprecations,
“Blooming take-in, eh?”

“ Lixcellently done, you will admit,”
smiled Ferrers Locke. “I'm sorry to dis-
appoint you, but you won't be taking
me to the Tiger to-night, after all your
weeks of trouble. Really, you know, a
clever chap like you ought not to have
been taken in by a simple trick like that !
Now, don’t move any nearer, or I might
develop a twitching in my right fore-
finger, It would be an accident as well
as a pity if you alarmed me to the extent
of making my finger twitch heavily on
the trigger, wouldn't it? Ah, that's
better !’ The sleuth leaned forward
swiftly, and something shone in his hand.
Followed a metallic click, and a pair of
handeuffs had snapped over the wrists
of the Tiger's villainous associate. “ We
shalll’Pu able to travel a little easier
now

The- sleuth set the engino in motion
again and drove on through the night at
a steady pace, controlling the whoel with
one hand, whilst the other held .the
revolver which covered the *“ passenger.”

“I am Ferrers Locke!"’
T I1GER SLEEK treated his two cap-

tives to a leering smile as he

stood over them in the room on

the first floor of his sumptuous
house in Northumberland Avenue.
Forty-cight hours had elapsed since
either of the two young prisoners had
seen any niember of Tiger Sleek’s gang—
forty-eight hours of torture and suffering,
which had reduced their spirits and their
strength almost to zero.
_““Still obstinate, my lads?” hissed the
sinister voice of Sleek. *“ Aha, I forgot
you cannot speak ! Stubbins, shift those

Ea 5‘11‘

'ﬁuu master-criminal’s right-hand man
carried out the command, and Drake and
Blakeney began to exercise their jaw
muscles. A livid weal showed on either
side of both their cheeks, where the cruel
gags had. bitten into the flesh.

“Much more comfy, isn't it ?" smiled
Sleek. '*Now perhaps we can talk busi-
ness, You, Blakeney, know my wishes,
but it does not come amiss to repeat them
again. I want the plans and specifica-
tions of the wireless ray. You say you
have not discovered cither of them at
the Myrtles—and I believe you. What I
want, however, is a promise that you will
allow one of my men to stay with you
at the Myrtles, so that he ean search the
place. Once the ray is in my possession
I swear that I will never trouble you
again-—"

“You. may save vour breath,” said
Jim Blakeney weakly., “I shall never
conscnt to any proposal: that vou put
forward. Coertain it is no member of
your cowardly crew will ever set foot in
my house as my guest—to rob me! Do

you hear?"
“I hear!” bellowed Tiger Sleck
angrily. “I1 see you are still obstinate.

Very well, perhaps another forty-eight
hours of privation will teach you a lesson.
Mark me well, Jim. No food, no drink—

ves, and no sleep for another forty-eight
!Iu?urs. Think you will be able to stand
it 7"

“You can do vour worst!” said
Blakeney, witl an effort, for he felt weak
and faint. “I have said my last word.”

“You cub! You obstinate fool!”
roared the Tiger. *“Don’t you realise
that your life is at stake 7"

Blakeney nodded his head dully, At
that precise moment he cared little
whether he lived or died.

Do your—worst !" he faltered.

With a string of expletives tho burl
chief of the i;ung- made as il Lo strike his
holpless nephew, but he restrained the
mnpulse in time. Instead, he turned on
his heel and stared down at Jack Drake.

“ And will you, too, be as obstinate, I
wonder ?" he muttered.

* What—what do you want me to do?"
asked Drake feebly,

“I want you to phone Ferrers Locke,”
said the criminal slowly, whilst an evi!
glint shot into his cruel eves. “I want
to see your master very badly. You must

t him to come here, vou understand?

‘ou can tell him what you like over the
phone. . Tell him that you're on my
track—any old thing ! But he must come
here—come here alone! In return I will
set you free and swear never to molest
you again!"”

For a flickering moment a smile played
about the corners of Drake's lips, but the
Tiger failed to note it.

“And what if I refuse?” he muttered
weakly.

“You will perish—perish slowly and
surely !I" grated Sleek through his teeth.
“You can't keep this up for long. An-
other forty-eight hours of this, and you
will be just about done for. I play my
cards to win, my lad. You have yet to
learn that the Tiger is a man of pur-
pose.”

“You want to put Ferrers Locke out
of the way, eh?” asked Drake. * You're
afraid of him !"

“Tiger Sleek is afraid of no man!"
roplied the rascal boastfully, although a
spasm of apprehension crossed his fea-
tures at mention of ihe great detective's
name. * Your master and I have a little
account to settle—that's all !

_For a few minutes there was complete
silence. Then the gang, which had
entered the room, started chattin
amongat themselves, until the Tiger made
n signal to Stubbins. The burly fellow
took one of his rascally companions by
the arm and vacated the room. They
returned in a very short space of time,
carrying between them a table, upon
which was laid a snowy white t:thiec]uth.

'| and plates, knives, and forks, set in readi-

ness for o meal for two people. Two
large silver dish-covers threw off an appe-
tising odour, and the two captives began
to lick their dey lips as the pleasant smell
of cooked food assailed their nostrils.
Neither had partaken of any food or
drink for forty-eight hours, and the pangs
of hunger were acute.

The covers were lifted off the dishes,
revealing {o view two plates containing
a fine cut off a chicken and an abundance
of vegetables,

“Makes your mouths water-——what?”
lunghed the Tiger. *Think what you
two are missing ! Why don’t you fall in
with my wishes ¥

“I'd do auvvthing for a mouthfnl of
food,” said Druke weakly. “I'm just
about done."”

Jim Blakency staried at what he
thought his companion’s weakness, and
somnething like a look of contempt erossed
lis face.

