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UNWELCOME VISITORS!

“BU NTER'S POOR RELATIONS!”

(This week’s magnificent story of Greyfriars, inside.)
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“THE WHITE FEATHER!"
By Frank Richards,

EXT week's magnificent Grey-

Iriars yarn will be remembered

for a long time to come. For

delicate handling of a difficalt
situation your favourite author knows no
equal. We see such well-known charac-
ters as DMiss Phyllis Howell of CLff
House, Bob Cherry, Summy Bunter, and
Cecil Ponsonby of Highelilfe well before
the footlights. The last named never
could do the decent thing, for his code
of honour begins and ends with self.
Mr. Richards weaves Ponsonby into his
F!ﬂt as the central figure, and against
nm 1n striking contrast of character and
manlinezss is Bob Cherry. That Bob
vould ever be found a htling person to
deserve thoe appellation of a *funk?”
seems incredible,  yet  Greyfriars in
general, and the Remove in particular,
are, by overwhelming evidence, driven
to the belief that such is the case. |
will leave you to thread your way
through this splendid slory, chums, con-
fident that yon will appreciate the master
hand and mind that has created it,

“THE YELLOW CLAW!”
By Hedley Scott,

Next Monday’s trenchant instalment
treats of the tragic death of the actor in
Mark Chaerton’s play. The atmosphere
of mystery is picreed by the clever dedue-
lions of Ferrers Locke in a way that
leaves certain  people gasping.  An
attempt, too, 15 made on the life of the
world-famous sleuth, but, thanks to that
splendid  puesence of mind which has
stood him in soch good stead, during a
stormy and adventurous career the
slenth siill wears a smile, so to speak—a
smile that speaks velumes for hiz self-
canfidence, Tell vour friends about this
wonderful new sevial, hoys, and let them
share the treats that are to come, “Nulf
said !

A TYPEWRITING SUPPLEMENT.

The “Greyfriars Herald ™ in the next |

issue of the MacxeT will deal with type-
writing. It 15 a wewrd and compiex sub-
ject. At some time or another we have
all suffered from the erazy typewriter.
There is the old machine which undoubt-
edly means well, but the poor thing
cannot spell. Then there is the antique
cantraption which jumps the letters
about all over the place; that i nerves,
pure and simple. You might not thini
typewriting was a suitable subject for
ireatment. Read the Supplement on
Monday. Your opinion will swing round
as celevitously as the =ails of a weil-oiled
windmi'l,

“ KING'S EVIDENCE !

This is a dramatic complete aboul the
Norih-West Mounted Police., Me! Ruth-
ven and Joe Clarke, two troopers of the
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famous Force, show their mettle in the
face of deadly peril. Ya#ns about Canada
are always welcome, I know. I often
get asked for them. In this coming tale
you have something really out of the way,
humming with life and reality.,

CONGRATS !

A Stockport reader writes: “Tb is
very seldom that I wrile to the editors
of papers, but I felt T must write and
tell you what I think about the MAGXET.
I have been a reader for the last twao
and a half years, and T think it cannot
he any better than it 13 now. The first
time 1 bought the MacxET I thought it
was the best book that could he pro-
duced, but since then 1t has become
better still, and now T think there is no
room for improvement whatever,” A
letter of this sort does more real good
than the writer of it can gauge. Credit
where credit is due 15 not always given,
as we all know, but there are piquant ex.
ceptions, as here. And the MacxEr will
roll on towards eoven greater snceess,
thanks to such support.

THE OLD QUESTION.

Are the stories in the MacxeET about |

Greyfiiars all imagination, or not? asks
a reader in the North. I could not even
attempt to say how many times this
genial query has been put. Of course,
as Mr., Frank
Richards could not deal with real people.
But they are true to lifa all the time.

It seems to me this litile point sometimes }

pets nussed. A story 1s frequently closer
to life itseli than anything which has
really happened,

HOW TO FEED A TORTOISE.

One of my readers, who signs himself
“Tortoise,” writes to ask me what foed
it 15 necessary to give his tortoise, Tor-
toises need wvery little attention—their
main feature of recommendation.
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These pets are kept indoors hy <one
people, but it is by far better to lot them
roam about in the garden. They are
very fond of lettuce, and also ecat most

rasses, sow-thstles, dandelions, and also
ruit.  The tortoise does not hunt for
beetles and slugs, as is supposed by wany
people, A little bread-and-milk sccasion-
ally given will be relished greatlv. The
animal requires very little water, getting
its liqumid from the juice of ihe green
food.

As the chilly days of Qctober approach,
the tortoise will burrow under any
monldy heap, where it can find warmth,
and lie theve until about April. It is
sometimes advisable to take them indoors
at Octobey, and place them-in a box lined
with fanpel in a warm position.

e hrowl —

OLD TYRES.

An old tyre, which iz gelting rather
rotten, may be made to last a lot longer
by pouring half an ounce of glicernine
through the valve-hole, and letting it
ritr round the inside of the fyre.

To remove rust, make a paste of fine
sand and paraflin, and apply to the rusted
parts, and rub with a thick cleih,

If your lamp keeps blowing out on a
windy night, tie your handkerchief roun:l
it, the. four corners being tied to the
lamp-bracket. The wind ecannot get
through the handkerchicf, but the light
can be clearly seen.

If by chance your wheel gets huckled,
take it out and lay it flat on the ground.
Standing on the part bent upwards, stoop
down and grazp the part beat down;
then try to straighten vour back, and if
the wheel is a good one, after a little
pulling it will spring back into shape.

The best lubricating oil is made by
mixing five parts of olive-oill with one
part of paraflin,-as m this proportion the
oil does not clog.

A good enamel polizh is ordinary furni.
ture cream, applied with a soft flannel,

————— o

ROUND THE WORLD
For 1d4. a Day.

“Counivies of the World ¥ (Part T. of
which will be on sale Tuesday, February
12th} gives yow an opportunity of seeing
the world, with all its most interesting
sights and famous beauty spots, for the
sinall graduaF outlay of one penny a day.
By purchasing each fortnightly vart as it
is published you can seecure a picilorial
record of unique interest, and one of
which you will never tire,

You can visit the faroff Indies, or take
a nearer tvip to the red olilfs of Devon,
or the wilds of Cornwall or Scotland.
Livery land—savage or civilized, near ov
remote—will be pictured in the pages of
this superb work, which will include aver
five thousand photographs altogether,
most of them taken specially for the pur-
pase, and published for the Grst tinme,

The colour-plates are wonderful. TTey
are nob mere coloured photographs, hut
living presentations of actual places as
they exist to-day. There will be ecight
of them in cach part, the price of the
complete part being 1s. 3d.  Over 130
leadhng travel writers and explorers will
cantribute the articles to **Countriez of
the World.”

~Your €ditor.
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Anyone ** rolling in durocks '’ can be sure of the firm and devoted friendship of William George Buniter. On the other
hand, angone ** down end out '’ need expect nothing better than supercilious scorn and loflty aloofness from the
fat and fatuous Billy.
What is it ?

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Great Expectations !

66 ELEGRAM for Master Bunter !”
I This announcement, made by
Trotter, the page, caused quite
a flutter in the dovecotes,
so to speak.

1t was Wednesday morning, and the
Remove were at lessons. Mr. Quelch
was in* charge, and he had been very
n:uch on the warpath that morning, The
entry of T'rattér with the telegram made
# welecome interlude. It also made
something of a sensation, for telegramns
for Bunter were like figs in the average

fir-puddinge—few and far between.
Trotter had waylaid the telegraph-boy
in the Close, and relieved him of Ivtllm
.

wire, which he now handed to
Quelch. ‘
“Thank you, Trotfer,” said the

“You had better wait
there should be a

Remove master,
a moment, 1 case
reply,™

*Werry rood, sir!”

Mr., Quelch signalled to Billy Dunter,
and the Owl of the Remove rolled out
frem. his place. He looked very pompous
and self-important. Morning lessons had
been held up solely for his  benefit.
Somebody had  actually sent the fat
junior a telegram! It was almost as
staggering as if his celebrated postal-
order had arrived!

Billy Bunter took the buff-coloured
citvelope from Mr., Quelch, and shit at
apen ﬂv inserting a fat thumb in the
flap. He drew out the flimsy shect and
unfolded it, and stood blinking at 1t
through his big spectacles.  All eyes were
upon him as he did so. He was the
observed of all observers!

“1 trust, Bunier,” said Mr. Quelch,
“that no bad news——" :

The Remove master broke off abruptly.
Tt was quite obvious from Billy Bunter's
expression that no bad news had arrived.
His ?lump countenance was beaming like
a full moon,

“0Oh, ripping!” he chortled.  * Best
bit of news 1've had for ages!”™

And the fat junior, uiterlv regardless
of time. and- place, started to dance
around in high glee,
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DBut a surprise is in store for the Owl of the Remove, likewvise his affectionate aunt and uncle.
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FF A Long Complete Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. of Greyiriars,
with Billy Bunter playing a

FRANK

leading part. Told by

RICHARDS.

The class grinned, and Mr. Quelch
glared.

“ Bunter!” he roared in tones of
thunaer.

The fat junior wvhirled round and

round, brandishing the telegram aloft,
and looking very much like a fat cat
trying to cateh its own tail. Round and
round he went, revolving at an ever
increasing speed ; and there was a titter

from the class,

“Silence !”  thundered Mr. Quelch
angrily. ‘' Bunter! You forget your-
self, sir! Cease those absurd gyrations
instantly !

Billy Bunter came to himself, as it
were, with a jerk. He stopped short,
panting, and erliuk{:d at Mr. éun!uh.

“ Awfully sorry, sir,” he blurted out
breathlessly; “but I was so excited
about this telegram that [ forgot, for
the moment, where I was.”

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“The Form-room 1s not the place for
ebullitions of excitemnent, Bunter,” he
said sternly. * Do yon wish to send a
reply to the telegram 7%
“Nunno, sir!”

Mr. Quelch signed to Trotter. the page,
to take his departure. Then he turned
to DBunter.

“ Pray enlighten me, Bunter, as to the
reason for your cxcitement,” he said.

“(Oh, certainly, sir! The fact 1s, my

rich relations are coming to see me.
Thev're arriving this afternoon.”
The Removites had often heard stories
about Bunter's rich relations, but they
had regarded them as fairy-tales, and
nothing more. Now, however, it secmed
as if they contained some e¢lement of
truth.

“71 was not aware, Bunter,” said Mr.
Quelch dryly, “that vou had any wealihy
relations,™

“0h, really, sir! My Uncle Claude and

Aunt Claribel are simply rolling in
dough "

“T always did say they kept =&
bakery " murmured Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, hal"”

Mr. Quelch called for silence.

“What do wou mean by fdough,’

Bunter " he asked.

There was quite a buzz from the class,

“Bplosh, =sir.”

3 ‘r'l'?'hutl ‘i.ll.l.’

““ Dibs, sir.”

“ Bless my soul !

“1 puess he means spondulics, sir[”
chimed in Fisher T, Fish,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors were enjoying the diver-
sion. Lwessons had already been sus-
pended for five minutes, and the.
Removites, who had no love for Latin,
were hoping to hang out the time.

Mr. Quelch rapped sharply on the desk
with his pointer.

1f there are anv further outbursts of
nierriment, I shall punish the ‘whole
Form !” he exclaimed, * Now, Bunter,
I am still mystified as to what you mean
by the term ‘dough.’ I suspect, how-
ever, that it refers to money.”

“That’s it, sir!” ‘

“Then you should have said so in the
first instance, instead of resorting io
unseently slang. So your Urncle Clauda
and Aunt Claribel are very wealthy 2

“ Awlully, fearfully wealthy, sir.
They're simply swinming in shekels—I
mean, splosh—that 1s to say, money.
They've got so much, sir, that it's a
nuisance to them, They can't spend it
fast enough.” _

“ A very enviable situation to be in!’
said Mr, Queleh dryly., “And your
uncle and aunt are coming to Greylriars
this afterncon, Bunter?”

“Yessir. They'll arrive about two
o'clock, according to the telegram. 1
expect they'll roll up in their handsome
limousine, Uncle Claude will toss a fiver
to Gosling for opening the gates——"

“Knough, Bunter ! T fear that you are
exaggerating the resources of your re-
lations. You may go to your place.”

Billy Bunter hesitated.

“Nay I be excused lessons, sir?” he
asked.

“Most certainly not!” thundered Mr.
Quelch. |

“ But—but I've got to change 1nto my
Sunday best, sir, ready for the arrival
of my rich relations.”

“You mav change after lessons—or
after dinner, if it comes to thal. There
is ample time,”

Tur Magxer Lisrany.—No. 630,
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“ But, sir—"

“Not another word!™ roared Mr.
Quelch, And he raised his pointer in
such a menacing manner that Billy
Bunter promptly rolled back to his place,

The diversion was at an end, and the
Jesson proceeded.

Billy Bunter found it difficult to con-
centrate upon Latin, Mr. Quelch had to
specak sharply to him on more than ane
occasion, and eventually he had to
address the fat junior even more forcibly
—with his cane. But even the pangs of
a “licking ” failed to subdue Bunter’s
high spirits, His rich relations were
coming! That rapturous thought oceu-
pied Bunter's mind to the exclusion of
everything else,

At last he would be able to prove to
his schoolfellows that the rich relations
were not fictitious characters, bul actual
living persons. When they arrived—in
{he luxurious limousine already referred
to—he would escort them round the
place and show them the sights of Grey-
friars.

It would be a proud and a thrilling
moment for the fellow who had always
been regarded as the pauper of the
Remove,

In his mind's eye Bunter already saw
the handsome car rolling in at the school
gates, with Unecle Claude and Aunt
(Mlaribel on board. Unecle Claude, portly
and prosperous, would be puffing at a fat
cigar; Aunt Claribel would be wrapped
in a fur coat which didn’t cost a penny
less than a hundred gnineas. Oh, it
would be a great moment—a grand
moment! The onlookers in the Close
would stand spelibound, They would
behold, at long last, Bunter's rich
relations—in the flesh!

Small wonder that Billy Bunter could
not concentrate upon such a petty subject
as Latin. Small wonder that his mind
frequently wandered, and that his gaze
also wandered—in the direction of the
Form-room elock, the hands of which
seemed to be weighted with lead, so
slowly did they revolve,

But at last the welcome word of dis-
missal came, and the Removites flocked
out into the passage.

“I say, you ffﬁlﬂwﬁ "—Billy Bunier
was all agog with excitemeni—**fancy
my rich relations turning up!”

“I'll believe-+it when 1 see
grunted Johnny Bull.

“Same here,” said ITarry Wharton.
“It’s Just occurred to me that that tele-
grmn might have been a spoof. Some-

ody’s been pulling Bunter's leg.”

" What rot!” exclaimed the fat junior.
“The wire was genuine enough, Here
it 1s. You can see for yourselves that
it’s the real thing.”

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced at the
telegram which Buntar produced. It
certainly seemed genuine. It bore the
stamp of a London post-office, and it
briefly stated that Uncle Clande and Aunt
Claribel would arrive at Greyfriars about
two o'clock,

* Wonders will never cease!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry, *Fancy Bunter's swell re-
Jations turning up !

“Going to treal them io a jolly good
:;_]'HI;::I“F feed, Bunter?' inquired Peter

odd.

Bunter grinned,.

