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A STIRRING STORY OF THE AUSTRALIAN MOUNTED POLICE.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Chasm !

‘O gloomy and terrific  grandeur,

F there is  probably npothing in  all
Austrabin to match the Garwarrah

Pazz, by which the River Tarridge-
Dreaks its way _across the black mass of (the
PBrendon Range. :

After the discovery of the Barton Gold-
fields, which lie on the tableland at the
back of the mountains, a road was con-
structed along the side of the river gorge.

This *iz now a lne wide carringe way, well
metalled and fenced, hut at one time it was
a wmere shelf cut in the living rock, impas-
sible for anything but foot passengers amd:
pack horses,

Late ouwe alternoon a
came winding down. the steep pass. It was
8 zold convoy on its way to the coast. A
‘Aozen pack horses, laden with wealth that
might have made o Kking envious, were
ultder the eare of three teamsters, and at
their head rode am escort of two mounted
policemen in “their dark, handsome uniforms.

“This ~ place gives me the shivers,”
remarked TBob Glennie, a well knit, muscu-
Jar man of middle height.

“Faith, I'm ‘wishing we were well out of

long procession

i, DBob,” replied the other, a tall, slight,| 1

goad-looking Irishman, by name Peter Deni-:

son.  “ Buf it's not the scenery that worries
me, 'tis the oold "—he shivered as he
gpake,

Me was quite right. July is mid-wioker
iu _dustralin, and np at this height the wind
was bitéer. The sky was grey, and the light'
rajiidly failing. To the right, clitfs towered'
iptp the very clouds; from the unpseen
degprghs to the left came up the hoarse brawl
of the torrent, 5

For some distance they rode in silence. |
Suddenly they came to a pince where the.
rocks to the right were cleft as if ‘hy a
piant’s kuoife, and a narrow pathway sloped
wway, ropuding upwards into the gloom.

“That's a rum-looking place,” observed
Glenwie.  “Do you know where the path
leads 4o?"

“IdNidln*t ye ever hear of Mad Migzs?" ex-
claimedl the other, astonished,

“No! Who's he?"

“Taith, that's what no one knows!
he lives up there.”

Glennie laughed,

“Lives up there!

But

Nonsense, Peter!™
“'Tis  the “truth I'm telling you,”:
answered Penizon. “He ecame there two;

years .ago, and built a eabin up at the top.

of that golly. They say he colleets things

—hectles, you knmow, and plants."

“Ugh! 1 dau't admire his taste in cheoice
of residemce,” ‘returned Gleonie, turning up
hie¢ collar, for the wind was Increasing., le
lopked round, I wish to zoodness we conkd
hurry those brutez of horses a hbit. We

great, lanky fellow, actually touched Glennie.
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sha'n't bhe in Charlestown {ill lomg aflter

dark, al this rate.”

They turned a_sharp angle of ¢liff, and ont
in the -distance, [ar below them, specks of
light twinkled up through the darkness.
They were the lights of Charlestown, where

the convoy was to spend the night. De-|
‘enjoying himself.

yvond the rock corner the -pnss hecame o
little wider, end the clifis dess steep, aod
patehed with clumps of scrub.,
*“Eight miles more!” remarked
“Huarrah for supper!"
The words were hardly eunt of his month
when a fragment of stoue suddenly rattled

TDenizon.

down from the rocks to the right, and striking

the pass, leaped over into the depths of the

gorge  below,  Instantly both troopers:
reined in their horses. They Kuonew that
stopes do not fall without being moved

cither by animals or men.

The action saved their lives, faor next
instant a pateh of serub to the Tight spat
flame, amd half a score of bullets swept the
pass and spattered againat the rocks on
the far side of- the gorge.

Gifennie’s deep voice rang ontg:

“Men, turn the bhorses, and take them
back up the pass!™ g :

As he spoke, there c¢ame a fresh volley
from the scrub. A bullet struck his horse.:
t reared. With ane spring he was out of
the szaddle—only” just in time. The poor
hrute dropped over ta the left, and
vanished into the blacknesz of the gorge.

Next moment Denizon’s horse was down,
stone dead, shot through the head.
Another bullet scarred (Hennie's shounlder,
but almost by a miracle npeither of the
troopers was badly hit.

“Down behind the horse!” Glennie heard
his -chom ery.

He drapped, amd from this cover they
both ‘began to veturn the lire of their un-
geen enzodies. But the darkness which had.
g0 far saved them prevented them from
seeing their enemies. - They .could uot -tell
where they were, nor how many. '

The zhopting from the serub ceased,

“They're gbhrying to, surround us,” whis-"
pered Denison sharply, in Glennie's ear. * W |
must get back to the corner.”

“You're right. You go first!
shooting."” .

“Ye'll not,” said Denison wngrily.

“Together, then,” answered Glennie.

They were only just in time. Runmning,
bent double, and eloze under cover.of the
rocks, they had barely reached the angle
before two men leaped down from above,
almost on top of them.  Denison's pistol
cracked, and one, with an ugly scream,
reeled and fell hackwards. The other, o

I'll keep an

as he dropped . infto the pass. On the spur
c-f the moment the trooper let drive with
his list, and was lyeky enough 1o eatel his
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assailant on the point of the jaw,
The wan .dropped  fike a  loe, and  the

ik

troopers darted round the sharp -corner just
25 af Jeast ‘hall a dozen prlore men -como
charging up the hill towards them.

“Faith, - we've got .our hands full, I'm
thinking,” remarked Denison whimsically.
He had all the Trislunan's delight in a tussle
against odds. At present he was actunlly

Bul upon ‘Gleimie, who was the seniar -of
the two, and a stelid, Saxon, the responsi-
bility of the convoy weighed heavily. ‘He
knew that this attack must have been cure-
Tully planned, and that in all probability its
leader wans AMatt Powson, the most danger.
Hus and desperate -eriminal in ‘the distriet.
H it were he, there would be men placed 4o
eut off their retreat. They would be betwaon
two lires,

At tha% very moment, as if to prove the
truth of his suspicions, a rattle of shots
came [rom the distance, [ar up the pass
behind them.

THE SECOND <CTHAPTER.
The Attack on the Pack Train.

ETER, they're abtacking the pack
train. Hurry after them, smd turn
them into the cross eanyon.”

“An” what'll you do?™ replied the
Irishman quickly. There was Keen -anxioty
in s veice.

“Hold ‘em off here and join yon later,
I can. Qood-bye, Ind!"

Denison melted away into the darkness.
Glennie, tight against the Toek, waited,
listening intently. He heard muttered orders,
amnd could almost swear to Dowson's voice.
But he could not distinguish’ words.

There came n fresh rush. As the first man
appeared round the angle, the heavy bullet
of Glennie's revolver met him. FHe leaped
into the air, and with o horrible shriek foll
plump into the abyss.

“Back, and then al! togeiher!” ecame na
hoarse command. Ah, it was Dowson”
Lilenkie Knew that he would have no chance
if the robbers obeyed. He turned, and, run-
ming with all his might, sped up the pass
after Denison.

Shols erackled, bullets whistled around
Itim. But. luck and the darkness hefriended
him, and he swung round to the left imto
the eross eanyon, unhmrt.

“Mands up!” eame n ringing order.
“It's  yon, Glennie,” in  Denison’s
“Thank lleaven for that!™

“Where are the horses?" pasped Glennie,

“Tp here. 1've oridered BStringer fo take
them up to the top, and unload the gold in
Miggs' cabin.”

“rood man! Then we must hold this plaece
Litl they've fmishaod.”

“There are more of the gang up the hill”

“T know it. Here ithey comie! Take
shelter!™

Than
voice.

(Continned on page 26.,)
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Lord Mauleverer has e natuval antipathy fo work of any Lind—he much prefers {o linger in a stale of idleness and

repose. But most of us ave af some time ov another compelled to do the things we like least, and so it turns

oul wilth Mauly.

He has to work —spade work of that,

While Mauly works you will seream with laughter ; there

is something decidedly funny in the picture of the Slacker of the Remove, his sleeves rolled back and the per<
spiration falling from his noble brow. plying a workman’s spade.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mauly Wakes Up!

LT -y HAT about Maunly 7"
Bob Cherry asked

cquestion.
The Famous Five of the
Remove at Greyfriars were gathered in
Study No. 1. They had their overcoats
on, and were ready to go out. Tea was
over In that famous apariment, and
Harry Wharton & Co. had rushed
through their prep, so that by half-past
five they were free for the evening,
IHarry Wharton had obtained six late
paszes from Wingate. The heroes of the
temove had decided to visit the cinema
at Courtfield, in order to see a mnew
“super-feature” ecalled *The Pioneer
Peer.” And Lord Mauleverer was going
with them.

1t was not often that Mauly went Lo
the pictures: indeed, it was guite un-
usual for his wouthful lordship to do
anvthing in his leisure hours excepl sleep
and generally take things easy. Mauly
was not an energetic youth. Ie was
known as the Slacker of Greylriars: So
long as he was let alone to rechine in
undisturbed repose 1n his study, his soul
eraved for mothing more. It was only
when Harry Wharton & Co. yanked him
dlown to footer praclice that he roused
himself—and then it was quilie in-
volantary, so far as Mauly himself was
concerned.

““ Yoz, what about Manly 7”7 said Frank
Nugent. ‘‘He promised to be ready by
now. It's time he put in an appearance,”

“We're all ready, so I think we'd
betler go along and rout him out,” said
Harry Wharton, “I hardly expected
Aauly to keep his appointment. He's so
jolly slow.”

“The slowiulness of the esteemed and
ludierous Mauly is truly terrific!” mur-
mured Hurree Singh, in his peculiar
Englizh,

The Famous Five left Stndy No. 1 and
went along to the sumptuous apartment
that was occupied exclusively by Lord
Maunleverer.

1hat

A Grand New Long Complete

Story of Harry Wharton & Co. |
and Lord Mauleverer, of Grey-~

Iriars School.

Arriving outside the door, they paused.
Trom within the study they heard deep,
sonorons sounds of snoring.

“Ay hat!"™ exclaimed IFrank Nugent.
“He's asleep! The lazy chump ™

“The chortling fathead!” sajd Dob
Cherry, “Ile munst have forgotten Ins
promise to come to the cinema with us!”

“Iim on!" said Johnny Bull grimly.

e onened the door, and the uﬁums of
the Hemove entered,

Lying on a luxurious sofa in an atti-
tude of sweet repose was the aristocratic
form of I.ord Mauleverer. Mauly was
fast asleep, and the noisy entry of Harry
Wharton & Co. did not wake him.

The Famous Five exchanged glances.

“Took at the burbling dormouse!”
gasped Nugent. ‘‘Snoozing like the
Matron's eat, when he ought to be ready
to start for Courtfield with vs! Mauly
takez the giddy biscuit !™

Bob Cherry gave a chuckle,

“tWe'll soon ronse him from |his
slumbers ! he said, “Take hold of the
spfa !

The Famous Five all bent down and
grasped the under side of the sofa with
their hands.

“Lift 7" grinned Bob.

They raized the sofa on high., Mauly
glumbered on in blissful ignorance of
what was going on.

“Now—heave !” said Dob,

The Famous Five heaved.

Manly went whirling off the sofa into
space, and he awoke with a startled yell,
Next minute he landed on the hearthrug
with a conenssion that fairly made the
windows rattle.

Thud |

“Yarooonoooogh !”

“There ! said Bob Cherry, when he
and his chums had set down the sofa in
itz original place. “Thus are the sleepy
awakened ! Are vou awake now, Mauly,
or are those horrible noises you are
making merely the result of a night-

mare 77
“Yow-wow! TYah! Ow! Begad!
Oh dear! Wowp ! gasped Lord Maule-

verer,
[Ie =at up on the hearthrug and blinked

round him with quite a dazed expression,
wondering whether the school had sud-
denly collapsed, or whether an earth-
quake had Emppl}nedr

The Famous Five roared.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Groooooogh! Degad, you awful
bounders! Yowp!” gasped Mauly,
rising slowly and painfully to his feet.
“What the thump do you mean by 1t,
begad "

“ What the merry dickens do yon mean
by snoozing, when you promised to come
to the Courtfield Cinema with us!” de-
manded Harry Wharton,

Mauly pave a start.

“Oh, Fi:mgncl ! I—I had forgotten
that !’

The Famous Five glared at Lim.

“Well, new we've reminded you,
Mauly, what about it?” said Dob

Cherry.

Mauly limped over to the sofa and sat
down.

“Don’'t bother me now, dear boys, I'm
tired !"” he said.

“Tired!”  roared Johnny  Bull
“You're always tired, Mauly! You've
got to come to Courtfield with us! Win-
rate's issued you a pass!”

“Yaw-aw-aw ! - Can't to-day! Too
much fag ! said Mauly, closing his eyes.

Harry Wharton & Co., wasted no more
time in words. They grasped Mauly,
whirled him off the sofa, and gave him
four hard bumps on the floor.

Lord Mauleverer roared and struggled
wildly.

“Yarooogh! Yah!
rotters I

“Where's his overcoat?” said Whar-
ton, looking round., *‘Fetch it, Inky—
and his cap!”

Tnky fetched Mauly's overcoat and cap.

Bob Cherry rammed Mauly's cap on
that bewildered youth's head, whilst
Harrv Wharton, Nugent, and Johnny
Bull between them got Mauly into his
overcoat,

By the time that operation was finished
the schoolboy earl was wide awake and
gasping.
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'I'IT Beg”urJ! You rough rolters! Groogh!
“You'll como along with ws now!”
said Harry Wharton, * You've delay®d
n3 nearly ten minutes as it is, Mauly,
you hlithering fathead! We've just got
time to caich the train to Cﬁurlﬁeld,l if
we hurry. Are you coming 1"

“Begad! Can't yon fellows leave a
chap n?mm when he’s fagged ont?” said
Mauly in a plaintive voice. “I don't
want lo go to the pictures! You fellows
can go without me!”

"“No we can't!” said Harry Wharton
Aatly, “ We're going to take you along,
hecanse 1he exercise will do yon good.
You've no right to be slacking on a sofa,
Mauly. You want a change, and some
exercige, Cieab lim, chaps! We've gob
to” hustle !

B6b Cherry look one of Mauls's arms,
and Frank Nugent the other, and they
swept Manly out of the room and along
ithe Removo passage. .

Mauly weunt, protesting wildly.

ITe was rushed down the stairs and

acrozs the quadrangle to the school gates.

ITe arrived there quite out of breaih.
Harry Wharton showed Gosling the
passes that Wingate had issued, and then
ihe Removites lurned their footsteps
along IFeiardale Lane towards the
village, :

Harry Wharton & Co. set a brisk pace,
amd Mauly, hemmed in between Bob
Cherry and Nugent, simply had {o keep
up with them or fall over.

“Groooogh! Begad, thia isn't =a
walkin’® competition !” he gasped breath.
lessly, ““Not so fast, you rotters !"—puft
~*“You're makin' me quite out of
hreath, begad " .

“Pull your socks np, Manly ! grinned
Bob Cherry, who, with Nugent, was walk-
ing at a furious rate, with Mauly pufling

and blowing in between them.  * Fino
evening  for  walking—what?  Don’t
drag !

“@Groooogh! Begad! You beasts!

Ovooooogh ! Oh dear !”

Mauly had never walked so fast in all
his Life.

The Famous Five did not allow the
pace to relax, and they reached Friavdale
in recovd time, :

Peispivation was pouring from Mauly's
brow, and he was puffing like a grampus
by the time he reached the station,

“My hat! We're only just in time!
he train's in!" exclaimed Harry
Wharton, **We shall have to run f[or i !

Come on !

“ Run, Mauly !" voared Bob Cherry.

“Ow! «Begad! I can’t! Oh dear!
Stop! Grooocogh! Yarocooogh!”

Mauly was simply whizzed into the
station-yard, thruugil the barrier, and
nlong the platform. The heroes of Grey-
Iriars did not wait to purchase their
tickets, despite the wrathiul roars of the
gate-porter.

The guard had waved his flag, and a
warning hoot came from the engine.

Inky darted forward and dragged open
the door of an empty compartment just as
the train began to move,

“In  with Mauly ™
Wharton.

Dob Cherry and Nugent rushed their
captive alongside the train, and while
Inky ran with the train and held the door
open, they pitched Mauly headlong into
the compartment,

“ Yarooooooogh !’

gasped ITarry

“You young rips! Siland awey
there ! shouted the guard.
“Rats1”  gasped  Johwny  Bull,

“Tumble in, kids "

The Famous IFive tumbled into the
carriage—aquite literally, for in their haste
they fell over the recumbent form of Lord

Tone Macxer Liprany.— No. 835,

Mauleverer on the Hoor, and they trod
him underfoot,
Dismal howls arose from the luckless

Flord,

“Yaroooop! Yah! Woooooogh! Ger-
rofi ! Oh, begad! Wow-wow !”

“Shut the door!” roared Bob Cherry,
who was silting on Mauly's head.

Blam !

Harry Wharton shut the carviage door
just as the train was passing the signal-
box at the end of the plaiform,

i -

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Dished !

i JTEW ! gasped Frank Nugent,
“Jolly near thing, that!™

“Yes, rather !” said Harry

Wharton. ** 'We only just did

it! This train will get us to Courtiield

in timo for us to see the whole perform-

ance. We can get back to Greyfriars by
half-past nine.  Halle! Cheer up,
Mauly! What are you making those

noises for?" -
“Grogoooogh! I'm  hurk, begad!
gasped Mauly, collapsing in a seal and

glaring almost homicidally at his Form-

fellows. *'Pon my word, I don’t often
get into a temper, butk you fellows are the
limit! Wow-wow ! Look at me!”

Bob Cheérry cocked his head on one side
and subjecied Mauly to a  careful

serating.,

“II'm! You've certainly been knocked
about a bLit, Maunly!” he observed.
“You've pol a smudge of mud on your
boko. 1 think that came from my hool,
becanse 1 faintly remember treading on
your face. And your tie is dangling al
ithe back of your neck, and altogether
yvou look & wreck., But choer up! It was
your own favlt, yvou kuow, You shouldu't
be such a slacker!™

* (Giroooogh 1™ f;ﬂspml Mauly.

By the time the train reached Counrt-
field, Mauly, with the aid of IHarry
Wharton & Co.,, had managed to make
himself more presentable.

Now, quite resigned to his fate, he
accompiinied them to the Kinema in the
ITigh Street. Harry Wharton took the
tickels, and fhey all entered into the
inner darkness,

The cinema was well filled, but the
heroes of Greyfriars obtained seats to-
gether in the *one-and-threee.” An
automatic piano was grinding out a some-
what discordant mclody to accompany a
comedy.

The ecomedy was a very funny one
and Cholly Gfl‘iplhl_. the comedian in the
piece, happened to be Ilarry Wharton &
Co.’s favourite. Dircetly the Removites
were seated they became absorbed in the
comical antics of Mr, Cholly Chiplin,

When at last the film flickered to a
close and ihe piano stopped, Huarry
Wharion & Co. heard a somniferous noise
m their midst,

Looking round, they saw that Lord
Mauleverer was fast asleep.

“Well, carry me home ‘to die, some-
body !” gasped Bob Cherry. “That
sleepy idiot is snoozing again — and
through a Chiplin comedy, too! Gimme
a pin, Franky

Frank Nugent obligingly handed Bob a
pin. The next picture appeared on the
screen—a thrilling cowboy piece.  Bob
reached round behind him and gave a jab
with the pin,

" Yaroooooop !

That rending howl arese from Mauly,
who awoke and almost jumped oul of his
seat,

“Wake up, ass!” said Bob, “You've
paid o see the pictures, not snooze! Do
yon take this cinema for a dormitory 7'

“Yowp! OUh, begad!” gasped Lord

' IE will do you good, Mauly!

Mauleverer.  “1'll punch vour head,
Cherry, and—-="

“Hold your noise, there!” said a
sulphurous veice from the row behind,

Many of the audience were glarting in
the direction of ITarry Wharton & Co.

“Pax, kids!"” grinned Wharton, “ We
don’t want to disturb the other people.”

Mauly gronted and subsided, and the
mcture flickered on. When part two wos
being shown, Johnny Bull glanced rovnd
and nudged the others,

Mauly’s ehin was sunk upon his ehest,
and he was sprawled in his seat again,
slumbering peacefully,

Bob Cherry took out the pin from ihe
lapel of his jacket.

Jab, jab !

* Whooooooogh ! howled Mauly.

lis voice rang through the cinema with
stavtling suddenness.

Harry Wharton & Co. burst into rosrs
of laughter.

The rest of the audience near by alsd
roared—Lhough not with laughrer.

“Shut up, you noisy little ragesls

“Turn 'em out!”

“Wot d'yer mean by &pilin’ oiher
people’s henjoyment ¥

“Oh dear! We shall get kicked oni in

a minute ! said Frank Nugent., “Can'c
you keep awake, Mauly 7"
Grooogh ! Wow [” moaned T.ond

Mauleverer,

s Form-fellows bestowed grim lonlks
on him in the semi-darkness, and then
turned their attention to the picture,

Twice during the remainder of the per-
formance Lord Mauleverer commeneced
to doze, but each time Bab Cherry gently
“touched him up® with the pin, a4
rudely brought him back 1o wakefulnoess.
. Harey Wharton & Co. thoroughly cn-
Joyed the big picture. “The Piancer
Pear ™ was a story concerning a voung
baronet who, sickened of the Jife of [nxnry
and honeyed ease to which he had been
born, had left England for the wilds of
the Woolly West. There he worked hard
for the first time in his life, and, passing
through many perils and thrilling adven-
lures, proved himself to be a “man.™

“Jolly good film!” zaid Dob Cherry
enthusiastically, as they emerged from the
cinema  into  Courtfield High  Street,
“That ought to be an object lesson to
you, Mauly! Arven't you ashamed, nov,
of being such a slacker?”

“Yaw-aw! I'm beastly iired!” zaid
Lord Mauleverer. “Blow the pictares!
I want te get back to Greyfriars and have
some peace, begad !

Harry Wharton consulted his waleh,

“ Why, it's early yet!” he said. “The
programime must have been jolly shart.
Our passes allow us out till half-past
nme. It's a topping night. What do you
chaps say to a brisk walk back to the
school 7

“Good idea, IMarry ! said his clnuns

hei'u'til}r.
word Mauleverer gave a gasp of hovror,
“Walk back to Greyfriars—irom

here "' ho ejaculated.

- ““What-io !”* said Bob Cherry breeziiy.
You'll
sleep like a top afterwards!”

“Oh begad !”

“Come on, Mauly [

Bob Cherry and Nugent made a miove-
ment towards Lord Mauleverer, but that
youth backed away hastily.

“Begad! You fellows must be potiyv!
I'm-not goin’ to walk all the way ta
Greyfriars I”" he gasped. * You can do it
if you like, but I'm too bally tired. I'm
gom’ by train!"”

" Ratz!” said Jobnny Bull, “You're
undesr our wing, Mauly, and we're going
lo try to make a man of yonu—nn: a
sleepy auniomaton. Grab him '™

The Famous Five closed in lowards
Mauly.
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““My hat!
Bob Cherry.

We're only just
“Ow ! Begad!

I edn’t!

in time ! " exclaimed Wharton. °‘ The train’sin! Come on !’ * Run, Mauly !*’ urged
Oh, dear—yarooogh ! Stop !’ gasped the slacker of the Remove, He was
simply whizzed into the station yard, through the barrier and along the platform, Harry Wharton & Co, did not wait to

purchase their tickets, despite the wrathful roars of the gate porter.

(See Chapter 1.)

Lovd Mauleverer's eyes gleamed.

I'he wvrospect of a long walk from
Courtheld to Gresfriars was appalling to
him. It stirred all the latent energy of
Bris soul. As Bob Cherry reached out to
crasp his arn, Mauly doubled his left
list and gave Bob a forceful thump on
ilie nose,

“Yaroooooogh !” roared Bob, stagger-
ing back.

I'he others were too astounded to say
or do anyvthing but stare.

Next minute Mauly had charged his
way between Harey Wharton and Hurree
Singh, and was runmng up the Iligh
Street as fast as his legs would carry
Ly,

“Mum—wmy only hat!
gasped Bob Cherry.

“Mauly ! Stop!”

After him ™
roarcd Johonny Tull.
“Rats!?  retorted TLord Mauleverer
over his shoulder as he ran. “ Rals,
dear boys, and many of e, begad !

The Famous Ifive set out in full chase,
bui Lord Mauleverer had had a good
=tart.

He Fairly romped up the High Street,
mialing a bee line for the ratlway sta-
tion. His turn of speed was most re-
markable. Harry Wharlon & Co, found
that they could not gain on him,

Mauly arrived at the station and hastily
bought a ticket for Friardale.

There was a train i, and he made g
dashy for the platform just as Harry
Wharton & Co, came pounding into the
stabion vatd,

“ AMauly, come Dback!™ reared Dol
Cliorry. “You've gobt to walk, you
shiclker !

Maulv, like Dalaam's ass, heeded not,

te ran like 2 hare along the platform,
and plumped himself breathlessly 1w o
[irat-clase compartmoent.

Nest minute the train began to move,

Lovd Mauleverer jumped up and looked
ont of the window.