Tiger Sleek moved the table of food
nearer  Ferrees Locke's assistant  and
watched the hungry look that Oashed



EVERY | PRICE 95

THE MAGNET LIBRARY. S, B

across the lad's fuce with a smile of it was IE}'EHNI at Drake’s head. “Tale
| E{t 'iﬁfﬂ.ﬂ f.;i'fﬂl. f h Eltl__ ? "
“Well,” he queried al length, “does Stop!

it tempe you?* _ _

“Yes, hang yvon replied  Drake,
{aking care not to meet the scornful eyes
of Jim Blakenev,  “Free me of these
honds, avd 1 wiil do your bidding! I—
I'm starving :"

“Jack!” exclaimed Blakeney ficrcely.
“Don’t be a lool—a traitor !”

Drake’s head drooped as Blakeney's
despairing outburst fell upon his ears,
In his eyes there was a hard glint, how-
ever, expressing a grim purpose,

“You promise lo let me go if I Jure
Ferrers Locke here?” he asked shame-
facedly. _

1 swear it!” replied the Tiger.
“Bring bim lere in your own way.
You can tell him that you are staying
at No. 3, Northumberland Avenue,
Latirey; that you have found an im-
portant clue which demands his prescnce
in the diziriet without delay. Dut -
and here the scoundrel lowered his voice
until it resembled the hissing of a snake
—“don’t vou play me false! One
traitorous word, and I'll kill you where
you stand ! Savey?”

Drake nodded.

“Untie him, boys "

Two of the gang wade haste to obey
their chiel’s commands, and in a few
moments Drake wus free. He could
hardly :tand, howcver, for lus lunbs
were cramped. The pain in his arms and
laps as the bLlood rushed to resume its
normal cirenlation made him bite his 1i
in agony. lle made a gesture in the
direction of the food,

_“No, not yet!?” rapped the Tiger.
“When you have done your work you
may feed to your heart’s content, A
little food just now might make Er_m just
as obstinate as you were forty-eight houis
ago. No, no food. DBut you may have a
drink of water.”

One of the gang poured out a tumbler.
ful of water, which Drake drank at a
gulp. To him it seemed hke nectar, and
e felt a eraving for more. But the Tiger
made a motion of the hand, and Drake’s
plass was not refilled. The lad was
seated on a chair, for he was not in a fit
condition to stand, and this chair was
wheeled over to the farther corner of the
room. An antique pedestal stood against
the wall, and the Tiger, lifting the cover
fram it, revealed a telephone,

“There you are,” he rvapped. “*You
kaow the number of the Mvrtles. Oh.
ves, the detective is at home!"—in
answer to Drake’s unspoken query.
“One of my men has been {railing him
for this last two weeks, and he reporled
to me ihat your hifernul master had ie-
turned to the Mgyrtles this alternoon.
That's vight, =0't i, Coyvey 17

The evil-lookine fellow addressed o=
“Curvey "’ nodded n assent, and »
peeuliar glitter shone in his eves,

“Froryibing 13 plain salling,”
the Tiger suavely.
voungster, onoe laise word and-—

Ife broke off, and topped his hip
pocket sigutlicantly.

With a trembiing band Jack Drake
reached for the receiwver., IHe was play.
g a dangerous game—a pame that
wotthl enst hinn s life, boi he never
lultered, In a elear voier e asked for
Ve namsbier of the Myitles,

“You hound!”  almost  sereamed
Blakeney feorm the other end of the
raoin,  He straggled 1o free himeself,
“You traitor, Drake—yon-—"

Drako Lit his fipg as ilhie hot words
of Blakeney reachod liz cars,  1lis whole
by stifoned,  Aly, be was through!
He gazed aboud hioe as he was aboutl to
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As that commanding veice rang oo,
the faces of the gung paled.  Exvey
head was turned in the direction of the
speaker. And the expression that
crossed the Tiger's face as he lowered
the revolver was something indeseriin
ble. For, at the back of the pang, stoud
the man previously addressed as Curvey,
And in his hand was & revolver thsi
covered the dismayed faces before hii,

“What in thoe name of thunder do yois
think yvou are doing, Curvey?” roare:l
the Tiger, recovering from his surpn=e,

“Your little mistake, Tiger!™ ecain:
the smooth voice—a voice not a bit like
the grufl tones of the man the Tiger
knew as Curvey. “I am Ferrers

Locke !

H more productive of result than
the cool, deliberate tones of

England's greatest detective. The Tigere

seemed like a statue carved out of stone,

so0 much so, that Drake, with a joyful

The Raid!
AD a bomb exploded in the roam
its effect eould not have becn

)/, whoop, snatched the revolver out of the

i E_}r 17177

“ Impudence ! >’ roared the nightcapped man abeve. ‘‘Bringing an honest
man from his bed at this time of night. Take that ! ** Something whizzed through
ihe air and caught Ferrers Locke on the side of the heald. So unexpected was the
assault that the sleuth lost his balance and pitched into the gutter.

(Nee page 21.)

eruel faces of tho gang hovering round
him like & pack of jockal:, He spoke.

“FWorrers Locke! Thix is Jack Drake.
Guv'nor, they're after you! Tiger, kill
me! Lattrey! Good-bye!”

With a roar of rage Tiger Sleek made
a jump at the plucky lad who had
attempted to warn his master.  The tele-
phone was wrenched ont of his hand,
and it clatteved to the floor. The rest
of the gang gave voice to a volley of
bitter oaths, and fisis were donblad,
Scizing the slim young form of Ferrors
Locke's assistant with one hand, the
Tiger drew his revolver with the other.