“I reckon the boot will he on the
olher foot,” he said, *“*Uncle Claude's
a generous old buffer, and he’ll treat me
handsomely. I dare say I shall get a
fiver out of him, too—p't’aps a tenner.”

“And where will SBammy come in?¥"”
asked Nugent. :
. Bven as Nugent asked the quesiion
Sammmy Bunter came up at a canter. Theo

JHE Macxyer LiBrary,—No, 830,
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fat fag could see that there was some-
thing in the wind by his major's flushed,

excited face,
up, Billy? asked

“What's
breathlessly,

_ "Great news, kid!" said Billy, beam-
mg. “Uncle Claude and Aunt Claribel
are coming to see us. Our rich relations,
whom we haven't seen for a month of
Sundays 1

Sammy gave a whoop of deliglit,

“th-‘ ripping!  What time are they
coming ¥

“They'll be here by two—unless they
have a breakdown on the road. And
that's not likely. Their limousine’s in
perfect running order. It never goes
wrong. I believe they pave something
like five thousand quids for it!"

“Oh, make it five million!”
YVernon-Smith,

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter surveyed his schoolfellows
with a lordly and patronising air. His
eye, "‘in a fine frenzy rolling,” as it were,
was hixed upon them in lofty condescen-
sion,

“You fellows will he ecadging for
favours mow that my rich relations are
coming,” he said, “But I may as well
tell you here and now that you'll be
unlucky!  You've never come to my
rescue when I've been hard up. You've
kicked me out of your studies when I've
come round asking for a loan. And now
that I'm in clover I'm not going to ask
you to share my prosperity. So you can
put that in your pipes and smoke it 17

* No, thanks!” zaid Bob Cherry. *We
don’t smoke. We're teetoiallers|”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton bestowed a withering
glance upon Billy Bunter,

“You silly fat Owl!” he said scorn-
fully. *“We don’t want to sharve your
prosperity ¥

“In fact, we haven't seen ihe pro-
sperity vet,” said Johnny Bull,

“You'll seo it at two o'clock!” was
Billy Bunter's parting shot, as he rolled
away with his minor, “When Uncle
Clande and Aunt Claribel arrive you'll
all be bowing and seraping as if you
were in the presence of Royalty !”

To which the juniors responded, in
chorus ;

“ Bow-wow ™

he
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THE SECOND CHAPTER,

Not According to Programme !

ILLY BUNTER surveyed himseli

B critically in the long mirror at

the end of the Remove dormitory,

The reflection that came back o

him was that of a very plump, happy-

looking youth, resplendently garbed [rom
top 1o toe,

As a rule, Bunter took no pains wiih
his toilet., Great men like Bunter could
not be expected to worry about such
mundane matters as nicely-creased
trousers, snow-white collars, and per-
fectly-adjusted neckties. Neither could
they be expected to see that their hair
was always carefully brushed, and their
shoes polished to perfection,

On this occasion, howeiver, Billy Bunter
had devoted a solid hour to improving his
personal appearance, And Sammy had
fallowed suit.

Billy's Sunday =suit had been thoroughiy
brushed—every esquare inch of it - So
had Sammy’s. Billy’s collar and tie were
perfectly adjusted. So were Sammy’s.
Billy’s shoes shone so that he could see
his face in them, So did Sammy’s.

Moreover, the Bunter brothers had
conquered their aversion to their natural
enemies, soap and water, and had in-
dulged . in the luxury of a good wash,
Their cheeks glowed from the friction of
the towels. As for their baiv, it was

-

plastered back over their heads, ewd
thers was a straight pathway down the
middle,

“Good !I” murmured Billy Bunfer in
tones of great sausfaction. ‘'I look even
more handsome than usnal. Wonderful
what a difference a good wash makes in
a fellow’s appearance—though I can't =ay
I'd ever noticed it before,”

“How do I look, Billy?" asked Sammy
anxiously,

Billy turned to survey his minor,
“Not bad,” was the comment.
fact, you look almost respectable !”
'].‘f;ls was hardly complimentary; but,
coming from an elder brother, it was

praise indeed.

Billy Bunter glanced at the waich
which adorned his wrist. It was Peler
Todd’s wrist-watch. Peier had taken it
off and left it on the table in Study
No. 7; for he was playing footer that
afternoon, and he didn't want to run the
risk of the watch getting broken,

Bunter had “horrowed  the watch lor
this special occasion, and had felt no
qualms in deing 0.

“Quarter to two,” he obzerved,
“They’ll be here any minute now, Can
you hear the purring of the limousine,
Sammy "

Sammy shook his head.

“1 didn't know cars purred,” he said,
“1 thought they snorted, like pigs.”

“Ass! lLet’s go down inte the Close.™

The two brothers quitied the dormitory
and walked sedately down the staire.
Billy went first, looking as majestic as
}'J-EJ-E-EIIJIIE, and Sammy followed in his
ootsteps,

The appearance of the Buniers cansed
auite a sensation in the Close.

Harry Wharton & Co, had noi ek
gone down to the football-field. They
were standing in a group chatting, and
Peter Todd was with- them. On catch-
ing sight of Peter, Billy Bunter promptly
Fpﬁhmj the wrist-watch farther back on
lns wrist, so that his coat-sleeve concealed
it. For if Peter were to catch sight of
the watch it was not unlikely that he
would be angry—not to say violent,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" ejaculaied Bob
Cherry, as the Buuiers came on tho
scene.  “Iere's Solomon in all his gloxy
—twin Solomons, in fact!”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“They look as if they've just stepped
out of a giddy band-box I"* he said.

“Dressed up to the nines, by Jove!"
said Nugent,

All eyes were turned towards the Lwo

Bunters as they rolled majestically inlo
view,
"I say, you fellows,” said Billy, hear-
ing down upon his Form-fellows, “have
you seen anything of a gorgeous
lirnousine

“We saw a dustcart go by just now,”
gaid Bob Chorry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter gave a snort.

“My rich relations aren’t in the habit
of riding on dustcarts " he said. *‘'They
always travel in style. Hallo! What's
all this?”

Billy Bunter broke off and blinked in
the direction of the school gates. There
was quite a commotion going on in that
locality, The station hack had turned
up—a very ancient vehicle, drawn by an
equally ancient horse—and Gosling, the
porter, had come out of his lodge, and
he was making frantic gestures to the
driver of the hack,

“Just you go along ol ouk of H!”
chonted Gosling. And his voice came
distinctly to the juniors’ ears. “'Op it!
D'you 'ear?”

“But I've brought a fsre up to the
echool I protesied the driver, A couple
on ‘em, in fact !

“In



EYERY
MONDAY.

—

“An’ pretty fine specimens of yew-
manity, judgin’ by the look of 'em!”
prunted Gosling, “Wot I says is this
"ere=] ain't admittin’ no tramps to these
‘allowed presinks !

At this a wrathful face was thrust from
the interior of the hack, and a wrathfui
voice exclaimed :

S Pramps ! How dare you allude io
us in such a  disrespectful manner !
Stand aside, base memal ™

The base menial did not budge.

Inside  the wvehicle were a man and
WOINATL The term “lady and gentle-
man ' did not seem to fHt them, nor
wonld Gosling have dreamed of applying
it to them, For they were very shabhbily
clad, Gosling regarded them as a pair

of vagrants, and he had every excuse|

for so doing.

Harry Wharton & Co. watched the
little altercation at the gate with smiles
of amusement,

But Billy Bunter didn’t smile, Neither
did Sammy, They stared hard at the
station hack and at the florid face which
protruded therefrom; and each was con-
scious of a cold shiver running down his
spine,

A dreadful fear crept inte the minds
of Billy and Bammy.

Surely these visttors could not be the
rich relations—the much-boosted Aunt
Claribel and Unele Claude? Perish the
thought! As if such superior auntocrats
would condescend to travel up to the
school on the station hack .

And wyet The florid face which
protruded from the sehicle bore a strik-
ing resemblance to that of Uncle Claude,
Although bofh the Bunters were short-
sighted” they -could not fail to remark
that resemblance,

Billy Bunter gave quite a startled
squeak. Cold beads of perspiration broke
out on his forehead. ‘ ;

“Bammy,” he mutiered, forgetting his
grammar in his agitation, **I—I believe
that’s them !”

“Never!” gasped Sammy. But there
was a strange lack of conviction in his
tone,

The very next moment Billy's dreadful
fears were confirmed.

“Stand aside, I repeat!” exclaimed
the owner of the florid face. *'Permit
the driver to proceed! We have come
to Greyfriars to visit our nephews,
William and Samuel Bunter !”

The fat was in the fire now with a
vengeance !

“0Oh crumbs!”  ejaculated  Billy
Bunter, in dismay. “TFancy TUncle
(laude and Aunt Claribel turning up on
the station hack!"™

“They must have come down from
London by train,” said Sammy. * What's
happened to their limousine, T wonder?”

“They've pawned it, I expect!”
chuckled Skinner of the Remove.

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

As zoon as Gosling the porter learned
the identity of the visitors, he permitted
the driver of the hack to pass. _

The old-fashioned vehicle rumbled into
the Close, and a erowd gathered round
it as 1t came to a halt.

Unecle Claude was the first to step out.
He wae a portly gentleman of about
fifty ; and, according to Billy Bunter, he
was a millionaire several times over,
But he didn't look the part. He was
extremely shabby and down-at-heel:; n
fact, there was a large square patch at
the back of his trousers, which suggested
that the eloth which was there originally
had been removed by some ferocious
bulldog.

In lieu of a collar and tie, Uncle
Claude wore a mufiler, the hue of which
resembled Joseph's celebrated coat of
many colours. All the colours of the
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rainbow, and a few more beside, were
interwoven 1n that muffer,

But the most comieal part of Uncle
Claude's make-up was his hat, It was
a top-hat-—at least, 1t had been, once
upon a time. But it had not preserved
its pristine splendour.  Although it had
once been a thing of beauty, it had not
turned out to be a joy for ever. It was
badly battered, as if itz owner were in
the habit of sitting on it; and it looked
more like a concertina than a top-hat,

Unele Claude eertainly looked less lika
a millionaire than anyone the juniors had
ever seen. Gosling, the porter, for
instance, was quite a Beau Brummel in
appearance, by comparizon with the
shabby uncle of the Bunter brothers.

As for Aunt Claribel, whom Uncle
Clande now assisted to alight from the
hack, she looked like a mipsy woman.
She wore a very dowdy costume, and a
pair of hefty boots which might have
siuited Bolsover majar, but which were
very unbecommyg to a lady, Over Aunt
Claribel’s head, and around her
shoulders, was a red shawl.

Billy Buanter nearly collapsed on the
Aagstones of the (_ulnso. And Bammy
looked as if he was about to swoon.

The twe brothers felt hke taking to
their heels, and disowning the dis-
reputable couple who claimed kinship
with them. But there was no escapo for
them, for they stood close up to the hacl,
and there was a solid wall of fellows
behind them craning their necks to
catch sight of the “‘rich relations.”

“Jerusaiem  erickets ! exclaimed
Fisher T, Fish. ‘‘Jevver see such a pair
of guys¥”

“No, never!” said Skinner solemnly.
“They look as if they've just been let

I

out of the workhouse !

py
l; y
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“Dry up, you ecad!” muttered Mark
Linley, giving Skinner a glare.

At that moment Uncle Claude and
Aunt Claribel caught sight of their
nephews, and they promptly advanced
to greet them.

“William, my dear boy!"™

“Bamuel, my darling 1"

Uncle Claude grasped Billy Bunter's
hand with affectionate fervour. Aned
Aunt Claribel implanted a - resounding
kiss on Sammy's plump cheek,

“Ow!" yelped Billy, writhing under
the erushing handshake.

Y Grooooeh I spluttered  Sammy,
hastily withdrawing his face from that
of hiz aunt,

And then the driver of the hack gave
an 1mpatient shout,

“Hi! Wot about my fare®"

Uncle Claude turned his head.

“Were you addressing me, my man?”
he asked haughtily,

“Oh, no!" said the driver, with erush-
ing sarcasin. ‘I was jest mutierin’ to
meself, that's all! It's an "abit I've got.
BBy the way, the fare's three-an'-six 1"

The driver spoke rudely enough, for
he did not anticipate that he would get
a penny more than his actual fare from
such a downtrodden pair of persons. In
fact, he was beginning to have serious
doubts as to whether he would even get
his legitimate fare!

Tncle Claude started to go through his
ockets, The Greyfriars juniors watched
im  with  amusement, mingled with

astonishment, He produced 2 handiul of
coppers, and solemnly counted them out;
then he shook his head,

“Dear me!” he exclaimed.
resources, my dear Claribel,
dwindled down to ninepence.”

“What ! shrieked Billy Bunter.

“Our
have

makes in a fellow’s appearance ! ”’
Bunter anxiously.

“ Good ! ** murmured Billy Bunter as he surveyed himself in the mirror.

look even more handsome than usual, Wonderful what a difference a good wash

“* How do I look, Billy ? ** asked Sammy

“* Not bad ! ’* was the grudging reply.

almost respectable.”” (See Chapier 2.)
3 w2 i L T

i-il

“*In fact, you look

-
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Uncle Claude gazed wistfully at the
pile of coppers in his palm.

“Ninepence,” he murmured reflec-
tively, “is not what you would call a
colossal fortune!”

“But the cabby will change a note,
uncle I said Sammy Bunter.

““No doubt,”” answered Uncle Claude.
Y But, unfortunately, I have no notes to
change.”

“And that's the multi-millionaire
we've heard such a lot about!” said
Bolsover major.

*Ha, ha, ha !™

Uncle Claude turned to Billy Bunter.

“1 am sorry, my dear William,” he
said, “but I must request you io settle
with the driver.”

“M-m-my hat!” gasped DBilly.

The fat junior was utterly staggered.
His rich relations had arrived at the
appointed time, and they were so rich
that they could not afford to pay their
cab-fare !

Neither could Billy Bunter afford to

pay it.  Uncle Claude's resources
amounted to  ninepence; Billy's
amounted to twopence-halfpenny.

Sammy was ‘ broke,” and Aunt Claribel,
Fl'ﬂsumﬂ,b[y; was in the same boat. It
ooked as if the driver of the station
hack was going to be unlucky!

But Harry Wharton & Co. came to the
rescue, like the Good Samaritans they
were., They had a hurried whip-round,
without the knowledge of Uncle Claude
and Aunt Claribel, and Wharton slipped
three-and-sixpence into Billy Buiiter's
hand.

Billy paid the driver, who gave a surly

runt, and whipped up his ancient steed.

nd the station hack rolled slowly out
of sight, leaving Bunter's rich relations
within the *'allowed presinks ¥ of Grey-
friars School,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Not Wanted !

1 HIRB is too bad of vou, uncla!™
Billy Bunter spoke in pained,
reproachful tones.
“Eh? What is too bad of
me, my boy 1"

“Why, turning up at Greyfriars like
this !

Uncle Claude looked perplexed.

“I do not understand you, William,"”
he said. *' Pray be more explicit!”

Billy Bunter gave a snort. le was
almost weeping with mortification. After
all his “big talk’™ about his wealthy
relations, they had put him to ridicule
by turning up at the school in shabby
clothes, and without visible means of
subsistence—unless the sum of ninepence
could be termed * visible means.”