He =saw the Famous Five, looking Lot
and furious, standing by the barvier
claring at him,

“AMauly, vou bounder, wyou'll get n
bumping for this!” howled Bob Cherry.

Bat Maunly only smiled.

He withdrew his head {rom the car-
riage window, and pushed up the arm-
resis on one s=ide of the compartment.

Then he Jard down at full length on
the cushioned seat, rested his head in his
hands, and gave a chuckle.

“I got rid of ‘e, begad!” he mur-
mured.  “Jolly faggin’, havin® to run
like that, but it was betier than havin’
to walk to Greyfriars. Groooogh! The
Lbare thought of 1t makes me shudder.
Thank goodness for a spell of rest an’
aquieiness, begad ! Yaw-aw-aw ¥

Mauly gave a sigh and closed his eyes.

The train rumbled on towards Friar-
dale, and Lord Mauleverer, fired out
after the unusunal exertions of the even-
ing, slumbered on in blissful repose on
the sofr, vielding cushions of the first-
cluss railway carriage.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Missing !

bi I arviful slacker ™
“The lazy scamp!”
“"Who said that

couldn™t be active®"”

“1e dished us properly ™

“The dishfnlpess  was  lerreifie,
worthy eimms 7

Thus the Famous Five, as they walked
out of Courtlield Station.

Several people in the
grinned at them,

“Well, that beats the band ™ said Bob
Clherry., " IDidu't Mauly run! I never
deeamed that he had it in him! And I
thought =omcbody had hit me with a
mallet, when he biffed me on the boko [

“Ha, ha, ha '™

Harry Wharton & Co., laughed over
the affair, and set out at a brisk pace
down the High Street and took the road
that led acress the heath to Friarvdale,

They rvevelled in the keen night aiv

Manly

my

station yard

] and the fresh wind that was blowing up

front the sea, The famous Five owed
their excellent health and spirits to theit
fondness for the open arr,

“ Nearly half-past nine !” said Johnny

Bull, as they approached the gates of

Greyfriars from the Friardale Lane, *1
expect Mauly's in by now,”

““We shall find him snoozing in lis
study, no doubt,” remarked Harry
Wharton, “We'll give him a bnmping
for being such a slacker. I think we
really ought to take Mauly in hand aund
make o man of him,”

*“ Hear, hear!”

Bob Cherry tugged violenily on .the
bell, and a few minutes later Goshug
loomed out of the darkness, grumbling.

“llere we are again, Gossy!” said
IFFrank Nugent cheerily. “Has Mauly
come in yet?"

“No, 'e ain't!” snapped the school
porter crossly, as he opened the gatos.
“Which it’s practically *alf-past nine now,
and wot 1 sayvs is this "ere—if 'e's a
minute late, I'll report 'im!”

Harry Wharton looked puzzled.

“Mauly not in yet!” he exclaimed.
“But surely he must be! The train
doesn’t take ten minuntes to get to Friar-
dale from Courtfield. Mauly ought to
have been in quite twenty minutes ago.™

“Well, ‘e wasn't!” growled Gosling,
“unless 'e climbed over the wall so that

I shouldn™ see ’imn There goes “alf-
past nine !
The eclock in the old clock tower

boomed out the half-hour, Gosling gave
a orunt, relocked the pates, and walked
on across the Close towards the School
House to report Lord Mauleverer.,

The Famous Five exchanged wonders
ing glances,

“Well, if this isn't the giddy linat ™
zaid DBob Cherry. “ Mauly's not back.
And he had a good stavt and eame by
tram. Where has the gilly ass got to, I
wonder ¥

“TPerhaps we scared hion, and hLe's
ly¥ing low il later, 20 as to dodge the
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bumping we promised him,” grinned
Frank Nugent.

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Mauly wouldn't do that,” he said.
“ITe may be a frightful slacker, but he
isn't a funk. Besides, he'd rather take
a bumping from us than risk a wigging
i'mcl a licking from Quelchy for being

ale.”

Poter Todd and Bulstrode met them
in the Hall when they went in.

“Hallo ! said Peter. ‘' What were the
pictures like 77

“ First rate [" said Bob Cherry. “ Seen
Mauly 7"

¥ No,” replied Peter. "He wen{ to
Courtfield with you, didn't he?”

“ Yes, but he dodged us coming back,”
satdd Harry Wharton, “ We decided to
walk back, as we came out of the cinema
vather early. Mauly got the wind up
and refused to walk., You know what
a lazy ass he is§”

“Ha, ha! Rather!"

“Bo he ran away to the station and
hopped into a train before we could
catelh him,” said the Remove captain
with a worried frown. *It was a Friar-
dale train right enough, and Mauly
should have been in long before us, be-
cause we walked.” I'm bothered if I
‘know where the silly chump has got to.”

The Famous Five hunted the school

high and low for Lord Mauleverer, but.

no trace of the schoolboy earl was to be
found. That Mauly had not come in yet
- was quife” evident,

The chums of the Remove were dis-
cussing the matter in Study No. 1 when
a knock came at the door.

“Come 1n, [fathead!”
Cherry.

There was a gasp outside, and the door
opened to admit the austere figure of
Mr. Quelch, the Remove master,

The Famous Five gave gasps of horror,

“0Oh crumbs ! Quelchy ™

“You will kindly take fifty lines for
addressinge me in - that insolent manner,
Cherry I said Mr, Quelch in a grim
voice. I eame to ask yau lads whether
vou have any knowledge of Mauleverer's
whereabouts, 1 understand that he
visited Courtfield with you, Wingate
having issued you passes until half-past
nine. Mauleverer has not vet returned.”

Harry Wharton told the Remove
master exactly what had happened.

Mr. Quelch’s brows contracted into a
puzzled frown.

“Goodness gracious! What can have
happened to the lad?” he exclaimed,
when Wharton had finished, I will
institute Inquiries on the telephone im-
mediately,™

Mr., Quelch hurried away,
very perfurbed.

“I'm feeling pretty worried about
Mauly, although I don't suppose any-
thing serious has happened to him,”
saidd Harry Wharton, *If it hedn’t been
for us playing the giddy goat. he would
have been all right. But, still, I expect
he went to sleep in the train and passed
Iriardale. In that case, he ought to be
in soon,”

Bed-time came, and Wingate of the
Sixth herded the Removites away to the
dormitory.

- “Any news of Mauly?” asked Bob
Cherry anxiously.

The captain of Greyfriars shook his
head,

“No,” he said, “ Mr. Quelch bas had
several messages through from the rail-
way people.  Mauleverer was seen to
enter the tralsa at Courtfield, but he
seems to lLave disappearved altogether
since then. TInquiries have been made
at every station on the hne, but no trace
of him has been found yet.

Toe Macxer Linranry.—No. 835

growled Rob

looking

_ The Famous Five locked at each other
I grave concern,

“I suppose the police will be looking
for him by now, Wingate ?” asked Dick
Rake,

"~ Wingate shook his head.

*No; the Head doesn’t want a scandal
unless he can help it,” he said. *“ Pro-
bably Mauleverer will turn up all nght
m the morning, or before. You kids
had better tumble in now, It's past
bed-time alveads.”

As soon as Wingate had tormed out
the lights & round of chatter broke out,
all of 1t concerning the mysterious where-
abouis of Lord Mauleverer,

Billy Bunter professed to be greatly
upset and anxious for- the safety of
Mauly, whom he claimed as his * best
pal.”  Harry Wharton & Co., however,
were really worried, although they ex-
pected—and fervently hoped—that the
missing junior would turn up in the
molrning.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Out of the Frying-pan——!

e AW-AW-AW-Aw ¥
Lord Mauleverer gave that
long, sleepy yawn, and opened
his eyes,

All was dark and still, and silent as
the grave. Before he had gime to
wonder where he was, Mauly became
conscious of an uncomfortable stiffness of
his neck and bones, and, with a grunt,
he moved sideways,

Next minute he found himself falling,
and then he struck something hard with
a terrvific bump.

“Yarooooooop

Hurt and greatly bewildered, Manly

|l!‘

-sat up and blinked round him in the

darkness.

“Wow! Oh, hegad]
deuce am 177

It was not until he had struggled to
his feet that the answer to that question
dawned on him,

He was in a railway-carriage—the
same one that he had entered at Court-
field Btation. He remembered his escape
from Harry Wharton & Co., and jump-
ing into the carriage, and afterwards
lying down on the seat. It was that
same seat from which he had just fallen,

“Begad!” he gasped, sitting down
luuply on the seat and shivering, for it
was cold, “1I—1 must have fallen
aslepp! I wonder whether the beastly
train has passed Friardale, and why the

Where tihe

L dewce aren’t the lights on 77

He lecked out of the compariment
window, and lis astonislyonent and
wonder increased,

In the dJarkness lie saw fields and
trees, but the scenery was quite strange
to himn. Ie erossed to the other window
and looked out. There the same dark,
lonely vista met his eves.

“Must have passed Friardale, then
he multered. “But what has the train
stopped for, I wonder? And why aren’t
the lights on, begad? Brrr! It's
beastly cold! What an ass I was to fall
asleep! It's all the fault of Wharton
an’ those other silly bounders.  They
wouldn't let me rest, begad—mnot even
when I had satished them, and was in
the rotten cinema. I was fearfully fagpged
then, and rvunnin’ away from 'em must
have made me more tired. Wish this
beastly train wounld get a move on., I
shall get into the dickens of a 10w if
I'm not in by half-past nine. It must
be gettin® late, begad !

Mauly struek a mateh and looked al
his gold wateh,

Directly he saw the dial he cave &

as
!

gasp, and was so overcome with amaze-
ment that he dropped the match,

*Quarter-past eleven!” he exclaimed.
“Why, it can't be! I’'ll have another
look.”

Again he siruck a match, and this
time he made no mistake,

The time hy his wateh was sixteen
minutes past  eleven,  Mauly might
have doubted the evidence of his own
senses at frst, but there was no doubi-
mg his watch., It was a very valuable
watch—too valuable, in fact, for a school-
boy to wear, But then, Mauly was a
lord and a millionaire, and everything
he had was of the very best.

“Begad!” he gasped, dropping the
mateh just as it commoenced to burn his
fingers, *I—I've been aslecp all that
time! I've been in rthis carviage for
over two hours, and nobody has woke
me up! Oh dear! Where the dickens
am 1! I—I believe the beastly train is
stuck here for the night!”

Feeling greatly alarmed, Mauly again
looked out of the train window. XNot a
sound—not a light anywhere! The
train, the whole world, seemed to be
empty,

Mauly opencd the ecarrviage door and
jumped down to the side of the line.
All the carriages were in darkness, and
not a soul was on board the train, He
walked over the flints to one end of
the frain, and then to the other, and
found that there was no engine on ihe
long line of carriages,

Blinking before him m the darkness,
the lost Removite saw that the train was
on a single track, which terminated, a
few yards farther distant, m a pair of
buffers,

“The frain’s en a sulin’, begad!” he
gasped.  “It’s been pot here for the
night, Nobody noticed me at the lasq
station, and the train’s heen shunted
here and left; and—and there was T,
asleep all the fime! Oh dear! What on
earth can I do? 1It's too bheastly cold ia
stop in that carviage all night., I'm

goin' to find out where 1 am, begad ™

Mauly looked across the darkened
fields on either side of hun, but not a
light, no sign of a house, showed any-
where, '

He finally decided to strike out to the
right, so he slithered down the railwav
ecmbankment, ciimbed a fence, and
hurried across the field on the other side.

Lord DMauleverer was wide awake
now. All his sleepiness had disappeared.
What would the people at Greyfoars ba
thinking? he wondered. What would
Dr. Locke sav when he returned? And
when would he return? It was now
nearly half-past eleven. and Mauly did
not have the remotest idea of where he
was. He might be two miles, or two
hundsed miles, from Greyfriars.

Hea guickened his pace, and elimbed
another fence, Then he crossed another
held, and nearly fell into a ditch. In
consequence, he had to take a wild leap
'in order to reach the other side.

Mauly was not an athleie, but he
cleared the ditech in fine siyle, landing
in a clump of bushez on the other zide.

“Grooogh! Yah! Ow, begad! This
is awful!” he groaned, as he extvicated
himself. “I scem to be in a beastlhy
wilderneszs !  Confound 1it, there mniyst
he a house somewhere!”

He kept on doggedly, running and
stnmbling and climbing various feneee,
not knowing where he was going i ihe
darkness, but grimly determined to get
somewhere, There was a fresh, sals
twang in the night air that seemed jo
indicate that he was near the zea,

At last, after what seemed an crernify,
he saw a light gleaming in the distance.
Manly quickened his footsteps, and fairly
rau lowards it, Ten minutes later he
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found himzelf standing before a large,
lgnely, rambling old house. There was
a light shining behind the drawn blinds
at one of the lower windows,

Mauly opened the ereaking front gate
and walked HF' the weed-grown path to
the porch of the house.

Ratl-tat-tat!

He banged loudly on the knocker, and
the sounds echoed hollowly all over the
house.

Complete silence followed for several

rmunufes, and then, just as he was about |

to knock again, he heard shuffling foot-
steps 1nside,

A chain at the other side of the door
rattled, and then the door opened, and
a light shone out on the lost junior,

Lord Mauleverer found himself peer-
ing into the small, beady, inguisitive
exes of a roughly-dressed man of middle
a o,

“Well ¥ demanded this worthy in a
harsh voice. **What do you want?”

“Sorry to bother you, but ecould vou
toll me where I am?" asked the
Itemovite politely. “You see, I'm lost,
and don’t know my way back to I'riar-
dzle, begad!”

“Friardale !” exclaimed the other.
“Why, vou're nearly fifteen miles from
IFriardale, This is Cliffdale Heath!™

“Oh!” said Mauly. ““Are there anv
trains goin' back to Friardale to-night?”

“Ha, ha! Not much! The nearest
village i1s Cliffdale, and there are four
trains a day, The last train leaves just
before nine, and the last train to arrive
gets in somewhere around fen o'clock.”

“An’ I suppose that frain is shoved on
to a siding somewhere and left till morn-
in" " asked Lord Mauleverer,

*“That's so,” replied the other, locking
curiously at the Greyfriars junior.

“That's the train I've just come from,
then !” said Mauly ruefully, ‘““You see,
1 pot into the train at Courtfield, and
went io sléep, and didn’t wake till just
over a quarter of an hour ago. 1 found
mysell still in the train, but on a siding
in a strange place, I got out and
walked here.’

“_\l[F {‘-}"E'J”

“Deucid awkward — what?” said
Mauly. *“ Especially as I had to be back
at school by half-past nine, an’ thes’ll all
be wonderin® where I am. I've got to
get back as soon as I can. Any chance
of hirin’ a car?”

“Not at Clifdale!”™ grinned the other,
“There's a cab, but you won't get that
till mornin’, Anyways, the cabby
wouldn't undertake to drive you to Friar-
dale—his hoss wouldn't stand 1t!"”

“Oh, bepad!” gasped Mauly in
dismay. *Isn't there any conveyance of
anyv sort to be had?"

The man at the door shook his head.

“Then I s'pose I shall have to ring
up Greviriars an' put up at an hotel for
the night!” said Mauly thoughtfullv,

“You won't find a telephone working
anywhere under seven or eight miles
from ‘ere!” grinnéd the other. * And
as for hotels! Haw, haw! There ain't
no such things in these parts!”

- Lord Mauleverer regarded him in deep
dismax,

““1s that so? Oh, begad! Then what
the deuce can I do?” he gasped.., “No
means of gettin® to Greyfriars—no tele-
phone, no beastly hotel! I'm in tha
dickens of a fix—what? I—I wonder
whether you could oblige me by puttin’
me up for the night?"

“Ciot any money ?"" asked the other,

Mauly took out his wallet, which was
cramnmed full with notes. He had had
a remittance from his bank in London
only that morning.

The beady eyes of the man at the
door gleamed.

“YWait a minute, young pgentleman,

-

.

and I'll see what we can do for vou,”
ho said,

He shuffled away down the hall, and
Mauly heard him enter a room and close
the door. Muffled sounds of men’s voices
reached his ears, Then the door opened,
and the beady-eved man returned and
opened the door wider.

“Come in, young gentleman !” he said,

““There is a bed-room here that yeu can’

have. It ain’t a particular good one, but
perhaps it will do.”

“Anythin’ will do, begad!™ said
Mauly, entering. ““I can't stop out all
night, can I! And I'm jolly well not
goin’ back to that rotten railway-
carriage. The fellows at the school and
the Head will be worryvin’ over me no
end, but T'll get back there as soon as
poss in the mornin'!™

“Come thizs way, young sir!” sald the
other.

Mauly was ushered into a large room.
It was in a dilapidated state of repair,
and was most uneomfortably furnished,
Two men were seated necar the fire, play-
ing cards and drinking., Thasy rose as
Mauly entered,

One was tall, dark, and well dressed.
He would have been handsorme but for
the sallow lines of his face and the
sinister gleam of his dark eyes as they
regarded the junior,

His companion was shorter, more
sturdily built, and dressed very flashily.
Hoe had a coarse, flabby face, and he
leered at Manly in a manner that caused
him to take an instant dislike to the
narn.,

“*Good-evening, Master—er——"

“Mauleverer,” said Mauly.

**Ah, Master Mauleverer!” said the
taller of the pair. *"Sorry you're in
such a fix! We'll do our best to make
vou comfortable.”

“Thanks, awfully ! said Mauleverer,
“It's good of you to take me in, begad !

“INot at all!” was the suave replr.
“Gobin, fetch Master Mauleverer a
chair !

The beady-eyed man who had opened
the door to Mauly and whom the other
addressed az Gobin placed a chair near
the fire for Mauly.

The Removite, glad of the comfortipg
warmth of the {fire, sat down.

“(lare for a game of cards, voung
'un?” asked the flabby gentleman
&-ﬂ-ﬂhl}"i

“No, rather not!” said Mauly. *“I
don't play cards.”

““Have a drink; 1t'll warm vou!” said
the same gentleman, picking up a- bottle
and winking slyly at his companion by
the fireside.

“Oh, begad! No, thanks!”
Maunleverer, 1n horror,

“Don’'t be a fool, Navlor!” said the
other, * Master DMauleverer wouldn't
think of drinking, I'm sure. But a game
of eards is different. Surely, Master
Mauleverer, a pleasant little game of
nap hetween ounrselves would do no
harm %"

Mauly's eves gleamed. Xe saw the
shifty-eved Mr, %nhin nodding artfully
to AMr. Naylor, and he remembered that
he had shown the former gentleman his

said

A dark form entered the room, and although he was unable to distinguish the

features, Mauleverer knew that the iniruder was Gobin,

the scoundrel crossed to the bhedside and picked up the junior’s jacket.
(See Chapter B.)

With a soft chuckle
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wailet full of notes, and shrewdly guessed
that the rascal had informed his com-
panions of that fact,

“Come, my boy, vou're game for a
little Hutter, I know !"* said My, Naylor
rarsuasively. My friend Mr. Sylvester
likes his visilors to be sociable,”

Mauly set his tecth hard,

“*No; I'm not playin’ cards, thanks!™
he said. *“I think I'll get to bed!”

“Tired!” grinned Sylvester., * Gobin
told me of your little adventure, You
must have been tired this eveming, to

sleep two solid hours in a railway-
carriage, and get shunted on {o a
siding.”

For the first time, perhaps, in his life,
Mauly felt a little ashamed of his slack-
ing habits,

“*No; I'm not particularly tired now,”
he said.

. He spoke truly for, in point of fact, he
was very much awake.

He disliked and mistrusted the three
men, and he felt that he would do well
to be on his guard,

Sylvester, Naylor, and Gobin kept_him
by the firesicde, talking, until it was past
midnight., They appeaved to be very
interested in him, hut Mauly did not
satisfy their euriosily so far as to tell
them about himself,

They tried Lo persuade him to play
cards with them, but he steadfastly
refused,

Mauleverer was the most easy-going
and obliging fellow in all the world, but
he had a will of his own, and he could
bo determined when he liked.

He rose from the fireside at last, and
Gobin showed him upstairs to his room.
Mauly saw Sylvester and Naylor glance
after him as he went, and he chuckled
softly to himeelf,

r————

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not to Mauly’s Liking !

€ ERE you are, Master Maule-
verer, and I hope you'll be
comfortable !” said Gobin,
setting down the lamp on a

emall deal table in the bed-room,

“Thanks, I'll be all right!™
Mauly., *“ Good-night!”

When the door had closed behind
Gobin the junior turned round and took
stock of the room,

It was, like the lower room, in a very
dilapidated condition. The bed was
rickety and uncomfortable-looking. He
went to the door, wilh the intention of
f{ucking it, but found that there was no

ey.

“H'm!" muttered Mauly. ' Pretty
strange surroundin’s—what? I don't like
these three rascals downstairs, and I'm
goin' to keep my eyes open. I think they
take me for a fool, begad !”

He undressed and turned in.

IIe blew out the lamp, and then lay in
bed meditating on his unusual position.
He thought of Greyfriars, and of Harry
Wharton & Co., and of Mr. Quelch, and
the Head. What would they say when
they knew of his predicament? What
had they been thinking all the evening ?

Mauly lay awake for a long time,
thinking and listening.

He did not hear the others po to bed.
The old clock in the hall cE:-wnstuirs
chimed two o'clock, and Mauly settled
himself more comfortably in bed.

Iis old drowsiness came over him, and
he was about to compose himself to sleap
when a sound. outside brought him back
sharply to wakefulness, and he stiffened.

There was a stealthy footstep at the
door.

Mauly lay in bed, and did not attempt
to move, but his brain was on the alert,
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said

his ears were strained to eatch every
sound, and from the side of the pillow
his half-closed eyes peered keenly into
the darkness,

The door-knob rattled slightly, and
then the door creaked open very slowly.
A dark form entered, and, although he
was unable to distinguish the features,
Mauly knew that the intrader was Gobin.

Gobin shufiled softly to the bedside,

and Mauly heard him pick up his jacket
and give a chuckle,

The junior tensed his nerves, and then
sprang suddenly out of bed. Gobin gave
@ shrill ery and wheeled round in alarm,
but next minute Mauly laid violent hands
on him and whirled him back.

“Now, you rotter, I'll teach you to
come in an’ rob me, begad!”

1IfE !

Mauly landed a four-point-seven punch
on Gobin's stubbly chin that fairly
lifted its recipient off his feet and sent
him in a heap to the carpet.

“Yarrerogh! Wow! Help! Yah!
Ow-wow " howled Gobin.

“Come on!" roared Mauly, prancing
round him. *“I'll give you a thunderin’
good lickin’, begad! Get up!®

Gobin displayed no desire to pet up,
so Mauly bent down and dragged him
up. Then he commenced te pummel
away heartily at the would-be thief, and
he drove him round and round the room
under a perfect hurricane of uppereuts,
siraight hits, and hooks.

Gl:ﬁ:in howled at the top of his voice,
and soon the door was thrust open, and
Sylvester and Naylor appeared.

“What the blazes—" began Syl

vester.

“'Elp " bellowed Gobin, * Draggim:
off ! Yarooop! 'Old the little whelp!
Ow! ¥Yah! Yaroooocogh!”

“Light the lamp, Naylor!"” shouted
Sylvester.

Naylor it the lamp, which shed- its
yellow radiance on a strange scene,

Lord Mauleverer, clad in his borrowed
suit of pyjamas, had Gobin in a corner,
and he was giving that luckless individual
a sample of lis fistic powers that was
worthy of Jack Dempsey at his best,

Biff! Thud! Whaek! Wallop!

“Whooooop! Yow-wowow! ’'Elp!”
shricked Gobin.

Sylvester and Naylor sprang forward
and dragzed Mauly back.

Mauly struggled gamely and hit out
straight from the shoulder. He struck
Sylvester on the bridge of his rather
prominent nose, and made his eyes waier,
and he got in several telling blows on
the flabby person of Naylor before he
was finally overpowered and held down
on the bed.

Bylvester turned angrily to Gobin,

“What does this mean ¥’ he demanded.

“He came in here to rob me !” gasped
Mauly apgrily. *“7The rascal thought 1
was asleep, He was after my pocket-
book. But I soon showed him that I
wasn't asleep, begad!™

Sylvester's dark, sinisler eyes flashed.

“Yeu blundering fool, Gobin !” he ex-
claimed harshly, wheeling round on his
confederate. **Look what a fix you've
lunded us in! We shall have to keep the
kid now. If we let him go he'll bring
the polico down on us, .and—well, our
game will be up in no time. Couldn't
you have left it to me? We could have
got his wallet in the morming, before he
left here, without raising suspicions
against ourselves, Now you've bungled
everything !

“Sorry, guv'nor!” whined Gobin. *I
didn't think of that! I thought you was
goin’ to let "im go in the mornin’ without
pluckimg 'im. I must have been mad !”

Sylvester's face was livid with rage.

“The only thing to do is to make this
boy a prisoner, and keep him until our

job is over!” he snarled. “It means
having to risk whether he is traced here
or not, but I don't think there is much
chance of that. 'T'ie him up, Gobin—and
see that you tie him up properly |

Gobin zecured Mauleverer's hands and
legs with a length of cord.