“You hound!” he hissed.  **You
tricked me. You've given your infernal
master an kleax where 1 am.  But you'll
never live to sen Mpr, Clever Locke

arain!”  The rovolver ro<e cowly unti]

ccoundrel’s hand and levelled it at his
breast.  Then, step by step, despita i
pain it eansed him to walk, the p!urhi
voung assistant retrealed until he he
reached his master's side,

“(Good for you, my lad!" said Ferrevt
[.ocke, without taking his eyes ol the
rang.

The six members of the Tiger's band
stood as if paralysed.

“Quite a clever make-up of me,
ch?" swiled Locke grimly, whisking
away a ferocions mousiache  thag
drooped over the lower portion of s
face, ana plucking away a sandy-
coloured  wig. “Your dear ferond
Curvey is in the hands of tho police st
Middleham. Stay where you arve —-as

Ture Migyer Tappary.~—No, 833,



24

e

-y

the Tiger maide a movement forward—
¢ if anyone stirs, 1 shall have no com-
punction in petiing him. Drake, just
wive a blast on the whistle which yon
will find in my pocket! Inspector
Alotley is waiting outside with a posse
of poliee,”

Sieek’s jaw dropped as he heard this
mielligence, and he glanced furtively to
vight and left of bim. Iis eyes met
those of Stubbins, and some sort of
messape passed between them,

Pheep !

A piercing blast rang out as Drake
found the whistle and placed it to his
fips. I'rom outside the house there came
another whistlo blast and the sound of
irampling feet.

At him "

The Tiger velled the words and ducked
alinost to the floonn.  The rest of the
gang took their cue from him, and
sprang forward. Locke's revolver spat
fire, and a bullet whizzed an inch away
{rom BSleek’s head, Drake's revolver
spoke a fraction of a second later, He
tiad the satisfaction of hearing a wild
howl of pain, and then the lights were
saddenly plunged ont. For the seccond
sirne in his duel with Ferrers Locke, the
Liger had shown his antipathy to fight-
ing in the lizht. With a terrific, effort,
e had scized hold of a chair and
smashed it agrainet the  electrie
ehandelier. Instantly all was commotion.
Cursing and shouting, the gang surged
towards the door,

** Back—back, my lad!” urged Locke,
ceipping  his  assistant by  the arm.
* Leave ‘em to it. We'll wait by the
window. The police are coming up the
stairs now. ‘They'll soon have this laot
well roped !

He reached the window as he spoke.
At the same time there came a tramp-
ling of feet on the landing, and a score
of armed police burst open the door of
the roomn. Luckily, the light on the
landing was still burning, anﬁ the police
wers quick to seize their vietims. IFour
of the Tiger's gang rushed right into
tiie arms of the law, as it were, and the
remaining  two—the redoubtable Bill
Stubbins, the rascally taxidriver, and the
Tiger himseli made a dash for the
window,

“Curse wvou, Locke!™ hissed Sleel,
making a vicious swipe at the detective
with a glittering, long-bladed knife.
“You've .not won vet. You--—"

Crack!
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The detoctive’s revolver spat fire and
Tiger Sleck’s vemarks ended in a howl
of pain., He staggered back, his right
hand eclasping a damaged shoulder,
Meanwhile, DBill Stubbins—who velled
out a scemningly unintelligible remark for
the benefit of his wounded chief—and
the taxidriver- had swept Jack Drake
aside like a bundle of straw, for the
plucky lad was weak and famished for
want of feod. ven as Ferrers Locke
reached the side of the wounded leader
of the gang and clapped a pair of brace-
lets about his wrists, Stubbins and his
companion smashed through the glass
window and leaped on to the baleony
ottside,

Two of the police earried electrie
torchez, and ono of themr was turned on
the window, It revealed the burly figure
of Stubbins jumping from the hal{tun}; to
the ground below, A second or so after
hinn hurtled the figure of the rascally
taxidriver,

“They won't get away!”
spector Motley, rushing
and peering out. ““I've left three men
below. I've—— Confound them!"

The inspector broke into a volley of
bittor expletives, and ground his teeth
together with raze, for Bill Stubbins and
his less burly companion had sailed right
into tho three policemen on duty helow,
and felled them to the ground. Then,
without waiting for reifforeements to
arrive, the Tiger's confederates had
taken to their heels, and were soon lost
to view n-the gloom of the trees.

e " said Terrers

anted In-
to the window

Never mind, inspector,
Locke grimly. “We've pot the back-
bone of the gang™Tiger Sleek. Sorry |
had to wing him, though!”

The inzpector's face brightened up con-
siderably when he flashed a light on the
huddled form of Locke's prisoner.

HDhravo!”  he  exclaimed. “The
Tiger! I wvowed to get him within a
month, and I've kept my word 1"
~ Ferrers Locke smiled slightly at the
mspector’s ambiguous statement, for he
certainly had not captured the Tiger,
but he made no comment. There was
other work to be done. With a muttered
word tg the triumphant inspector, he
strode” over to where Jini Blakeney was
still a prisoner in the chair. By this
time a light had been fixed in the room.

“Thank Heaven vou've come!"
breathed Blakeney hoarsely, as  the
slenth et the honds that held him to
the chair. ' I—I herdly know whether
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I'm dreaming this, And—arnd I owe
Jack an apology. 1 thought—I really
thought he was going to betray yvou-—-7"

“Never mind about any apology,” said
Jack Drake, who had just Lr-h!rh-d over
to his master's side. * What aboui tack-
ling this chicken, Jim{"

“Ah!”

A wistful look came into the voeung
foothaller’s eyes as he gazed at the two
full plates of food.

“Pile in, my lads!™ griuved Ferpers
Locke., **1 bet you can do with i%. We'll
leave the talking till later.”

The two yuurt?: men needed no second
bidding. They had not tasted anything
in the way of food for over fortyv-eight
hours, and both were ravenous.