It was appalling! It was outrageous!
It was perfectly monstrous |

Harry Wharton & Co. were trying
hard not to laugh, lest they should hurt
the fZelings of Bunter's relations. But
Harold Skinner, and others of his kidney,
were simply rocking with laughter. They
seemed to regard it as the best joke of
the term. The *rich relations” had
not only turned out to be poor, but they
had adwvertised their poverty in public.
Uncle Claude had openly admitted that
he was not in a position to change a note
—a strange position, indeed, for a multi-
millionaire to find himself in!

“When I got your telegram, uncle,”
said Billy Bunter, *I1 was awfully
bucked. I thought that you and Aunt
Claribel would turn up in your linousine,
and make quite a big stir.”

“Same here!” chimed in Sammy.
“We thought you were rich—awfully,
fearfully rich!”

Unele Claude smiled sadly.
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“Riches take unto themselves wings,”
he said.

“They do, indeed!”

Claribel.

“You—vyou don't mean to say that
you're desperately hard up?"” said Billy
Bunter, in tones almost of horror.
~ Uncle Claude nodded without speak-
mge.

“Great Scott! Fancy your being as
poor as church mice!"

Billy Bunter spoke as if poverty was
a crime, He blinked almost accusingly
at his aunt and uncle. Poverty was
indeed a ertme, in Bunter's opimon. I
relations had no money to fling about
they were quite uselesd, and should keep
out of the way. The Bunters had no
objection to being visited by wealthy
and well-dressed relations; but to think
that a pair of poorly-dressed paupers
should eall upon them in this way. It
was altogether too thick!

“Life i1s full of ups and downs”
observed Uncle Claude. “One moment
vou go sailing along on the flood-tide of
prosperity; the next you are plunged
into the shallows of poverty. We have
sampled some of the “ ups,” and now we
are sampling the * dewns." Our railway
fares, and the cost of sending you that
telegram, have sadly depleted our
resources. It is fortunate that we took
return tickets, 15 it not, my dear
Claribel 7"

Aunt Claribel nodded.

“It would be very awkward to he
stranded at Greyfriars without the means
of getting back,” she said.

“I wish to goodness vou hadn't
called,” said Billy Bunter, quite unable
to conceal his chagrin. “ You've made
ns look ridiculous in fromt of all the
fellows,™

“How so0?” asked Uncle Claude, In
SUrpriso,

“Why, just look at your togs!”

Unecle Clande glanced at his shabby,
ill-fitting garments.

“Really, William, I fail to see any-
thing amiss with my sartorial equip-
ment !” he protested. )

“Nothing amiss ™ almost hooted Billy
Bunter. *“ Why, your coat’'s a misfit and
your bags are baggy i

“What Shakespeare would call ‘a
thing of shreds and patches!” " chimed
in Skinner,

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

Unele Claude spun round upon the cad
of the Remove,

“You are an insolent young jackan-
apes!” he thundered. * You have done
nothing but make rude remarks since our
arrival 1"

“That's so,” said Bob Cherry, “Give
him o cuft, sirt”?

“Give him a couple, in fact!” added
Johnny Bull.

Skinner eneered.

“It’s Bunter's unecle who wants a pair
of cuffs!” he remarked. ** He doesn’t.seem
to be wearing any at all!” :

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Skinner’s cronies,

Smack !

Uncle Claude’'s open palm came across
Skinner's cheek with a loud report, hke
the crack of a pistol-shot.

The cad of the Remove staggered back
with a roar and fell into the arms of
Snoop and Stott,

“Yaroooo! I won't be knocked about
bv a beastly pauper!” yelled Skinner.
“1—=T'11 jolly well s

“Pry up, Skinner " said Harry Whar-
ton curtly. ““You asked for trouble and
vou got it. Because people happen to be
poor, that's no reason why you should
mesult them 1"

Uncle Claunde’s face sofiened, and he
laid a hand on Wharton's shoulder.

sighed Aunt

s

words,” he =aid quietly.

tain of the Remove,

“Thank you, my boy, for those few]

“That's all right, sir!” said the cap-
‘ “I admit we're very
surprised to sce you turn up like this.
We understood ‘from Bunter that you
were simply rolling in riches. ut
poverty’s no crime, and we're not going
to stand by and hear you insulted.”

“No jolly fear ! said Nugent.

Uncle Claude turned once more to his
nephews. To his surprise, he saw that
Billy Bunter was holding out his hand.

“Good-bye, uncle !’ said Billy.

::%That lJHI d d all

ery glad you dropped In, and a
the rest of it—I don’t think!” added
Billy under hiz breath. “Well, now that
you've seen us, I suppose you want to be
getting back.”

“There's a train from IFriardale af
three-thirty,” said Sammy.

“ Bless my soul! We have no intention
of returning yet--not for some consider-
able time |*

Billy groaned. And Samwmy groaned.
And they both groaned in umison, It
was guite a dismal duaet.

“Why, my dear boys,” said Aunt
Claribel, whose ecultured voice was
strangely out of keeping with her pipsy
attirs, “you surely do mot wish us fo

“Yes, we do!” said Billy deflantly, I
may as well tell you the honest truth,
straight from the shgulder. We've no
use for peor relations, You can buzz
off as soon as you ltke—~and the sooner
the better!™

There was a buzz of indignation from
Harry Wharton & Co.

“%}lamc v
“Play the game, Bunter!”

“Dash 1t all, :,;l:ru can't {reat your re-
lations like that !’

“0Oh, can't I¥" growled Bunter. ™1
wish you fellows would mind your own
business! This is no affair of yours!
Onee again, Uncle Clande, good-bye!”

But Unpele Claude did not grasp the
praffered hand. He gave his nephew o
clance of deep reproach, then his ex-
pression became grim,

“We have no intention of departing
for o day or two,” he said,

Billy Bunter staggered back.

“A—a day or two?” he gasped.

Uncle Claude nodded.

“We shall endeavour to find acconuio-
dation in Courtfield,” he said.

“But—but yvoulve got no funds——

“1 have no doubt we shall find some
hospitable person who will put us up,”
said Uncle Claude. I am deeply dis-
tressed, William, to think that vou and
Samuel have no use for us, jusi because
we happen to have fallen upon evil days,
Had we arrived here in style and with
every outward semblance of prosperity
you would doubtless have given us a
warm welcome and wished us to rémain
aa long as possible.”

“OF course "’ zaid Billy Bunter,

“But because we are without means
we are not wanted,” Uncle Claude went
on. **That is a very mean and con-
ternptible spirit to display, William i

“Oh, really—-—"

““We shall stay as long as we like!”
chimed in Aunt Claribel. *“We have not
made this long journey for nothing!”

Again Billy and Sammy groaned. They
remembered the old saying about the
poor being always with us, Unecle Claude
and Aunt Claribel had pitched their tent,
so to speak, at Greyfriars, and théy wero
in no hurry to go. They would depart
in their own good time.

“Well, if you insizt on staying,” sairl
Billy Bunter after a long pause, “you'll
have io amuse yourselves as hest you
can. Sammy and me are too busy to
show you round. We're working on my
‘ Weekly ? this afternoon, Ii's press day,

‘depart just yet?”

L]



ONDAY THE MAGNET LIBRARY OPEN 7
MONDAY, " TWOPENCE.
;;7"’ o e e e .
S
S Pt fﬂl
A % - M ,
Y u Wy r St P-.I
> > P ot . ’_r’
: A - U / %
% .
7 X
e 4y
y _— 1
k: N e
| ry — .
Tl L E b
:'llllli.-l.'| L
Vg f g/v—;"’jy
s al| - -
f = il b
.-'-'__.-:_"-"-' \ -___,..-'-'" H"‘\ 2 e 1
= ! S ||h {SE" ] -
— it e, M g =T
f‘ af T i
- _,-I"f =
; : o, =z :
"'-}_.:-__. g - """'_
2 —— e
| E” b 1 —— nh:‘ ..--..-'_._,_.-é“‘.r i
I \ - =1 e . B o Y )
.a ‘f\ e ; - = D = ALy
| = == - ' = TG —=
z Lo = el e
ll'm"\, \ T - / -—:'_=.-_1:_- 3 ﬁ Qg‘

s
.

Skinner.

who wants a pair of cuffs ! ** sneered Skinner, *‘ He doesn’t seem to be wearing any."’
came across Skinner’s face with a loud report.

“* You have done nothing but make insolen{ remarks since our arrival !”’ thiindered Uncle Claude, fixing an angry eye on |
““ Give him a cuff, sir ! ** suggested Bob Cherry, ** Give him a couple, in fact,”” added Bull,

““ Tt's Bunter’s uncle |

smack ! Uncle Claude’s open palm

(See Chapter 3.)

iy [Jure—]

and we've got some urgent stuff to write,
So good-bye 17

With this Billy Bunter turned on his
heel and rolled away, taking Sammy in
tow.

Harry Wharton & Co, stood, thunder-
struck, They had never 1lna"med that
the Bunters would behave like thm They
had ealmly turned their backs on their
poor relations and left them to their own
IesollIees.

“The—the cads!"” panted Bob Cherry.
“Let's go after them and give them a
jolly good bumping 1"

“Yes. rather!”

The Famous Five of the Remove
dashed off in purswit of the Bunter
brothers. Thay overtook them in the

hall and promptly pounced upon them
and gave them a sound bumping—out of

sight of Uncle Clande and Aunt
Claribel,
“Hellup!”  gasped Mlly  Dunter,

“Leggo, you beasts! What's happening?
If you start hnHumlr me ['ll report vou
to Qur:*lﬂ}n

Bump

“Yrmm:cm] I'll tell the Head——"
Bump |

Billy Bunter descended with o soand-

ing concussion on the floor of the hall.
Sammy shared o similar fate. And their
vells of anguish would have awakened
the Scéven Sleepors,

Harry Wharton & Co. were furlous ot

the treatment which had been meted out

to the pooi relatiens.  And they exercised
plenty of vigour in dealing with the
snobbish nephews,

“There!” panted Wharton, glaring at
the grovelling fat forms. “P’raps vou'll
behave a bit meore decently after this!”

“Dw !

““Wow I

Leavine the Bunter brolhers to sort
themselves ont, the Famous Five went
back to the Close, where Uncle Clande

and Aunt Claribel were walking aimlessly
to and fro.

Bob Cherry whispered something n
Wharton's ear, and the captain of the
Remove nodded and stepped up to the
poor relations,

“Excuse me,” ho said, *but would yon
like us to show you round the school?
Then, after you've seen all the sights,

we can have tea all together in my
study.”
Uncle Claude beamed,. And Aunt

Claribel bestowed a grateful glance upon
Harry Wharton.

“That i1s most gracions «of you, my
dear bov!” said Uncle Claude warmly.
“But I fear we shall be trespassing upon
your time. 1 notice you are dressed for
football——"

“The f[_'fu.'ﬂt"]i' can stand over,” saud
Wharton. * It was only a practice game
we were going to play, anyway. S0
shall we staurt the grand tour?

“Delighted, I'm sure!”
Claude.

The Famous Five then proceeded to
escort the poor relations over the build-
]”H,
football in ovder to do so.

It was really the duty of Billy and
Sammy Dunter to act as gmﬂm, but since
they declined to do so Harry Wharton
&. Co. took on the jeb right willingly.

The procession waz passing down the
Remove passage, when a figure in gown

satd  Uncle

and mortar-board approached. It was
M. Quelen.

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated = the
lemove masier, stopping short,  “Whao
—what——""

My, Quelch staved at the poor relations

in amazernent.  He scavcely knew whal
to make of ithom., Unele Claude lonked a
comical figure in his ill-fitting clothes and
his battered top-hat, while Aunt Clari-
bel looked as if she had just emerped
from a gipsy caravan,

“Good-afternoon, sir!”  said Unele
Claude, removing the batiered avlicle of
headgear. “1 perceive vou are one of
the masters here,”

gualities,

And they cheerfully sacrificed their

“ And who, prav, are vou?" gasped Mr.

Quelch,

“1 am Bunter's uncle.”

“Good gracious!”  The 1nformation
seemed to knock Mr. Quelch all of a

heap. I was aware that Bunter's uncle
and aunt were comnng this aflernoon, bui
I—1I am amazed! I bad no wdea——"

“¥You are doubtless surprised at our
appearance, sir?" said Uncle Claude,

“1To be quite frank, 1 am!”

Uncle Claude smiled.

“You would do well, sir, to bear n
mind that appearances are sometimes de-
ceptive,” he said, " People attach far
too much importance to dress, in iy
opinion. They judge o man by the cut of
his smt, rather than by his personal
But the fact 13, dress 15 no
true index to character, We have many
well-dressed seoundrels in our pndst, and
many shabbily-attired gentlemen.”

“I do not dispute that,” answered M.,
Gueeleh,  “But—hbut T have never before
sgen a4 millionaire in o maffler! It is an
extraordinary spectacle !

Unele Claude
that he was nol a millionaire, when My,
Queleh nodded and  passed  on. Mr,
Hacker had called io him from the other
end of the corridor,

The Famous Five confinued to escori
their guests round the school, and uh-*u
the tour was over the poor relations
Wi f'l!"f'l'rEII-]H'![] if] il l|I|! f[l]?"f}l'['l'i.'! 5[.‘"'.-‘3{] HI
Study No. 1. Harry Wharton & Co.
waited on them hand and feot, in spite
of repeated protests from Unele Clande
and Aunt Claribel, who declared that
they had done nothing to deserve such
generous treatment,

However., the chums of the IRemove
never did things by halves. They were
determined that the poor velations shoulid
not suffer becans=e of the churlizh behavi-
our of the Bunter brothers.

Tue Macser Lisrany.—DNo. 836,
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It was a right royal repest in Siudy
No. 1, and all went merry as a marriage-

bell.

i e g

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A Song and Dance |
‘H

A, ha, ha!”
“ Ho, ho, ho!”
Those sounds

of hilarity

emanated from Skinner's study.

There were two persons present—
Skinner and Bolsover major. And both
were rolling about, giving vent to

paroxysins of helpless merriment. They
rocked to and fro on their feet and they
were frequently obliged to clutch at the
table for support.

“It will be the jape of the term!”
gasped Skinner.

*Oh, absolutely!” gurgled DBolsover
major. “What a lovely smack in the
eye for Bunter's poor relations! Ha,
ha, ha!l”

“He, he, hel”

“Oh dear ! 1 shall burst a blood-vessel,
in a minute!” panted Bolsover. * 'on
my soul, Skinny, they ought to crown
vou king of the japers! When are we
going to work this wheeze?™ ‘

“Right now ! answered Skinner with
alacrity. *Come along [

And the two juniors quitted the study,
their faces purple with laughter,

It was not really a clever jape that
Skinner had planned. It was a con-
temptible and a erucl one. Bolsover
major had not seen it in that light. He
[m-:f not stopped to thinl about it, or
Lie would certainly have washed his
hands of it; for Bolsover was a better
fellow than Skinner, and he could do the
decent thing on occasion. DBut this was
not one of the occasions, Without
stopping to reflect that the jape nught
possibly eause pain to others, Bolsover
plunged into it.

“¥aith, an' what's the joke
quired . Micky Desmond, as  the
juniors passed him in the passage.

“Wait and see!” chortled Skinner.

“Are you goin' to play a jJupe,
bedad 7"

“Yes, rather! The jape of the guldy
season ! Keep your ears and eyes open.
You'll se¢ us agamn in half an houar's
time, playing an unusual role. You'll
hear us, too!”