" Now you can keep watch on him all
]mght L saicil Sylvester. *“1f he gets
cose, 1t will mean trouble foy
Gobin |7 =5 W

“All right, guv'nor. I'll see that e
don’t get away!” multered the beady-
eyed raseal,

The other two withdrew from the room,
leaving Lord Mauleverer writhing in his
bl:.:n‘d:}, a prisoner in charge of Gobin.

The night wore on, and then daylight
broke,

The first grey streaks of dawn were
coming in through the windows when
Sylvester and Naylor again entered the
rooimn,.

“Go down and get some breakfast,
Gobin ! rapped Sylvester. “*We'll lool:
after this young buck !

Gobin shuffled from the room, and (he
other two rascals regarded Lord Maule.
verer with gleaming eyes,

“The kid will be useful, Slim,” re-
marked Naylor,

Sylvester nodded, and an unpleasant
smile curved the corners of his mouth.

“Just what I have been thinking,” he
said. " We've got to get our job over as
soon as possible—the sooner the safer!
That means that we shall need some
extra help. Mauleverer, it scems, has
been accustomed, so far, to a life of ease.
[le's got plenty of strength, hut he
doesn’t often use it, We'll give him an
opportunity to bring it to the fore, A
period of hard work will do him good.”

Naylor chuckled,

“You bet it wonld!” he said. I
wonder who the kid is? He wouldn't
talk last night, would he? He seems to
be well off, and he talks like an aristo-
crat. It may be worth our while to keep
him—for other reasons.”

Shim Sylvester nodded.

“We'll find out who he is,” he sanid.
“But meanwhile we'll put him to work
in the cave. Gobin will make an ex-
cellent  slave-master, after the rough
treatment he had during the night.”

zobin  shouted wup from below
breakfast was ready.

Sylvester and Naylor went downstairs,
leaving Mauleverer vainly to struggle in
his bonds.

Ten minutes later Gobin came up wiih
a crude breakfaszt, which Mauleverer,
alter his hands had been freed, ate with
relish, for he was hungry,

Gobin watched him balefully through
the half-closed slits of his beady eyes,

“ No -school for you to-day, you litile
swell ! he said  viciously. * You're

that

Feomin’ with me—to do some hard work.

That’ll be a pretty nasty change for you—
what? Yes, rather, begad! Haw, haw !
You came here last night for something,
you dicd! ITaw, haw !

The morning meal being over,
Mauleverer was ordered to dress himself,
e realised the utter futility of attempt-
ing to escape, or of shouting, The house
was - such a lonely part that probably
few people came within its vicinity dering
the day. And his c¢fiptors looked capable
of any villainy should their prisoner prove
troublesome,

Mauleverer's suspicions concerning the
three men had been more than confirmed.
What their “job ?” was he could only
guess at, and he was at a complete loss
to know the reason for their wanting him
to work,

But he was soon to find out.

Gobin brought in some rope, and while
Sylvester and Naylor held Mauleverer, hao
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““* You’ll got hurt if you come near me, begad !’’ said Mauleverer grimly,
Whack !

they sprang forward fogether, Biff !

Sylvester and Naylor snarled with rage, and
The iunior hit out with the shovel, and he gave Naylor a crack on the side
of the head that sent him spinning into the sand on the cave floor.

(See Chapter 5.)

honnd the junior’s hands securely to-
cether, leaving his legs free, so that he
conld walk,

Lord Mauleverer's pockets had pre-
vionsly been scarched, and everything of
vialue appropriated by Svlvester, He
found mothing, however, that pave him
any more information concerning Maule-
in:rrt' than the junior himself had given
i 1E].

“DBring him along, Gobin " he rapped.

Mauly was taken downstairs to the hall,
and then down another flipht of stairs
thai led to a cellar. BSylvester opened a
cupboard door, and a click was heard,
Manly was threnst into the eupboard, and
Lie found that the back of it had opened,
civing access to a narrow funnel,

Gobin diragged him through the open-
g into lhe tunnel.  Sylvester and
Naylor followed, closing the back of the
cupboard after them.

Traversinge the tunnel, which was in
total darkness, seemed to Mauly like
crawling throueh a lavge pipe. At length
Gobin halted, and in the light of a poclket
torch held by Sylvester, he rolled away a
large slab of rock that blocked the end of
the tunnel.

Tmmediately the darkness was pene-
trated by the grey carly morning day-
light, and m the distance beyond Maule-
verer heard the erashing of waves,

Ciobin jostled him roughly out of the
tunnel into the open air, and, looking
round. he found himself on a rocky part
of the scazhore, at the base of some tall
chiffs,

Srlvester and Naylor clambered out of
the tunnel, and the latter rolled back the
rock into place. I1f was a cmumingly de-
vised means of sccretly reaching the
house from the shore,

“DBring him along, Gobin!™
Shim Sylvester.

Mauleverer was taken along the shore
to a cleft in the eliffs some distance awaw,
Sylvester walked throngh the eleft, Qash.
ing his torchlight ahead.  Gobin and
Mauleverer followed, and Naylor brought
up the rear,

They were in a narrow, lofty, sandstone
cave,

rapped

The cave floor was composed of deep,
soft grey sand. At the farther end was a
tumbled mass of sandstone rock stretching
from the floor to the top of the cave.
Svlvester shone his light on the spot, and
Mauly s=aw that excavations had been
made among the rocks and sand, threce
shovels I¥ing near the hole, and lumps ol
sandstone being piled up at the side.

“Niee,  lonely  little  dug-out—eh?”
langhed Svlvesier mockingly., “*This 1s
where von will stay, my buck—to work !
Underneath this fall of rock a valuable
collection of loot lies buried. That stoff
took us months to colleet.  We ave a little
band of pirates. you see—not old-
fashioned pirates of the open seca, but har-
bour thieves., We have made a speciality
of robbing ships in harbour, when the
crews were ashore and the officers less
virilant. You may have heard of several
mysterious harbour robberies that have
occuried from tine to tune.”™

Lord Mauleverer gasped.

“Perad! Yes, I have!” he exclaimed.
“The eoastguards and police have been
huntin® for the thieves for months,
accordin’ to the papers.”

The three rascals in the cave burst into
roars of laughter,

“The - coastguards and police might
well hunt ! chuekled Sylvester. * They'd
never suspect the presence of this cave,
or of our secret way of getting to the
housze.  We worked under their very
nosez ! We accumulated a pile of stuff in
this cave, and were making preparations
to get away with it, when one day there
was a subsidence in the rocks, and the end
of the cave fell down, burying all our
loot @

“ Ny vou will understand why we re-
guire vou to work., "T'hat fallen Tock and
sand has got to be shifted, and the goods
dug up again, so that we can get them
away and dispose of them. We three
have been doing the work daily so far,
but I have outside matters to attend to,
so that a little extra help will be very
uwseful,  You -shall supply that help,
Mauleverer. We have brought you here
to work—see ?”

“0Oh, begad!” ejaculated Lord Maule-
verer 1n hwrror,

The three rascals grinned at cach other,

Gobin, at Sylvester’'s command, released
the captive junior's hands.

Mauleverer was handed a shovel.

“Now then, get down to it!"” rapped
Sylvester. “You've got to dig—and dig
for all you're worth !

“Begad!” gasped Mauly, blinking at
the shovel, and then at his captors. " I'm
not goin' to work! I'mn no good at
diggin', and—"

“Tt won't take you long to learn!™
said Sylvester, with a langh, * Gobin
will look after you, and sce that you keep
hard at it. Now, Mauleverer, are you
going to start 7"

“No fear!”
hanged if I am!
Lbegad 17

Gobin, with glinting cyes, made a
threatening movement towards him ; but
]!I.i[nt}ﬂy sprang back and raised the shovel
alolt,

“¥You'll get hurt if you come near me,
begad !” he said grimly, :

Sylvester and Naylor snarled with rage,
and they sprang forward together,

Biff ! Whack !

Mauly hit out with the shovel, and _he
gave INaylor a crack on the side of the
head that sent him spinning into the sand
oa the cave floor,

He drove the blade of the shovel hard
into Sylvester's chest, and was about to
follow up this sally with a violent swipe
when Gobin's arms closed round him
from behind, and he was dragged back.

The three harbour thieves rezarded the
Greyiriars junior balefully.

“The kid will need some looking after,
Slim ! muttered Naylor, rubbing the
side of his head where the spade had
struck.

Sylvester took a revelver from his
pocket,

#This will keep lum subdued, T think,"”
he said harshly.  *“Do you see this,
Mauleverer? I'mn o good shot, and I'm
not afraid to shoot. Take up that shovel
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roared Mauly.  “I'm
Not if I can help if,
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and get on with the digging, or I'll put
you to sleep for good I

Gobin released-Mauly. _

The schoolboy millionaire looked
horror at the revolver,

He could tell from Sylvester’'s looks
and tone of voice that he meant what he
said. He decided to give in to the rascals
for the time being, and bide his time for
a means of escape,

He took up the shovel, and, directed.

by Gobin, commenced to dig.

Gobin also took a hand in the work.
Sylvester and Naylor left shortly after-
wards, Gobin being handed the revolver
and given orders to shoot Mauleverer on
the first signs of treachery. o

“Find it a bit 'ard—wot?” inquired
the beady-eyed rasecal, leaning on his
spade and leering at Mauly.

“Groooogh !” gasped Mauleverer, on
whom his unusual exertions were begin-
ning to tell. “I'm goin’ to take a rest,
begad " . !

**You just keep on with it !" said Gobin
threateningly, raising a knotted rope, and
making ready to strike the junior,

Mauleverer gave a gasp, and bent once
again over his shovel, and continued with
his digging.

Gobin was a stern taskmaster, and he
did not allow the captive. junior to slack.
Hard work was a new experience in Lord
Mauleverer’s life. IHe gritted his teeth
with rage while he laboured, thinking of
G:‘E;,’frinra and the fellows there.

Would they be able to find him? Ilow
would this amazing experience end ?

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Bunter, too !

M NY news of Mauly 1”
That was the first question

that Harry Wharton asked on

meeting Wingate on the stairs
at Greyfriars next morning. The
Remove were all up, and they crowded
the landing above, listening cagerly for
Wingate's reply.

The captain of Greyfriars shook his
head.

““No, nothing has been heard vet of
Mauleverer,” he said. “I've just been
to see the -Head, We can’t make head
or tail of Mauleverer's disappearance.”

Harry Wharton & Co, looked gravely
concerned.

All manner of conjectures were made
as to the whereabouts of the schoolboy
millionaire.

“The worst of it is,” said Bob Cherry
lugubriously, as he and the Yest of the
Co. walked along to Study No. 1—*“the
worst of it is, we're quite helpless to do
anything. And I feel that it's up to us,
as the original cause of all the trouble,
to find Mauly. He must be in danger
somewhere. Ile wouldn't have run
away of his own accord.”

“"You're right, Bob,” said Harry
Wharton. “I feecl we ought to do some-
thing. Perbaps we shall be able to pick
up some information this afterncon at
Pegg, after the footer-match. The
train he caught yesterday ran on from
Friardale to Pegg, and maybe Mauly
landed somewhere in that neighbourhood
last night.,”

“By Jove! That's quite likely!” ex-
claimed Nugent. “We're going there
this afternocon, and, as you say, Harry,
we may be able to pick up some news
of Mauly.”

It was Wednesday, and a half-holiday
at Greviriars, and the Remove Eleven
were playing a football-mateh with the
fisher lads’' team at Pegg.

The morning wore on, none of the
Remove paying much attention to the
lessons, their thoughts being occupied
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by the mysterious disappearance of Lord
Mauleverer.,

Mr. Quelch was worried, too, and he
appeared to be as relieved as the juniors
when the final bell rang, and the
Remove trooped from the Form-room,
free for the remainder of the day.

After dinner, Harry Wharton and the
Remove feam took their footer clothes
and prepared to leave Greyfriars. A
number of other Removites had elected
to go with them to see the match.

They were crossing the quadrangle on
their way to the gates, when a fat form
ran dowp the steps and hastened after
them.

It was DBilly Bunter.

“I say, you fellows, I'm coming!” he
roared,

Bob Cherry grinned.

“What! All the way to Pegg, Bunty,
just to see a footer-match 7 he said.

“Yes, rather! You know how keen
I am on footer!” said the Owl of the
Remove, rather breathlessly, *“I always
like to back up my side, although I'm
left out of the team through sheer
jealousy.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Draw it mild, Bunty !”

“I know why Bunter wants to come!”
grinned Peter Todd., “He knows that
there’s going to be a feed at the Pegg
Boys' ﬁ!!fuh-rﬂmn afterwards 1"

Billy Bunter looked at Peter indig-
nantly through his spectacles,

- im, really, Peter, you beast—"'

“Come on, you fellows!” said Harry
Wharton impatiently. “We've no time
to waste jawing to DBunter, This way
to the station!”

The Removites set out at n fast pace
along the Iriardale Lane, and Billy
Bunter trotted after them. He hung on
like a leech, As Peter Todd had
remarked, Bunter knew that after the
match there was going to be a feed, and
the prospect of a feed always atiracted
Billy Bunter like a magnet: He meant
lo get to that feed by hook or by creok!
ITe ran after his Form-fellows as fast as
hiz fat little legs would take him.

ITe arrvived at Friardale Station in a
very breathless state.,

Harry Wharton & Co. laughed ai
Bunter’s insistence on coming, and
Hurree Singh good-naturedly purchased
him a return ticket for Pege.

Half-past two was chiming from the
church  clock at Pegg when  the
Removites arrived at the quaint old fish-
ing town, sgtanding in a sheltered bay
on the rugged Kentish coast,

Dick Towler and his merry fisher lads
were already on their ground, and the
two leams greeted each other cheerily,

A large number of the townsfolk had
turned ont fo sec the match. "The loeal
boys’ teamy consisted of a fine set of
fellows who played an excellent game,
and an interesting match was looked for-
ward to by all.

The Removites who were not in the
team took their places round the ropes,
and the match commeneced.

The fisher lads attacked hotly: but
Harry Wharton & Co., who were noted
for a fine defence, stemmed the rush,
and soon managed to get the ball into
the home territory.

The spectators were treated to a mag-
nificent display of football, and the Pegg
ground rang with shouts and cheers,
especially  when Towler, the home
skipper, scored a magnificent goal with
a long shot.

Billy Bunter did not take a great deal
of interest in football, He soon wearied
of standing in the crowd and watching
the game. He saw Squiff score for the
Remove, and then he rolled away and
stood aloofl from the erowd,

A man, who had been watching him
closely in the crowd, walked up to Billy
Bunter while that youth was standing by
the gate of the ground, wondering what
he should do to while away the time
before the feed came,

It was Naylor, one of the {irio of
rascals who had made Lord Mauleverer
a captive.

“Very fine game—what 7 said Naylor
affably,

Billy Bunter grunted.

“Not bad,” he said. *“You would
have seen something, though, if 1 had
been in the team. The beasts keep meo
out. I'etty jealousy, that's all it is!”

Naylor’s flabby features relaxed into
a wide grin,

“Let me see, you belong to Greyfriars
School, near Friardale, don't you, young
gentleman ¥ he asked.

Billy Bunter nodded.

“You will pardon my being inquisi-
tive, but I believe that a boy from your
school, named Mauleverer, has been
missing since last night—is that so ** said
Naylor covertly.

Billy Bunter blinked at him.

“Yes, Mauly has ecompletely disap-
peared,” he said. “Do you know any-
thing about it ?"”

Naylor shook his head.

“Nothing whatever,” he szaid. “1
just heard that inquiries were being
made atb the railway-stations for a school-
boy mamed Mauleverer, that's all. 1
suppose Mauleverer was a friend of
yours "

“A great pal of mine!” =aid Billy
Bunter importantly. “Mauly and [
have always been thick friends. We
have 20 mueh in eommon, vou kuow, as
we happen to be & bit superior to the
other chaps.”

Naylor's eyes gleamed.

“Mauleverer is  pretty
believe ¥ he sad,

“Mauly’s a millionaire,” said Billy
Bunter, who was always ready to chatter.
“Lord Mauleverer and I alwavs stick
together. I'm worried out of my life
now that he's missing.”

Naylor's jaw dropped,

“Lord Mauleverer!” he ejaculated
faintly. “You don’t mean to say that
Mauleverer is a lord®”

“What-ho!” szaid Billy Bunter, with a
fat smirk. “My pal Mauly is a lord,
of conrse! He pals with me, because T
happen to have titled relations of my
own, yvou sce”

“I gee,” said Naylor, regarding Billy
Bunter craftily. “You've got titled
relations, and Mauleverer is really Lord
Mauleverer and & millionaire ¥

“That’'s it =aid Billy DBunter
fatuously. *“*Mauly and I head the
smart et at Greviriars, you know. He i3
well known to all my rvich relatives.”

“I suppose you are very anxious to
find your friend Lord Mauleverer®?
asked Naylor.

“Yes, rather!” =aid Billy Bunter., “I
know he must feel awlully cut uwp about
being parted from me. I can’t make
out where he has gone to.”

“I think I can®ut vou on to where
he is,” =aid Naylor, lowering his voice.
“Mind, this must be very seeret, for I
may be endangering my life in telling
you this. If% undertake to lead you
to Mauleveser, will you follow "

The round eyes of William George
Bunter glistened behind his spectacles,

If he discovered the whereabouts of
Lord Mauleverer it would be a great
feather in his cap. It was very, very
seldom that Bunter performed anything
momentous. To be the discoverer—and
perhaps the deliverer—of Lord Maule-
verer would give Billy Bunter caunse to
“swank,” and generally bring it home

well ofi, I
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to the rest of Greyfriars what an im-
portant fellow he really was.

“Do wou really know where Mauly
1= *" he asked breathlessly.

*1 daresay I could lead you to where
he is in hiding,” was the suave reply.
“This is between you and me, of course.
You look the kind of young gentleman
I can trust and rely on. 1 have a car
outside. Will you come along with me?”

“What-ho !” said Billy Bunter. "It
won't take long, will it? I want io be
back by the time the match is over.
There's a feed on—ahem! T mean, I
have rather an impertant appointment.”

“ (Oh, it won't take long in my car!”
said Navlor. * Come along!”

The Owl of the Remove rolled after
Navlor, and ey left the football
gronnd together. A closed two-seater
car was waiting outside. Billy Bunter,
on Naylor's invitation, unsuspiciously
entered 1t. The latter started the engine
and drove away.

Pegg was left behind in a very short
space of time; and Naylor sent the fast
little ear humming up the steep chiff
roads. He chatied pleasantly with
Bunter, and found it an easy matter to
“pump " the Owl of the Remove.

Billv Bunter's little round eyes glis-
tecned with enjoyment and importance.
He was going to the rescue of Lord
Mauleverer!  The whole school would
acelaim him as a hero. The name of
William George Bunter would, for the
first time, carry weight at Greyfriars.

Mile after mile was traversed, and the
seenery became more lonely. Nothing
but barren rocks and sparse stretches of
heath, with the sea thundering far below
at the base of the cliffs, eould be seen.
At length the road deviated from the
sen. until, a short distance inland, =
lonely house was reached. It was, of
course, the house to which Lord Maule-
verer had come the night previous.

Naylor drove the car through the wide
oates, and told Bunter to get down.
“This is my house,” he said affably.
“We will stop here for a little while,
Muzter Bunter., You'll have something
to eat? You must be hungry.”
“What-ho'!"" said Billy Bunter readily.
Navlor chuckled seftly to himself.
Ho had gathered from Bunter’s con-
vorzsation that his one overwhelming
wealkness was the eraving of his inner
man.
Billr Baater accompanied him into the
house without a suspicion.
=lim Sylvester was there.
statt on seeing Dunter.
“Whar! Another of them !” he ejacu-
lated, “ What does this mean, Navlor?”
“It means,” chuckled Naylor, locking
the door, “that I have captured another
of those college kids—one with rich,
titled relations, who are devoted to him,
and would probably stump up to a prefty
rall tune to get him back. Ho is a pal
of &

e rave &

Mauleverer's—Lord Maunleverer's!
*Lord Mauleverer!” exclaimed Syl-
vester with a start. :

“Ye:,  Mauleverer 15 a lord and a
voung nmilhonaire. Master Dunter here
12 hig fmend. They will both pay for the
trouble of kidnapping. Meanwhile, of
conrse, we can put them to work in the
cave. and make them useful.”

Syvivester smiiled and looked at Bunter,

Dilly Bunter hlinked.

Viague aporehensions gnawed at his
heart, and he wished that he had® not
fullen in with the fatuvous Mr. Naylor's
stiggestions,

“1--1 say, vou know, you—vou're not
going to kidnap e, are you?”™ he stut-
teved, his knees beginning to knock.

“"That's about the size of 1t, young
"in ! langhed Slim  Sylvester, “So
youve got rich relations, eht How
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much are vou worth te them, 1

wonder *

“ Nothing ! spluttered Billy Dunter.
“I haven't got any rich relations! Tt
was all spoof! Lemme go! I'm going
back to Pegg "

He made a rush for the door, but
Sylvester intercepted him and swung him
back.

“Yaroocoogh! Yah! Help! Police!
Murder! Ow-wow-wow !” bellowed Billy
Bunter in terrov,

“Fetch some rope, Naylor!”
sSylvester.

Rope was fetched, and William George
Bunter, despite his struggles, was made
a prisoner. He wailed - and besecched
his kidnappers to let him go, but all to
no purpose, “

His wild stories concerning his
imaginary rich relations had landed him
iuto trouble at last. And Williamm George
Junter, Iving huddled in a chair in the
lower room of the lonely house, trussed
like a chicken, languished in the throes
of deep terror, and he fervently wished
that he had never insisted on going to
Pege that afternocon simply for the sake
of a feed,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The House on the Heath !
1 IPPING pgame!” said Tom
R Brown. :
“ Rather ! agreed Bob

Cherrx. “YWe just managed
to lick 'em by one. That last goal of

rapped

Harry’s was a corker! Towler and his
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team are the gpamest lot we have tackled
for a long time.”

“Hear, hear!”

The two rival teams, flushed with good
spirits after an excellent game, adjourned
to the Pegg Boys' Clubhouse f]cu' tea.
The other Removites accompanied them,

Peter Todd looked round for Ihlly
Bunter, but that vouth was conspicuous
by his absence.

“Where's Bunter, I wonder?” he said,
“It’'s jolly unusual for himn to miss a
feed. That was really what he came over
here for.™ k _

“ Bunter will turn up, don't worry!”
grinned Dob Cherry. “He's hke the
jolly old bad ha’penny. He wouldn't
miss this for worlds !

But as the time went on and the feed
progressed, and Billy Bunter did not
appear, the Removites began to wonder.

“Jolly rummy, Bunter not turning
up,” remarked Harry Wharton when tea
was over. “I wonder if he's gone back
to (Greyfriars 7"

“Wild horses wouldn't drag him away
from a feed, unless a prospect of some-
thing better turned up,” said Vernon-
Smith., “Personally, I don't think
Bunter's gone home, Anyway, we can
soon find, oulb at the station.”

When the Removites arrived at Pegg
Station they mquired for Bunter. He
was easily deseribed. The porters and
gateman shook their heads.

“We haven't seen him, young gents,"
said the gateman. 1 can tell you for
certain that he hasn't been to this
station,”

** Yarooogh ! Yah ! Police !

in terror.

Help !

Ow-wow wow ! ’* bellowed Billy Bunter
** Felch some rope, Naylor !’ ordered Sylvester,
was fetched and the Owl of the Remove, despite his frantic siruggies, was mads a

prisoner. “‘I haven’t got any rich relations,”” howled Bunter, *‘It was all
spoof. Letmego !’ (See Chaptler 0.)

A length of rope

THE MACGSET LIBRARY.—No. B35,



12

I
THE SCHOOL AND DETECTIVE WEEKLY'!

Harry Wharton knitted his brows,

e Weft, that's jolly queer,” he said.
“First Mauleverer, and now Bunter!
We've got a cou le of them to hunt for
now. Come on, kids! It's getting late,
Bunter must be roaming about here
somewhere,”

The Removites split up into parties,
and they scoured Pegg for Billy Bunter,
and, of course, for news of Lord Maule-1
verer,

When at last they gathered by the
town hall at seven o'clock, Squiff. was
the only one who had any news to
impart,

“A chap  answering to Bunter's des-
cription was seen riding in a motor-car,
which was leaving Pegg and making to-
wards Cliffdale,” said the South African
Junior, “That was about three hours
Igﬂ'."

Harry Wharton gave a low whistle.

“YWhew! What the . dickens was
Bunter doing in a car?” he exclaimed.
“I—I hope nothing has happened to
him. Perhaps the disappearance of
Bunter has some connection with the
Mauleverer business?”

“ My hat, I wonder !”" said Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton set his teeth grimly.

“You chaps go back to Greyfriars.
The train leaves in ten minutes,” he
saul. “ I'll stay here and look for Bunter,
If he's at Greyfriars when you get back
you can let me know, because I'll ring
uj.

“You won’t stay alone, Harry, old
scout,” said Bob Cherry. “T'll rnisk a
wigging and stay with you.”

" Same here !” said Nugent and Johnny
Bull together,

“The same-herefulness is terrific, my
worthy chum !" said Inky.