Whilst the iwo were feeding, Fevrers
Locke joined the inspectoi.

“Not a bad haul, eh?"” he smiled.
“The Tiger and four of hiz gany., Take
a tip from me, old chap! Look after the
Tiger as you would a child of your own,
You've got to get him to the stabion
before he's yvour prizoner, rempomber. 1
know Sleek better than vou do, He's a
slippery customer!”

“Oh, yon needn't worry abouk that,
Mr. Locke,” said Inspector Moiley,
somewhat hanghtily, “I'll be anzwer-
able for his safeiy. You leave it to me!™

The famons private detective shook his
head slowly, and turned on his heel, He
had an idea that the inspector placed too
low an opinion of the master-criminal
who rejoced in the name of Tiger
Sleek—the master-criminal who had sue-
cessfully escaped the police of England,
France, and Vienna, But it waz no busi-
ness of his, He had done his duty; he
had given an extra shine to tho tarnizhed
lustre of the police at Middleham.

He walked over to Jim Blakeney and
Jack Drake, what timo tha inspector was
issuing instroetions to his men to take
the captives into the cars below, Tiger
Sleek treated him to a anllon stare, At
that moment ho looked movs like a
common pickpocket than &  master-
criminal  thought Inspector Motley.
Still, he would take no risks. The Tiger
should travel to the Middleham Station
in the jnspector’s own cur with a con-
stable on either side of ki to ensure
that he didu’t escape.

While these preparations were being
put forward Locke sat' down and chatted
to Blakeney and Drake.

“Tell me,” said his young assistant
hetwoen mouthfuls  of roast chicken,
*how in the nrame of all that’s wonderful
did you come to Le posing as the chap
they called Curvey?™

“That is guite simple of explanation,”
smiled - Fervers  Locka, Avd  he
acquainted the Tiger's late captives of
his visit to Dontle and of the man who
had asked for a lift to Lattrey.

“Instead of driving fto Lattrey,” said
the sleuth, “I drove this man Curvey to
the station at Middleham, To the com-
missioner there I told the whole tale. I
made him fall in with my wishes, namely,
that I should impersenate Corcey and
get to know the Tiger's stronghold.  All
that day 1 studied Corvey's mode of
specch and gait, until T could rimic him
ta porfection, and finally presented myselt
at this place. The Tiger adwitied me
this afternoon withon o 2 pivion, and —
well, here T am.™

“Wonderful, gny'nes!l”
Drake enthusiastically.

Jim Blakeney echoed tle saioe sonti-
mont.

“Not al all," swiled tha detective.
“But vou don't huow heay I wishied to

sxelatined

be able to set you fellows _\"'rm- this
afternoon, The time was 1ok I:Fljm. how-
pver. I was alone and move or les2 help-

less, You see, 1 had arranged that
Inspector Moiley and bis men should
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arvive here under cover of darkness.
You know how theso raids leak out. 1
thought it sefer to leave the round-up
nuitl abont t2n o’clock, Had I dreamed
for one moment of finding you both here
I should have planned things eaglier. As
it was, I had to listen and bear patiently
the Tiger's cruel taunts and sinister
remptings to you both. And when fma,
Drake, n{fcrej to lure me here—well, a
feather could have howled me over.
Your acting was irreproachable, and
your stout heart something to he proud
of, My hov, I shall never forget vour
telephone message !”

“0Oh, that was pothing!”. saicd Diake,

lilushing.  ** But tell e, guv’nor, who
answercd the phone at the Mwyrtles—
sounded like your voice?”

“Jenkins, I expeect,” vreplicd ihe
cleuth. *' Before T left Middleham I told
him that ne doubt you would phone up
and I azsked him to take the message.
I bet wour message put the wind up
him, vy lad!”

“ bet it did,” grinned Drake. ** How-
aver, -all’'s  well that ends well, eh,
Blakeney "

“Rather!™ replied 1the Rangers'
centre-forward brightly, "I feel like
a new man already, And knowing that
the Tiger is in safe hands for a few years
I want to shout for joy.”

“I should keep your shouting until

Dill Stubbing has been rounded up,” said*

the sleuth guietly. *“ He's a dangerous
man. True, he ﬂasn’t the cleverness of
the Tiger, but he stops at nothing to
achieve hiz purpose, And, unlike the
Tiger again, lie is prepared to carry out
any villainy himself rather than direct
it from the background. T should feel
very much easier in my mind if Master
]Bill Stubbins were safe under lock and
ey,

?:-Dh, we'll catch him aight enough,”
observed JIospecior Motley, who had
overheard Locke's last remark. * Are
vou coming along to Middleham?
There’s nothing worth while waiting
here for. I've scarched the premises,”

“¥es; woe might as well moving,”
replied Locke. “You brought my car
awmg, didn't you, inspectori”

The offietal nodded,

“Yes,” he said. “One of my men
drove it along with our party. It's out-
sitle now.™

“Right-hio! Then we'll got along, my
Jada l”

At the Cross Roads,

ERRERS LOCKE linked lus arins
in those of Blakeney and Drake,
and assisted them  down _the
stairs. Out in the road were four

motor-cars—three -police ecars and the
Hawl, The prisoners were split up be-

tween the constables, and the inspector

save the order to move off. In his own
vlosed car between two sialwart police-
men, sat the gloomy figure of the Tiger,
his hands twitching convolsively "at the
manacles which encireled his' wrists. DBy
the driver of the car sat the inspecior
himself, a katisfied smivk on his heavy
leafures,

In a. miniature, procession ihe cars
Areamed down the voad en route for
Middlcham, the Hawk, in swhich were

~eated  Ferrers Locke, Drake, and
Blakency, bringing up the rear. )
“*Reminds me of the =one,” said