Micky Desmond looked very mystified,
but Skinner did not enlichten him
further.

The two voung rascals passed on, and
made thetr way to the box-room, where
the “props” of the Remove Amateur
Dramatic Society were kept.

After rummaging about for some time,
they discovered what they wanted Iving
at the bottom of a large packing-casce,
and they dragged the articles forth into
the light of day.

There was a very shabby suit of ¢lothes
—a suit which Ilad,prﬂhah]}' been fashion-
able in the early-Victorian era, but
which was now hopelessly out of fashion.
Skinner chuckled as he dragged the gar-
ments forth.

Then there was a pair of heavy bools
of the hobnailed varieiy, also a mnlti-
coloured muffler and a battered top-hat, -

“I shall make a jolly fine Unde
Claude !’ chortled Skinner. ** When T've
got these togs on cverybody will know
who I'm supposed to represeut. 1'imn
afraid wvou won't be quite  such &
success, Doisy, as Aunt Claribel, 54l
yvou'll look funny—dashed funny ! Shove
those togs on over your Etons.”

The “togs ' referved to consisted of a
very ancient eostume, a pair of gigantie
boots, and a gipsy’s .n-lmu-Fl,

Afler barricading the box-room door so
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that they would not disturbed,
the shabby, out-of-date apparel. They
went into fits of laughter when each had
completed his toilet,

Skinner locked simply ludierous in the
prehistorie suit,  His trousers came down
over his boots, and his eoat hung upon
him like a piece of sacking on a scare-
crow. The coloured muffler was entwined
round his  neck, and the
‘“topper ™ was perched on his head. By
means of “make-up,” Skinner had made
his complexion as florid as that of Uncle
Claude,

But 1if Skinner looked Iludicrous,
Bolsover major looked quite grotesque.
Tho feminine attire did not fit him any-
where, In fact, the skirt of the cos-
tume was very short, revealmg several
inches of frousering. The hefty boots
were several sizes too large, even for
Bolsover. And the gipsy shawl, thrown

finishing touch to the weird transforma-
tion,

Skinner shricked at DBolsover, and
Bolsover roared at Skinner. Each took
stock of the other, and they held their
sides with helpless merriment,

At last, when they had sufliciently con-
trolled their mirth, the fwo japers
quitted the box-room and went out into
the Close. 1t was not yet dark, and they
had ample time in which to carry out
their scheme.

There were lots of fellows in the Close,
and they nearly fell down when tihey
caught.sight of the strange couple,

“What the merry dickens——-"" began
Vernon-Smith in amazement.

“A pair of tramps, by Jove!” ejacu-
lated Tom Brown. *“ How did they
manage to get on the premises, 1
wonder

“Howly smoke!” gasped Micky Des-
mond, as the strange couple drew nearer.
L“ They're no tramps. Shure, an’ 1t's
Skinner and Bolsover !”

“My hat!”

The juniors stared at Lthe forlorn,
broken-down pair who came shuffling
towards them. Like the prophets of gld,
they were amazed with a great amaze-

ment.  They were also considerably
amusecd, for it was tmpossible to gaze at
the grotesque figures and to keep a

straight face at the same time,

A peal of laughter rang out,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“What a pair of freaks!”

“Faith, an’ Bolsover would {ake the
beauty prize at a cattle show !” gurgled
Micky Desmond.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Skinner and Bolsover
halt.

“Bhall we strike the tuneful lyre?”
murmured Skinner.

Bolsover nodded,

“What are we going to eng?™” he
asked.

“Better kick off with ¢That Old-
fashioned Mother of Mine.” That'll fetch
'em. Now, one to be ready, two to be
steady—take a deep breath—go IV

Skinner and Bolsover started fo sing.
Neither had any pretensions to being a
sangster, Skinner  squeaked,
‘Bolsover boomed. There was no.
-mony, but there was plenty of noise.

Some of the listeners were obliged to
stop their ears. Others were almost in
hysteries.  And others, again, called upon
the singers to desist.

But Skinner and Beolsover, thovoughly
enjoving themselves in their role of
“street-singers,” went en  with  their
warbling. '

Skinner's watlings were like the lameu-
tations of a lost spirit.,  And DDolsever
Jmade a noise like ile booming  of

shuBed to =a

har-

battered }

aml

Skinner and Bglsover proceeded to don

breakers on the beach. Both juniors
were putting hearf and soul into their
vocal efforts. They threw their heads
back and opened their mouths wide, and

-exercised their lung-power to the utmost.

over his head and shoulders, gave the pa hali-holiday.

[

“Btop! For pity’s sake, stop | pleaded
Tom Brown. “I've never hfardlisuch a
row in all my natural |”

“TFaith, an’ it’s enough to wake the
dead entirely ! said Micky Desmond.

“ Pass round the hat, Skinner, and then
clear off ! said Vernon-Smith.

But the turmoeil—it would be gross
fattery to call it singing—continued,

Suddenly an upper window was thrown
open. It was the window of Mr. Prout's
study. The master of the Iifth thrust
his partially-bald pate into view, and
looked down into the Close.

Naothing daunted, Skinner and Bol-
sover went on with their song. After
all, they reflected, there was no law
against a fellow singing in the Close on
If Prout liked to be
nasty about it—well, let him!

But Mr. Prout, being short-sighied,
failed to recognise Skinner and Bolsover.
He took them for a pair of genuine
vagrants who were singing in order to
gain a few coppers.

“Bless my soul!” murmured Mr.
Prout. " What are these ill-clad nomads
doing on the school premises? 1t was
very remiss of Gosling to allow them
inside the gates, They are seriously dis-
turbing my studies. I must call upon
them to desist "

And Mr. Prout did so. But his voiee
was drowned by the voices of Skinner
and Bolsover,

Mr. Prout leaned from the window,
waving his arms like windmills, and
shouting to the singers to stop. DBut
Skinner and Bolsover went on chanting
the praises of that old-fashioned mother
of theirs,

At last, however, the gong came fo an
end, and Skinner removed his battered

“topper,” and proceeded to  pass it
routd.
“Spare a copper, gentlemen!” he

leaded in whining tones. *I've been
lind from birth, and bedridden ever
siice I could walk!™

“Ha, ha, ha !

“'Elp a pair of poor, "ungry paupers !
entreated Bolsover., “If you don't,” he
added threateningly, *““we'll start sing-
g apgain ™

*“Oh, help!” groaned Vernon-Smith.
“ Anything but that!”

And he groped in his pocket and fished
out a couple of buttons and tossed them
into the hat.

Suddenly there was a shout from Tom
Brown,

“H cads under 1™

IFrom his exalted position at the upper
window Mr. Prout had hurled a couple
of coppers into space, He had intended
them to alight in the hat which Skinner
held; but Mr. Prout's aim was erratie.
The coppers, gathering velocity as they
shot through space, alighted with terrifie
force on Skinner's.unprotected head,

“Yarooooooo!” yelled Skinner, clasp-
ing his ecranium.

" “"Ha, ha, ha!"

“T am sorry,” called Mr. Prout, *I
had no intention of inflicting any injury
upon you., Now that you have received
a gratuity, perhaps you will have the
goodness to depart! You have no right
to be on the school premizes, 1 shall
reprimatd Goszling severely for permit-
fing youn to pass the gates. WVagrants,
lregone !V

Bolsover major picked up the coppers,
which  had reached the ground wia
Skinnei's head, and slipped them into his
pocket. Then the “ill-clad nomads,™ as
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Me. Prout had aptly termed them,
shuffled away.

But they had no intention of bringing
their open-air concert to a conclusion just
vet. They lurched and stumbled across
the Close till they were out of earshot
of Mr. Prout; and then they started to
sing & special ditty which Skinner hard
composed. This was where the caddish-
ness of their jape came in. They were
impersonating Uncle Claude and Aunt

Claribel, and Skinner's song was a
deliberate gibe at that unfortunate
couple,

“We are the poor relations

OF Bunter, W. (.,

We have no cash, we ent no dasl,
A pair of paupers we.

So kindly spare a copper,
We're very short of *tin’;

We're down and out, without a.doubt,
And we've got the brokers m[”

“(Oh, I say! That's a bit too thick!"
zalcd Tom Brown indignantly.

“Yes, rather!”

“ Draw it mild, you fellows!" _

PBut Skinner and Bolsover, being
thoroughly wound up, so to speak, had
no inteéntion of stopping. They rendered
the second wverse, which was even more
insulting than the first.

Presently a hush
audience,

Unseen by Skinner .and DBolsover, but
abzerved by the others, Mr. Quelch came
striding on the scene.

The Remove master's brow was dark
with anger. His eyesight was not defec-
tive like that of Mr. Prout, and even at
a distance he identified the singers. He
hore down upon them with ramd strides,
his gown flapping in the breeze.

Skinner and Bolsover finished the
second verse of their song, and wondered
whyv the audience was so silent. Skinner
considered that second verse to be a
masterpiece of wit and humour, and he
had expected it to produce thunders of
applanse. Instead of which there was
an almost uncanny silence,

“What the thump——-7"
skinner.

Then, chaneing to turn their heads, the
cails of the Remove saw the reason for
their schoolfellows' silence. DMr. Quelch,
wearing a frown which would have done
credit to Jove of old, came stalking
towards them.,

“Skinner! DBolsover! How dare
vou!" thundered the Form inaster.
“How dare you practise such a cruel
inposture !’

“{h crumhbs!” gasped Skinner.

“We've fairly done it now!” groaned
Bolsover.

Mr., Quelch compressed his lips.

“[ have just learned, from a reliable
source, that Bunter’s relations are very
poor,” he said. * Their poverty is due,
not to any fault of their own, but o an
unfortunate combination of ecircum-
stances. It i3 a matter for svmpathy
instead of sneers. Yet you, Skinner, and
vou, Dolsover, have had the effrontery
to carry out this cruel *rag,” az [ expect
vou would eall it. You will follow me
at onee to my study !

S0 saving, Mr. Quelch turned on lLis
heel, and strode away towards the build-
g, =Skinner and Bolsover, exchanging
uneasy glaneces, followed in the Form
]]I.'_I“-:“."E'FS ‘l."n-':'l.lil_'!,.

A few moments later sounds of wild
anguish could be heard. They floated
across the Close, and they emanated from
M. Queleh’s study.

Skinner and Bolsover were passing
through a very painful ordeal, in which
My, Queleh’s cane played a conspicuous
prait.

The precious pair of japers had alreads

fell the

1PN

muttered

¥

rendered a song, and they now rendered
a dance, But 1t was not with glee that
they danced on the Form master’s
carpet., It was with dire anguish. And
when they emerged from the torture-
chamber, squeezing their hands tightly
together, and uttering loud lamentations,
they were curtly told by their school-
fellows that it served them jolly well
right !

[ E———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
A Short Way with Snobs !

ié OW are you petting on, Billy 7"
H Sammy Bunter asked the
question acroszs the table of

Study No. 7.

“T'm nol ! growled Billy, “I've been
staring at a blank sheet of paper for the
last twenty minutes. The thoughts
simply won't come. 1 feel too jolly sick
to tackle my editorial!”

Bully Bunter laid down his fountain-
pen—or, rather, Peter Todd's fountain-
peni—with a grunt. Ho hurled his
writing-pad—or, rather, Tom Dutton’s
writing-pad — inte the corner, with
another grunt.  Then he rested his
pliunp c¢hin 1n his hands, and stared
r|1|:=u::n-Ll]iI_'i.r into space.

IFor twenty minutes or so Billy Bunter
had been courting inspiration, but he
hae courted that fickle jade in vain. He

o~ ———— Y [

was not feeling in an inspired mood. His
thoughts were fixed upon his poor
relations—not with sympathy, but with
wrathful indignation.. To think that
they should turn up at Greyfriars in this
way, with hardly a penny to bless them-
selves with ! 1t was perfectly monstrous!

“Penny for "em, Billy!" said Sammy.

“Haven't got a penny!” snapped
Billy. * And neither have Unele Claude
and Aunt Claribel—more’'s the pity!

They're broke, and yet they've got the
nerve to show their faces at Greyfriars !

“What's more, they won't go!"”
groaned Sammy. ““They threatened to
stay for several days.”

“Help!"

“What are we going to do about ik,
Billy 2

Billy Bunter gave a snort,

“Give "em the icy mit and the cold
shoulder!” he growled., “Show ‘em
plainly that thev're not wanted here, and
that the sooner they eclear out the
better 1™

“Where are they now, I wonder?"

“Right-seeing, [ suppose—or having
tea with Wharton and his pals. Blest if
1 can understand Wharion taking a pair
of paupers under his wing! He can't
pet anvihing out of it!"”

It was incomprehensible to Bunter that
a fellow should zo out of his way Lo be
generous when there was no chance of
reaping any reward for hiz generosity.

ha ! "

““ Spare a copper, gentlemen ! "’ pleaded the disguised Skinner in whining tones.
““ I've been blind from birth, and bedridden ever since I could walk [ *’ ** Ha, ha,

“*Elp a pair of poor ’ungry paupers,”” entreated Bolsover, looking
grotesque in his *“* female ** costume, **or we'll start singing again ! *’
my soul ! ** ejaculated Mr. Prout from his position at the window.

these ill-clad nomads doing on the premises ? *

“* Bless
¢t What are
(See Chapter 4.)
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“Bless the poor relalions!”™ snorted

Lilly Bunter, F
But it was not a genuine benedietion.
Far from it |

There was a tramping of feet in the

passage, and three juniors came into the
study. The foremost of the trio was
Poeter Todd, fresh and ruddy from his
exertions on the football-feld. Then
came Tom Dutton, also in feotball garb;
and the guileless Alonzo Todd brought
up the rear.

Peter Todd bestowed a glare upon the
Bunter brothers,

“Wish you'd do your ink-slinging
snmewhere else!” lie growled. *“ This is
a private study, not a giddy rendezvous
for ffth-rate journalists!”

“ Oh, really, Toddy—"

Peter gazed around him, with a series
of snérts,

“There's ink on the tablecloth, and on
the earpet, and on the walls, and even
on the ceiling !” he exclaimed.

“And- there is a big black blob .on
Bunter's nose!” chimed in Alonzo.

LR} Eh?”‘

Billy Bunter promptiy drew his hand
across his nose, thereby causing the
sinear to spread.

“Is 1t off 7" he asked anxiously; for
famous editors do not like to be scen at
their posts with inky nasal organs.

“No; it's worse than ever!”
Peter Todd, with a grin.

Suddenly there was a roar from Tom
Putton, the deaf junior., HMHe pounced
upon something which lay in the corner.

“ Bunter, you villain!  You've heen
using my wnting-pad !”

“What of that?” growled Billy, *It's
comnmon property, ain't it?"

“Kh?" asked Dutton, with his hand
to his ear,

“ He 5aY% vour writing-pad’s
common !" shouted Peler Todd,

“Common? My hat! Bunter,
fat toad! I-—-T'11 jolly well—"

“I didn’t say anything of the sort!”
liooted Billy. *1 said 1t was common
property, and I've a perfeet right to use
anything that you keep——"

“Cheap!” shouted Tom Dutton wrath-
fully, *““Why, 1 gave half-a-erown for
that writing-pad ™

Billy Bunter gave a groan. Tom
Dutton’s deafness was very trying at
fimes. It was not only an affiction to
Dution himself, but it was a.sore afflic-
tion to his study-mates.