“I'll stay, too!” said Squiff promptly.

“Right-ho!” said Harry Wharton.
“Perhaps it would be better if a few of
us stayed.”

Several others offered to follow Whar-
ton’s leadership, but the Remove cap-
tain announced that Cherry, Nugent,
Johnny Bull, Inky, and Squiff would be
sufficient.

The others entrained for Friardale,
and the Famous Five and Squiff turned
back into Pegg, determined to find out
where Billy Bunter was, and, if possible,
trace Lord Mauleverer,

Harry Wharton felt convinced that
neither of the missing juniors were far
RWAaY.

“Well, asked Dob
Cherry.

“I suggest we follow the road the car
was seen to take,” said Squiff.

“Good idea!” said I-Iarr;,' Wharton.
“But it's getting dark., Let’s call in on
uld”Pimm, and see what he can do for
us.

John Pimm was the proprietor of a
large garage, and he was well known to
the Remove juniors, for in the summer
he ‘hired out motor-boats as well as ears.

As luck would have it, one of Pimm’s
cars was just about to set out for a spot
near Clifidale to tow back a car that
had broken down, and Harry Wharton &
Co. gladly accepted the offer of a lift.
Mr. ‘i'-"tm'm was of the opinion that the
car in which Billy Bunter bad been seen
had probably taken the Cliffdale road.

Making inquiries on their way, il soon
became evident to Harry Wharton &
Co. that they were on the right track.
‘he two-seater car containing a man
and a schoolboy answering to Bunter's
description had passed along that road
during the afternoon.

The car arrived eventually at the spot
on the cliff road where the other car had
broken down, Harry Wharton & Co.
disembarked and walked on, promising to

which way?”
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return within half an hour, or, alterna.
tively, to go to Cliffdale and catch the
train back to Friardale,

“Brorererer! Pretly  lonely place,
this !"* exclaimed Bob Cherry as the
juniors made their way along the edge of
the tall eliffis. *‘I hope we're not on a
wild-goose chase. It’s jolly dark, and—
hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes a giddy
car that looks like the one in which
Bunter drove away from Pegg!”

A small two-seater came humming
along the clif road, and, instead of
taking the direet road to Clifidale,
branched off in another direction.

“That's the car, right enough ! said
Harry Wharton grimly. “Did you sece
that fellow who was driving it? He
looked jolly suspiciously at us! Let's
follow tf]m road and see where it leads 1™

The chums of the Remove set out
briskly. Some time later the lights of
the lonely house on the heath gleamed
through the darkness ahead. And
standing outside it was the car.

“I wonder if it's any use applying at
that house 7"’ asked Nugent dubiously.

“We'll chance it, anyhow!” said
Harry Wharton. *“Come on !
They opened the gate and walked

boldly up to the front.door,

Harry Wharton banged on the knocker.

The door was opened afler some delay,
and the beady eyes of Gobin peered out.
He fell back with a startled gasp, and
next minute the door slammed in the
juniors’ faces,

“Well, I'm jiggered!”
Cherry.

Harry Wharton suddenly raised his
hand.

“Listen !"” he muttered,

From inside the house a shoul sounded.,

gasped Bob

“Help! Rescue, Remove! Help!”

“That’'s Bunter’s wvoice!” muttered
Johnny DBull,

“And we're going in!”  exclaimed

ITarry Wharion,

He banged again sharply on the door,
but met with no response.

Bob Cherry and Squiff went to the side
of the house and succeeded in opening a
window,

“"This way, kids!"” shouted Bob.

The Famous Five and Squiff piled in
through the window,

The room they found themselves in
was bare and in darkness. A door led
them inlo the hall. Not a sound dis-
turbed the house, not a light gleamed
anywhere now,

Johnny Bull soon discovered that it
was possible to wrench out the wooden
supports from the banisters at the side
of the stairs. These rods made excellent
weapons.

With nerves tensed and their weapons
raised ready for any emergency, the
plucky juniors went from room to room
of the house,

Many of them showed signs of recent
occupation, and 'in the lower front room
Squiff made a momentous discovery.

It was a Greyfriars school cap.

ITe looked inside it, and gave a gasp
on reading the name on the tab.

“Mauleverer !

The others erowded round.

“Great pip! Mauly's eap " ejaculaied
Havry Wharton. “Then Mauly has been
here, too! Chaps, we're gradually
gelting to the bottom of this mystery.
We'll hunt this place from top to
bottom."

This they did very effectively, but dis-
covered nobody. They even searched the
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cellar and the euphoard: but did not
suspect, of course, that the back of the
cupboard opened. Wharton hit on the
correct solution to the mysiery, however,

“Bunter and Mauly have been taken
away by some secret exit!” he said de-
cisively. “There’s a mystéry about this
house, and I mean to find out what it is!
We won't leave here, chaps, until we've
found Bunter and Mauly !

“No feir!”

“The men who were here a litile while
ago are bound to come back,” went on
the Remove captain. *‘There’s plenty of

rub downstairs, and the fire's alight in
the lower front room. We'll take
quarters here, and see what happens !

The others were all game.

Having succeeded so far in  their
quest of their missing Form-fellows,
they did not intend returning to Grey-
friars until they had arrived at a solution
of the mystery.

And, ready to brave any emergencies,
they procceded to make themselves as
comiortable as possible in the grim old
house on the heath,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Mauly’s Ruse !

ORD MAULEVERER was lying
on some sacks in the cave, his
hands and feet bound securely.
Darkness had fallen, the wind was

howling, and a turbulent sea was crash-
g on the rocks. Despite the noise of
the elements, and his cramped position,
the schoolboy millionaire was fast asleep.

Mauly had some justification Tor sleep-
ing. Gobin and Sylvester had kept him
hard at work all day with hardly an inter-
mission. Both the rascals had also toiled
at the exeavations, and already a number
of hoxes had been dug up from the
tumbled masses of rock and sand.

The day had been the most arduous
that Lord Mauleverer could ever re-
m?lmfhnr. and sleep was a luxury and a
relief,

ITe awoke to find Gobin kicking him.
The rascal had a lamp, which cast a fitful
yellow light throughout the narrow cave.

“Wake up!” snarled Gobin. “We've
brought along a pal of yours to keep youn
company.”

Mauleverer looked round him, and, to
his amazement, saw Dilly Bunter
wriggeling in his bonds between Sylvester
and Naylor,

“Bunter!” he ecjaculated, struggling
to a sitting posture. “Bunter! You
here, begad !"

He could hardly believe the evidence of
his o®n eyes,

“This 13 what comes of risking my
life to come to vour rescue, Mauly!”
wailed the Owl of the Remove in a

plaintive voice. “These rottars have
kidnapped me, too! Grooogh! Oh
dear! I do feel awful! Neothing has

passed iny lips since dinner-time to-day !

‘Mauleverer looked bewildered.

“Iow o1 earth did yvou trace mue,
DBunter?” he exclaimed, “J——"

“Not zo much jaw !” cut in Sylvester
savagely, “ You and Bunter have got to
help us finish this work to-might. We're
going to work all night, if need be—and
work hard !”

Mauly looked at his captors in horror.

“Work all night, begad!” he ex-
claimed. “I've  been workin® all
day——"

“That doesn’t matter! Releaze his

hands and loose his legs a bit, Gobin.”
Bunter's hands were also released, and
he and Mauleverer were handed spades.
“Start work at once!" rapped S8yl-
vesler. “ You are not going to stop until
all the buried boxes have been dug up 1”

(Continued vn page 17.)
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O away, dear boy !"" said Mauly,
in a tired voice when I called

D |

put.”
He rolled over on his sofa,
“Your lordship——" 1 began.
Snorry-rrr-r

T conghed and shuffled my feet, and
kicked the coalscuttle, and rattled the
fire-irons; but none of these mnoises
rouneed the lazy lord. The editor had
threatened me with instant annihilation
if I didn't get Mauly’'s memoirs for the
Special Number. 8o 1 decided to wait
till Mauly woke up. I sat down on a
chair and commenced to whistle,

Mauly stirred.

“ Groocoocoogh ! What an awful
draught there is in here, begad!™ he
mnurmnured, and sat up. “Oh, 1t's you
whistlin’, is it? Can't you leave a
fellow alone?”

“Wot until I've had a few memoirs,
your lordship,” I ventured to remark.
“Now, to commence. When were you
born ¥

“0Oh, at a prettv early age!” yawned

him.  **Call
preferably  when

wpon

time, 1'tn

Mauleverer., *“Too much fag to re-
member, begad !" |
“ Ahém! Is there any outstanding

feature of your childhood that you have
‘always before you?”

f¥aas, my nose!"” grinned Mauly.

“(Oh, blow vour nose! I—I mean—
Ha, ha, ha! Good joke, your lordship.”

But Mauleverer was asleep again.

I roused him at last and dunned him
for an incident of his early youth.

“1 remember once,” gaid Mauly,
¢ when I was invited to a big social
affair at Lord Tidderminster’s. 1 had to
take. a friend, and I decided to take
Nibby, the boots in our house. Decent
little kid, Nibby, but others thought it
terrible for me to make a pal of a
commoner, Nibbyv and I were the best
of pals, begad. He was keen to go to
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Lord Tidderminster’s. He had no suit-
able clothes, so T rigged him out in some
of mine. You should have seen all the
avistocracy stare, begad, when I intro-
duced Nibby! He was all there, but
wasn't used to high Society ways. He
upset his goup in Lady Huggett's lap
and hit the Marauis of Dudhaven in the
eve with the wing of a chicken that slid
off his plate. The genteel follk were jolly
shocked, begad! And then, in the middle
of the ball, Nibby and I turned off the
lights and played ghosis, dressed up in
suits of armour., Yaps, that was great
fun, begad!"

Thoroughly exhausted after delivering
thiz lengthy memoir, Mauly went to
sleep again.

“ Wake up, vour lordship!” T bawled.
“1 want some of vour memoirs of moun-
tain climbing in Switzerland.™

Mauly gave a shudder.

“You've been hunting with the

ing on the moors, and—--"

“ Oh, bother the confounded memoiis!™
groanced Mauly. *Look here, wouldn’t
you rather have a feed ?”

“Rather!” I replied promptly. * DBut
I'm broke. We journalists are a hard-
up gang, you know. Editors keep us
half-starved, and a

““Here's ten bob_ fo run away and not
trouble me any more!” said Mauly,
taking a note from his waistcoat-pocket.

1 seized it with avidity, and, bowing
low, I crept to the door.

‘Mauly was already asleep.

I made a beeline for the tuckshop, and
remained there and drank Lord Maule-
verer's health in foaming ginger-pop,
until the wrathful editorial stafl came
and routed me out,

They wiped up the flocor of the editor’s
office with me, and I had to be carried
into the =anny in the w.p.b. for repairs.
All because I hadn’t got a long list of
memeoirs fromn Mauly.

But I bhad got ten bob “hush »* money
from him. and 1t was worth the penalty.

hounds, haven't you, and grouse shoot- { &

| EDITORIAL !

By
HARRY
WHARTON.

MONG ‘the notabilities—I won't
A say notorieties—of Greyfriars,
Lord Herbert Mauleverer ranks
as one of the foremost.” Not that
Mauly takes any active part in the affairs
of the school, activity in any shave or
form being quite contrary to his nafure:
but I am sure that the majority of my
readers will agree that Mauly is worthy
of a number of the “Herald " all to him-
self.

Having decided on a special “ Maule-
verer” Number, we asked Mauly
whether he would like to edit it. He
sleepily replied that it would be too
much fag. Perhaps, however, it i1s jusk
as well that we did not leave it to Mauly
to produce this number. He would pro-
bably have forgotten all about it, or
would have delivered the “copy " too
late for the printers. :

We in the Remnove are proud of having
\lauly in our ramks, for is he not & real
live lord—live, that is, when he is awake
—and a millionaire forsooth?. Not that
Mauly ever chucks his weight about
because of that., On the contrary.
Mauly's weight is often chucked abont
for him—in the hard, literal sense of the
phrase, for we sometimes get exasperated
with his lazy ways.

Mauly is universally liked for his easy-
oing, liberal nature. He takes n good
deal of looking after at times because of
that, for he falls an easy prey to spongera
like Bunter, Snoop, and chaps of like
kidney. Mauly comes out of his shéll
sometimes, of course, and our pet lord-
ling has shown that he can .summon

plenty of ** go ' when he likos. Generally,

however, he prefers to be left alone.

Tiob Cherry has often expressed a
desire to take Mauly under his wing, so
to speak, and make a man of him. But
the course of violent activity that DBob
would prescribe for him would probably
be too much for the slacker, so Mauly is
left to slumber on. Without Mauly in
our midst, life in the Removg wouldn't
seem the same, somehow.

When I received a *“‘rough copy " of
this supplement from the printers I took
it along to Mauly for his inspection. Dut
before our tame tortoise had vead a word
of it his eyes closed and he dreamily re-
marked, “Jolly " — yawn— “good "'—
vawn—""begad !'"—snore! Now what
can you do with a chap like that?

HARRY WHARTON.
Tug MaGNET LIBRARY.—No. 835,



e HAT the merry dickens—"
‘:“f gasped Harry Wharton.
¥ Visions are about,
said’ Bob Cherry
faintly.

Harry Wharton & Co., Vernon-Smith,
Hazeldene, and mys#lf were standing by
the bicyele shed one Wednesday after-
noon. We liad just taken-out our jiggers
in readiness for an afternoon’s cycle spin.
Looking round, a strange sight met our
eyes.

Trotter, the school page, was trund-
ling a large, handsome bath-chair across
the quadrangle, and seated in the bath-
chair, his topper tilted on one side _and
a look of vacant boredom on his face,
was Lord Mauleverer,

We blinked at this strange apparition,
hardly able to believe our eyes. Mauly
in his bath-chair soon atiracted atten-
tion, and scores of fellows stopped to
stare.

“Mauly! What in thunder does this
mean ?* demanded Bob Cherry. “ What's
the idea?”

“Oh, nothin'!” replied Mauly in a
sleepy drawl. “I'm takin’ the air, that's
all, Must have some fresh air some-
times, y'know, and walkin’ is such a
fag. So I've bought this bath-chair,
and engaged Trotter to take me for an
airin’. (o straight on through the gates,
Trotter !”

“YVessir ! grinned Trotter, as
pushed manfully at the bath-chair.

He trundled Mauly out through the
gates and turned down the Iriardale
Lane,

Wo all regarded each oiher in greal
astonishment,

“Well, if this doesn’t lick every-
thing !” said the Dounder. *“ Mauly's
going back to his childhood days, when
nursie used to push him about in a
pram.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The whole school was greatly tickled
over Mauly's latest luxury. We mounted
our cycles and rode away, laughing.

Meanwhile, Trotter pushed on through

surely

he

the leafy by-ways of the countryside, and’

Mauly, lolling comfortably in the bath-
chair, was soon sound asleep.

Rounding a corner, Trotter suddenly HS
came upon a group of four eclegantly- [
He recognised them §
as Cecil Ponsonby, the leader of the H

dressed schoolboys.

Higheliffe juniors, and his cronies, Mon-
son, (Gadsby, and Vavasour.
The knuts of Higheliffe stared at the
bath-chair and at Mauly.
“My word!" gasped Ponsonby.
“ That's Lord Mauleverer of Greyfriars !
“In n bath-chair!” ejaculated Monson.
The Highelithans chuckled. Trotter,

scenting trouble, quickened his pace, but

pnext minute the four juniors bore down

on him. Pon clapped a hand over

Trotter's mouth to prevent him from
Tre MagygT LiBRARY.—No. 835,
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Dick

yelling and waking Mauly. And, ten
minutes-later, Trotter found himself tied
to a.tree, a. Handkerchief stuffed in his

‘mouth, whilst Pon & Co. 1rundled the
hath-chair away, with Mauly still slum-

bering peacefully in it.

- L] L ] -

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo !** said Bob Cherry.
“ Slow up, chaps! Look who's coming !”

We were pedalling at a good pace up
the hill that led from Higheliffe Schook
when Bob issued that warning. Looking
ahead over the bushes we saw Ponsonby
& Co., approaching with the bath-chair.
Mauly was still fast asleep. ‘

“ Mauly's in the hands of the Philis-
tines!” grinned Wharton. ““We'll hide
here, you fellows, and catch Pon & Co,
on the hap 1™

We dismounted and secreted ourselves
in the bushes.

Pon & Co. ambled up, laughing softly
and discussing what they were gomng to
do with Mauly. A minute later they
received the shock of their lives.

“Up, boys, and at ’em!” roared Dob
Cherry.

Pon & Co. let go of the bath-chair and
fell back as we burst upon them. That
attack took place at the top of a hill.
And the bath-chair, with nobedy to hold
it back, moved off of its own accord and,
quitkly gathering speed, whizzed merrily
down the hill.

We were sitting on Pon & Co. by then,
and we gazed after the runaway bath-
chair in horror. Then we heard a yell
from Mauly.

“(Oh, begad! Help! Yow-wow!”

Mauly had no time to jump, for the
bath-chair zig-zagged off the road and
ran clean into the horse-pond at the
bottom of the hill.

Splash !

“ Yerroooooogh !

o
Ik

.SFﬂtEli in the bath-chair, a look of vacant

boredom on his face, was Lord Mauleverer,

*“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared ITarry Wharicen
& Co.

Mauly rose to the surface and clung
to his bath-chair, which was- floating
gaily on the water. At length it floated
near enough to the bank for Mauly fa
jump off. He was in a parlous state,

“Serves vou right, Mauly " said Bob

Cherry. “ You shouldn't be such a lazy
slacker. Now for those merry mer-
chants !"

The bath-chair was pulled out of the
waler, and Ponsonby and Vavasour were
dumnped inside it and strapped theie,
Monson was harnessed to the front, and
(Gadsby tied at thé back to push.

“Now, right away for Greyfriars!™
commanded Harry Wharton.

We helped Gadsby and Monson along
with our boots, and Greyiriars was
reached at last, Mauly bringing up the
rear, looking a sorry and woeful spec-
tacle..

But Mauly’s woo was as nothing com-
pared to that of Ponsonby & Co. by the
time they were allowed to leave Grey-
friars,

For it so bappened that Dicky Nugent
& Co. of the Second, remembering how
they had suffered at the hands of Pon
and his merry “nuts ” a fortnight pre-
vious, decided to square up accounts, as
it were. And I think the * balance,” by
the time they had finished with Pon &
Co., rested with them.

THINGS WE WANT
TO KNOW!

What Gosling said when Lord Maule-
verer tipped him a penny for carrying a
large suitcase up to his study? And,
again, what Gu.f}s_'; saicd when Mauly,
discovering his mistake, made amends by
exchanging the penny for half-a-crown?

¥ * ]

How long Mauly's New Year good
resolution—to sleep only eight hours a

day, instead of twenty-three out of the
twenty-four—held “ good ™ ¢

o +* #

How Mauly got on when he spent the
vacation in Switzerland?  And did he
ever reach the summit of Mont Blanc?
And is it true that several guides have
retired on the strength of our tame
slacker's handsome tips.

# # »

How much Mauly received from Mr.
Lazarus, of Courtfield, for his dizcarded
wardrobe ¥ And, again, how much that

same cute business gentleman realised on
the deal.

[Supplement i
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LDDER of the Sixih was in a royal

rage. He had been lookmg for
Lord Mauleverer all over the
scinool,  Mr. Quelch bas asked

Loder to see that Mauly did the exira
work given him for slacking at lessons,
and Loder couldn't find Mauly anywhere,

“Me see Mauly go down to Fliardale
little while aga,” said Wun Lung, on
being accosted by Loder on the stairs.

Loder gritted his teeth., He was always
out o make trouble where a Hemoviie
was concerned. He happencd to be going
to Friardale himself, to atlend a meeting,
and he was dressed in his best frock-coat.
Loder rammed lus topper on his head
and set out from Greyiriars, determined
o hunt Mauly in the village and send
lhim back to My, Quelch for a caning.

He reached Friardale, and was walking
up the old Iligh SBtrect when, locking
into the tobacconist’s shop, Lhe saw an
anristocratic figure in Etons there, buying
cigarettes. - It was Mauleverer!

“Great Seott!” muttered Loder, his
eyes glinting spitefully, 30 Mauleverer
lins taken to smoking! 1e isn't the
gn::rt]’_',ugumly be makes himself oul to
he !’

Ile daried back inlo cover as Mauly
caine out of the shop. Mauly turned
down a side-street that led to the dismal
riverside quarter of IFriardale. lLoder
vlenched his fists together havd.

“He's pone down there to smoke in
secreb ! he muttered. **I know the hitle
oame ! T'll follow him, and catcl the
young rotter red-handed !™

loder stalked Mauly down the dark
slroet,  Mauleverer looked round snd-
dealy, and gave a gasp when he saw the
profectk on his track, lle hastened s
[ootsteps and managed to dodec lLoder
in the gloon:.

The surly prefect ground his
and plunged into a dark alley
which he thought he had seen
pun. e hanted for len minutes
the dingy, narrow thoroushfares
ark banlk.

Suddenly, as Loder rounded a corner,
ihree lignves rushed of him i the oloom,
Yefore he had time to shout they were
npedr i, His topper vent Oyving, and
there was o terrifie serunch as one of his
s=zsallants trod upon it. Loder wes rolled
iin the mud, anud he gave a bhellaw,

“ My hat!” came g startled voice from
one of his attackers. "It 1=n't Mauly at
all! It's Loder!”

“Oh jeminy! Run!™

The three juniors ran, aixl Jdisapnearved
in the gloom, leaving Loder tn a parlous
state,
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Skinner, Snoop, and Stolt did not stop
ranning until they were well up in Friar-
dale Lane. Timy were thoroughly
scared, They also had seen Mauly leave
the tobacconist's, although they had not
zeen Loder. They had followed Mauly,
suspecting him of going down to the
river to smoke, their intentions being to
raid the “smokes™ from him. Skinner
& Co. were hard vp, and could not afford
l,]-::u indulge in their dingy habits until pay-
(ay.

Half an hour later Loder returned to
Greyfriars. He had not gone to the
meeting, e was smothered in mud, and
loud laughter greeted his appearance,
He had Mauly wiih him, and took him
up to his study,

We all wailed oulside, wondering what
was the rumpus.

“I won't be caned !” we heard Mauly
exclaim heatedly. “Fve done nothin’,
begad:! An’ I haven't been smoking!
Go and cat coke, Loder [

Mauly came rushing out, with Loder
after him. "We willingly made way.

There was a chase, Mauly running ns
though in" & Marathon. Wo never
dreamed that he had it in him! Loder
and Mauly came to grips at the top of

e A

IMAGINARY EPITAPHS.

HORALVE CORER,
HERE LIES THE BODY,

JOT OF NAPPOLLEON BONATALTE,
NEITHER OF WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR,
DBut of One who was far greater than they,

T Wit,
HORACE COKER,

Lite of the Fitth Form at Greyfriars.

He was without doubt the linest fchtiog-
iman, ericketer, footballer, varsman, swimmer,
runier, jwmper, hopscoteh-player, and hoop-

troller _:i|L the :~1-1]_fm|—.11| fti= own estimation !
Baut i the estimastionr of others he was

A BURBLING JARBERWOCK,

aml o ftting camdidate for Colney Hateh,
He was always rushing in where angels
waotthl fear lo tread, smd he was  always
threatening to pulverise people, until the

day came when he met someone who
pubverised him!
He wa= conveyed on a stretcher to  this
lonely spot hy
LORLING THE PORTER,

win waz handsomely tipped " for ridding us
vl Coker’s presence,

“I'lie wreat Horaee Coker now has gone,
Mo loneer will hie vex us:

He caurht o fleree
His murry solar plexus!®

]

*straipht Jeft * right on

TAKE!

the stairs, They struggled, and then,
with wild yells, they plunged down,
rolling over and over in each other’s
embrace.

Thud !

*Yaroooooogh |

'They landed on the mat at the botlom
in a heap. Then, to the amusement of
all, Mr. Quelch came along and de-
manded to know what was the matter.

Loder *explained, accusing Mauly of
going down to the village Lo smoke, with
three confederates unknown, and with
instignting these three to attack him.
The Remove master fixed Mauly with a
stern lock.

“What have vou to say, Mauleverer ?"
he said, *‘'T'his is.a serious charge Loder
lays against yvou.”

Mauly gave a tired look,

“I s'pose I'd better tell you everythin’,
although I meant to keep it dark,” he
said. “I had a letter from a poor old
chap in Friardale—a cripple pamed
Gummer—askin® me for help.”

““Bless my soul! A begging letter!”
exclaimed Mr. Queleh. * Mauleverer, T
have repeatedly told yvou to let me deal
with any begging letters you may re-
ceive. here are many unscrupulous
persons wlo would impose on you, as you
:u'nl_ﬁn' young, inexperienced, and very
riely,™

“Yaas, but I thovght this was 8
penuine ecase, sir,” replied Mauly., “I
went down to Gununer's place near the
river, and took him some smokes an’

some oney,”

“Good old Mauly!” yelled Dob
Cherry. ‘' Ile's an ass, but a good ass!"