Drake at length, ** The Eund of a Per-
fisck _lﬁzu}u’ Cree, things have moved,
wuv'nor, sinlce we came to Middleham,,
haven't, they 7}

The world-famons . detective | did not
reply., Ho was staring . intenily towards
1he cross roeds just outside Middleham,
o radber, in the direction of a. white
sirip of highway that ran pavallel wiih

- chauffeur,
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direction of the s
Curvey. Andin

er.

hand was a levelled revolver.
are you doing, Curvey ? '’ roared the Tiger.  Your little mistake, Tiger,”” came
the reply. *‘I am Ferrers Locke |’ (Ske page 23.) '

“Stop 1" As that commanding voice rang out every head was turned in the |
At the back of the Tiger’s gang stood the man known as

“ What in the name of thunder

-

the road he was taking, and which he
knew merged into the cross roads. Along
this road a shadowy sishouette of a
motor-car travelling at a terriic speed
seemed to hold some fascination for him,

Jim Blakeney, too,. found himself
watching the same shadowy silhouette

with more than ordinary interest. A

strange thrill of expectancy began to per-
vade his whole being. And the more he
gazed at the rapidly approaching car the
stronger grew that feeling. ’
The police cars, in single file and with

-the inspector’s vehicle in the van, were

now nearing the croes roads. And still the

car which had raced along the road

parallel with that which the police were

taking sped along at the same high

speed. ;

“What's that mad fool trying to do?”
roared the inspector, fs his ecar swerved
into the Middlcham road by the sign-
ost. .
'} i3 - :

Il¢ broke off suddenly as o white beam
of light from the car which he had
censured flashed full into his face. It
temporarily blinded both him and his
Before either of them. were
able to give voice to the volley of 1m-
precations their feelings prompted there
came an earsplitting cms{l,. '

The bonpet of the strange car caught
the lwont wheels of the inspector's car,

the foree of the impact ecarrying-behind.

it_something like a speed of forty miles
ant hony., The police car swerved danger-
onsly, and then turned over on ita side,
its engine and fore part of the chassis o
twisted heap of metal, Owver it,” like
some LbLig beast of prey, stood the big
limoisine which * Lhad = erashed mto it
The inspector and the deiver of the
police ¢ar were both sent hurtling from
their scats. They sruck the roadivay
with sickeuing thuds, and lay sl

From the police cars hahiml, hemmed

“He’'ll be into vus in a moment..

in the narrow lane so that neither of
them could approach the scene of the
collision, there issued a chorus of
startled eries. Brakes were jammed on,
and the constables poured out of their

-cars and rushed on foot to render aid.

And amidst the general confusion and
panic that reigned two figures Ie'n%cd
from the - driving-seat of the hi
limousine and sprang towards the overs
turned police car. The 'door of the
vehicle was wrenched open, and the
burly frame of Tiger Sleek appeared.

“Quick, chief!™ rapped tEe taller of
the two late occupants of the limousine,
“The river!”

“You’'ll have to help me, Stubbins,™
grunted . the Tiger, whose left arm
ﬂP'pﬁarﬂcl to be twisted into &n unnatural
shape, “You did the ”jﬂh too well.
You've busted my arm!

With a muttered ejaculation Bill
GBtubbins signed to his companion—whao
ivas none other than the rasecally taxi-
driver—to help him assist the Tiger clear
of the wreckage. They had just dis-
appeared on the other side of the cver-
turned car and. were concerled by the
friendly shadows of the adjoining hedge
when- the foremest of the constables
dashed upon the scene. Immediately he
ran to where the inspector lay in the
white voadway. The second constable,
upon sighting the prostrate figure of the
police driver, ran to kis assistance. Other
policemen hastened to the overturned car
and dragged clear the two constables
who had Dbeen keeping watch over Tiger
Sleek. BRoth were unconsrious.

And in the peneral anxiety not one of
the policemen noted the absence of their
chief prisoner—the master-criminal.

Through the circle of anxious faces
came Ferrvers Locke, elosely accompanicid
by Jock Droke and Jim Blakeney.

“Where!s Tiger 8leek " he vapped.

Tie MaeyeT Lispary,— No. 833.
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Two or three of the policemen looked
gpround dazedly at - the question and
started violently. Where was the Tiger?

“You fools!” exclaimed - Ferrers
ILocka, “Don't you see that this amash
vwusi a deliberate affair? Where's the
dviver of the limousine ¥ ;

Again the dumbfounded policeman
pazed around themd, Where wus the
Jdriver of the limousine

* Giet busy, man!"” exclaimed Ferrers
Tocke impatiently. * Scour the neigh-
bouring vicinity—the rogues can't be far
away .

tle suited the action to the word.
('losely attended by Blakeney and Jack

[

Deake, the sleuth started for the rviver®

bauk. The remaining constables who
were not detailed to stand by the four
prisoners sealtered to right and left,
But it was' Ferrers Locke who first
caught a glimpse of three shadowy
fizures nearing the river bank.

“Stop " he cominanded.

His order had the opposite effcct. The
1110 in front biocke into a rvun and dis-
appearod over the crest of a small hill
that rose almost by the waler’s edge,

“Como on, my lads!” hissed IFerrers
T.ocke. “Put the pace on!"

e drew his revolver as he spoke and
«ent & bullet hurtling over the brow of
tl:e- hill.. From behind him came the
auimated erkles of the constables, They,
too, had picked up the scent.

Panting with their exertions, the whole
varty raced down the slope and halted at
ilie rviver bank, There, in midstream,
was a small motor-boat, fast receding
into the inky curtain that overspread
1lie river,

“Confound it!”  exelaimed Terrevs
Locke. " That bumptious inspoctor was
eo cocksure of his man. And this
what comes of it."