“T didn't say * cheap,” "’ said Bunter,
in tones of exasperation, 1 don’t doubt
it's a good pad—-"

“(fad, am 17" howled Dutton, elench-
ing his fists,

“Oh, help! T'mn lrying to make you
licar and understand, but if I open my
mouth any wider 1

“Quisider, eh?” snorted Dutton, his
cheeks flaming., “ Why, you fat barrel,

[—1'Il burst you!”

But before Tom Duaiton could ecarry
ot his terrible threat, there was a roar
from Peter Todd.

*'That’s miy founiaim-pen you've been
|12

said

yon

UsIn

“Oh, really, Toddy——"

Peter reached out his hand for the pen,
ft was ““taken up tenderly, lifted with
care,”” o to speak. Peter started to un-
screw it, and a jet of ink spurted up into
s face. Billy DBunter had ﬁllmr that
fountain-pen not wisely but too well.

Peter followed the example of
fonntain-pen, and started to splatter,

“You—vou—"" he blurted out in
concentrated wraih, “You've over-
lnaded my pen, you fat imbecile! No
vonder there's ink all over the place !™

“Keep calm, Toddy —"

“Calm®"” hooted

the

Pelen.  “"Wonld
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you be calm if somebody pinched your
self-filler, and saturated it with ink?"

“Your, countenance, mvy dear Peter,”
murmured Alonzo, “is black but not
comely 1"

Peter Todd took a warlike stride to-
wards Billy Bunter. And the fat junior
would _certainly have had a rough pas-
sage but for a sudden diversion.

The study door opened, and TUncle
Claude and Aunt Claribel came in,

Peter Todd uneclenched his hands, and
stepped back a pace, and made a
respectful salutation,

As for the two Bunters, they rose to
their fect, and glared at the intruders.

“My dear William-—" began the
shabby Uncle Claude.

“My dear Samuel
equally shabby Aunt Claribel,

- “"We looked in to ascertain if your
feelings -towards- us were still hostile,”
murmured Uncle Clande. * You told us

began the

~on our arrival that you wanted nothing

to do with us, but it is possible you
spoke in the heat of the moment, 1
cannot really believe that- yvou would
turn yvou backs on us just because we
chanee to be—er—in the fell cluteh of
adversity.”

“I cannot believe it, either,” said
Aunt Claribel, gazing at her plump
nephews,  “Tt would distress me deeply
to know we were not wanted.”

Billy Bunter was silent. Sammy,
taking his cue from Billy, was silent
also. .

*“*¥You used to be such an affectionate
pair—'pon my soul you did!" said
Uncle Claude. *“Some time ago, when
vou spent a vacation at our mansion in
Park Lane, you were all over us, as the
saying goes, Now that our prosperity
has waned, can it be that your affection
has waned also ¥”

“Burely, my dear boys, you do not
despise us because of our fallen for-
tunes?” asked Aunt Claribel, almost
appealingly.

Billy Bunter eyed the poor relations
with withering scorn, He said no word,
but he disdainfully took stock of Uncle
Claunde, from his coarse mufiler down to
his hobnailed boots, Then he bestowed
an equally contemptuous glance upon
Aunt Claribel.  Having done which,
Billy Bunter uttered an emphatic snort,
turned his back on the poor relations,
and walked to the window,

Sanuny Dunter, still tzking hiz cue
from Billy, imitated his major’s actions
to the letter,

There was a painful silence in the
study.

Uncle Claude and Aunt Claribel
could no longer doubt their nephews’
feelings towards them. It was the cut
direct !

The Bunter brothers stoad by the
window, with their hands in their
pockets, their legs apart, and their noses
tilted scornfully.,  Their broad backs
were turned towards the peor relations.

It was Uncle Claude who broke the
painful silence,

“There is no longer any room for
doubt, my dear,” he said, turning to
his companion. *“We are not wanted
here. Neither William nor Samuel will
even deign to speak to us”
< “Bhame !” muttered Peter Todd, be-
stowing an angry glare upon ihe broad
backs of the Bunters.
C"We had better ga, Clands,”
Aunt Claribel, with a sigh. *To think
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that we should be disowned because of
our poverty!”

“Never mind, my dear,” said Uncle
Claude. “We will not humiliate our-
selves further by remaining.”

The door opened and closed and the
poor relations were gone,
“You—you fat cads!

able snobs !

Peter Todd's voice rang indignantly
through the study.

“Oh, really, Toddy—" berun Billy
Bunter feebly, -

“Kick 'em out!"” growled Peter, ad-
vancing grimly towards the precious
pair,

Tom Dutton did not hear what his
study-mates said, but he tumbled to
Peter Todd’s intentions, and he willingly
lent a hand.

Alonzo opened the door, and Billy
Bunter was whirled through the aper-
ture, protesting shrilly.

The fat junior shot out.into the pas-
sage, and Sammy followed, and together
they rolled over on the linoleumn:,

l.l':}“_,-r”-

s '\"‘rnw !?l‘

Slam !

The door of Study No. 7 was banged
to without ceremony; and the precious
pair of snobs lay groaning on the other
side of it,

You unspeak-

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Helping Hand !

e WFULLY decent couple !
That was Bob Cherry's ver-
dict upon the poor relations,
And Bob’s chums promptly en-
dorsed that verdict,

“Unele Claude's & brick,” said
Harry Wharton. “ And Aunt Claribel's
a cdear old soul.”

“Yes, rathor !

“They might be poor,” said Nugent,
“but they're jolly good sorts!"

“Much too good to Lbe relations
Bunter !” growled Johnny Bull,

Hurrce Singh looked thoughiful,

“I feel sorrowfully sympathetie to-
wards them, my worthy chums,” he
said. ‘““It is a pity they are on the rock-
fulness, 1t must be terrible to be broke-
fully penniless.™

" Yes—especially after being used to
a hife of luxury,” said Harry Wharton
gravely.  “It's the people who have
known better days wheo feel the pinch of
poverty most,"”

Hurree Singh nodded.

“I have been debatefully pondering
the matter, my chums,” he said. *You
have an English proverb about help-
fully assisting lame pigs over sties—-"

“First I've heard of it,” said Bob
Cherry, with a chuckle., *1 always
thought it was helping lame dogs over
stiles, ™

““Ha, ha, ha ™

“Well, I consider we ought to art upon
that excellent proverb,” said Hurree
Singch.

“And get up a subscription for
Bunter's poor relations?” asked Whar-
ton.

“ Exaetly !

Hurree Singh's suggestion met with
warm approval. The juniors felg it was
“up to " themn to stretch out a helping
hand to Unele Claude and Aunt Claribel
in their hour of necd. Judging by
their shabby attire, Bunter's poor rela-
tions were very poor indeed—practically
destitute, in fact. And they were such a
decent couple that it would be a real
pleasure to help them,

of

“We'll do it,” said Wharton. “We'll
pet up a subscription-list right away.
Bunter’s aunt and uncle need money
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very badly. They spoke of putting up
for the night over at Courtfield, and
they'd never be able to do it without
funds. "

“Let us start collectfully collecting,”
gald Hurree Singh, with enthusiasm,

“I'll set the ball rolling by subscribe-
fully subseribing half-a-crown,” said Bob
Cherry, with a grin.,  “Lucky I'm in
funds.”

Harry Wharton produced a collecting-
box from the cupboard, and Bob in-
serted his hall-crown,

Other contributions followed rapidly,
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent gave
half-a-crown  apiece;  Johnny %ul]
weighed in with five shillings; and
Hurree Singh, who was particularly flush
just then, contributed seven-and-sixpence.

“Good!"” sgaid Wharton. “Now we'll
go out into the highways and byways and
rake in the merry shekels.”

The Famous Five made a tour of the
Remove studies, Wharton leading the
way and rattling the money-box as he
weant.

“Roll up, gents, and rally round for
the good of the cause!” boomed Bob
Cherry, thrusting his curly head round
the door of Study No. 2.

Tom Brown and Bulstrode and Hazel-
dene were in the study, roasting chestnuts
al a blazing fire,

I'hree flushed faces were turned towards
Bob Cherry.

“Hallo! What's going on?” inquired
Tom Brown.
“Collection for Bunter's r rela-
tions,” explained Bob briefly. * All con-

tributions thankfully received. Roll up!”

“Broke !" said Tom Brown laconically,

“Saume here!” said Hazeldene, turning
cut his pockets.

“Tuppence any use?” asked Bulstrode.

Bob Cherry nodded.

“Every little helps,” he said.

Bulstrode elinked a couple of coppers
mto the box which Wharton brought in,
~and the collectors'went on their way.

In some studies they reaped a rich har-
vest. In others they received a chilly
reception and were curtly told to clear
out,

The fellows gontributed according to
their means—or meanness. All sorts of
SUINS, rn.n%ﬁn from a ten-shilling note to
a humble halfpenny, found their way into
Wharton's collecting-box.

There were two donations of ten shil-
lings, as a matter of fact, One came
from Lord Mauleverer, and the other
from Vernon-Smith.

“Quite & good stunt, thiz!” said the
latter when he was approached. *I feel
awlully sorry for Bunter's poor relations,
They used to be well up in the world,
by all accounts, but they seem to have
come a fearful cropper. I'm pleased to
do my httle bit. Here's ten bob, and
welcome 1"

" Many thanks, Smithy !"

“You have cast your breadful loaf
upon the waters, and it will returnfully
come back to you after many days,” said
Llurreo SBingh.

‘““la, ha, ha 1"

The Famous Five went on their way,
and their hearts grew correspondingly
lighter as the collecting-box grew heavier.
Quite a useful sum was heing got together
for the benefit of the poor relations.

Of course, the collectors met with
several rebuffs, That was only to be
expected,

Skinner and Bolsover major flaily re-
fused to contribute. ‘'hey had not yet
recovered from the effects of the terrific
swishing they had received; and they
had had quite enough of Bunter's poor
velations !

There were others who were callously
wndifferent to the poverty of Uncle Claude
il Aunt Claribel, It was their own
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Toddy—"" Peter reached out for the

*‘ That's my fountain pen you’ve been using ! '’ roared Peter Todd. * Oh, really,
pen, It was “‘ taken up tenderly, lifted
with care,’” so to speak. Peter starfed to unscrew It, and a jet of ink spurfed up

into his face. Billy Bunter had filled that pen not wisely but too well. * Yow
—you fat ass | ** roared Peter. *‘ Grooough !’ (See Chapter Bb.)

fault they were poor, and they could jolly
well get on with it, Eu-::f‘; were the
sentiments expressed by the meaner
spirits in the Greyiriars Remove.

At length, when the whole Form had
been canvassed—and some of the senior
Forms into the bargain—the sum of five
pounds reposed in the collecting-box.
And Harry Wharton & Co. looked very
pleased with themselves,

The money was duly counted out on
the table in Study No. 1. 'There were
piles of silver coins and a whole host of
coppers, in addition to the two ten-
shilling notes. . .

“Jolly good business!” said Bob
Cherry. “I reckon five quids will be a
godsend ko the r relations.”

“Yes, rather!” said Nugent. *Talk
about corn in Egypt!”

Harry Wharton surveyved the piles of
money with keen satislaction.

“We'll go along to thé tuckshop and
seo If Mrs. Mimble can give us a five-
pound note in exchange for this little
lot,” said IHarry. “Then we'll find
Bunter's relations and make the presenta-
fion.”

Mrs. Mimble willingly handed over a
“fiver "' in exchange for the money. And
then the IFamous Five set off in quest of
the poor relations.

Unele Claude and Aunt Claribel were
run to earth in Vernon-Smith's study.
Smithy had seen them from his window
strolling in the Close; and, noting how
tired and jaded they seemed, he had in-
vited them to his study, so that they
might disport themselves for a while en
his luxurious conch,

“Come in, you fellows!” said Vernons
Smith.

The Famous Five trooped into the
study.

Now that the time was ripe to make
the presentation Harry Wharton felt shy
and awkward, It was a delicate matter,
handing over a *‘fiver " to the poor re-
lations. It would have to be done tact-
fully, or there was a danger that Uncle
(?laude and Aunt Claribel might take
offence.

“Go it
Cherry.

Harry Wharton coughed and his cheeks
coloured. .

Uncle Claude and Aunt Claribel re-
garded him curiously, _

““Ahem!"” he began. * We—we've Just
dropped in w

“So I observe,” said Uncle Claude,
smiling,

“In—in order to—""

“Iave a friendly chat—eh?  Iixcel-
lent! We shall be delighted to converse
with the hosts who gave us such an ad-
mirable tea."” _ i

“Yes, indeed!” chimed in Aunt Clari-
bel, *“Do sit down, my dear boys! I
am sure vour friemd here has no
objection.”

“Not at all " said Vernon-Smith.

Harry Wharton looked moro confused
and awkward than ever. He stammered
and spluttered, ho floundered and fal-
tered ; and finally he took the bull by the
horns, as it wers, and explained the
object of his visit, _

“Wo wouldn’t burk your feelings for
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A

Harry!” murmured Bob
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worlds,” he said, addressing Unecle Claude
and Aunt Claribel: “but we know what
a fix you're in financially, and we decided
to have a whip-rouhd on your behalf,
and to hand you the proceeds. Please
don't think we're a set of giddy philan-
thropists, or anything of that sort. We
felt that the least we could do was to
give you a helping hand; and we don't
mean “to be patronising, or anythmg
beastly like that. It's in a purely friendly
and sympathetic spirit that we ask vou
to accept this. little donation.”

So saying, Harry Wharton prodiced
the crisp and rustling ““fiver 7 from his
wallet and handed it to Unele Claude.

To say that the poor relations were
surprised was to put it mildly, They
were overwhelmed,

Uncle Clande drew back a pace. His
florid face was quivering with emotion.
For a moment he could not speak, and
when the words did come they were
strangely husky.

“ My—my dear lads, T—we are greatly
touched by this demaonstration of kind-
ness on your part.  We are nothing to
vou, and there was no earihly reason
why you should go out of your way to
befriend uws—to shower kindness upon
kindness, Already you have shown us
round the school and entertained us
lavishly, and now you have performaed
this crowning act of benevaolence., Bot 1
cannos accept this money—I1 could not
dream of dommg so !

“But you must, sir!" said Bob Cherry
firmly.,

llIi:hE-'!l

“We nsistfully demand that yen ae-
ceptfully take the esteemed and ludicrous
fiver,"” said Hurree Singh.

“0Oh gad! I—1 scarcely know what to
say 1" stammered Uncle Claude.
~And Aunt Claribel turned hastily away
=0 that the juniors shounld not see the
tears which had welled to her eyes.

Harry Wharton settled the destination
of the *fiver " by thrusting it into one
of the pockets of Unele Claude’s shabby
coat. 'Then the Famous Five withdrew,
without giving Uncle Claude a chance to
embark upon a  further speech of
rratitude,

Vernon-Smith found himself alone with
ihe poor relations.

“Were yvou concerned in this generous
business, my boy!" asked Uncle Claude.

“Oh, I gave a triling subscription ™
said  Vernon-Smith  hightly. * Pleaze
don't thank me. TIt's nothing to make a
song about.” )

But Smithy could not escape the grate-
ful thanks of the poor relations. They
wrung s hand and thanked him over
and over again; and he was mightily re-
heved when they tocok their départure,

They told him they were going over
to Courtfield,

After they had pgone Vernon-Smith
jumped to his feef.