Mr. Quelch smiled, and dismissed
Mauly, and Loder stamped away.

The next morning we—the Famous
Five, that is—were walking with Mauly
in the ¥Friardale I1igh Street, when ho
suddenly gave o start, Iis gaze was
fixed on a disreputable-looking man who
was coming out of a public-house.

“Gummer, begad!” he exclaimed,
“Then he isn't a cripple at all! An’ he's
spendin’ the money I gave him on drink !
I've been spoofed !

Mauly walked wrathfully up to the
man wfi'u had writien him the begping
letter,

Mr. Gummer commenced to hmp when
he saw Mauly, but Mauly was not in a
mood to be further spoofed. Ile startled
Mr. Gumner by giving that gentleman
a wrathful punch on the nose.

“Yarooogh!” roared the “cripple.”

And he ran at a very respectable rate
and disappeared down a side-turning,
We roared with laughter,

“Good old Mauly!"" grinned Harry
Wharton. “I think he'd better leave
Quelchy 1o deal with his begging letters
in future. DBut he's got some spirit,
hasn't he "

To which we all heartily agreed.

THE Macyer LiBrary,—No, 635
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MAULY!

The Opinions of Some of the 37 Y .

Lesser Lights of Greyfriars, §

)

WILLIAM GOSLING: Wot I says is
this ‘ere.’ I've often wished I could be
in Parlyment, an' if I woz a lord I'd get
busy in the 'Ouse. One of the first laws
1'd pass would be the drownding of all
boys at birth!

ALONZO TODD : The wealth of Lord
Mauleverer, if T had it, 1 should devote
to the various charities in which T am
interested, especially to that most deserv-
ing one, the Society of Providing South
Sea Islandeors with Traets and Trousers.

1 should probably wisit the canmbal

. 1 . :

.
o

1slands myself to supervise the work of
educating the heathen and teaching
them the merits of the red herring as an
article of diet.

FISHER T, FISH: Waal, that sugges- §
Mo a7

tion sure hits me where T live!
lord and a millionaire like Mauly. Gee,
but I'd wake up this sleepy old island
some! I'd corner everything, from
monkey-nuts to men-o’-war. I wouldn’t
stand idle. Nope, sirs. 1 kinder reckon,
guess, and cal-kew-late that I'd make

sufficient  durocks in three wvears to

cngage old Rockefeller as my valet.

BILLY BUNTER: Wot a glorious
prospeckt, being a lord! I'd give up
skool life and retvre. INo more lessons,
no more wurries, I'd live in marbul
hauls;, with reggiments of fAunkies to
attend to mi wants. I'd have feeds all
day long, and there wood be no shortage
of tuck where I was konserned. I wood
pat with the hiest in the land, find out
all their secrets, and then write my
Remminisences and make some more
munnerv.

HAROLD SKINNER: You wouldn't
see me for dust if T were Mauly! I'd go
the pace and paint everything red! I'd
buy up Greyiriars, and run it as a school
should be run—complete with billiards
and smoking-rooms. My time would be
occupicd between backing winners and
seeing life,

HORACE COKER : I have always kon-
siddered that I was cut out to be a lord.
My mnoble bearing and superior wavs
woutld fit me for the job. And I'd always
ware my koronet at Greviriars to impress
those cheeky Remove kids with my im-
portance.

OOCDCDOCOCOOC0 CODCOCOC00COCO000CCOo00COlCoOn0Co0000C0000000000D00000000000000g

SIDELIGHTS ON
THE SLACKER!

By BOB CHERRY.

Mauly doesn't gamble, but if he ever

did his favourite game would be “nap.”
o i w

One day Mauly, will take his seat in the
House of Lords. We shouldn’t be sur-
prised to hear that he had taken his bed. |

* L 3 |

Mauleverer isn't the only millionaire
at ‘Greyfriars. Billy Bunter can claim
to be one of the many million heirs in
the world !

E L .
There's a lazy young lordling, Maule-
verer,
To slack a perzsistent endeavourer |
"T'iz po c¢rime, he thinks,
To snatch [orty winks,
And at this he gels clev’rer and cleverer !
- » o
Skinner esavcastically suggested the
other day that if Mauly ever had to work
for his living, a suitable job for him
would be in a domino factory, pamnting
dots on the dominoces. Mauly, however,
isn't as dotty as Skinner thinks. He
would probably get into the double-blank
department.

¥ 2 ¥

Mauleverer comes from a family of
long standinr. That accounts for his
being so tired,

L & *®

Mauly hates exertion. Indeed, at

times it is too much trouble for him even

to raise his voice!
* * -

Last week Mauly went out for a walk,
and returned to Grevfriars with a tor-
toise, The aggranoving creature had
followed him howme.

& % =

I understand tha! Lord Mauleverer
visited hig people in Scotland ‘during the
vacation. On alighting from the train at

" THE Mac~ye- LiBRARY.—No, 835.

“the station he missed his waterproof, and

thought he must have left 1t in the
carriage. Fortunately the train had not
vet started, so he rushed back to the
compariment, and, putling his head in at
the window, cried:

“Say, 1s there a macintosh in here,
dear boy¥"

**Na, na, mon!” replied a sturdy Scot
reprovingly., *“We're all McDonalds ™

¥ i ]

This is onye of my own creation.. Mauly
was travelling in an omnibus, and, as
usual, he fell asleep. He awoke with a
yell of pain as a beefy fellow plumped on
to hiz feet. *‘ My dear sir,” said Mauly,
“I don’t mind your walking briskly over
my feot, but 1 wish you wouldn't loiter
on lhem, begad!”

* = i

“Mauly’s dog took the first prize al a
cat show.,”

“How was that "

“He took the cat!™

Harmaworih’s Lateat Educational Work

Co

OF THE
WORLD

Fortnightly Parts 1/3 each
15,000 PHOTOGRAPHS

including nearly

400 COLOUR PLATES

The most superb pictorial work ever

igsued—-a completa survey of Con-

tinenta, Countries, and Chief Cities

of the Qlobe.  Published in fortnightly
parts every olher Tuoesday.

PART 1-Tues. Feb. 12th
| Order a Copy TO-DAY

TOO MUCH

FAG!

LORD MAULEVERER.

By

Oh, what a bard old world this is!
Its s¥stems nearly all are bad.

I think the one I hate the most
Is risin' in the morn, begad!

I'm aw['lly delicate, ¥ know,

That only makes my case more sad.
I haven't some chaps’ push and go;

I only feel the fag, begad!

I wish T was a dormouse, so
That T could sleep for days and weeks,
And not be wakened from my rest

By Dunter's growls and grunts and
shrieks,

Each time I hear the risin’-bell

I think the thing will drive me mad.
I watch the others get up first,

Then out I have to roll, begad!

Some asses are unfeelin’, too,
With energy enough for six.

They wake me with a beastly sponge
With water filled, and boots and kicks1

They cannot know—of this I'm sure—
Why always I behind them lag.
The reason is, 'cos everythin'
Is such an awful, beastly fag!
BEGAD!

(I wonder Mauly has enough energy
to go to sleep. I very nearly missed get-
ting the above inspiring poem. I went
in to see Mauly about something, and
found he had gone to sleep writing it.
I took it sadly from his limp grasp, other-
wise you would have missed this poetio
treat.—ED.)

[Supplement iv,
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MAULY’S AMAZING
ADVENTURE!
l (Continued from page 12.) !

— cmr e

Mauleverer, despite his fatigue, com-
plied, knowing how [utile it would be to
refuse.  DBut Billy Bunter showed
defiance.

“I'm not going to dig!”
“I'm not a beastly navvy!
or——  Yah! aroocoogh !
Murder! Wow-wow-wow !™

Gobin commenced to belabour him
with the knotted rope, and the Owl of the
Remove howled at Lthe top of Ins voice,

rabbed the spade, and dug away
urionsly,

Gobin and Naylor took spades and
helped with the work, while Sylvester
looked on. Having escaped from the
house, via the secret tunnel, on hearing
Harry Wharton & Co, break _in, the
harbour thieves weré desperately anxious
to get away with their loot as scon as
possible,

Fovd Mauleverer did his best, whilst
Billy Bunter totled hard, moaning and
complaining that he was about to die.

All the buried loot had been dug uwp by
eleven o'clock.

Sylvester's dark eves gleamed.

“The stuff 15 now all ready lo take
away,” he said tg Naylor. *1 intended
having it taken through the tunnel to
the house, and we could have disposed of
it casily from there. Dut now those con-
founded boys are there we dare not show
ourselves, The stuff will have to be
shified by boat to another part of the
coast in the morning, Come, Naylor, we
shall have to seo if we can get accom-
madation at Pegp for the might. We
dare not go back to the house—not that
I'm afraid of the boys, but they mustn't
know about the tunnel. Gobin, you stay
here all night and keep watch on these
two.”

Sylvester and Naylor left the eave.

Mauleverer and Billy Bunter sat on
the rocks, panting for breath and feeling
completely fatigued,

Bunter was puffing like a pair of very
old bellows.

Gobin mounted guard over them with
a leaded revolver, and whiled away the
time by drinking from a bottle that Syl-
vestor had left, and reading a newspaper.

Muttering in a low voice, Bunter told
Mauleverer of his eapture,

“They kepl me in the house all the even-
mg, Mauly,” he said, blinking timidly in
Gobin’s direction. **Somewhere about
eight o'clock Naylor came in and said
that he had seen some Greyfriars chapson
the road near the house. That made the
rotters nervous, and they began packing
things away. 'T'hen somebody knocked
at the door, and Gobin answered it.” He
slammed it and rushed back, saying that
the schoolboys were there. 1 reckon it
was Harry Wharton and the others. I
shouted at the top of my voice, and then
they gagged me, dragged me downstairs,
and took me through the cellar cupboard
to a horrible tunnel, That led to the
seashore, and we ecame here. Naylor
kept sneaking back along the tunnel, and
he said that the boys were still in the
housge, I believe Wharton and the oihers
are there. They've taken possession of
the house,”

Mauleverer's eyes glinted eagerly,

“That's toppin’ " he exclaimed, *1
hope they find us, begad! 1f only I
could give "em some clupg——"

Ile glanced towards Gobin. The rasecal
had emptied tha bottle, and he was stand-
ing at the mouth of the cave. An idea
suddenly entered Mauly's head,

e took a pencil from his pocket, and

he roared.
Let me go,
Wow !

— e s s

tore a leaf out of his diary. And, during
the intervals that Gobin’s attention was
diverted from him, he seribbled a basty
note.

Then he reached for the bottle, slipped
the note inside it, and ranmed the cork
home tight.

“What's the idea, Mauly " whispered
Dilly Bunter fearfully.

“I'm goin’ to.get this bottle into the
sea.somehow ! said Mauly, between his
teeth.  * Somebody might pick it up and
find the nmote inside. If so, we shall be
saved, begad! ‘T know, Pretend to be
ill, Bunter. That will feteh that rotter
in, and while his back is turned TI'll
throw the bottle into the sea, The tide is
well up, and the bottle won't be heard
falling into the water.”

“ All right,”” mumbled Billy Bunter.

Next minute heavt-rending moans
issued from the Owl of the Remove. le
lay prostrate on the sandy floor of the
cave and cricd out in accents of anguish,

“Help! Oooccogh! IFetch a doctor!
I'in dying ! he wailed.

(Gobin gave a start, and he walked into
the cave, peering hard at Billy Bunter,
That wouth’s moans were truly heart-
rending to listen to.

“What's the matter with you, Fatty ¥”
demanded Gobin,

“T'm dying!” moaned Bunter faintly.
“The hard work and loss of food is tell-

ing on my frail system! Ol dear! Ow-
wowow-woooogh ! Help !”
Genuinely  alarmed, Gobin  looked

closely at Billy Bunter.

That was Mauleverer's opportunity.

With the bottle grasped in his hand, he
crept over the soft, sandy floor to the
opening in the cave. The sea was well
up, and was so close that the flying spray
from the breakers entered the cave,

While Gobin's back was turned, Mauly
judged hLis aim and hurled the bottle.

It went straight out of the opening and
fell inio the sea some distance out. In
the moonlight Mauléverer saw it sink,
and then rise, and he stood there watch-
ing it float about on the tossing waters.

A growl from Gobin made him turn.

“Come back ’cre, young shaver!” ex-
claiined the beady-eyed rascal. “ Don't
think you'll escape while my back’s
turned, ’cos T can pot you easily with this
revolver, and there's nobody around to
"ear it. Your pal isn't so bad as ‘e
makes out. 'E's bluffin’ !”

Mauleverer went farther mto the cave
and sat down beside Billy Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove soon recovered
from his- spasim, seeing that Mauly had
carried out his part of the plot.

Gobin regarded them sneeringly.

“This time to-morrer you'll boeth be
far away from Tere, and your pals ecan
look till Doomsday an’ they’ll never find
you!” he said. *“Slim Sylvester will re-
quire your folks to huy yon back—an’ the
price will be pretty stiff, I can tell you,
especially as one of you 'appens to be a
millionaire !

“Rats ! said Mauly, with more cheer-
fulness than he had felt since first falling
into the hands of the harbour thieves.
“Things may not go so casily as you
thinllfj, begad! Anyway, we'll wait and
see |

And he and Billy Bunter laid down,
and, thoroughly tired out, were soon fast
asleep.

e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

At Close Quarters !
D"

LOCKE, the Head of Grey-
friars, grected Wingate in lus
stwdy next morning with a wor-
ried look.

“Ah!  Good-morning, Wingate !” he
said, " Vou doubtiess know that neither

Mauleverer, nor DBunter, hor the six
juniors who absented themselves from
school yesterday evening to find them,
have returned. ' Bunter's disappeaFance,
on top of Mauleverer's, is the most amaz-
ing contingeney I have ever encountered;
and the absence of Wharton; Nugent,
Cherry, Bull, Hurree Singh, and Field i3
a further souree of uneasiness to . me,

understand that Bunter disappeared yes-
terday afternoon at Pegg, and that the
other six juniors remained there with the
object of finding him.” '

“That 1s so, dir,”” replied Wingate
quietly. *““They took it updin themselves
to stay away from school, but I think
they are boys who can be trusted to look
after themselves. They evidently be-
%iﬂ‘k’ﬂﬂ that they were acting for the
yest,

“Most certainly, Wingate!” said the
Head. 1 have every faith in Wharton
and the other lads, Nevertheless, I
should like you to go to Pegg this morn-
ing and see what théy are doing: I only
trust that they have mnot fallen into
danger, as I fear Mauleverer and Bunter
may have done.”

" Very well, sir,” gaid Wingate, “I
will start for Pegg at once.”

The whole of Greylriars was in a
foment of excitement over the amazing
news, Not only had Mauleverer failed to
put in an appearance yet, but Billy
Bunter had mysteriously disappeared at
Pegg, and nothing had been heard of the
Famons Five and Squiff.

Wingate caught the first train to Pegg,
and, arriving at the little fishing town,
he made his way down the old High
Street to the harbour,

lle quickened his pace when he saw a
schoolboy figure, wearing the Greyfriars
cap, talking to an old fisherman by the
breakwater. It was Harry Wharton,

“Wharton,” exclaimed the Greyfriars
captamn, hurrying up, *where have you
been all night Where are the others?
Don’t you know that the Head is worry-
ing himself about you "

“Borry, Wingate! I've been trying to
get through to Greyfriars on the tcle-
phone, but the exchange couldn’t put me
on,” replied Harry Wharton qujetly.
“We're all right, The others are at a
house on the heath at Cliffdale, about
seven miles from here.  We traced

- Bunter and Mauleverer to that house.”

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Wingate,

L “ You know where they are then 7

“Not exactly !*  replied Wharton.
“But I've got a valuable clue here that
will help. Look !

He held up .a botile and a sheet of

aper, the writing on which was blurred”

y water. It was, however, readable.

“Mvr, Willis, here, picked up the bottle
from the sea in his ﬂsﬂing—net during the
night,” said Wharton. “Just by luck he
happened to open it, and found this note
addressed to me. 1 came down here to
telephone this morning, and Mr. Willis
saw me and called me here. 1t's a mes-
sage from Mauly.”

Wingate took thé paper and read. it

cagerly. ‘This is how it ran:
“Urgeni! To Wharton, Greyfriars
School, Triardale. Bunter and X

prisoners in cave in cliffs between Pegg
and Chiffidale, Narrow cleft in cliff gives
entrance. T'uiael near by leads to cellar
in house on heath. Rescue at once, or
too late, MAGLEVERER."”

« Wingate drew a deep breath.

“By Jove! This is splendid !"” he ex.
claimed, * Do vou know where this house
13, Wharton ?"

“Rather ! grinned the Remove cap-
tain. ** We took possession of it yesterday
evening, and we've been there all night,

The MaGgyNeEr LiBRARY.—No. 835,
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Bunter and Mauly have been therve, we

know for certain, and we made up our
minds to wait and see what happened.
The others are still there. I eame down
into Pegg on my own to telephone Grey-
friars,”

“Then we'll get to the house as soon as
possible,” said Wingate. *“ It appears,
from Mauleverer's message, that a tunnel
leads from the houso cellar to a spot near
thy cave where he and Bunter “are
prisoners. How did "you get here this
morning=—did you walk 7"

“No! I drove in the car that one of
the rascals left outside the house last
night ! grinned Wharton, *There it is,
near the [fish market, This way,
Wingate !

Wharton took the wheel of the car. and
ha drove it rapidly out of Pegg, along the
wild eliff road which led to the house that
he and his chums had captured.

The juniors were still there when Win-
gate arrived, .

The Removites were astonished to see
Wingate. Their amazement increased,
however, when Wharton told them of
Mauleverer’s message that had been
picked.up n a bottle from the sea,

“My word!” breathed Bob Cherry.
I wonder how  Mauly managed  it?
And what a ripping wheeze? So there's
a tunnel leading from the cupboard in the
cellar! Kim on, chaps! We'll find
where that is!"’

::rr;rlll ’II ¥ af. |- ;
I -,‘Inﬁ 1y ]
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““1Tear, hear!”

The heroes of the Remove dashed down-
stairs, ~Wingate~ bringine wp thé rear.
Squiff Jragged open tﬁc cupboard door in
the cellar, and Johnny Bull flashed on
the hght of his pocket torch.

It was not long before Nugent dis-
covered the secret gpring that operated
th : door at the back of the cupboard.

There was a click, and the back part of
the cupboard swung inwards, leaving a
gaping hole beyond.

“Good egg!” chirruped Bob Cherry.
“Now for the giddy voyage of discovery
and rescue!  Have yoa all got your
gticks * "

“Rather 1"

Their hearts beating fast with excite-
ment, the Removites and Wingate
plunged on through the tunnel, Johnny
Bull lighting the way with his torch,

At length they came to the end, and
found a large block of rock in their way.
It looked immensely heavy, but Harry
Wharton found-that it dislodged casily.

They all clambered threugh the aper-
ture, and found themselves on the rocky
seashore at the base of the cliffs.

“So far, so good ! said Harry Whar-
ton, " Now te find the cava where Maiuly
and Dunter are prisoners. Mauly tells us
to look for a narrow cleft in the oliffs.
We'll spread out and see what we can
discovor.”

- ‘i}\&‘xxxhﬁ T
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of discovery !

Squiff dragged open the cupboard door in the cellar and Johnny Bull flashed
on the light of his pocket torch. It was not long before Nugent discovered the
secret spring that operated the door at the back of the cupboard. There was a
click, and the back part of the cupboard swung inwards,
beyond. “‘ Good egg !’’ chirruped Bob Cherry.
{See Chapter.9.)

leaving a gaping hole |
*‘ Now for the giddy voyage

| -
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. They split into two parties, each hunte
ing the cliffs in opposite directions.

Nugent was suddenly seen to be
geshiculating  excitedly to  the others,
They all dashed to the spot.

“Look!” said Frank.  “There's an
opening down that narrow slit in the
el ™

The others drew deen Lreaths.

“By Jove! Then that is probably the
cave!” exclaimed Harry Wharton,.

“You kids had better take care. You
may run into danger!” said Wingate
grimly,

Oh, bosh!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“We've been trained as Scouts, haven't
we, Wingate, old chap? We'll sce
what's in that cave!”

. They crept over the rocks towards the
cleft in the cliff.

“You were right, Frank”
Wharton undes his breath.,
cave here!™
~ Wharton and Cherry. peering within,
saw twd dim figures in the darkness,
lying on the ground in the sand. One
was plumper than the other., Whartion
caught his breath,

“That's Bunter!” he mutiered,
“Mauly’s there, too, I'll' wager. Come
on, . lads "

The heroes of the Remove made a
simultaneous rush into the cave, Johnny
F-u]lit lighting the darkness with his torch-
ight,

Lord Mauleverer and Biily Bunter
were lying bound and gagged on the
floor of the cave. They were alone.
Their eves lighted up with joy when
they saw Harry Wharton & Co.

“Hurrah!"  roared Bob  Cherry.
“We've found the giddy wanderers!
All serene, Mauly! We'll soon have you
free!”

Their bonds having been  severed,
tI}L!m]}.' and DBunter struggled to their
cot.

“Yow! Wow! I'm stif! Ciroooogh!”
moancd Billy Bunter.

“Thank goodness, vou fellows came in
time ! gpasped Mauly., ©“We're waitin®
to be taken away at any minute, hegad !
Did vou pick up my message in the
bottle 7™

“Rather!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“Mauly, what has happened?  What
docs all this mean? Where on earth did
yvou get to after yvou bolted into the train
at Courtfield on Tuesday night #”

Mauly grinned, and proceeded to give
his Form-fellows an account of his ad-
ventures after waking up in the railway-
carriage and finding himself on the
sidings,

Havry Wharton & Co. and Wingate
listened in thrilled amazement to Mauly's
story.

“Bunter was brought here yesterday.,
Naylor Iured him to the house,” finished
Mauly. “We've both been workin' like
navvies all night, diggin’ up the rotters’
loot from the end of this cave. They!ve
taken it away in a motor-boat, an' when
they've hidden it they're comin’ back to
fetch us. They meant to sort of hold us
to ransom, you know, They found ont
from DBunter that I happen to be well
off, and Bunter made things worse for
himself by swankin'® about his °* rich
relations,” ”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“Well, if this doesn’t vomp off wiih
the whole giddy biseuit foundry!” he
exclaimed. “Maunly and Bunter kid-
napped by harbour thieves and made to
work! It's a wonder they're both alive
to tell the tale !”

Billy Bunter gave a plaintive moan.

“I say, vou fellows, I've had an awful
time!" he said faintly. "I feel that I
shall collapse at any minute. unless I
have something to eat. I suppose

said
“There 15 a
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neither of you happen to have some
Ehﬂﬂi_i}iﬂ.te, or toffee, or anything eatable
to give me "

“Not much, DBunty!” laughed Harry .

Wharton, “We've got more important
things to think about than feeding you.
Now, kids, we'll lie in wait for those
rascals when they return to take Mauly
and Bunter away. That hole at the end
of the cave will make a fine hiding-place
for us.”

“Good egg!”

Wingate leftf the cave, and found a
hiding-place ameng the rocks outside.
Harry Wharton & Co., Mauleverer, and
Bunter secreted themselves in the exca-
vations in the cave and waited,

Nearly half an hour passed, and then
the hum of a motor-boat was heard.

“Here comes Sylvester’s boat!” mut-
tered Mauleverer.  “Now we'll have
some excitement, begad!”

Peering out from their luding-place
the juniors saw a large grey motor-boat
stop opposite the cave. It had a small
boat in tow. The two men aboard the
motor-boat dropped anchor, and then,
pulling the small boat alongside, they
clambered into it. The rope was
released, and the boat rowed to the
shore,

“Naylor and Gobin!"” muttered Mauly
in a thrilled voice. ““Sylvester has
staved behind, I suppose, at the place
where they have hidden their loot. Here
they come ¥

Naylor and the
entercd the cave,

Naylor gave an exclamation of sur-
prise on being unable to see. the two
prisoners. Then, while the two rascals
were looking about them in the gloom,
Harry Wharton gave the signal, With
swift suddenness the Removites arose
from their hiding-place and flung them-
selves at Naylor and (Gobin,

“Yoroooooooogh!” howled Gobin, as
Mauly grasped him and forcibly dragged
him backwards, “Wot the
Ooooocogh I

Naylor, with a snarl, drew a revolver,
but before he had time to shoot, Win-
gate sprang into the cave and closed
wrth him. The stalwart captain of Grey-
friars sncceeded in wrenching the weapon
from the rascal’'s grasp. Then Harry
Wharton & Co. piled on him, and he and
Gobin were secured with the ropes that
had been taken from Mauleverer and
Bunter,

“Got you,

beady-eyed Golun

my beauties!” chuckled
Bob Cherry. “You didn't expect that
little lot, did vou? We've turned the
tables on vou properly [

Gobin writhed and made some blood-
curdling remarks, whilst Navlor snarled
balefully at the victorious juniors.

“Now, the next thing is to find out
where Sylvester is, and what theze
rascals have done with their swag,” said
Wingate. ““We'll make Gobin tell !

“Hang you! You won't do that!”
enarled Gobin, “I—— TYarooocogh!
Wharrer you doing 1%

Bob Cherry suddenly grabbed him,
and he commenced to drag him to the
cave entrance, _

“We'll give him a few duckings, kids.