.H“ laughed bitterly as & volley of
sitots rang out.  The policemen were

(5
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emptying their revolvérs into the dark-
ness of the river in the fond hope of a
lucky shot striking the motor-hoat.
Another volley rang out, but still the
throb, throb of the boat’s engine, now
growing fainter and fainter, betokened

that yet once again the Tiger had been

too clever for the Middleham police.

“Bave your ammunition, men,” said
Locke grimly, “And go home to bed!
You'll never see the Tiger in your

clutches again. One of you had better
phone up the river police and tell them
the factz, for formality's sake, but it's
a thousand-to-one chance that they'll
never so much as catch a glimpse of
Tiger Slesk.” :

e moved away from the river bank
and headed for his own car. On'the way
he had to pass the overturned police-car
and the big limousine which had caused
the collision. With a puckered brow
Ferrers Locke examined the latter,

“Very cleverly dome,” he remarked.
“QOuly a highly-skilled- driver could have
contrived a amash in this fashion. Poor
old Inspector Motley ! I'm afraid he
has several lessons to learn before he
pits  his wits against such master minds
as Tiger Sleek’s and ‘Bill Stubbina'.”

“Then vou think that the Tiger
arranged this smash with Stubbins be-
forehand *” asked Drake incredulously,

“Bhouldint be a bit surprised,” re-
pliedd Ferrevs Locke. "It was pretty
certaiu that - one of them would ger
canght by the police. I rather fancy,
too, that o look at the Scotland Yard
records will reveal the fact that this
identical thing happened just outside
ihe gates of the Old Bailey about two
vears ago. There wias a smash between
the police-van and a motor-car. And
the prisoner who escaped was——"

“Miger Sleek " asked Drake inceredn-
loni=iy,

“ Fxactly !

g
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Ferrers Locke shrupged s shoulders
and meved over to the group of con-
stables which had gathered round the
uneonscious imspéctor and the driver of
his car. Both had sustained head in-
juriez that would keep them in hospital
for many a day to come.

The two constables who had travelled
each side of the Tiger had pow come
to.

“Where 15 he?” demsnded one of
them feebly,

“The Tigei's gone—gone, do  vou
hear " said Ferrers Locke, “ Tell me,
what happened "

The 1njured policeman sabt up and

passed a weary hand over his eyes.

“We—Jeiks and I-—were pulling Sleek
back to his seat when we reached the
signpost,” he spid weakly, “The fellow
kept wanting to lock out of the window,
Then, just as something struck the car,
the Tiger dashed hia clenched fistz inlo
my face. That's all I rerember.”

The second counstable’s story was ex.
actly the same, The Tiger, it transpired,
had swept his manacled wrists foll in
hig face, then had comeg the collizion and
a blank.

It was a very soviy procession of police
cars that wound its way into Middieham
ten minutes later. And while the Chief
Commissioner of Police was pacing up
and down his office in an agitated state
of mind, and the injured mien were being
ittended to by the police doclor, Tiger
Sleek, Bill Stubbins, and the texi-driver
vere miles away eajoying theiv freedom.

There was some consolation to Ferrers
Locke, however, a conzolation ihat was
shared by Jack Drake and Jire Blakeney,
for he had rescued these twe plucky lads
from a fate that both shuddered to
ponder over,

Middlehawn was yeé fo see its popular
centre-forward appear in  the Tnter-
national match agaiusi Seotland, and
Ferrers Locke still possessed n capable
and loyal assistant in Jack Tienke.

And while ithe Tiger and hizs now
sadly-depleied  gang of confederates
evolved fresh plans for tlie possession
of the Wireless Ray, the local news-
papers  of  Middieham  boomed Jim
Blakeney to the skies as the finest ex-
potient of football sigce the davs of
Steve Bloomer, They referred to him
i Aheir columns a5 e marked man—a
deseription that brouzht a bitter smile
to the face of Blakeney, that was only
temporarily, however, e had been
marked in anore wayas than one sinee he
had plunged into the sportice world of
Muddlebam, but a kindly Providence
had watched his interests—was walching
his interests until the eurtain should
ring down on one of the most sensa-
tional football seasons the inbabitants of
Middlebam had ever cxpesienced.

Swiveiler’s Naw Role,

MONGST the well-drossed throng
that wound its  leisurely  way
along the fasbionable thorough-

fave of the Wesit Fad known as
Regent Street, few paid any heed to the
sudden appeavance out of one of the
side streets of a young man, whose for-
tive, hall-hunted expression was strangely
out of place amidst suche light-hearted
people Lent on securing the cavly advan-
tagea of a spring sale,

The newcomer, despiia his seedy gar-
ments and his shabby bowler hat, carvied
with him an air of one who had seen
better davs. All the mud, all the Tents
in that lounge-suic could uot tuke away
a certain hall-mark of high-class tailov-
ing, which usually forms part of the

e
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impressive appearance of the immaculate
and well-to-do man,

With a eynical smile upon his tlin
features, which, however, could net hide
for any length of time ihe fear-haunted
cyes, set rather close together, this now-
comer to the ranks of the * bargain-
hunters ™ in Regent Street strolled into

the thickest of the crowd congregated.

round the alluring windows, and, ke
hiz  fellow-creatures, appearedd to he
studying the temphng artiéles set oub to
water the taste of the people who had
money to spend.

It was wlhil:;l; he was thus engaged

that the shabby stranger to the Weoest|:

End found himself looking into a long
nirror. The reflection that met
slowly-clevated eyes was not, * appar-
ently, a pleasing one. For with some-
thing that sounded very lilke an impre-

cation he turned sharply on his heel |

and moved along.