“Dash it all! 1 didn't even offer io
sea them down to the gates!” he
muttered., : :

And he hurried off in the wake of the
poor relations,

It was in the hall that he caught up
with them. And he was just in time to
witness an extraorvdinary ccourrence.  He
saw Unele Clande fold up the five-pound
note mto a small pellet and then drop
it into the collecting-box which hung on
the wall—the box which was intended For
voluntary subsceriptions to the Cottacse
Iospital. '

Vernon-Smith  stopped short,
easp of amazemoent,

Unele Clande and Aunt Claribel, hliss
Tally unaware of his presence, passed an
throurh the hall. e was too flabber-
pasted to {ollow,

“ My only aunt!” he ejacuiated, * They
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—they've given that fiver to charity!
What dces 1t mean?”

It cculd mean only one thing—that
Bunter's poor relations were not quite
so poor as their appearance and he-
haviour would suggest.  Vernon-Smith
was shrewd enough to see that; and he
began to suspect that the poverty of
Uncle Clande and Aunt Claribel was
merely a pose.

“They're playing some deep game or
other, I'm certain of that!”? he mur-
mured. “If they were really as poor as
church mice they¥'d never have parted
with that fiver. I must keep my opties
open, and see if T can find out what the
little game i1s. Meanwhile, mum's the
word !

And Vernon-Sinith strolled thought-
fully back to his study.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Transformation !

i SAY, von fellows!™
Billy Bunter rushed breathlessly
through the Close in the winter
dusk.

Seven juniors were walking ahead.
They wers the Famous Five of the
Remove, and Vernon-Smith and Marvk
Linley.

Billy Bunter, like the sire of the
prodigal son, hailed them afar off. Dut
they did not heed. They walked on
towards the school gates, where a taxi-
cab was waiting.

“1 say, vou fellows—don’t be beasis,
yvou know! Wait for little me !

But tha seven juniors seemed blissfully
oblivious to the existence of William
George Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove was pounding
along in the rear as fast as his fat legs
would earry him,

Bunter could tell, by reazon of the fact

that his schoolfellows had chartered a
taxi, that there was “‘something on.”
And whenever there was something on,
Billy Bunter liked to be there or there-
abouts,
. The fat junior secented a feed. Ile
jumped to the econclusion that Harry
Wharton & Co. were going over to
Courthield to “do themselves well P at
the Elysian Cafe. And, since Bunter had
not been invited, he intended to invite
himself,

“Hold on, vou fellows! 1’1l be with
vou in two ticks!" panted the galloping
porpoise,

Still paying no heed, the seven juniors
clambered into the taxi, and the driver,
saluting them respectfully, started up the
engine.

The vehiele was in the act of moving
off when Bunter arrived, breathless and

flustered. He toock a flying leap—a
wonderful acrobatic feat for Bunter—and
landed on the fooiboard. Then he

grabbed al the door-handle, and tugged
at it frantically,

The door refused to budge.

Seven juntors were wedged nside the
taxi, and the addition of an eighth—
especially such a portly person as Billy
Bunter—would have suffocated the
A sEETIEC TS,

“(Open this door, you rotters!” gasped
Bunter,

There was a muffled chuckle from
within. The door remained obstinately
shut.

Meanwhile, the taxt was fairly on the
maove, and Dunter grow more and more
desperate,

“I—I'm ecoming!" he panted.

“Your mistake, porpoise!” =aid Tlob
Cherry sweetly,  * You've going!”

The window was suddenly lowered, and
a hand and arm shet out, catching Billy
Bunter full in the chest and knocking
him off his perch,

“Yaroooo |V
. With a wild yell of anguish, the fat
Jjunior toppled backwards, and rolled
over in the roadway.

Fortunately for Bunter the taxi had
not been travelling at a great speed, and
there were no serious casualties. But
Harry Wharton & Co., as they were
borne on their wayv, heard loud lamenta-
tions from the rear.

“"Yow-ow-ow! My back’s broken, vou
rotters! And my spine's fractured in at
least zix places !

*“*Ha, ha, ha!'™

The taxi rumbled on its way, leaving
Willlam George DBunter to sort himself
ont. The fat junior serambled to his
fest—a remarkable performance for a
fellow with a broken back and a frae-
turned spine—and shook his fist after the
retreating vehicle. Then he limped back
to the school gates. Gone were his
visions of taking part in the feed.

As a matter of fact there was no feed
to take part in,

Harry Wharton & Co. wers going to
Courtfield, certainly: but their destina-
tion was not the Elysian Cafe. It was
the Theatre Royal.

A new comedy was being staged, and
it was the *first night.” Harry Whar-
ton & Co. had heen =aving their money
for the event, and in spite of their
renerons donations to Unecle Claude and
Aunt Claribel, they had enough left to
enzure an enjoyable evening. Seais in
the stalls had been booked by telephone,
and it Was a very merry party of juniors
that tumbled out of the taxi.

“My hat! Just look at the giddy
queue!” execlaimed Bob Cherry. *“It
stretches half the length of the High
Street !

“Lucky we've booked our seats!" said
Nugent, “Come on!”

“Let us rushfully take the place by
storm ! said Hurree Singh.

The seven juniors elbowed their wavw
into the theatre, and, after a sort of
Rugby serum, they succeeded in reach-
ing the stalls entrance. They were
escorted to their seats by an attendant,
and they settled down to await that
thrilling  moment when the eurtain
should rise.

Meanwhile, they glanced about them,
and watched the people pouring in.

The theatre filled rapidly. And when
at -last thé curtain was rung up, thero
was only one place unoccupied, That
was one of the boxes, The charge for
a box was two guineas, so it was hardly
surprizsing that i1t remained empty.

But it did not remain empty long.

The first act was in progress, and the
artistes were just “warming up,” as ib
were, when the empty box was suddenly
illuminated by a flood of electric light,
and a lady and gentleman came 1nto
view,

At that moment Vernon-Smith
chanced to look up 1 the direction of
the box. He looked, and he hlinked,
and an expression of blank astonishment
came over his face,

“Great Scott!™ he exclaimed.

“Shurrup, von ass!” muttered DBob
Cherry, giving his companion a nudge.

“Mustn't bawl out like that in the
middle of the performance!”
“What's up, Bmithyv?"” wlispered

Harry Wharton.

“Look !

The juniors followed Vernon-Smith's
gaze, The next moment their eves fairly
hulged out of their heads.

“Ye gods and little fishes!"” gasped
Bob Cherry. **Do I dream, do I wonder
and doubt? Is thines az they zecm, or
is visions about?"

Harry Wharton gave a gaszp.

(Continued on page 18.)
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(s IHHEN the stormiv winds do
blow ” we generally know all
albout it in this part of the
world, for Greyfriars is situ-
nied within a mile of the open sea,

This particular corner of Kent has often
Leen visited by fierce stormas, ferrible in
their intensity. When the elements
make up their minds to get busy they
cause quite a deal of havoc and destruc-
(o1,

One of the preatest storms on record
occurred in 1888. 1 didn't kmow much
about it at the time, because I hadn't
been born! But old boys have often told
me of that wild night 1n January, when
a sea storm and a land storm raged to-
cether with demoniacal violence.

Although Greyfriars School is as solid
a structure as you would find in a day's
march, the whole building fairly rocked
that niecht, and the wind whistled and
shrieked around the old turrets and
fowers. Dormitory windows were shat-
iered, chimney-pots came clattering down
into the Close, and something like a panic
broke out among the weaker spirits,

That storm—or, rather, super-slorm—
raged the whole night long, and traces
of its violence were witnessed in the
Close next morning. 3
pots and fragments of glass lay scattered
on the flagztones; and one of the elm-
trees, unable to withstand the furious
wale, had measured its length.

The morning papers wera full of thril-
ling accounts of disasters at sea, and one
u'nﬁ:-rturmie vessel was dashied to pileces
on Black Rock, near Pegg.

Some of the Greyfriars fellows
clamoured for a day off from lessons, on
the ground that they had had no sleep;
but the headmaster of that period was
not in the habit of making concessions,
and the school routine proceeded as usual,

In 1901 the Greyfriavs district was
again locked in the grip of a fierce storm,
aid one of the masters had a narrow
escape from serious injury. Ile was
hattling his way across the Close, when
all of a sudden he was instinctively im-
pelled to halt. Scarcely had he done so
vhen a chimney-pot, falling from a great
Leight, erashed at his feet ! Iis intuition
had saved hun from a knock on lhe head

Supplenent i.]
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from which he would not soon have
recovered,

On that same night the roof was taken
clean off the cricket pavilion, and was
carried bodily away for a distance of
twenty yvards.

Although the majorily of storms have
decurred at night, there was one terrible
storm—a typhoon almost—which broke
out during the day. A football match
was 1n progress on Big Side, and one set
of poalposts was blown down, the up-
rights being uprooted! The storm was
accompanied by a pall of darkness, and
the game had to be abandoned.

Weo still get plenty of big slorms; but
we have grown used to them by this time,
and they seldom cause sleeple:s nights.
In fact, I beliove Mauleverer of the Re-
move would sleep souudly through an
earthquake !

The people we are really concerned
about on these wild nights are those that
go down to the sea iu ships. A life on
the ocean waye is not all honey when
the seas are lashed to fury by a mighty
tempest. Personally, I prefer my warm
bed at Greyfriars!

SHARP PRACTICE.

Mrs. Jordan had “ideas” on the
way children should be reaved. Her
young hopeful, Toinmy, caused her a
little anxiety in this respect. Now and
again, therefore, a serious “ politcness ”
lecture was administered.

“Now, Tommy dear,” she started,
“supposing  you. accidentally stepped
upon a -gentleman's foot, what would
vou say?"

“1 would say, ¢ Ber vour parden!” ™

“That’'s my own little son!” smiled
the pleased mother. “And if the
gentleman qm‘e you a penuy for your
politeness what would you do?”

The innocent look passed from
Tomuny's eyes as he quickly answered:

“Why, I would stand on the other
foot, and say * Beg pardon’ again, of
coutse !”

Jiunson: 1 do spring-cleaniny at all
geazons of the year.”

Jackson: “ How's that ¥7

Jimson: “I'm & watchmalker.”™

EDITORIAL'!

By
HARRY
WHARTON,

weather,

Now, I hope you won't give a
grunt of disgust, and sar,
“Faney talking about such a common-
lace topic as the weather!” OQOur cheery
and of contributors have a knack of
treating even the most ordinary subjects
in & bright, breezy, entertaining fashion.
Sa, although this number deals with the
weather, it will be rather *rough " on us
if you vote it “mild ” or “dry,” or con-
sider it & “frost,” because we have done
our best to make it thrilling and interest-
ing, and it will be “fine” if we gef
“gtorms '’ of cheers and *thunders ™ of
applause! (I don't know “ weather™

vou'll like all these puns or not!)
When the weather behaves itself, and
the sun shines brightly from a ecloudless
sky, there is certainly neothing much te
write about. But when the stormy winds
do blow lots of thrilling things happen.
and we now propose to place some of

them on recﬂrg.

Numerous and terrible are the storms
which rage off the coast, in this corner of
Kent, ften, on a winter's night, we
lie wide awake in our beds in the
Remove dorm, listening to the distant
roaring of the surf and the booming
of the.ziant breakers. And cccasionally,
when ““the waves of the sea are mighty,
and rage horribly,” we hear the warning
echoes of the minute-gun—terrifying
sounds, which turn our thoughts to those
in peril on the zea,

On rare occasions we have been per-
mitted to leave our snug beds and go
down to the shore, to render what assist-
ance we can fo the unfortunate victims
of a shipwreck.

I could fill a whole issue of the **Grey-
friars Herald " with details of these
night adventures, but I must make way
for the more able pens of others,

I hope you will all enjoy Dicky
Nugent's latest masterpiece, "* A Drift on
the Ocean Blew!” When Dicky grows
up he ought to make his fortune as a
writer of hair-raising romances !

Talking of romances calls to mind the
wonderful stage and detective serial
from the pen of Hedley Scott. 1f L am
any judge of ‘“good stuff,” the
MaGreET's latest story dealin% with
Ferrers Locke and young Jack Drake—
who was once a Removite ab Greylriars—
will certainly canse a “storm " of excite-
ment, Get your pals to start reading it
right away. )
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£ Y 'VE made up my mind fo sale
away "’

The speaker was Jack Jolly, of

St. SBam's., Hizs two chumns,

Merry and E;]ght pricked their ears np.
l'lhp;-,r always carvied a cupple of pins
wbout with them for this purrpuss.)

: rSﬂ,l«m away !" echoed Merry. * Where
to :

“ Anywhere !” said Jack Jolly, with
the reckless spirrit of the bold buck-
wneers of old, *“A crews on the briny
pcean i3 a fine way of spending a half-
nolliday.™

“But what about a bhoat?”
Bright,

“We can hire one, There’s a boat
called the Stormy Petrol down on the

heach. We'll hire it for an hour. It
will only cost a bob.”

“We sha'n't be able to get as far as
the Passifick Ocean in an hour!™ =aid
Merry, with erushing sarkazzum.

“Never mind. We'll get as far as we

asked

can. Come along, chappies!” )

" And ihe three advencherns spirrits
sallied fourth, and tramped down {o Salt-
water Bay,

[t was a glorious afternoon. The sun
shone in torrents, bathing the country-
side in its splender

Had the juniors consulted a wealher
profit, he would have pointed out to
them a dark cloud, about the sizhs of a
man’s hand, which ‘hovered threttenin gly
in the distance. And he would have
sard : “Do not vencher ont to sea, [or
soon the sun will retire, and a big storm
will start getting up.”

Bat Jack Jolly & Ca. had no fears or
four-bodings.  They arrived on the
shore, and found the Stormy 'eirol lving
on the shingle, covered over with tar-
porling. The old boatmen evidently
knew there was a storm brewing.

“There duzzent seem to be anvbody
about,” said Jack Jolly, * 8o much the
better. We sha'n't have to pay for the
hire of the boat.”

They removed the tarporling, and ran
the boat down to the water. Merry and
Bright jumped 1n, and Jack Jolly pushed
off. Then he hopped in himself, and got
busy with the oars.

The boat glided smoothly across the

lassid, pieceful waters. The sea mighi
Fm'.rﬂ been made of glass, for there was
not a ripple on its surfiss,

Merry and Bright sat in the stern,
giving Jack Jolly destructions in the avi
of rowing, Not that he needed auy
dlestructions, He was the finest carsman
st Bt. Sam’s.

“Wish you fellows would dev up!’
growled Jack Jolly. *“It's like tmchmg
vour grandmother to suck eggs. I ecan
manoover a boat better than any fellow
hﬂeetlunig' and vou know it. Let's have

A sOng !
The three chums hfted up their
THE MBlacKET LI1BRARY.—No. 556,
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voices. They were champion fght |
lifters, so it didn't rekwire mucll o
effort,
“Loudly the bell in the old tower rings,
Bidding wvs list to the warning it
brings,
Sailers, beware!  Sailers, beware!

Danger is near thee—beware, beware!

Many brave harts have been swallowed
by sharks,

So beware—-beware |

The juniors chanted the corus lightly
enuff, without pawsing to reftect ihat
there is many a tvue word spoken in jesl.