Perhaps that will make him tell!”
grinned Bob. “Lend a hand!”
“What-ho "

Mauly was the first to go to Bob's
assistance. A long stretch of rope was
attached to Gobin, and then he was
raised on high and hurled into the sea.

Bplash !

“Yarrrrrrugh 1™

The rascal disappeared with a gasping
gurgle. Then Harry Wharton & Co.
hauled him in by means of the raope.
He lay on the rocks, moaning and

SMOKED OUT !

Bob Cherry suddenly.

the sea.

In the glaring light Harry Wharton & Co. saw Sylvester crouching at the top of
the steps of the old lighthouse, a look of demoniacal hatred on his face.
you rotter, you’'ll have to come out ! ** shouted Wharton.
“He's jumped into the sea—oh, bravo, Wingate ! *
At the same instant as Sylvester leaped Wingate dived from the motor-boat into
(dee Chaptler y,)

0% Hﬂw,
““ Look ! "’ exclaimed

spluttering, looking for all the world like
a landed shark.

“Now ‘will
Bob,

“Gerrogh ! Gug! No! Oococogh! Help!
Yaroooooogh !

Next nunute the luckless Gobin went
whirling back into the sea. His howls
were piteous lo hear. He could hardly
speak when the juniors onee more hauled
him_in.

“Now, vou might as well be a good
boy and tell nus where your naughty pal
15,7 grinned DBob Cherry, “ We're going
to duck you till you do tell'us. Do you
want to go in again !

“Wow-wow'!" No! Lemme alone!
T'll tell you ! guriled Gobin, *Sylves-
ter 15 wailting at the old lighthouso by
Doom Cliff. The siuff is there, too.
Grooooooogh !

The Removites busied themselves at
once.  Harry Wharton consulted with
Wingate, who agreed that the two
prisoners should be left in the ecave,
under guard, while he ook the motor-
boat, with the juniors on board, to the
old Doom CLf lighthouse, which was

vou tell us?' demanded

situated at a distance of some three miles

farther “alone the coast,

Billy Buunter, Squiff, and Johnny Bull.

were selected to mount guard over
Naylor and Gohin, whose bonds were
made 50 secure that it wonld be impos-
sible for a Houdini, even, to get free.

—

The rest of the juniors and Wingate
then went aboard the motor-boat, tied
the small rowing-boat behind, and
Wingaie started the engine.

The motor-boat, in his expert and
capable hands, churned swiftly through
the waters towards Doom ClLiff, which
was one of the loneliest and wildest
parts of the rugged coast.

At length the old lighthouse came
into view, It presented its usual soli-
tary appearance. Hundreds of years of
buffeting in heavy seas and gales had
rendered Doom Chff lighthoyse unsafe,
and a revolving light on the cliffs two
niles farther on now served its purpose.

As Wingate stecred the motor-boat
nearer to the lighthouse, the juniors,
looking upward, saw a man standing on
the low baleony outside the old lamp-
room,

“That's Sylvester ! eried Mauleverer.
“He looks surprized to see us, begad!”

Slim Sylvester’s face was livid with
rage and desperation, He realised what
had happened, and that the Removites
had vome to effect his capture,

“Down in the boat, quick!” rapped
Wingate suddenly,

The juniors ducked only just in time,
for a gquick succession of revolver shots
whined through the air, the bullets sput-
teving vieiously into the sea around the
motor-hoat.

THE MaaxeET LiBrary.—No, 835.
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Wingate swung the wheel round and
opened the throttle wide. He mance-
uvred the craft skilfully between the
great jagged rocks at the base of the
lighthouse. Then he shut off the engine
and_turned to the juniors. |

“Now's yvour chance to gel off I he
rapped. “ But for heaven's sake be care-
Iur—i he rascal iz armed and desperate ™

“ All serene, Wingate !

Harry Wharton & Co. jumped out of
the boat on to the rocks, and sprang to
the base of the lighthouse. Bob Cherry
charged down the door, and the rest of
the juniors erowded on the stone steps
bevond.

They looked wupward through
darkness,. and heard footsteps above.

“You can't escape us, you rotter!”
exclaimed Harry Wharton. “ You might
as well surrender.”

There was no renly, but they heard
Svlvester’s hissing breath,

“Dare we go up?"” muttered Nugent.

the

*1f he pots at us with that revelver——

“We'll smoke him out ! said Wharton
with a sudden idea. “ We'll get a can
of petrol out of the motor-boat and use
these old sacks. Soaked in petrol, they'll
burn and smoke like the dickens. Ie'll
have to come out "

“Topping wheeze, Harry!”

A can of petrol and a number of sacks
were brought from the motor-boat. The
sacks were taken half-way up the stone
stairs, soaked in petrol, and then Harry
Wharton avplied a lighted match.

“Back, you chaps!” he gasped.

The petrol-soaked sacks burst into
flames nstantly, Jagged tongues of
livid flame illuminated the darkness, and
dense masses of pungent black smoke
rose upward, filling the lamp-room
above,

In the glarving red light Harry Whar-
ton & Co. saw Sylvester erouching at the
top of the steps, a look of demoniacal
hatred on his face.

* Now, you rotter, you'll have to come
out !” shouted Harry Wharton.

A snarl of rage sounded above.

Several minutes later Bob Cherry,
standing at the lighthouse door, gave a
shout.

“Sylvesier has jumped into the ses!

Oh, bravo, Wingate !”
At the same instant as Sylvester had
leaped off the low baleony of the light-
house Wingate dived out of the motor-
boat into the sea.

.Ur
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He swam., with swift, Tong stroles, to-
wards the fugitive harbonr thief,

Sylvester struck out for the shore,
swimming desperately, but the stalwart
i:;‘_l‘i:yfrinrs captain rapidly everhauled
Y.

“Hurrah !" roared Bob Cherry. “ Win-
gate’s got him! Out with the boat !”

Wingate and Sylvester closed, and a
grim fight for mastery in the water
ensnued., :

“Hang on, Wingate! We're coming !V
shouted Wharton.

The juniors serambled back into the
motor-boat. Harry Wharton started the
engine and swung the boat round, Ile
drew alongside the struggling pair, and
Bob Cherry,; Nugent, and Inky all dived
in to Wingate's assistance,

Sylvester was quickly everpowered.
Wharton flung out a rope and the rascal’s
hands were secured. Then he  was
dragged, dripping wet, and gursing
roundly, into the moior-boat,

Wingate and the others
aboard.

“Jolly exciting while it lasted, what %"
erinned Harry Wharton, “ You caught
him &11:~l=.'3-1|1u:lif.i?'j'*jr Wingate! Take the
wheel,*old scout, will you? This crafi
1s rather heavy for me to manapge.”

Sylvester was made a  prisoner and
dumped in the bottom of the motor-
boat. The fire had burnt itself out by
the time Harry Wharton & Co. arrived
back at the lighthouse. A search of the
old lamp-room soon revealed the stack
of =tolen goods that the harbour thieves
had accumulated.

The Removites loaded the loot on the
motor-boat. By the time all the erates
and béxes were on the boat was very
full, despite its large size. Harry Whar-
ton and Nugent remained on board with
Wingate an Sﬁh‘nﬁtﬂr, whilst the others
crowded into the small boat at the back.

“Now, right away for the cave!”
chuckled Bob. “Kids, this is a fine cap-
ture. Won't the police be surprised!”

“Ha, ha, ha! Rather!”

serambled

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
The End of the Adventure !
OHNNY BULL, Sauiff, and Billv

J Bunter were still mounting guard
over Gobin and Navlor when the
juniors. reached the ecave. The

two prisoners were taken to the house,

outside which Sylvester's car was still
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waiting,  Billy Bunter improved the
shining hour by raiding the house larder
and feeding until Bob Cherry routed
him out,

Wingate went on to Pegrg with the
moter-boat, Mauleverer, Squiff, and
Johnny Bull remaining on board to look
after Sylvester and the eaptured plunder.
Nugent, Inky, and Bob Cherry went in
the =small boat behind. Havry Wharton
and Bily DBunier journeved by road to
Pegg in the car, with Gobin and Navlor
as their prisoners.

Arriving at Pegg, Wharton drove
straight to the police-station, and there
told the inspector the amazing story.
Gobin and Navlor were taken into cus-
tody with great promptness, and then
Harry Wharton and Billy Bunler accoms
panied the police-inspector and two ecn-
stables down to the harbour,

Not long afterwards the motor-hoat
was sighted, with the small boat in tow.
Wingate steered the [fully-loaded craft
to the harbour side,

“Here we are again!” grinned Dob
Cherry from the little boat behind.

Svlvester was arrested, and the pelice
4ook charge of the motor-beat and iis
cargo, Wingate and Harry Wharton &
Co. were congratulated warmly by the
inspector on their smart work.

Feeling supremely cheerful, Harry
Wharten & Co., Mauleverer, DBilly
Bunter. and Wingate caught the next
train to Grevfriars,

Dr. Locke was amazed at the story
told him by Wingate and Mauleverer.
Meanwhile, Harry Wharton & Co. and
Billy Bunter retailed the news to the
rest of the school.

Greyfriars was astounded and thrilled.

Mauleverer and Billy Dunter were the
centre of attraction. When they des-
cribed how they had been made to work
hard in the cave their listeners chuckled.

“TFancy Mauly doing a couple of days”
digging ! gasped  Bolsover  major.
“What a change for him! I wonder
whether it will cure himm of his slacking
habits "

*No jolly fear!”

“Ha, ba! KNol!®

“Det il doesn't cure Bunter, anyway,”
remarked Bulstrode, with a chuckle.

“IIecar, hear!”

The Removites had little sympathy to
expend on the fat and fatuous Dunter]
but with Mauleverer it was different.
Speculation ran high as to whether
Mauly would profit by his uncomfortable
experience, "l'imme would prove,

That evening Harry Wharton, Nugoent,
and Bob Cherry went along to Mauly’s
study and tapped at the door.

There was no response, but they heard
sounds of slumber from within,

Wharton opened the door gently, and
then he and his chums chuekled.

Lord Mauleverer was taking it casy,
as of yore. Lying comfortably on his
sofa and Juxurious cushions, he was fast
ll:-'-]L"{"[L

“Don’t let’s disturb him,” grinned
Harry Wharton. “1 think Mauly de-
serves hiz forty winks this time, don't
you ?"

“Ha, ha! Rather, poor chap!”

And Harry Wharton closed the study
door, and he and his chums walked away,
leaving Lord Mauleverer to enjoy hig
nap in undisturbed bliss,

THE EXND,

(Yow you can. Iook forward to nexl
Monday's- gripping Greyfriars  stor

entitled ** Bunter's Poor Relationg] e
@ scrcam from beginning to end.)
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Introducing the world-famous detective,

A Birthday Qreeting !

HE dreamy strains of London’a Ia.tlrzilt
fox-trot, freely intermingled witi
the sounds of laughter and the hum

of happy voices, floated out gently

into the night from the region of Sir Maleolm

Dunderlield's palatial residence in Park

Lane. :
A ieighbouring cloek had, just chimed its

sonorots warning of midnight, but the

revelry continued with unabated zest. A
solitary policeman, the only human prescnce
in the famous Lane that runs parallel with
one side of the equally famous Hyde Tark,
switched his lantern on the house adjoining
Qir Maleolm's, and unconseiously stood hum-
ming the stirring strains of the fox-trot.

“My, but he knows what's what!" mut.
tered the constable, shutting off the light
from his lantern and beginning to move
on. “&ir Maleolm's keeping it up late to-
night, an’ no mistake. Soconer be in there
a-talkin® a doocid lot of nonsense to the
ladies amd qualiing the Fn:_mlmg cup t-hjtt]
tramping up amnd down this 'ere bloomin
Lane! Ifow so—we can't all be successful
financiers, I s'pose!™

And with that philosophieal reflection the
man in blue trudged his monotonous Wway,
humming the air of the dance tune until he
reached the end of his beat. But his pre-
vions remark ecarried a deal of truth in if.
For Sir Malecolm Dunderlield was the most
successful finaneier of the day. Everything
to which he turned his hand bore good fruit.
1lis friends on 'Change had piven him the
appellation of the " Bulldog.” Once his
mighty intellect was brought to bear upon
any question of finance, Sir Malcolm never
“let go " until he had reaped his reward.

And to-day was his sixtieth bhirthday!
Just before the chimes of midnight pealed
forth, Sir Maleolm was approached by his
butler, who bore a letter on the silver salver
he carried.

v Hxeuse me, Sir Maleolm,” he sald re-
spectiully, “but I was requested to hand you
thiz letter a minute before twelve.”

“Indeed!” replied the master of the house,
in some astonishment. “And by whom,
pray "

“The gentleman left no name, sir,”™ ex-
plained the butler. “He said that it was
a birthday greeting. You would find his
name in the letter. I thought he was trying
to be funny at first, sir, but he was very
much in earnest—very much in earnest.”

The suave manservant did not add that

“eurious!

-
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assistant, JACK DRAKE.

the stranger’'s earnestness was such that
e had tipped him with a erisp pound-note
in return for promizing to comply with the
request.

“By gad,” exclaimed Sir Malcolm, slitting
the edge of the envelope, “I'm mighty
Now, who on ecarth, begad, would
—would——"

He swayed dizzily for a moment, and
stood staring down at the sheet of note-
paprer he had extracted, as though he were
looking at a ghost. The butler, thinking
that his master had been suddenly taken ill,
rushed forward to support him. Buf, with
a muttered ejaculation, Sir Malcolm brushed
aside the proffered arm and turned on his
lNeel, Gone now was the proud and dis-
tinguished bearing of 5ir Malecolm Dunder-
field, financier. The back view he presented
to his astonished butler was that of a fear-
stricken man,

Several of the finaneier's guests paused [n
their revelry, amd scemed surprised at this
sudden change in their host—the man who
had been the life and soul of the party a
few seconds age. But 8Sir Maleolm heeded
them not. He stumbled out of the spacious
ball-room and sought his library.- Then,
just as the clock on his mantel commenced
to chime the hour of midnight he glanced
at the letter which had been delivered fo
him in so strange a fashion. It ran:

“Dear DBrother,-—Greetings on  this
birthday!

“The Society of the Yellow Claw demands
that you should deliver up to them the sum
of one hundred thousand pounds. You are
requested to hand over this sum in notes
ta him who shall be wearing in the lapel of
his eccat—outside your eclub at 12 a.m,
to-morrow—the same symbol that you flind
at the foot of this communication. This
is the second time of asking. Should yon
fail us again, the penally will be death!

“(rectingz on this your sixtieth birthday,

brother!
“THE YELLOW CLAW!"

your

Beneath the arrogant signature was the
r;ii.tlmr grotesque imprint of a golden eagle's
claw,

Even as Sir Maleolm coneluded his perisal
of the strange missive for the sccond time
thie last stroke of twelve boomed out from
the elock bhefore himm with a harsh, jangling
sound that sent an involuntary shudder down
his spine.
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“Oreetings on this your sixtieth birth-
day ;
The words

seemed  ominous,  eynical,
threatening. Again the fnancier shuddered.
His mind was recalling the sudden and
mysterions end of a well-known wealthy
mmember of the Htock Lxchange six days
previous. He had recejved such a note as Sir
Malcolm's on his I:irtllidn:r. He had died;
he was buried now!

“Ugh! shuddered Sir Maleolm, beginning
restlessly to pace up and down his carpet.
“T cun't do it! I won't do it! Curse the
Yellow Claw!"”

e endeavoured to shake oll the cloak of
fear that had settled on him, and attempted
to rejoin the revellers in the adjoining ball-
room. But he was not at his ease. And his
ruests sensed the fact at oneo. They began
to besiege him with gquesztions; but although
Sir Maleoltn begpged to be excused on the
plea that he was suffering with a violent
attack of neuritis, he made no mention of
the letter he had received from the notorious
Yellow Claw.

Ile thought of communicating with fhe
police, for he was rather intimate with one
»or two high officials at the “ Yard,” but eaely
time he made n move towards the telephone
with the idea of putting the notion into
practice, something within him restrained
the impulse.

And the police had not heiped the last
victim of the Yellow Claw. True they
had shadowed him about for days on end;
true it was that two policemen had guarded
the unfortunate fellow's residence day and
night. True, also, the Yellow Claw had
carried oot its grim threat., Alee Maldane
was a person of the past; he had defled the
Yellow Claw. Was it to be 8ir Maleolm’
Dunderiteld’'s fate to follow in the foot-
steps of his unfortunate business friend?

The financier clenched his hands and big
his lip pervously. 1liz face was lined—
lined heavily with care and anxiety. IHis
lauzhing friends, who had joeularly told him
that he looked forty and not a day more,
wonld not be so penerous now cowld they
but see him, Forty—

Sir Maleolm looked into the long mirrar,
and the reflection caused him fto brush hia
hand across his face, as though attempting

'to hide ik, Forty? He looked as old as
Methuselah !
He tried to compose himself, and then

turned once- again to the mirror, Tha
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sight that mel his éyves this tim? was 1=;ui:'-‘l'=q The wunhappy financier nodded Lis head

as to cause the few. remaining hairs on his
head to stifen. Mis eyes poggled wildly in
their sockets; his heart beat at twice ibs
normal rate. I'or not only was his own
figure reflected in the mirror, but that of a
stranger’s also—a 'stranger garbed in the
flowing, embroidered robes of a Chinese
mandarin of high degree! Sir Malcolm's
terror-stricken eyes elevated slowly until
they came on a level with the reflected face
of the mysterionz intruder. Ile stiffened
sharply as his gaze enconntered a black mask
which covered the greater portion of the
features, and from which two almond-shaped
eyes gleamed ont. Nelow the mask was re-
flected a pair of thin, cruel lips, eurved in a
sinister smile, From the upper-lip two long
moustaches, plaited Chinese  fashion,
depended.

And over the broad shoulders of the. re-
flection, like a sleeping asp, hung a long,
plaited queue. Below it, from the spacious,
embroidered = sleeves, merged two lean
hands, the fingers of which were sheathed in
pieces of metal that gave a claw-like and
forbidding appearance.

Sir Malcolm, with a gazp of terror, wheeled
awiftly.

“Who—who are youi" he demanded. in a
voice that sounded strangely nulike his own.

“I—am—the—Yellow—Claw ! came  the

sibilant reply.
A trunder made known his identity.

FFear was written in every line of
his face as he gazed at the velvet mask
and encountered the plercing eyes beyond.

“Good heavens!” muttered the finaneler,
wenkly, groping hiz way to a chair.
*W.-what do vou want with me?”

Thé tall figure in the embroidered robe
moved forward silently and quiekly, It
halted at the door of the library and sought
the handle. Followed the sound of a key
being turned in fhe lock—a sound that
ciunsed Sir Maleolm &8s shake like a fat
jelly. He wasz aloneé with the Yellow Claw!

“I merely want the pleasure of a little
chat with you, brother!™ hissed the sibilant
voice again, 1 will sit down.”

The Yellow Claw drew forward a ehair
and seated himself, taking care, however,
to Lkeep his features—or what was visible of
them—in the szhadows. Then a mocking,
cruel lizht zhiniugz in his narrow evesg, he
began Lo speak.

“There’ is no cause for alarm,” he said,
in perfectly good English., “ At least, not
for the moment,” ha added. *“You received
a letter from me, Sir Maleolm, did you not?”

The financier shifted uneasily in his chair.

“Yeyes,” he nodded,

“And are you guing to obey the decree of
the Society?”

Sir Maleolm shifted still more uneasily,
audl a minute ticked by belore he made
rE]J }'l

“1 can't!” he exclaimed nervously.

“Can’t!" rapped the Yellow Claw angrily,
whilst a significant movement of his
sheathed fingers cavsed the financier to sit
well baek in hia chair. “You dare.to disobey
the Society—you, of all people, Sir Malcolm?
Ha, ha!” :

He c¢oncluded with a harsh laugh that
almost froze the marrow in his listener’s
Bones.

“I am’ helpless!® muttered the financier
weakly, a bead of. perspiration breaking out
an his brow. "I can't raisc one hundred
Ahousand pounds!”

“8o0, my dear brothier is unwilling—eh?”
wame the sibilant voice again. *“He would
Hollow in the footsteps of Alec Maldane—eh?
Yor the sake of a paltry hundred thousand
pounds! Feol!”

“But my fortune is Invested!" wailed the
uohappy baronet, “I eannot raise the sum
you require by -fo-worrow. My bankers
would not advance anything like that sum.
And my current account holds only twenty
thonsand pounds—"

“You can sell your stock!” hissed the
Yellow Claw ssggestively,

“But I should ruin myself! There would
be a panic in the stock markets il I began
to sell qut!™

“That is no affalr of mine!™ came the
sibilant voice again. “The Society is in
urgent need of funds. You know why you
should be willing to confribute, don’t you?”
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STRANGLED ery leit the lips of
Sir Maleolm Dunderfield as the in-

dismally.

“Lut it was not of that that T eame to
see you,"” continused the Yellow Claw. " We
need your help. To-day one of our Society
wias sentenced to ten years' imprisoument.
He must be freed—and at once. The Bociety
has selected you as being the most suitahle
and influential  person to effect his pardon
or escape, I leave it to you.”

“But I canpot help you!" exclaimed the
financier nervously.

“You lie!" hissed the sibilant voice of the
Yellow Claw. "“You are well acquainted
with the high officials at Scotland Yard. You
must pull the strings, you understand?”

“1 eannot—]I will not!™ Sir Malcolm's
courage was returning.

“Then you and yours will pay the
penalty ™

“You threaten me—"

“And yours!" interrupted the Yellow

Claw, with a cynical smile. “If you fail
the Society in either of the tasks put before
you you will live just long enough to see
vour family wiped out!”

“What?" shricked the financier,

“And your nephew will be the first to
die a sudden death., You are very fond of
John Huntingdon, are you not? You would
not like to lose him, would you?"

“You scoundrel!” exclaimed Sir Malcolm,
Eisiug to his feet. “You would not dare
> s

The masked figure before him burst into a
roar of cruoel laughter.

“Dare?" hissed the Yellow Claw. *The
Society does what it wills—and none shall
stop it! Mark wus well, Sir Malecolm—for
yvou should know our quality—unless you
have delivered one hundred thousand pounds
into our hands by to-morrow, unlesz you
Lave also effected the freedom of one of
our brothers who was tried in vour Lnglish
courts to-day—Signor Mantillo, I refer to—
vou will surely die! But, think of if—every
memher: of your family will be wiped out
first! Ha! It makes you pause—eh?”

But Rir Maleolm's panse was momentary.
With a growl of rage and despite his heavy
handicap of sixty years he sprang at the
mocking figure belore him.

Something flashed into the hand of the
Yellow Claw as the enraged financier bore
down upon him., A little puff of bluizh-
grey vapour escaped from a small cylinder
he held” between his sheathed fingers, and
which was directed full in the face of Sir
Maleolm Dunderfield.

With a shriek the financier tore at his

.throat, for it seemed as though he were

choking. Some overpowering perfume was

robbing him of his senses, was cracking his |.

throat, was paralysing his limba.

He pitehed to the carpeted floor, full at
the feet of the sinister and mocking figure
of the Yellow Claw,

It was three hours later that Parchester,
Sir Maleolin's butler, having seen the last
of the guests off the premises, went to find
his master before he himself retired for the
night—or, rather, the morning.

But Sir Maleolm Dunderfield was nowhere
to be found. The butler tapped at his bed-
room door, and, receiving no answer, entered
of his own accord. The bed, however, was
undistuorbed ; Sir Malcolm evidently had not
gone to hed. Rather curious, and not a
little anxious, Parchester looked into the
study, the dining-room, the sitting-room,
the breakfast-room, and, lastly, the library.
His curiosity was roused to a high piteh
when he discovered that the door of this
latter room was locked.

He tapped respectfully at the door.

Silence,

“This is mighty funny!” muttered Par-
chester, knocking loudér at the door this
time. "Why is this dool locked?"

He stooped down and peered through the
keyvhole, He could faintly see the outline of
i key in the lock—a ecircumstance that
brought a whistle of amazement to his lips.

“Locked on the inside!” he exclaimed.
“Then Sir Maleolm is in the room unless he's
gone through the french windows on to the
lawn outside, and Is walking through the
grounds, I'll—"

Without more ado Parchester turned
swiftly, and in a very short space of time
was pacing the lawn at the baek of the
house. He halted at length before the
french svindows of the library. These, to his
great surprise, were wide open. Treading
softly amd cautiously into the darkened

rooin Parchester began to cross the floor
in the direction of the clectric-light switch.
He had hardly progressed three or four
yurds when his feet came into contact with
something that was lying directly in front
of him. So unexpected was the encounter—
for the butler knew the position of every-
thing in the room, that he almost toppled
over. Then, recovering himself, he reached
the switch and flooded the library with half
a dozen lights. As his eyes became accus-
tomed to the glare after the darkness of
the grounds outside, they sought the mys-
terious object ovet which he had stumbled.

“Good heavens!™ Parchester darted for-
ward, full of concern and alarm, for on the
thick pile carpet lay the inanimate fizure of
his master—Sir Malcolm Dunderfield.