In the general air of cheerfulness ihat
scemed to holid Regent Street in its
sway that bright, erisp morning a sudden
commotion took place at that cnd of the
thoroughfare which joins Oxford Cirens.
The alarmed eries of woinen, punctnated
oceasionally by tho deeper notes ol a

male, began to swell into a furore, One

voung man was seen to be speediog

down the spacious street, regamdless of |

passing vehicles, ‘shouting at the top of

his hings. DBehind him, now, came a]

mixed crowd of men and women, alse
shouting :
- Y Htop! Stop, thief!"”

Two policomen darted across the road
and intercepted a portion of the crowd
in-an endeavour to extract an explana-
tion. Meantime, the vemainder of the
excited peilestrians  pushed” ‘on,  still
shouting, still waving their arms, their
stieks, their nmbrellas,

Stop, thief I |

One peppery old gentleman who, by
an unlueky chanee, turned the corner
of one of the side strects-at the identical
moment half 4 dozen young men swepl
vound ik i full eareer was carried off
his' feet., In a very undignified position
for "o man -of his years he was left
sprawling on the pavenient, giving veice
to a volley of imprecations and shaking
an aged fist, :
© One good-natuved person helped the
neppery old fellow to his feet and sup-
ported him whilst hevecoverad his breath.

“Dang e ! oxclaimed the victim,
“¥s this Londan o Colney Hateh, begad !
Ueh! Young hooligans !

“They're after a pickpoeket” ex-
plained the person whe had assisted the
old fellow to his feel. He's hopped it
round this- corner.  Pinehed a lady's
handbag, they tell me, Belongs to the
Puchess-of Porminstor, T believe”

“Peuce of n fuss to make about a
handbag,” grunted the old gentleman.
“ Kuocking a respectable podesivian off
his feet all en account of a2 handbag !
Women should be. more caveful of their
possesstons, - Ugh 17
-1t wvas on-the tip of the other’s tongue
[o remark thal men should be more
careful en their " pins,” but he had the
wood graco to refrain, and, with a smile,
he sanptered on i the omosite diree-
tion “to that in which the ‘crowd had
taken until Regent Street was left far
i¢hinid,

Walking huvriedly -along a narvow
streel, that tinally weound ifs way inio
the heaivt of Bolw, the fellow suddenly
stopped. With a furtive glance to right
and left of him he dived his hand intg
his pocket .amd withdrow a handbag,
Half-conecaling  the avticle in his hand
he forced back the clasp and peerod
mside. A pndbered  exclimation  eof
sifisfaciion escaped his “thin lips as:his
fingers cloged on a erisp bhundle of potoz..

" ————— L Fi 0 T PSR ..

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

his [

PRICE
TWOPENCEY

over .on its side.

seats.

€rash ! The bonnet of the strange car caught the front wheels of the inspector’s |
car with a sickening erash. The police car swerved dangerously and then toppled
Over it, Iike some big beast of prey, stood the limousine. The
inspector and the driver of the police car were both sent hurtling from their |
(See page 25.)

sk

“Geond ! he mnttered, exirvacting two
ar tliree of the notes, and returning the
hag to his pocket. 1 shall he able to
et o aneal after all.” _

“You will, pard—and I'll be
guest, I rechon!™

The words were quile calin and ultered
i a friendly and good-natured tone,
But they had the effect of bringing the
persen to whont they were addressed to
a state hordering on paralysis. With
gaping jows, and wildly-staring eyes that
revealed the expression of a hunted
animal, the possessor of the handbag
found himself gazing into a rvather hand-
some countenance of a man about thirty.

your

1'With some surprise he noted, too, the

neweomer’s well-dressed appearance, but
he was not left long in wenderment.

“Come on, pard!” said the well-

arm. ““Let’s get along for some food,
[ know a fine shanty that will be quiet
cnough for us. I mmst say vou edllared
that bag with some skill for an amateny.”

“ Then you know——"" began the other
i -alarm.

“ Den't worry yvourself, old son. I was
aftey that bag myself, only you got it
fivst. In fact, T was leading the chase
at your side,
wo'll varn, oh ¥

The fear-haunted expression left the
eves of Ronald Swiveller—for he it was
who had braved the Meivopolitan Police
i his first attempt at bag-spatching—
and without another word he-followed
his new-found companion through aseries
of dingy strects, meeting on his way
vellow-laced Chinese and  darvlk-skinned
negraes, until the busy colony referred
Ao as London’s underworld was reached..

Swiveler had a-faint idea tlint he waz
somewhere in the region of Cambridea

dressed fellow, taking the other by the

But food . lirst, and then-

Cirens, and that was all, Never belore
had he traversed such mean streets,
nevoer before had he rubbed shoulders
with such a cosmopeolitan and over-
dressed erew as ho now wsaw on cvery
lrand.

His eompanion halted beneath a dilapi-
dated  signboard  bearing the legend
“First Class Tailors,” and, swinging
open the ereaking door, beckoned: to
Swiveller to follow,

The late Mornington  Hardacre's
nephew found himself  passing through'
a dirty and evid-smelling shop, in which
two equally dirty specimens of humanity
sijuatted tailor-fashion on the floov, ply-
g their needles with an industry that
seemed  strangely eui of place amidst
such poor and unbusinesslike surrounds
g3, The clder of the two men leoked
up“from his work as Swiveller's com-
panion  reached hia side and made a
peculiar sign, o sign that was repeated
by the fellow who had constituted hime-
solf Swiveller's guide.