The Btormy Petrol was about a mile
from the shore, when suddenly, anid with-
out any warning,.the storm burst |

The plas:id seas were wipped into
foam. Peel upon peel of thunder flashed
across the lowering sky. The lightning
roared horribly. The rain came down in
great gusts, and a fierce shower of wind
swamped the boat.

..]'m::ﬁ Jolly turned pail,
looked far from bright,
looked far from merry.

“Oh ernmms!” gasped Jack Jolly.

“We are doomed 17 wailed Merry.

NEXT WEEK’S WEATHER!

By TOM BROWN.

MONDAY.

There will be a “breeze ™ In Study XNo. 7,
accompanied by “sudden  squalls,”  Biily
Bunter will be bumped by hisz study-mates!

And Merry
and DBright

TUESDAY,

Rumblings of thunder will he heard in the
Remove Form-room, Mr., Quelch will be
addressing a refructory pupil! Many of the
Removites will be rather “windy ™ in
consequence !

WEDNESDAY,

There wiil he a heavy fall of snow in
the Greyfriars dining-hall. It will only bhe
HBilly Bunter sprinkling salt on his dinner.
It will alzo rain in the dining-hall, hecause
we are pretly certain to get some “soup !

THURSDAY.

A big gale will start “getling up™; bnt
Lord Mauleverer, the slacker of the Remove,
will remain in hed!  “Streaked lighining ™
will be wvizible in the alternoon, for Bob
Cherry intends to take part in a hundred
yards' race!

FRIDAY,

The Fifth-Formers are giving a perform-
ance of “Hamlet ™ this evening, so there is
cortain to be a “Trost.” Colker & Co. will
e muade to “feel the draught.”

SATURDAY.

The sun will shine to-day, becauze I shall
gel n fat remittance from home! And when
Hilly Bunater's postal-order arrives—if it ever
does—there is bonnd to be an “eat wave.”
But if the fat junior causes a disturbance
at the tuekshop, hie will get “a cold snap ™
from Mrs. Mimble!

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,
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7Pe? By Dicky Nugenf

“No hoat could live 1n such a sea!”
groancd Bright.

Even as they spoke,
ruffer and ruffer,

the sea gréw
Louder and louder
lashed the thunder. Louder and louder
roared the lightning, Gustier and
gustier grew the rain, and wetter and
wetter grew the wind,

Jack Jolly lay down his oars,
berriad his face in his hands,

““We are caught like rats in a trap!”
he muttered horsely, **The boat will be
cut up in a minnit, And I myself feel
very cut up about it."”

"Same hear!” moaned Merry.

“And I ean’t swim!” wailed Bright,
rmgmﬂ' hizs hands,

“ All the same if you could ! retorted
Jack Jolly. “No swimmer counld keep
afloat in such a sea, Look! The waves
are mountain- h:gh I—I've got a sort of
sinking feeling !’

The juniors clung to the side of the
boat, and gazed wildly round at the
seething waters,

Y Wish there were a few ]ifi’.hl}}'ﬂ bob-
bing about,” said Merry. “Then we
might be al:r]P to save ourselves!"

““There's no sign of a lifeboy—or a life-
girl, either!” said Jack Jolly. “ At any
minnit we shall capsize, and then we
zhall be {ood for fishes.”

Merry and Dright shuddered. Their
hare stood on end; their faces were pail
with pannick.

“How deep is the water just hear?”
aslkked Bright., “If it's only about four
feet, it will be up to our nex.”

“Fathead! 1It's about four miles!”
H&ld Jack Jolly,

D " 1::

The Stormy Pelrol was tost to and fro
like an eggshell—the plaything of a
storiny sea. It was wir]l: dillikulty that
the juniors kept their seats. They eggs-
pected each moment to be their last,

A thunderbolt fell in the stern, and
nearly knocked Merry and Bright over-
board.

The boat rocked wildly, and Jack Jolly
ntlered a last shrill squeck of despare.

“It's all up you fﬂlﬂﬂi‘fﬂl Let's shake
handsz and say good-hve, before we go
down to Davy Jones' locker!”

It was a drammatick moment. Dl
our heroez pervish, dear reeders? Were
they hurled to destruetion 1 those angry
zseas?  Ihid their lifeless boddies go daflt-
ing into Saltwater Bay the next morn-
g ?

No! For at that theilling moment the
lifeboat eame rushing to the reskew,
doing about a hundred notts a minnit.

The boat turned turtle, and Jack Jolly
& o, were shot inio the water like
stoans from a ecatterpult. Dol lifebelts
were slung out to them, and they were
reskewed 1n the mick of time, and hauled
on board the lifeboat. But they will
never forget their terribul egpsperience
of being A Drift on the Ocean DBlew !

FSupplement i,
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HEN we found ourselves drawn

W against St. Benedicet’s in the

third round of the Public

Schools’ Challenge Cup contest

we hardly knew whether to grin or to
-groan,

You see, St. Benedict's were an un-
known quantity. We had never met
thein before, and we knew nothing of
their footer abilities, BStill, we gnessed
they must bhe pretty good, to have got
so far as the third round of the com-
petition,

“It's all in our favour that we'ra
drawn 2t home,” said Harry Wharton.
“I don’t want to beat the big drum and
etart bragging, but it will take a mighty
good side to lick us on our native heath.”

“ Hear, hear !” said Bob Cherry,

“It is our worthy selves who will im-
partfully bestow the lickfulness!|" =said
Hurree Singh.

And that was the general opinion in
ithe Remove,

However, we were determined to leave
nothing to chance, and we put in plenty
of practice, so that we should he fit
for the fray.

It was a bitterly cold Saturday in
early February when the Cuptic was
played. The weather experts in the
morning papers had predicted bright sun-
shine; we therefore confidently expected
sleet and hail, and perhaps snow.

The 5t. Benedict’'s team arrived by
train. And when we saw them we
thanked our lucky stars that we bad
put in lots of practice, for they were as
strapping a set of fellows as we had ever
seen. They were the same ape as onr-
selves, but taller and heftier. Anid
height and weight count for a good deal
in a Cuptie.

The visiting skipper—a fellow named
Stewart—seemed quite a good sort, ul
he was a super-optimist,

“I'm very sorry for you chaps,” he
said, as we escorted our guests to the
ground.  “Seems an awful sharme that
we should have to come down here and
knock you out of the Cup.”

Wharton grinned.

“You're a bit premature, aren’t you 7"
hﬁ FEH.'.].

“The boot might be on the other leg
footfully,” said Hurrce Singh.

“What !” gasped Btewart, “Yan
surely don't imagine you're going io
lick us? 8t Jude's imagined that in the
first round, and they were beaten 610,
Belmont  School  imagined  ihe  samne
thing in the sccond reund, and we
licked them T—1.7

“You'll find that we're
sterner stuff than Delmont
Jude's,” said Wharton,
dressing-room.”

'The 5t. Benedict's team trooped insido
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and St.
““Heorco'zs the

with their bags, and when they sprinted
ont .on to the field shorily afterwards
they got a good reception. But it was
nothing to the ovation which we received
when rtla.;*r;f Wharton led us inio the
frav.

“Greyivars for ever!”

“ Good old Wharton !

“Pile up the merry goals!™

W won the toss, and right from the
kick-off the pace was a “ cracker.”

The 5t. Benedict's forwards, led 1n
dashing style by Stewart, went racing
through in the first minute. The ball
was swiung out from wing to wing, and
finally 1t was returned to Slewart at
centre-forward, and he fired in a great

shot, which we are still wondering how

Bulstrade, anr goalie, managed to divert
ronnid the post,
“Saved, sir!”
“Bravo, Bulstrode!”
The ocorner-kick  was

taken, and

Biewarvt leaped into the air and headed

the ball arainzt the erossbar. A narrow
peeape for us! Johnny Buoll fastened on
to the ball as it rebonnded, and punted
it elear with a hefty kick.

We soon began to realise that we were
up against o Jolly tough proposiion.
Our halves, though they tackled like
terviers, wera beaten time and again by
the bustling St Bencdiet’s  forwards.
But Bull and Brown, at back, kicked
lustily, and Balstrode's form in goal was
a revelation,

Wo went throngh ihe first half with-
aut a goal heing seored, though on the
riun of the play St. Benedict’s deserved
fe he at leazt a couple of gonls o ithe
good,

But it was the second half that pro-
vided the chrinds,  Nag sooner did we line
up after the “hreather ¥ than a blinding

A St. Benedict’s full Lack: «litherad in
the sinow and weil praiwling.

- e {1 Vernon Smilh —
A Thrilling Story of a Football Match in which the Clerk of the Weather played a Prominent Part.

snowstorm  swept across the ground,
Without any warning the Clerk of the
Weather had sprung his little surprise-
packet vpon us. It seemed to be snow-
g, hailing, and blowing a hurricane a:l
at the same time, .

If it had been an ordinary friendly
match we should have * packed up.”
But one of the rules governing the Cup
contest was that all games were to he
played to a finish, regardless of the
weather, The referee had power 1o
ahandon the match in the event of very
bad light, but that was all.

“Grooogh!”  gasped Bob  Cherry,
“What a giddy deluge!™

“Is this a footer match
Light?” panted Peter Todd.

“TIt's the same for both =sides,” =aid
Wharton. © “On the ball!”

In spite of the appalling conditions, we
threw ourselvds heart and soul into the
struggle, The dpiving snowflakes stung
and lashed our faces and half-blinded us,
but we played up despevately. Some-
times we skidded on the slippery surface,
and went sprawling. DBut we were on
our feet again in a twinkling, and plung-
ing into the fray.

ﬁ‘]m ground was soon carpeied- with
white, and the spectators, standing two
deep on the touchline, looked like snow-
men, As fast as they shook the snow
from their overcoats 1t enveloped them
again,

But the exeitement kept them warm,
and when Wharton sent the ball across
to me with a perfect pass, there was &
tumult of shouling in my ears as I
sped down the touchline,

“Go it, Smithy!"”

“Right through
man "’

A [ull-back rame aeross with the in-
tention of checking my headlong career,
but he slithered in the snow and went
sprawling, T ran on, pulled up a vard
from the corner-flag, and then sent in
a herce cross-shot,

1 Gﬂﬂ.l [:"!

Tt was not a shoutl: 1t waz & roar. It
was as if the Tower of B:r_ihel h:_td been
surddenly iransferred to Little Bide,

That goal was the first and last—the
ane-and-only—the Alpha and Omegza of
that thrilling Cuptie. From the moment
it was scored we had to fall back and
help our defence, for the Si. Benediei's
forwards attacked with the liereeness of
desperation.

No words can picbure cur veliel when
the final whistle rang out, and we
slaggered, utterly spent and leg-weary,
from the ficld. But we had beaten St

Or & S

on your own, old

Benedict’s, and  got into  the fouith
vound :  and to our list of “lamons

victories ™ must be added the one which
wo achieved in the feeth of the .E[ﬂ}l‘n't!
THE MaokeT LIBRARY.—No, 830,
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There are some queer tastes at Greyfriars, as the fuﬂu#.*ng

paragraphs will show.

EOB CHERLRY :

A sunny spring morning fits in per-
fectly with my temperament, I leap out
of bed with the feeling that it’s good to
be alive. After waking the slackers by
squeezing wek  sponges  over their
chivvies, I wash and dress, and scamper
down into the sunny Close. On such o
morning I'm as happy as a sandboy, and
I wounldn't swop places with a million-
aira !

BOILSOVER MAJOR :

Give me a jolly good thunderstorm,
with lots of forked lightning thrown in!
I find it agrees with my turbulent tem-

perament. I don’i eare [or sunshine or
rain. 1 like something that makes no
end ol noise, and kicks up quite a hulla-
balloo! Ilark! I hear a distant rumble.
May it thunder in torrents, as the Iric<h-
man suid ’

ALONZO TODD :

I love the gentle rain from lheaven,
which ““droppeth upon the place be-
neath,” as Shakespeare observes. How
delicious it is to lie in bed and listen to
the s=oft pitter-patter on the window.
panes! And how fresh and fragrant all
the Aowers in the Head's garden appear
after a kindly shower! Some of my little

1 elements.

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

playmates objeci tu vain, on the grounds
that it interfeves witle their sports: but,
personally, I revel in the rain—alwavs
provided I am suitably elad in oilskins
which no damp can penetrate. 1 once
knew a poor fellow who got caught in a
rainstorm, and soaked to the ckin, be-
cause he lucked protection from the
He contracted double prieu-
monig, pleurisy, <dumbago, rhewmnatic
fever, gout, rheumatoid arthritis, tic-
doloreusx, and
(Enough, Lonzy! Such a list of ail-
ments makes “dry " reading !—Ed.)

MR. QUELCH :

Being a devout lover of Nature and
all the elemental {orces, T have an en-
thusiasm for any sort of weather, and
can truly say, with the poet :

“1 love snow, and all the forms
Of the radiant frost:
I love winds and waves and storts —
Everything almost
Which is Nature's, and mav be
Untainted by man’s misery,”

DICK PEXNTOLD :

The rain it raineth every dav; and it"s
a splendid thing, thev say. But 1 loathe
rain and fog and mist; they make me
auite a pessimist! Clerk of the Weather,
grant this boon—give me a flaming day
in June!

00000000000000000000000000000000750000003000000000000000000000000 000050000300ac)

e d A d A TSI AL AR DRI R R R R I P R R NN N TSRS

ARE “PRETTY BOYS” POPULAR?

Some Candid Opinlons on Male Beaut)
that will cause a ‘‘storm’’ of controversy.

Collected by FRANK NUGENT,

So0BasdOBBRRRY
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HARRY WHARTON :

No, I certainly don™t consider that
“pretty " boys are popular. They aren't
popular with me, at any rate. I iike to
ses a good-looking fellow, but not one
who 3  doll-like, effeminate
features. Such fellows are generally
(though not always) vain and conceited,
and not much good at games. As a rule,
they are “ dandified " and foppish. They
part their hair carefully in the middle,
and brush their e'yehmwn. and use highly-
scented soap. Ugh! Personally, I have
no use for the pretty boy: but it's a
matter of taste, and every fellow iy en-
titled to his own opinion.

BILLY BUNTER :

Pretty bnis are not popular, and more's
the pity, bekawse I'm a pretty boy
myself. The trubble is, everyboddy is
jellus of a hansom Tellow. They do every-
thing they can to spite him, They won'i
give him a plaice in the fooler team:
they won't elect him to be kaptin of his
Forin; in fact, they give him a real rufi
time. That has been my ecggsperiense,
anyway, and I sumtimes wish ?IE:-:I been
born ugly, instead of being what I am—
a mail bewty, That beest Bob Cherry
will be accusing me of “making-up ™
rext! But I can assure you 1 never make
v my face, The only things 1 ever malke
up are tall stories!

ALONZO TODD :

Whether pretty boys are popular or
ﬂl}l:el'\x'lsﬂ, I should very much like (o
Lur Macxsr LIBRARY.—No. 836,

be pretty. Bob Cherry says I should be,
if it wasn't for my [ace! But a fellow
can't help his face, can he?
I spend most of my time indoors, study-
ing the wise precepts of my Uncle Ben-
Jamir; and this sorl of thing is not con-
ducive to beauty,

MR. QUELLCII:

I am afraid the “preliy ¥ tvpe of hoy
does not appeal to me in the least. [
udge a boy chiefly by his character.
Some of the ugliest boys in the schaol
are high-minded, brave, and chivalrous—
and such qualities are worth far more
rhan mere good looks.