Parchester was booked for a further sur-
prise yet. Kneeling before the huddled figure,
he gazed long and curiously at the pale face.
But the thing that held Parchester's atten-
tion most was the painted fizure of a yellow
claw which, after the fashion of an ordinary
“transfer,” was imprinted on Sir Malcolm's
forehead.

“(rreat Scotland Yard!"™ exclaimed the
E{ltler. taken aback. “Who the—what
IE LY

His common sense getting the upper hand
of his curiosity, he applied his ear to Sir
Malcolm’s heart. To the buotler's joy, it was
heating steadily—almost normally, The
baronct’'s breathing, too, was guite regular
but a trifle stertorous. To all intents and
purposes, Sir Malcolm had merely gone to
sleep in the natural way.

Buf there was the peculiar imprint of the
Yellow Claw to account for. How on earth

d that get there? And why should Sir

i#olm choose to sleep on the library floor?

Parchester again found himself studying the
tather ominous yellow sizgn on his master's
forehead. And whilst he was thus engaged
Sir Maleolm's eyves flickered open. He made
a shaddering movement with his hand, as
though to ward off something before his
eyes, and murmured something that was un-
intelligible to the butler, Then, with a fear-
some planee to right and left of him, Sir
Maleolm, under the supporting arm of Pars
chester, sat up.

“ Has—has he gone?” he asked the servant
in a trembling voice.

“He, sir?” queriecd Parchester. *Whom,
gir?®
“The——=" Sir Malcolm’s voice trailed off.

He staggered to his feet, still looking fur-
tively in all direetions, and was helped across
to the settee. “ Ah, that's better, Parchester.
I suppose 1 must have—have fainted, vou
know. I've been feeling rather faint Iately,
Parchester,” he added rather vagucly.

“I'm sorry, sir,"” murmured the buatler sym-
pathetically. “But roun will excuse me, sir,
if I draw your attention to that—that claw
on your forehead——"

“What!” The baronet leaped to his feet,
his face as white as chalk. *Claw—fore-
head!” he muttered nervouysly. “A plass,
Parchester! Quick, man, let me see this
thiog!" . )

The butler made a . gesture in the directich
of the lonz mirror that directly faced the
windows., Sir Malcolm rose to his feet aund
crossed the room. Tien, as hLis reflection
slowly merged into the long, bevelled mirror,
he darted back with a ery of horror. His
right hand sought his forehead where the
curious imprint of the yellow eclaw stood
out in bold relief to the whiteness of his
face. He tried to rub the transfer away, bub
he merely succeeded in smudging it a trifle.
Then, with a low-voiced ¢ry of horror and
fear, be fled from the library to the nearest
bath-room, leaving Parchester scratching his
head in perplexity and gazinz into the loog
mirrer in turns as though he expected to see
a similar yellow claw appear on his own
forehead.

“Funny wind-up.to a birthday,” he mut-
tered. “I'd better see if the master wants
me, L suppose.”

He joined Sir Malcolm in the bath-room.
By thiz time the financier had serubbed away
the terrifying yellow claw, and his features
were red and shiny. e beckopned to Par-
chester.

“Parchester, I want yon to say nothingz of
what you have seen in this house to-night-—
you uonderstand?™

“Certainly, sir,” replied Parchester, never-
theless wondering if his master had becn
seized with a sudden fit of madness, "It is
my duty to obey, sir!”

“Fine sentiments, Parchester,” smiled Sir
Malcolm, who had now recovered his com
posure. “Ierhaps this " —he held out a erisp
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five-pound note—"will act as n suflicient de-
terrent should you be tempted to Dbreak
them.”

" “You are- very kind, Sir Malecolm,” said
Parchester, pocketing the “fiver,” * You may
rely upon me, girl®

“Very well, Parchester—off to bed!™ said
the flnapeier, poatting his butler on the
shoulder familiarly.

He watehed Parchester until that worthy
was out of sight. But although the pos-
gession of an uncxpected “fiver ® had ex-
tracted a promise of secrecy from the scrvile
butler, it had not stifled his enriosity. Iar-
chester was not exactly a fool,  And, after
all, people are not in the habit of falling
sszleep on library floors, he reflected. Neither
are titey in the habit of adorning themselves
with gruesome transfers. Yes, there was
something deep on here—very deep.  Par-
chester found himself lying awake trying to
solve the mystery, That was saying some-
thing for Parchester, for the butler was fond
of his coneh. But he was fond, too, of
“fivers.”  There might be more *fivers ¥ to
come—he felt practically certain  there
wionld he,

sir Maleolm Dunderflield waited until the
butler had disappeared, then he turned on hif?k
heel and sought his own room. DBut rea
sleep was also denied the financier., When,
ws he did often, fall into a doze he would
awaken suddenly, conscious of the “presence
of the mysterions Yellow Claw, and hearing,
too, the sibilant voice of the head of thie
tireaded Society which was already a pest
to woenlthy Londoners,

it Maleolm's sixtieth hirthday ecelebration

had terminated in an unexpected fashinon,
The first few hours of the flrst day of his
sixty-first year had also heen thrilling and
unexpected, to say the least, What had the
future in store for him? The financier asked
himself the gquestion time and time again
a3 he tossed wearily on his pillows. TRnt
when, three hounrs later, the sounds of hustle
and life {rom without sionalled the com-
mencement of another working day the ques-
tion =till remained unanswered.

sir Maleolm Dunderfield now hegan to fecl
alarmed—very alarmed, The Yellow Claw had
viven him nntil twelve o'clock in which to
comply with their exorbitant requests, 1f he
failed them, every member of his family was
in Jdanger besides himself,

The financier, the most hardened and sue-
cessful specnlator on "Chanze, felt a thrill
of terror for the future—for his lamily's
{uture. Hiz nephew, John Huntingdon, had
heen singled ont as the first vietim to fall
hy the hand of the Yellow Claw.

And whilst Sir Maleolm underwent o course
of mental torture he was eonscions of the
pessing of time—eonscions that the rll'l":l_deﬂ
hour of twelve o'clock was fast approaching.
He must do somethinz, for he felt the
Yellow Claw to he in earnest. Had not Alee
Aaldane paid the penalty for his obstinacy?

A Startling Accusation!

ERRERS LOCKE, the celebrated detec-
tive of Baker Street, threw aside
his morning paper as Slng-SBing, his
Chinese servant, enfered the room.

“Tnzpector Pyecroft wishes {fo see you,
M:atle Locke,”" said the Chinese.

“0Oh, show him in,” said the sleuth.

“Velly good, sir!"

Qinu-8ing softly padded ont of the room,
to return & moment later with a tall, broad-
shohldered member of the Force—no less an
person, in fact, than Inspector Pyecroft of
sentland Yard, —

“ Good-morning, Pyceroft!” greeted Locke,
gripping his old friend’s hand and wringing
it heartily. “ Why, man, what's wrong? You
lonk as if you've been to a funeral!™ )

“Warse than that,” grunted the shining
light of the C.L.D. “I've just left the
chief—" :

“Tantrums, eh?” interpolated Locke, with
a grimace. "I know, Pyeeroft.  Horlingson
iz a bit of 'a tartar when he's roused.”

“You're right, Mr. Locke,” said the
inspector, “Ie called me into his oflice half
an hour ago, and called me everything he
contld think of. Tald me 1 was the biggest
idiot unhanged because I've failed to locate
this confounded Yellow Claw and his efually
confounded gang!”

At mention of the powerful society that
was paying " too close attention to the
weilthy inhabitants of London, and which
was eansing eertain individualzs at the Yard

eleeplezs  nights, TFerrers Locke became
thonghtinl,
“It's time, certalnly, that your crush
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with the reflected face in the mirror.
swilily.
unlike his own.

Sir Maleolm’s terror-stricken eyes elevafed slowly -until they eame on 2 level
Then, with a gasp of horror, he wheeled
*“ Who—who are you ? ** he demanded in a voice that sounded strangely
“] am the Yellow Claw!”
(See page 22.)

ceme the sibilant reply.

made an arrest, Pyecroft,” he said at length,
“This Yellow Claw Friendly Society, as
call it, is having things too much its own
way., Iave you fouml anything in conneg-
tion with the Alec Maldane affair?”

“Nothing—not a smell of a clue!™ snapped
Inspector Pyecroft sourly. “That's what all
the trouble is about. The chief has shoved
that nice little job on to me, and expects
results in about five minotes.”

Ferrers Locke nodded sympathetieally.

“And I suppose yvour visi® is the forerunner
of a request for me to give you & hand, eh?
Dan't trouble, old man. I'm [rightlally
interested i the Yellow Claw, I can assure
you. We'll work together.”

“You're a Dblessed thought-reader, BMr,
Locke!" amiled Pyecroft, blushing slightly.
“T' 11 eonfess that I'm all at sea, amd that
I came roumd to ask your advice and help”

Ij:IIIMHI granted,” said the private detective,

A furious toesin on  the telephone-hell
interrupted his remark, and, with a mut-
tered apology to the C.I.D. man, Ferrers
Locke crossed over to the instrument and took
up the receiver. Mis rather brusrque manner

of answering telephone calls underwent a

startling change when he had held the re-
ceiver to his ear for about a minote.
Inspector Pyecroft noted, fon, the “hard,
metallic gleam that shot into the private
detective's eyes.

When at length Locke replaced the re-
¢e'1}'ler he turned to the inspector with a
amile.

“I must ask yvou to excuse me, Pyecroft,”
he said. "I've just received an urgent
summons that will necessitate my absence
from here for about half an hour. f vyou
careg to wait here until T return, you may
ilo =0 with pleasure. I rather think it would
he advisable, in the circumstances, for my
client—the man who called me up just now—
i_H.I trf.iruhled by the attentions of the Yellow
*..1' i ."H‘

*"What "
ment.
that confounded gang is busy agam!”

“Looks very much like it," chuckled Locke
grimly. “DBut perhaps we shall be able to
nip the aflair in the bud this time.”

“Wel?" echoed the C.I.D. mun,

“Exactly! Yon asked me for adviece and

exclaimed Pyecroft, In amaze-

help, didn’t you? Well, we're working
together. How's thati”
“] feel tons better already!™ smiled

“The Yellow Claw? Lor', don't say}

And he lgoked it. In Pyecroft's
there was no man on carth who
conld unravel erime like Ferrers Locke,
unless such a person was Inaspector Pye-
croft himself, DBut the C.LD., man's natoral
modesty forbyude too mueh reflection on thab
point—whiclh was juat as well

Times out of number had Verrers Locke
assisted him in the pursuance of his oflleial
duties, aml much of the ercdit had hbeen
reflected on Pyecroft's shiomldors,

Pyceroft.
opinion,

«“Then you'll wait {or me to gebt haek
here?" asked VFerrers Locke, slipping into
his  greateoat. -“lelp yourselfi to the

eigars—I can thoroughly recommend these
Havanas!™ '

“Right-ho!" smiled [Inspector DPyecrnft!
"T'Il make mysell comiortable, never [ear!
I[s Drake at home?”

Ile referred to Ferrers Locle's young and
capable assistant.

“No,"” replied Locke., "Jack [s following
up a clue in the Marsden forgery case.
I've been working overtime this last few
days, but I think I've got my man. Drake
will he here to report to me at two o'clock
this afternoon. So-loog!"

&0 saying, the fumous scientifie investi-
gator. donned. his hat, and, charteriug a
taxi to take him to his destination, was
soon  speeding  through Baker BStreet en
route for Park Lane, e gave the address
of Sir Maleolm Dunderficld, for he it was
who had summaoned him over Lhe telephaone,
Puarchester was already waiting at the open
ilnor of the palatial residence of the great
linancier, and he hurried forward as Ferrers
Locke alighted from the taxicab.

“Will you step this way, sir?" he said
reapectiully. “8ir  Malecolm I3 awaiting
you.”

I'errers Locke followed in the wake of
the butler, and was eventually ushered into
the sitting-room, a sumptuously and com-

fortably furnished apartment quite in
keeping with Sir Malcolm's extravagant
reputation.

The financier himsell rose to greet the
famous slenth as he entered.

“Good of wvon, Mr. Locke, to atiend so
promptly,” he said. “5it down!”

The financier rtmtinm:r] to Parchester, the
butler, to retire, and when the door had
closed Dbehind that worthy, the smiling fuca
of Sir Maleolm Dundertield underwent a

Tie MacxeET Lisrary.—No. 835.
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startling change. He appeared worried and
excited, and Ferrers Locke was quick to
tuke note of these things.

“And now, 8ir Malcolm,” the
abruptly, “what's -the trouble?”

“As 1 told you om the telephone, MIr.
Locke,” commenced the financier, “1 bave
been threatened by the Yellow Claw.”

“Quite s0," smiled Ferrers Locke. "That

i+ why T promised to get here so quickly,
Sir  Maleolm,  Anything concerning the

said

Yellow Claw is a matter of great interest

to me."

“Ah, T wish I bad wour iron mnerve, Mr:
Locke!” said the fGnancier, with an “appre:
hensive glanee round the room. “But to
business. Unless I raise one hundred thou-
sand pounds before twelve o'clock, unless
I manage somechow to effect the release of
signor Moutille, who was sentenced to ten
vears' penal servitude yesterday, I am a
doomed man!”

“Rather a fall order, that,” said TFerrers
Locke, looking sharply at the financier, “and
on¢ which very few men could achieve., May
II see the letter yvou received on your bicth-
day?”

“Certainly,” repiicd Sir Maleolm.

He handed the criminal investigator the
strange missive he had received. the night
before, and watched the detective's face as
he perused the contents. ¥or ome flickering
moment a strange gleam shot into Ferrers
Locke's eyes, but it passed almost as
swiftly as it had dawned. Nevertheless, its
cliect, strangely enough, made Sir Malcolm
Idget uneasily in his chair,

“A nasty sorb of birthday greeting,” re-
marked Ferrers Locke, handing back the
letter. “Have you heard from the gang by
letter before? I ses it mentious that * this
iI= the second warmipg.' ™

“Yes, . Mr, Locke. I heard from this
neeursed tribe of cuf-throats a week ago to-

day. Amnd the text ol the letter was much
the same as the one you have just
pernsed.”

“Indeed?" said Locke gravely, “And did
il commence * Dear Brother "#"

Sir Maleolm flushed a deep red and gnawed
the ends of his moustache before replying.
Then, slowly aud abviously reluctantly,
eame the words:

“Yes, it did!"

To cover his confusion Sir- Maleolm went
on to relate .the visit of the mysterious
person who styled bimselfl the Yellow Claw.
He also outlined pthie threat to wipe out

the whole family should he—S8ir Malcolm—
refuse to accede to the wishes of the
Society, Next he described the peculiar
weapon the Yellow Claw had used when he
had rendered him wunecongcious, and con-
Cluded with a description of the painted
symbol  of the Society which had becn
stamped upon his” forehead.

“A gas-pistol, I -should imagine did £he
trick,” remarked " Ferrers Locke. “That
sort of weapon is largely being used amongst
criminals of to-day. It leaves no traces, is
effective in operation, and keepzs on the
right side of the law. What the peculiar
gas 15 that is being wused with such a
weapon 15 o mabter of speculation at the
moment, but E should imagine that it is
nitrous oxide. Once the lupgs inhale a
very small quality of the gas the subject
is rendered unconscious., The = transfer
which you found had heen stamped upon
your forehead was merely the .usual
formality of the Society when a vietim has
been singled out. JE yon remember rightly,
Alec Maldane was branded in much the
same way."”

“Yes, poor fellow,” muttered .Sir Malcolm,
shaking his head, "I knew him well.”

“But his warning letter- from the gang
did mot commence with * Dear Brother,""
sald Locke quickly.

“Did it not?” stammered Sir Maleolm,
lowering his gaze.

“But to return to the visit of the Yellow
Claw,” "continued the defective. “You re-
marked -just pvow that lhe was attired in
Oriental robes?"

“That is so!”

“YVery strange!” muottered Locke. “A man
would have difficulty to roam about TLondon
—Park Lane at that—in such garments, un-
less he, were going to or returning from a
fancy-dress ball,” |

“Exactly!™ exclaimed 8ir  Maleolm,
“Perhaps this—this Yellow Claw was bank-
ing on the fact that his strange appearance
would nobt count for anything if he were
seen hanging about my place, because a
aood number of my guesks were attired in
fancy dress themselves.”

“Ah, then you may have been entertain-
ing the Yellow Claw all the evening!"
chuckled Locke. “Were any of your guests

in Chinese robes?”

“1 belicve two or three of them were,”
answered Sir Maleolm ; “but I did not pay
You sce, there

much attention to thein.

were over two hundred guests. A diflicult
job to be " At Home " with all of them i
one evening, you will admit."”

“Quite =0," assented the slenth., *1 was
merely trying to place the idea of the
Oriental robes. To a Londoner sueh attirs,
under the conditions in which you coj-
frouted it, ns it were, would be more terri-
fying than—we’ll say a lounge suit. You
follow?"

. “Then you doubt whether this Yellow Claw
is n Chinaman?" exelaimed Sir Malcolm,

“I did not say s0,” réjoined Ferrers Locke
quietly,  “But ecven a  Chinaman, Sir
Maleolm, is not in the habit of walking

about like a pantomime merchant, in the
heart of London.”

“1 see your point, Mr. Locke.”

“Strange, too, that Alec Maldane gave a
reception the night beforée he met his end,”
continued the sleuth thoughtfully, *“Tn.
fortunately we never discovered whether
his assassin wore Chinese robes, too.”

Sir Maleolm glaneced hastily at his watch,
and shuddered.

“Mr, Locke, may I remind you of the fack
that twelve o'clock is fast approaching,” he
said falteringly. “Unless I have obeyed the
instructions of the Yellow Claw by that
time I am a doomed man.”

“I beg your pardon,” suid Locke, "1 was
forgetting - the seriousness of the oceasion
in the ioterest of tracing this mysterious
robed Chinaman, DBut proceed, Sir Maleolm,
I take it that you wish me to—=

“Hunt the Yellow Claw, and exterminatla
the infernal Society!" rapped Sir Maleolm.,

“Also a tall order!" smiled Locke. “But
[ will do my best. I presume from that
that you do not intend to hand them one
hundred thousand pounds, or effect the
release of Signor Mantillo, either—el "

“You are quite right,” said Sir Malcolm,.
“For one thing, 1 could not raise the neces-
sary cash in time. For another, I wonld not
besmirch my honour or that of my friends
in the' Forece by attempling to effect the
relense of such o scoundrel!™

“I ndmire your sentiments, Sir Maleolm,”
said the detective, “Ten years for fliring
such o magnificent building as the Inter-
national Stadium iz not half enoush for
such an arson flend! Signor Mantillo is
indeed a lucky man to pet off so lightly.
You informed me just now, Sir Malcolm,
that the Society has threatened [first (o
wipe out your entire family, and that John

Tz Macxzsr Laszeany.—~No. B35,

Something flashed into the hand of the Yellow Claw as the enraged financier hore down upon him: A little puff of |
bluish-grey vapour escaped a small eylinder he held between his sheathed fingers, With a shriek Sir Maleolm Dunderfield
tore at his throat as though he were choking. Some overpowering perfume was robbing him of his senses, was cracking
- his throai—was paralysing his limbs, (See page 22.) |
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Huntingdon has been marked down as the
ﬁm?}l vietim.” R _
“Yes, yes," assente ¢ financier. :
“Then I take it that vou desire me to ; BY WHOSE
keep a wakeful eye in his direction?” HAND ?
“ Exactly, Mr. Locke. If anything hap-
pened to Johm I would pever forgive

myself.,”

“Very well,” replied Ferrers. Locke. "I
will lose no time. My assistant, Jack Drake,
will be able to assist me in that direction.
Your nephew will have no difficulty in find-.
ing Juck a job in the company, will he?”

“If you leave that to me,” said 8ir
Malealm, “I'Il arrange:with Juﬁn that your
ussistant starts with the company. right
away, The dress rehearsal takes place this
afternoon, you knowi"

Ferrers Locke nodded. As a matter of
faet he was keenly: interested im  the
histrionic art, and John Huntingdon, the idol
of London and the provindes, was one of its
cleverest exponents. He had appeared in
the leading juvenile roles.of all the famous

plays by Mark Chaerton—the playwright who |

lud leaped into publie favour fwo years age
and was striding forward to further sue-
fecses amdd popularity.  His latest creatiow.
“Man and His Money,” was billed to “open ”
‘mn the following day. at the Theapian Hall,
Shaftesbury Avenue, and the company Was
viving its dress rehearsal that afternoon.
The fortheoming . play. was the talk of
ihentreland, and Londoners were curions

Maleolim

tor ree it staged., With such a powerful

siraw ns Mark Chaerton, the author of the

play, and’ John Huntingdon in the *lead,”

{he play was booked for a good attendance.

Ferrers Locke amd Jack Drake had booked

two stalls far the “first night."

“1 think it would be simple enough for
e, Huntingdon to give Jack Drake a job
sa hig dreseer,” remarked Ferrers Locke at
length., =TI ean vouch for Jack's ahility and
splitude, Sir Malcolm.”

“A good iden,” agreed the financier. "I
will let John into my confidence and explain
matters., I alrendy feel as it the threat
of tie Yellow Claw is doomed to failure,
dir. Locke. You Thuave comforted me
ereally.”

“1'm pleased to hear that!” responded {he
stenih.  “But tell me, 8ir Maleokm, have
vou explained the full details of the case?
Hiove you told me all you know of this
Yollow Claw Bociety T

“Mr., Locke!™ ‘flashed Sir
indigaantiv.

e calm, my dear sir,” returned Terrers
tLocke, unperturbed. “I must confess that
I get the impression that you are not telling
e all you know. Hemember, you are placing
4 deal of responsibility on my shouldérs
when vour hand over this ecase to me, and
it iz imperative that I shonld know the full
f:ctz of the matter. How elsé ean I achieve
anvihing, Parndon my saying so, Sir Malcolm,
but your attitude on two or threc
ocensions during the last fifteen minutes has
heen supgestive of a man keeping something
bitek.”

“What do you meani”

“Himply this—you are a member of the
Yellow Claw yourself,” said Ferrers Locke
yuietly, “0f that I feel convinced!™

The Firast Thrust!

T % E. LOCKE,” roared Sir Malcolm,
rising from his chair, “how dare
you insiouate such a thing?
How—how—2""

His heated weords trailed off as he looked
nt the smiling, confident face of the great
tetective,

“You are not so clever an actor as your
nepitew;”  chuckled Ferrers Locke., “8it
down, Bir Malcolm, and let's face facts,”

The financier sank wearily into his chair
anid faced the detective. Then, with a deep
crimson  suffusing his  features, he com-
tneneed to speak,

“You are quite right, Mr. Locke,” he
gsaiil, after the manner of a schoolhoy nd-
initting something of which he was nok
prowd. " But how, in the name of all that's
vorderful, did you arrive at such a ecnn-
clusionY I thought I had lIvidden that
ghastly spaszm of my youthful days for all
time,"

“Well, you have,” remarked the sleuth.
“For, remember, 3ir Malcolm, we are talk-
ing in eonfidence. Your secret iz safle
with me, I assure you.”

“Thank you!" replied the financier, with ad
sipgh of relief. “But I'm dying to know how

- gipnature 1o s=uch a clausze.

you built up that accusation, Mr. Locke.”

1 |

I'I:-cju. (¢
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Under the speaking tube let into the wall, b
sireet bhelow ecould be oblained, lay the huddled figure of Imspector Pyeeroft.
With a cry of astonishment Ferrers Locke knelt at the inspector’s side and turned

the Inmert figure over.

which communication .from the

(See page 28.)

“I will tell you,” smiled the slenth, “In
the first place, the letter you showed me 2
few moments ago commenced with * Dear
Brother.,! Now, why should suech a Society
asz the Yellow Claw address you in that
fashion? It was not eustomary for them to
o go—if one ean place any value on letters
received by their early vietims. Take the
case of Alec Muldane, for instance, MHis
warning note commenced without any such
familiarity. Buot that is not all,” added the
aslenth. "“The double task the Yellow Claw
haz set you i3 well-uigh impossible of
accomplishment jn such a short space of
time as they have given Jou. XNow, who on
carth could effect the release of a prisoner
like Signor Mantillo—found in the act of
firing the International Stadium-sentenced
tn ten years' penal servitude, by twelve
o'clock to-day? XNo matter how iofluential
the person was, it would take a little longer

than the time allowed you, you must
admit?"”
“Exanctlv,” assented Sir Maleolm. “But

procéed, Mr. Locke, I'm vastly interested.”

“Point numhber three concerns the threat
of the society in the event of your failure—
the wiping out of your ontire family. I must
confess that at first I was inelined to
speer aft it, but once the theory that you
wera . member of the society yoursell en-
tered my head I changed my opinion, Tt is
no idle threat, I ecan assure you, Sir Mal-
colm,™ :

“1 don't quite follow you, Mr. Locke,” eX-
claimed the financier, obviously puzzled.