And  then Swiveller  paszsed through
the shop and entered a large room at
the back, in which were set innumerable
tables, and al cach end of which was a
blazing fire. ITalf a dozen people, who
were scated at the tables partaking of

Jiquid rvefreshment, lookéd up as the now-

comers approached., Buf upon sight of
Swiveller’'s comparion they returned to
their glasses and cohfinued their chatter,

“Bit down, pard!” said Swiveller's
comnpamion. ‘““Hi, Fang !™

Iu response to lhis latter remark the
soft-footed Chinaman, who had pre-
vionsly “ held ap ™ & bar at the extreme
el of the-room, pattered forward, his
iserutable and unpropossesgsing features

{Cantinued .on. the next page.)
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(Continucd [rem precrvious page.) 1
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cansing Swiveller involomtarvily - {o

shudder.

S Whatge von want; Mistle Blooks?™

Jue HS]II.‘[].'

“ Luncli, Fang.” ordered the well:
dressed fellow, jerking his finger the
divection of Swivelicy, " lor two—
ghayrn !

The
off.

“And now. let's know each other’s
names,”  said  Swiveller’s  compamon.
“1'm knowias Brooks by some, Brookey
by my pals, afl Smart-Fingered Rupert
by the Yard.™

ITe laughed harshly,

“Er—myv name’s Swiveller,” said the

Chinaman nodded and shuflled

ex-footballer,  © Ronald SBwiveller, you
know.™
v And  what’s veur pariicular line,

o
-

Swiveller ? askedl  DBrooks.
* Stieet plundering, or the Jemmy ¥

renially,

over had was in

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

¢ Netthor, really;?” grinned- Swiveller,
sheepishly, “ You see, I was down and
out—hungry, and 1 wanted money—and
j.'-!'j.__'“”

“You helped yvourself ta the Duchess’
handbag, ch? . Not at all a bad start.

But where do ‘yonn come {rom—you're

)

now to town, I can seo that?

“I've spont most of ‘my years .af
Middleham,”  retwned _F:iwn'ﬁllw'_. who
felt at . his case with Smart-Fingered

Rupert.

“AMiddleham ! exelaimed the oiher.
“Funny thing, the only honest job 1
Middlcham, I was
working: for a builder, ten years ago,
and+I remember the job very well. Had
to fix a panel in the wall of a My, Hard-
castle’s—or some such name—place. T've

‘often thaught ‘of visitihg ithat shanly.

Must have been something very. interest-
ing behind that seeret panel.”
Swiveller's crafty eves Iit up strangely
as his companion continuwed. He felt
that he was on the verge of a discovery.
“Hardacre !” suddenly exclaimed
Brooks:. “That’s his name! That's
denced funny! He was done in a few
weeks back by somebody, and, gee——"

PRICE
TWOPENCE.
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ITe broke off and leaned forward in his
chair,- scanning his companiolt's face
until’ Swiveller had to loster hiz own
gaze. ¥ Why, vou'rd Hmmh]_'H'_'ﬁ;iv_vlllﬁ-]_".
the.old chap’s nephew ! T can recogmse
your dial I "

“Well, what of it ?”-demanded Swiy-
eller aggressively. “ Nothing in that, is
there ?? :

“Not at all, vard,” grinned Brooks
with a wink. “ He treated you rottenly,
didu't het®” .

Swiveller's answer took the-form of a
dark scowl. . He feli he was on dan-
gorous ground, and the least he said the
better. Brooks sensed his change of
front immediately. _ _

“There, but I ain't asking any ques-
tions, pard,” he smiled. “You and 1
are gouler to be friends, I've taken a
fancy to vou. - Bt let me give you the
tip. “Get vid of those Fags you're wear-

|.ing, and let me fit yon out mn some glad
“togss , Nothipg “Hike® a respecfable ex-

terior for oor trade,® you know.” .
“aSwiveller laughed.” He "had nothing

“to féar after all. . This fellow Brooks was

a friend.
(Another threilling instalmend next weel,
hays!)
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AM.P., 17, Stroud Green Hoad, London, N. 4. ;
ALL UNUSED STAMPS

100 2L, VNUSEp STAMI: T IREE ||

. Bend Posteard only requesting approval sheets, -
LISBURN & TOWNSBEND, 20la, London Road, LIVERFOOL.

DDONT EBEE EUILILIEID
Special offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS from
.my Complete Course on .II.IJIITEU for four penny
g -stamps, or a Large Illus, Portion of Course for P.0O.
L &/, Jujitsu is the best and =implest science
~  of self-defence “and: attack ever invented.
¥ Learn to take care of  yourself under ALL
circumstances. SEND NOW. (Fst. 20 years.).

" | ".ﬂ_"

u

1_-':jir.nl.im.nn *? (Dept. A.P.), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex.

Cure yourself as I did. Par-

STOP STAMMERING ! §ii5s "Free. > FRANE B,

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C. 1. s

_YOURS for g®D.

Thls nandsomae Mull-slzed Gent's Laver Watch
gent upon receipt of Gd,: After aliprwnl.
nmdﬁtﬂmuru_-.thu balanes may then. be
pafd by 6 monthly instalmenta of
'« gach. -.Guardnteed b yeara. Chaln -
en wlti'll} Iﬂ‘i‘"ﬁl‘_‘li;',‘r‘l-::‘t:: ’ I:;ldéna’ or
Fank's rls atches tock op  snms terms -
Cash raturned Infull If dissatisfled. - s..-]:l..l 8d. ﬁn, £ gt

' SIMPSONS_(BRIGHTON) Ltd. (Dept. 122)
84, Queen's Road, Brighton, Ellll:lj-

100-1t. Sample, 1/6, post frec. Cinenins
from 6/G. Stamp for list,—** RADIO *

FILMS. CHEAP Bt s it i
b | : ¥ WEST HAM, E. :_I.ﬁ.

G ADVERTISEMENTS
WHEN ANSWERING UEASHE MENTION THIS PAPER.
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