“You will in a moment,” smiled Ferrers
Locke. "Like all such societies, its members
when they take the vows and pass through
the Initiation ceremony renounce their for-
tunes to the general good of the society.
Usually, too, .there is a clause in the docu-
ments which they sign that, in the event
of a member's death, bequeaths his entire
moey and cstate to the society. 1 take it
that you signed some =ort of decument when
youu became @ member of the Yellow Claw,
Sir Maleolm$”

“T eertainly did,"” remarked the financler,
“And il I remember rightly, T did put my
But T will tell
youu of my adventures—the adventures that
culminated in my hecoming a member of the
Yellow Claw—when you have finished, Mr.
Locke.”

“Yery well,"” continued the szleuth, “It is
obvions to me that you are no longer an
active member of tue society., In fact, I
would go so far as to say that you bave no

intention of leaving your money and estates
to soch an infernal gang of scoupdrels!”

“"Iodeed you nre right,” grunted Sir Mal-
colm., “My mooey—or the bulk of it—I in-
tend to leave to John”

“Good! Now,. don't you see that your
death would pot help the society at all; ab
least, not until every single member of your
family had been put out of the way. Dub
once such a dastardly plan was accomplished
successiully, apd you in turn had met with
a mysterions amd sudden end, the Yellow
Claw Society, by some meang which at
present I capnot fathom, would eome for-
ward amd elaim Your vast forfune—it's welle
known, Sir Maleolm, that you are a millions
aire—without any fear of o relative contest-
ing the casze.”

“Ah, I can see your line of reazoning now,"™
said Sir Malcolm. *And it could be put
into practice, too, for I don't suppose—in
fact, I'm certain—that I have more than six
relations in the wide world.”

“Amd the Yellow Claw is aware of such o
fact, believe me, Bir Malcolm,"” remarked
IFerrers Locke. * But tell me, how came you
to be mixed up with them?"

“That is pot a very long story, Mr. Locke,”
sajd the finaocier. “But I must take yon
bagk forty years. My half-brother and I
were spending a fortnight in Paris, seeing
the sights and dolng what is commonly re-
ferred to to-day as * palnting the town red."
Well, we were out one night in the region
of Montmarte when my half-brother, who
was, I regret to say, o thorough bad lot;
fell In with some inebriated old raseal, who
promised to take us secretly to the rep-
dezvonus of the Yellow Claw, To be brief, my.
half-brother and I were smuggled into the
meeting that was taking place. We were
already armed with the passwords and signs
of the gang, and dressed In the correct cose
tume.

“All went well for about half an hour.
The chief of the gang, who wore the same
style of ecostume na that sported by the
Yellow Claw of to-day, and who was also
masked, talked in some gibberish which I
eould not follow for about ten minutes,
Then several ofther members of the society
got on their hind legs and szpoke, too. In
its early stages, you must know, the society
witg 4 wang of abarchists——"

“PBat to-day It has adopted a more lucras
tive profezzion, eh?” interrupted Loecke.

“LExnetly. Well, there was a sudden

{(Coutinued on page 28.)
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A bullet struck Glennie's horse, With one spring he was out of the saddle. The |
poor brute reared, and then, with a miﬂtnl:w of terror, dropped over into the blackness
(1] @ EOrge.

L

There were loose houlders on either side
‘of the narrow track which led up the centre
of the canyon. The two troopers dropped
into cover just as four men came with a rush
into the mouth of the rock cleft, It was
pow all but pitch dark. The attackers were
mere black shadows against the gloom.

“Let 'em have it!" shouted Denison, and
the echoes crashed €0 a stream of bullets
from the two revoelvers. One of the four
went down. The others’ dropped back. Bub
the main body of Dowson’s men had now
reached the canyon mouth, nnd came pouring
recklessly in, firing as they came.

“Drop back from rock to rock,” Glennie
ordered.
' The two policemen worked together to per-
fection. First ome fired, thensthe -other, and
though they did not see any of their assail-
aFta I:‘i-ut!l, twice o yell or a curse told them
Of a Inc.

But they themselyes did not escape scot-
free. Glennie was hit again, this time in
the leg, and was bleeding badly. Denizon
had lpst a little finger, zhot off as clcan as
if et with a Eknife.

Still, ducking and dodging from rock to
tock, they fought on steadily, while the
robbers, who hardly ever caught a glimpse
of them, for the most part wasted their cart-
ridges on the rocks. But after a third had
been hit they grew more careful, and copied
the defenders by taking cover.
' “Peter, I'm getting weak,” muttered
Glennie, dropping into a new hiding-place
beside the other. "We'd hetier make a boli
for the cabin. Heaven send they've got the
gold safe under cover!™

“Faith, they ought to by this!
on, then,"

“There they go. After them, boys!™ came

Come

a hoarse roar from Dowson. The troopers
Eiut for dear life, bullets smacking all around
1em.

Again luck was good to them., The gully
curved a little way up, and sereened for the
moment from the shots, they dashed into the
open pathway.

A huge black barrier of rock cloged their
way. Plastered against its bLasze like a
swallow’s nest against a wall was a tiay
building. The terrified horses, tethered in a
bunch beside it, were kicking and squealing.

Someone yelled :

“Who's that®”

It was the voice of Siringer, the echief
teamster,

“Don’t be shooting wus!™ zhouted back
Denison,

Next moment a door was flung open, and,
bleeding and exhausted, the two men were
safe inzide just as a fresh volley rattled on
the stout stone walls.

“What is the meaning of this outrage,
sir?” came a shrill pipe of a voice.

A little old man, thin, bent, with a scanty
grey beard and red-rimmed, speetacled eyes,
stood before Glennie.

“Very sorry, Mr. Miggs! Any port in a
storm!™ replied the trooper; and suddeniy
reeled over, fainting.

The blood was welling out of his boot!

Instantly Mr. Miggs was transformed.
He dashed away into an inner room, and
came back with water and bandages. With
lingers deft az a woman's, he had the ugly
wound washed and bandaged, and the blood
stopped. A little brandy, and Glennie
rapidly came to. He found himself flat on a
cot In a small, low room; Its walls were
rough =tone, the roof timber, covered with
zlabs of stone. The back was virgin roeck,

in which a door appeared, opening appar-
ently iato the mouth of a cave. Furniture
there was little, but the place was littered
all over with skins of animals and birds,
mineral specimens, hoxes of dried plants, and
the like, It fairly reeked of carbolic aud
arsenical soap.

Outside all was guiet—an ominous silence;
but within Denison and the three teamsters
':\’EI]'{J busy as bees Enocking loopholes in the
walls.

“Is the =old safe®” was QGlennie's first
question.

“Right as rain!” cried back Denison
cheerily.

“And Dowson?”

“Not o sign of him.
shot all the horses,”

“Can we hold them off?" queried Glennie
apxiously.

Denizon came close. ITe was very white,
and his eves were shining.

“We've only got about twe dpzen car-
tridges lelt,” he whispered. “And there's
next to no water in the plaee.”

“But they'll not dare attack usz here.”
‘&&s he spoke, a louad shout came [rom out-
slde.

*Don't shoot!
Glennie.”

It was Dowson's voice.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Held Up !

€ ELI' me to the loophole, Peter,”
sald the wounded maun.

Dut the brutes havae

I want to =peak Lo Mr.

“He's not to move!" cried Mr.
Miggs shrilly.
“Very well, you parley, Peter,” smiled

(zlennie.

The Irishman went to the loophole.

“What do ye want, ye bluck spalpeen?”
e shouted.

“Will you surrender?’ eame the gruil
answer out of the blackness.

“Surrender to your granny!” jeered Deni-
son. “What do yc take us for?”

“Sensible men,” eame the voice. “1've
got a dozen chaps with me. You haven't
# ghost of a show., If we don't rush you,
we can starve you. 1 know you've got no
water, and if you've grub for a day I'm a
Dutchmun! Give up the gold and we'll go
ofl quictly.”

Denison’s Irish blood flamed up.

“If ye want the gold xe'd better come
and take it!" he cried,

“Is that your lush word?"

“You bet! And it will be yoursz, too, if
you don’t sheer off quick, ye low-down
thaving blackguard!™

“On your own heads be it!™" shouted Dow-
son furiously. “Let 'em have it, boys!"
There was a crash of shots, and bullets
fairly hailed upon the walls and roof. The
window waz smashed Lo smithereens; but
:;ihe men inside were all below the line of
re.

“Look out!
Denison.

And next moment the robbers were upon

Iere they come!™ yelled

them., A Luge rock crashed against the
door, splintering the Limber, but the stout
frame held.

“Don't waste cartridges,”  warned
Glennie.

It was impossible to see, but the

defenders loaded and fired with the utmost
steadiness.

A burly brute thrust a rifle through the
broken door. Debpison swung round, and a
yell told that he had not missed.’

The low room was thick with smoke.
Even Qlennie crawled off the cot and took
his place at a loophele. For five minutes
the battle raged fiercely, and then a sudden
silence fell. The robbers had drawn off.

But the exultation of the delending party
did not last long. They, too, had suffered.
Rtringer’s arm was broken, and one of the
teamsters was shot through the jaw, Worse
than all, their last ecartridge was goue,
except two in Glennie's pistol.

Denison came over aod whispered to
Glenuie. : !
“If they try it again, we're done,” he

saiid.

“I think they had a sickepner {hat time,
old man.”

“Then they'll wait and starve uz ont. Ko
one ever comes up this gully. We might
be lLere a month without anyone being the
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{ileunic stared,

“I've been talking to Miggs. There's a
way up the elill. If I can once get outside
without them seeing, I'm all right.”

Glennie hesitated. The risk was awfual,
for the whole gorge was full of Dowson's
men.

I tell ye "tis our only chance,” urged the
Irishiman.

(lennie was forced to give way. Denison
flung off his coat, and, in trousers and
zhirt, slipped out of the window. The
others waited in borrible suspense. Glennie's
eyes were on .his watch, He reckoned that
it would- take Denison at least three
minutes to gain a point of safety..

Two minutes. Two gnd a half, Then
suddenly a rifle-shot' eragked in the still-
ness. A groan burst from all the five men
in the hut.

Glennie staggered Lo his [eet.

“Men, there's only one thing to do—
barricade ouarselves in the Inner eave!”

They all set to work, wounded and un-
hurt alike.” |

“But .my specimens?”? groaned poor Mr.
Miggs.

“They're only after the gold,” replied
(ilennie eonsolingly. “They won't be likely
to touch your specimens.”

The unwounded teamster utteréd a sharp
vell and sprang hall across the room.
Moving a Jarge box, a hidecus black head
had suddenly shot aguinst the wire-netting
which covered it. _

“It's full of snakes!” ¢ried the man, hor-
ribly frightened,

“Snakes!” exelaimed Glennie eagerly.

Miggs ran across to the box,

“Be careful!” he squeaked. “They are
tiger snakes, the finest in all Queensland!
Their bite is death!”

In: spite of his wounded
staggered across the room.

“AMr. Miggs, ean you move thoze snakes
from one hox to another?” he azked,

“Do you take me for a fool?" eried Mr.
Miggs, with great scorn. And, opening the
hox, he fearlessly dipped in his hand and
snatched out a great, twisting wreath of
wriggling coils.

Glennie unfolded his plan.
listened with keenest attention.

“My word, Mr. Glennie, you've hit it!”

legz, Glennle

The rest

exclaimed Stringer emphatically, when the

trooper stopped speéaKing., “ Come, on, lads,

to work!”

The night dragged slowly by, but at last
a grey light liltered through the brokeh
window.

“They'll bhe coming s=oon,” muttered
Stringer, whose face waz drawn with the
pain of his shattered arm,

Aud half a dozen rough-looking

hroken door.
The defeaders one and all holted for the
cave, flung to the door, and barred it.
Glennie heard Stringer chuckle. There
was 4 sudden sileneg in the outer room,

brokem ounly by the sound of a hammer

und the splintering of wood,

Perhaps a minute -passed. It seemed an
nze to the watchers im the Inner cave.
Then suddenly rose wild yells
trollable fright, and a frantic stampede
cusned.

GGlennie ¢uickly opened the door, Not a
robhber was in sight, but round and round
the floor of the outer room glided half a
dozen great soakes, their coils  rustling,
their heads raised, and. forked tongues
flickering in aud out.

“My word, Mr. Glennie, that waz a good
dodgze of yours, puiting them snakes.in the
vold-boxes!"  elmeckled Stringer. “Them
vhaps won't bhe in o hurry to come hack.”

Almost as he spoke a heavy volley pealed
out at the mouth of the gorge. The live
gazed at one another hardly able to
helieve their ears.

“Uan Denison have
all?” - muttered (Gleunie,

Again came the sound of shotz. A minute
later men came runuing up the gorge.

“Hurrah!™ shouled Stringer. wild with
cxcitement. “ Militin from Charlestown, and
Mr. Denizon leading "em !

“XNow I'll eatch my snakes a=aln” zaid
Mr, Migps, with a sigh of relief.

THE EXD.

fellows |
came tumbling in through the ruins of t‘.hu1

of uncon-

got  through, after

“ BUNTER’S POOR RELATIONS ! *
By Frank Richardw

HE title alone of this coming
treat, chums, is sufficient indica-
tion of something réally good.

The great W. ;.. Bunter has no’

time for anyone on the * rocks,” not even
relations. And his minor, Sammy of the
Second, endorses his brother's £ s. d.
views,

The egregious Bunters receive a tele
gram, notifying them of the wvisit of a
certain uncle and annt who are supposed
to be “rolling in oof.” The Removites
are presented with glowing pictures of
the wealth of the Bunters' relatives, and
their curiosity is aroused. What kind of
sliock the Bunters receive when their
“wedlthy ” aunt ‘and unele arvive would
be best left for vou to discover for your-

selves. But make no mistake about it,
Frank Richards’ latest product is a
maslierpieco.

e —

“ THE YELLOW CLAW1”
By Hedley Seott.

The next instalment of this grand
stage and detective serial.sees the open-
ing performance of Mark Chaerton’s
latest play. A surprise awaits the
audience at the end of the second scene,
act two, d surprise that takes the form
of a tragedy. Even Ferrers Locke, cool
though he -usually is in the face of

. GIVE K
YOUR CHUMS
A CHANGE !

—L—

TELL THEM ;|
ALL THAT

“THE
YELLOW
CLAW!”

HEDLEY
SCOTT,

HAS ONLY
: JUST :
STARTED!

.-.

unexpected developments,: receives a
shock. What that surprise is youn will
learn next Monday, chums, To say more
now would be tantamount to spoiling a
good thing. -

“SMOKE SIGNALS!"

This is the title of another thrilling
narrative of the work of the Mounted

{ Police in North-West Canada, booked

for next Monday's bumper issue of the
MacxET. ' These adventure yarns of the
havdy men who patrol the outposts of our
Colonies will go like hot cakes, I feel
EUre.

A “STORM ** SUPPLEMENT.

To complete a really good value-for-
money issue of your favourite paper,
there is a “special four-nage supplement
by the heroes of the Remove—Harry
Wharton & Co.- We get a ghmpse of
storms of all soris, fictitions narratives,
and solid facts. If I am any judge of
my readers’ appetites, as it were, there
will be a “storm "’ of applications at the
newsagents for next Monday's MAGNET,
Take a tip, boys. Get in before the
gtorm breaks, and make sure of your copy
of the MAGNET.

your €ditor.

- Every boy can tum out splendid articles in Fret-
work in his spar
British Outft can be bought from 4/- te 57/6,and
free designs are givén every week with Hobbies.
Little practice is needed before you can sell
what you make, and so earn more money..

Get this Catalogue

The 1924 Catalogue contains 200
pages and illustrates over 500 designs.
All  lools, malerials and prices are
given and a China Cabinet design free.
Price 9d. complete or 1/- Post Free.

A 1/6 Design Free!

Write now to Department 34,

HOBBIES, Ltd., DEREHAM, N

Branches or Agents in every town.

e time. A Hobbies complete
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(Continued from page 25.)
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heated disenssion in the undergroumd room

in - whieh . the. meeting wns taking place.
Evervone began to tulk—with the exceptint
of my half-brother and mysell—at. onoce,
"Gome important issue was at stake. - Sud-

denly the chief of the gang turied in ‘my |

direction and in perfectly good English asked
me my opinion, .
almost dumb. _ In a moment, I was dis-
covered—my facial expressions must have
been enonch to cive me away. We were soon
captured amd baonnd,

“The chief of the gang caused us to be
placed in two armechiairs, from which coila

I was terror-sticken «and’

8ir Maleolm, - “amd  will - no-doubt think
not too hardly of whaf 1 am about to tell
von. My hali-brother and 1 were questioned
—onr family history, out finaneial positions,
our prospects were demanded.  And we gave
them the facts they wapted. I must tell
vou, too, that my father had dmassed a fair
fortune, and it was no doubt with: that fact
well in mind that the chief of the Yellow
Claw offered us our liberty if we would be-
come members of his accursed gang,
“Again, to be brief,. for time is on ,the
wing, Mr. Lecke,” continued the financier,
“my half-brother and I, rather than be -mur-
dered in cold”blood, agreed to their pro-
posals. ‘We went through a strange initia-
tion ceremony; -and . we signed several deei-
ments, most of -.which I barely scanned.
Then with a final threat that shonld we ever
disclose any of theé facts"we had learned in
connection with the soclety we should be
instantly killed, the chief allowed us to

e

“Me wans, a8 I have already
He spent a small- fortuue

Maleolm slowly.
aald, a bad lot.

“in high living until our father guarrelled with

him. Then with a few pounds in his pocket
he went abroad. Five years after he hud
apiled I received a letter—for my father was
dead—from a priest’in California, who had
attended him, saying that he, too, was dead.
It was verifled by a doctor, "tod."

*Yery interesting,” remarked Ferrers
Locke, rising to his dfeet. "I will say au
revoir, for I have one or two small matters
to attend to.”

Ferrers Locke, with an energy that bespoke
Itis interest in the case before him, walked
briskly to the end of Park Lane and ‘char-
tered. a taxi. Inside five minutes he was
entering the sitting-room of his chambers in
Baker Street. ,

“Hallo, Pyécrofs!” he - exelaimed as he
opeped the door, *“8orry to have—-"

H!i]s exclamation died in his throat, for it

of electrical wire trailed to various switches | depart.
in the wall. He kindly demonstrated the
use of fhe chairs first, though,” by plaging
two live rabhbits in the seats.. Then, moving
to a switch, he simply pressed o button, and
the-two rabhbits —"

“Were electrocuted?”

Yes, Well, you can imagine my feelings

when I sat in one of those chairs,” continued

Ferrera Locke.
" *The poor lellow

“From that day until a°“week apo T was
never tronbled by the socicty.
gotten their existence, and I had kept my
word, for 1 never mentioned their existence
to ary save my half-brother—"

“And what has happened to him?™ asked

ia

was o peculinr ami totally unexpected sight
that ‘met his gaze.

There, below the speaking-tube let into The
wall through which communication from the
street helow conld be obtained, lay a huddled
uniformed figure. That of Inspector FPye-
croft, of Scotland Yard! ]
(Another amazing instalment of this grand

new zertal next Mondaey.)

I had for-

dead,” replied Sir
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Gent'a fnll =ized, stont and handzomely engine.
turned 18 et, GOLD.CASED full Huonter-Watch
{as illustrated) fitted with Highost quality laver
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are wethat you will bevnors than

3
i"j' gatizfled, wa zerrd thiz handsome
wateh post paid upon roaceipt of 6d,
= pnly. After receiving watch if satis.
fied, the balanceis payvable 3/- on receipt,
and 4/- menthly until only 27/6 i3 paid.
Cazh with order {or balance within 7 days)
25/- only. Send 6d. to-day to—BIMPEONE Ltd.

{Dept. 320), 94, Queen's Road, Brighton.

>o/ =l )
ARE YOU FRIGHTENED

T i

of meeting people, mixing in company, going to social gatherings, .

dances, ete.¥ _Do' you lack Self Conhidence, sulfer from Nervous
Fears, Depression? Blushing, Timidity, or Sleeplessness! Decome
Self-Conlident, full of Courage, bright and happy, by sending im-
mediately” 3 penny stamps for particnlars of the Mento-Nerve
Strengthening ‘“Ireatment. GQUARANTEED - CURE OR MONEY
BREFUNDED.—GODFRY ELLIOTT-5MITH, LTD., 543,
BuHdings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C. 4.

| FRE

I
|
.
"y

70,

Iimperial

=130 DIFFERENT STADMPFPS, inc. set India
Borw,,- set .84, et Japan, and 1/- Bo. Africa.

Askfor Blue Label-Approvals No. 602 and send post,
.—B. L. CORYN,-10, Ware Orest, Whitstable, Kent.

EEARGATIN PRICES!

HOME CINEMATOCRAPHS AND FILMS

Send for our Illustrated List of Bargaina
Before Buying. Mauachines from 7/6. - Films
from 1/3 per 100 feet, Post Free.

FORD'S (Dept. A.P),

13, Red Lion Square, LONDON, W.C. 1.
{Entrance, Dane Slreet.) ‘.

Enjuiries ]
promptly attended to

pen steel hands, beyelled |

pocket-

|

2

We eklv/&

buysasuperhly made No.300A MeadGramo [
phone with beautifully coloured glant. metal B

horn, extra lond soundbox, massive oak case 1

and 40 tanes. 300 Model 38/8cash to record

=y buyers. Carrlage paid 10 Daye” Triagl. 20 4

tunes worth 25/ FREE with Oak Table Grands e

I'ortable and Mabhogany Floor Cabinet mode] s i

: HALF STMOP PRICES A

Mm Write for Catalogue. .,
CO. {Dept.G105) Birmingham

MAGIC TRICKS,

A MODEL STEAM -ENGINE

POWERFUL STEAM LOCOMOTIVE

(complete), 12/6, 15/6 (in box -with Jargs

. track], 20/-, 25/8, and 30/- (witl. carrlages
and trucks}, postage 9d., 1/-, ahd 1/6 extra.

; M= E Send Ad. (fn d. Stamps) for large, new

= ST =y Sl 0 S Illustrated Cataldogues and Lists,

THE MIDLAND SCIENTIFIC, 38P, QUEEN'S ROAD, ASTON,
BIRMINGHAM (England).

Remember to give full postal address when writing,
Please remit by puestal order only if over Ed,:-j_u value.

FR T2 ELEPHANT PACKET r95.<

I".-I:rntﬂi:rlin!,:: ITALIAN BOMALILAND (Benadir), Elephant, "N
INDIE, ‘Cape, EPIRTS, China, AZORES, Jamnica, Bolshevi Ukraine,”
Vicloria, 8T, THOMAR, Ce¥lon, GUYANE, Russla, PORTUGUESE INDIA,
Argentine, MOZAMBIQUE, Brazil, MAURITIUS, Decean, and J 2 ATCA
WAR. FREE if you ask to see iy BARGAIN APPROVALS.

VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK.

BILI-T' BUOUNTER -LANTERN SLIDES.—Tho wholo serice of Grey-

ERLAND

friars slides sent Lo you for 1L/2, Tothing more to pavsanlecks vou ok
Send pow.—A. CRISP, 51, Stourbridea 11'.1:1.:l'r}{hlr.hzr:r'r!:?{r1:1.t15~:|=|§r

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success, Let the Girvan System increase
your height, Wonderful results. Send P.C. for par-
ticulars and our £100 guarantee to Enguiry-Dept.,
A.M.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

FILMS, CHEAP

dhelightad.,

100-1t.. Enm:b:]le. 1.rlf_3, |i:_isl;' frmhf!nnmnn
: amp for ligt.—* DIO '

FILMS, 34, CHURCH ETR

WEST HAM, E.15. . . e

ete. — Parcels, 2/6, 6/6. Ventriloguist’s
! _ Instrument. . Invisible. _lmitate Birds,
Pricetd each,4forl/-.—'T. W.Harrison, 239. Pentonville Rd., London, N.1,

Cure :.rl:;i::rsml! as I did. Par-

STUP&TAMMERIHG! ticulars Free. —FPRANEK B.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.

: Special offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSOMS from
my Complete Course on’ JUINITSU fer four pefin

stamps, or a Large Illus. Portion of Course for P.O.
3/6. Jujiteu is the hest and simplest science
of self-defence and attack -ever invented.
Learn to take care of yourself under ALL
circumstances. SEND NOW.  (Est. 20.yeuars.)

a i Y “':*.ﬁ*

el ‘#.m'ﬂ'..ﬂ. ' (Dept. A.P.), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham. Middlesex,

:-.l- BA ma ma |
PRV v O, .
TN N — = - o8
e oo ARy, MAGIC TRICKS, Etc.
in this publication should be addressed to B854 Astonishes. Mystifies, Imitates Birds, Beasts. Lot
N 2 the Advertisement Manager, UNION e 1/- (P.0.). Larger pels., 2/-, 5/-—WONDER CO.,
' JACK SERIES, The Fleetway House, %i*%%w 43, Qeorge St.,, WESTON -SUPER-MARE.
————|| Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4,. . . T Seds (Business by Post enly. b
. STAMP COLLECTOR'S OUTFIT FREEI—Duplicate Falder
I pkt. Btampa, Mounts, Gaupe, eto. Roquest Approvals and send l
p.¢c. only.<LISBURN & TOWNSEND, 2014, London Rd., Liverpool
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