WILLIAM COSLING:

Which I was never a pretiy boy when
I was young. My nickname uvsed fo be
“ Monkey-face.” 1 had to sufler a lot
of persecution because of my ugliness,
which I think was a crool shame. I
heped to become more handsome as the
years went by; but, alas! every day, in
every way, I grew uglier and uglier and
uglier, Some peoplo can't abide the sight
of my face. Even the Head looks on
the floor when he's speaking to me.
What I says is this here—males ain't sup-
posed to ba beautiful, and I den’t con-
sider a man ought to be despised just
becanse he's got a face like a boot, I'm
thinking of forming a League of Ugly
People, and appointing myself President.
Our object will be to protect ourselves
against the young varmints who mock
us and make fun of our ngliness!

I am afraid

JUST MY LUCK!

By DICK PENFOLD,

Whenever we pet half a dav
Of glorious freedom (hip, hooray !)
And there's a footer match to ph};.-— ‘
U rtalns!

Whenever I resolve to go

To seo a circus or a show,

And take no raincoat, don’t vou know—
It rains!

If I propose a picnic grand
Upon 8ir Hilton Popper’s land —
A perfect picnic, nobly planned--

It enins!

If T should venture out by night
When stars above are shining brigh:,
Before the school is out of sight—

It rains:

I, with my camera on my arm,

I seek the countryside’s sweet charm,

I soon discover, in alarm—
: Tt rains!

If Cherry says, ““ Hallo, hallo!

I fancy we shall have some snow.

Toboggamng's the game, what-ho!"--
It rains!

And when the weather cxperts say,

““It's sure to be a sunny day

At Murgate, Pegg, and Colwyn Bay ™ —
It rains!

And when those selfsame experls write,
“A stormn will sweep the Isle of Wighi.
But elsewhere ‘'twill Dbe warm and

bright "— It rains !

King Sol is banished from his throne.

We have to sil indeors and groan,

And list to Tom Brown's gramophone —
t rains|

But when old Queleh bestows a hoon,
And gates me for the afternoon,
For acting like a sillv coon—
" IT'S FINE !
[Supplement iy,



EVERY
MONDAY.

‘THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

17

LECRCHCECRCECECE

HINTS FOR CYCLISTS.
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Several of my reader chums who are
devoiees of eycling have requested me to
publish an- article dealing with this
healthy sport. As the majority of re-
quests deal with the necessary training
to fit an amateur cvclist for open races,
the following hints will not come amiss,

Quite as much, perhaps even more,
training 1s required for this branch of
sport - than for any other. In the first
place T must repeat the advice that has
once or twice been given in these
colummns, and this 13 that no lad should
think of putting upon himself the strain
that racing of any kind necessarily in-
volves without first of all being
theroughly examined by a medical man,
and this advice particularly applies to the
department of sport with which we are
now dealing,

With regard to this point, don’t venture
on yvour own opinion as to whether or
not your physical condition will stand the
strain of eyele racing, but, like a sensible
lud, even before you start getting into
trim, go to your medical man and say :

“Doctor, I very much® want to start
evele vacing.  Will you examine me and
tell me 1f T am strong enough for track
work ¥

If your doctor decides in your favour,
then you can commence

th initial stage

of preparation, which resolves itself into
getting fit.  For this yon cannot do better
than take a moderate but regular course
of physical exercise, adopting some
system  such as that prescribed by
Sandow, for instance, combined with a
fair amount of walking every day.

You will find that perhaps, more than
anything else, walking will improve your
condition ; it will strengthen your lungs,
give the muscles of your body suppleness
and phahbilily, increase your siaying
power, while at the same time it will help
vou to get rid of any superfluity of fat
that may have accumulated during your
idle months., '

Now you can start on your training
proper. I think it is safe to assume that
most of my readers are lads whe find the
greater part of each day oceupied by their
work, and, this being so0, the only time
that they can spare for training will be
the evenings. A good start off can be
made by taking

a sharp five-mile spin
every night, Choose, if possible, the best

road, by which, of courze, I mean the
straightest and least undulating, on

which you will have a chance of main-
taining your speed,

-

After this vou can gradually extend
your rides, until by the end of six or
seven weeks' preparation you are doing
as much as two hundred miles in the
week, provided, of course, that during
the whole of this .time you have felt no
ill-effects from vour exertions. If, how-
ever, you find that your appetite is de-
creasing, or that you are not feeling up
to the work generally, you may know
for certain that you have been

overdoing it,

On the other hand, should you fecl
benefited after your practices, and are
capable of keeping up a smart pace over
the distance you intend to race, then you
should endeavour to get practice on a
track. Those of my boys who live in or
around London--particularly those of
them who are members of one or other
of the larger cycling clubs--should ex-
perience no difficulty at oll in accomplish-
g this,

As a beginning you will do well to
commence vour track-riding unpaced.
(Go over vour distance, whether it be a
half, one, two, three, four, or five miles
each night, riding with men as fast, or
faster, than yourself, under the latter
circumstance making every effort to pasa
the rest.

Having gone through a week of this,
you migﬁt

alter your practice

by taking several two or three mile track
sping, devoling one or two laps cach time
to bursts of speed,
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| BUNTER'S POOR RELATIONS !

(Continued from page 12.)

“The -the poor relations!"” he ejacu-
Tated.

Seven pairs of eves were upturned to
the box, where Uncle Claude and Aunt
Claribel had suddenly appeared.

No longer were they shabby and
down-at-heel. They had undergone a
transformation as startling as 1t was
¢bmplete.

Unele Claude was in evening dress—a
resplendent figure from top to toe. He
was immaculate and well groomed. Gone
was the shabby coat, and the bapggy
trousers had been replaced by a perfectly
creased pair. The coarse muffler had dis-
appeared from Uncle Claude’s neck, and
in its place was a snow-white collar of
the stand-up vaticty., From the centre
of {he spotless dreas-shirt gleamed a
large and costly stud. Unele Claude
looked a living picture of prosperity.

. As for Aunt Claribel, the Greyfriars
juniors simply gaped at her as she slipped
offl her opera cloak, revealing a gorgeous
evening-gown., She was transformed
fromr a poorly clad gipsy into a lady of
fashion. Jewels glittered " in her hair,
rings glistened on her fingers, and she
wore a wonderful necklace. Her altire
would not have been out of place on a
queen.

Harry Wharton & Co. could not keep
their eyes off the resplendent couple in
the box, They had alinost forgotten the
comedy that was being enacted on the
stage. Even a thunderous roar of
laughter failed to divert their attention
froma Bunter’s poor relations—whoe now
eppeared to be anything but poor.

“It's a stunt!” muttered Vernon-

Smith excitedly. *‘I suspected as much,
and now I know it for a fact!”

“A stunt!” echoed Wharton, *“What
do you mean, Smithy?"

“I don't think Bunter's relatives are
poor at all! They've simply shammed
poverty, for reasons best known to them-
selves."”

“In that case," said Wharton, with a
frown, *““they played it jplly low in
accepting that money.”

“But what do you think they did with
the fiver? I saw it with my own eyes.
They pul it in the Cottage Ilospital
collection-box, in the hall,”

“My hat!”

“That's what made me think they
weren’t really hard up,” said Vernon-
Smith. *“ And this absolutely proves it."”

“But—Dbut why should they want to
pretend they're a pair of paupers?”
gasped Johnny Bull,

“Give 1t up! We'll tackle them after
the show, and ask for an explanation.”

The jumiors sat restlessly through the
performance. They were lun‘ging for the
opportunity of * tackling " Uncle Claude
and Aunt Claribel.

At last the curtain was rung down,
and the andience swarmed towards the
exits,

The Greyfriars juniors were among the
first to reach ihe street.

Among the cars lined up outside the
theatre was a luxurious limousine—the
sort of thing that Billy Bunter- had
Frnttlei,l about. And it was towards this
imousine that Unele Claude and Aunt
Claribel made their way on emerging
from the theatre,

“Now for it!™
Wharton,

And the seven juniors hurried to the
spol.

exclaimed Harry

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Bombshell for Two !

173 LESS my soul !" ejaculated Tnele
Claude. * We are accosted, my

dear Claribhel! To use a some-

. whal melodramatic phrase, the
game 18 up
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Aunt Claribel smiled,

“1 saw our young friends in the
theatre,” she said, “and I fully' antici-
pated they would waylay us when we
came out.” :

‘Harry Wharton & Co. gazed in wonder
—almost in awe—at the two elegant
personages, and at their smart limousine.
A liverted chauffeur was seated at the
wheel,

“You seem—er—slightly surprised.
my dear boys,” observed Uncle Claude.

“Slightly  surprised?” echoed Bob
Cherry. “Why, sir, we're kuocked all
of a heap!”

“You could bowlfully knock us over
with an esteemed feather !™ murmured
Hurree Singh.

“Talk about a giddy transformation!”
said Harry Wharton, *“Don't vou think.
sir, that we're entitled to an explang.
tion ?"

“Certainly, my boy—certainly! I
may as well tell vou the whaole g:wh: ol
the case, here and now. I should have
made the confession sooner or later, in
any event.”

“You're not reallv poor?" challenged
Vernon-Smith,

“Happily, no,” answered TUncle
Claude, with a smile. “I.am what the
world would call a substantial man--I
mean, financially ! added the speakev
hastily. “ Whilst not exactly a million-
aire, I am-—well, getting on in that
direction,”

“My hat!”

“Then you've deceived everybody.
sir 7" said Mark Linley, with more than
a shade of reproach in his voice,

“1 plead guilty,” said Uncle Claunde.
“We did not like practising the decep-

tion, but we felt it was necessary. You
see, we wanted to test our nephews.
William and Samuel, to ascertain

whether their regard for us was really
genuine, or whether they only liked us
for our wealth.”

Ith !!I'l

e

1
L

Brown.

“* Roll up, gents, and rally round for the good of the cause ! ** boomed Bob Cherry, *‘ What’s going on? ** inguired Tom
** Collection for Bunter’s poor relations,”” explained Bob briefly. ** All contributions thankfully received. Roll
up .’ *“ Broke ! said Tom Brown laconically. *‘Szame here ! ** said Hazeldene.

Bob Cherry nodded.

* Every little helps ! ** he said.

*‘ Tuppence any use ? ** asked Bulsirode.

(Yee Chapter G.)
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Harry Wharton & Co. began to sece
daylight. They understood, now, why
Uncle Claude and Aunt Claribel bad
simulated poverty.

“We coneceived the idea of coming to
Greyfriars in shabby attivre, and with
every appearance of penury,” Uncle
Claude went on. “Had our nephews
been genuinely fond of us, they would
have welcomed us with open arms.
True affection is manifested in adver-
sity as well as in prosperity—more so, in
fact. DBut you saw-for yourselves what
sort of reception we got from William
and Samuel.  They disowned us—re-
fused to have anything to do with us.”

“That's so,” stid Harry Wharton.
“They behaved like cads and snobs.”

Unéle Claude sighed.

“I confess it was a great disappoint-
ment to us,’” he said. *“We hoped that
our nephews were made of the right
stuff—that our apparent poveriy would
make no difference in -their feelings to-.
wards us. Alas for our hopes !

“QOur nephews were not even civil to |

us,” said Aunt Claribel. “They treated
us outrageously, and we propose to have
nothing more to do with them. We
shall eall at the school in the morning to
bid them farewell; and
our last visit to (ireyfriars.”

Harry Wharton & Co. smiled. They
were thinking of the sensation which
would be created mext morning, when
the “poor relations " drove up to the
school in style, in their luxurious limou-
sine,

The juniors were not a bit sorry for
the Bunters. They had disowned their
aunt and unele; and now they them-
selves were to be disowned. And it was
no more than they deserved

‘““As for you, my dear boys,” =aid
Uncle Claude, beaming upon the party,
“we have received nothing but kindness
at your hands, and we cannot thank vou
enough for your splendid genervosity!”

“Spare our blushes, sir,” murmured
Bob Cherry. *“It was little enough that
we did, and we were jolly glad to do
1t.

“Yes, rather!”

Having shaken hands with Unele
Claude and Aunt Claribel, and wished
them good-night, Harry Wharton & Co.
trooped back to Greyfriars,

Billy Bunter wasg awaiting their return
in the school gateway. The fat junior
was furious at having been pushed ofl
the taxi, and the vials of his wrath
fairly overflowed upon the heads of his

schoolfellows,
“Beasts! Cads! DBullies!” howled
Bunter. " You might have maimed me

for life! As it is, I expect I shall be
bedridden for months, and have to have
my spine put in plaster of Paris!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wharton & Co. passed on,
chuckling. They said nothing to
Bunter abont their recent meeting with
Aunt Claribel and Uncle Claude. ‘The
hombshell would burst upon Bunter in
the morning; and the juniors did not
want to spoil the effe¢t by warning him
before hand. They trooped cheerfully
through the Close, leaving Billy Bunter
to expend his torrent of abuse on the
desert air.

L] L & - .
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“N-m-my hat !

Billy Bunter nearly fell down. His
little round eyes [awly started out of
their sockets. He clutehed his minor
Sammy by the arm, and pointed
dramatically towards the school gates.

It was the morning afier. The Dunter
brothers were taking a constitutional in

that will be

** Yarooooh ! **

and rolled over in the roadway.

The window of the car was suddenly lowered and a hand and arm shot out. A
doubled fist caught Billy Bunter full in the chest, knocking him off his perch.
With a wild yell of anguish the fat junior toppled backwards

(See Chapter 7.)

— —]

the Close when a big, finely-upholstered
limousine swung in at the gates of Grey-
friars.

Uitele Claude and Aunt Claribel were
on hoard. They no longer had the
appearance of a pair of paupers. Aunt
(laribel was dressed exquisitely, in the
very best of taste; and even Solomon in
all his glory was not arrayed like Uncle
Clande.

“M-m-my  hat!”  repeated  Dilly
Dunter, in awestruck tones,

“Lally,” gasped the infant Samuel, “I

~I must be dreaming !"

But it was no dream. It was sober

reality.
The limousine came to a standstill, and
Uncle Claude and Aunt Claribel

stepped out. They advanced majestically
towards. their astonished nephews,

“We have called, William and
Samuel,” said Uncle Claude gravely, *“to
bul you good-bye.”

“But—but what does this mean,
uncle 1'° faltered Billy, “This
gorgeous lmousine—all this swank and
fincry " )

“It means, William, that we are not
impoverished, as we led you to believe.
We are 13’¢I]-tn-:|:}--v.'ml)lt']ly, in  fact.
Yesterday we merely playing a
part.”

- “Great Scott !

“We put your alfection to the test,
and it has been found wanting,” saud
Aunt Claribel. “It 15 quite clear thal
vou have never had any real regard for
us.”’

“Yes, we
Bunter eagerly.
ever so fond of
ground you walked on, n fact.
we, Sammy !

“Not half I"" said Sammy,

Uncle Claude smiled grimly.

“Your professions of affection

wenrs

have, aunt!” eried Billy
“We've always been
you—worshipped  the
Haven't

HEEE

somewhat belated,” he said.
are not sincere.”

“Oh, really-—"

“¥You have behaved despicably, both
of you, and we do not intend to wisit
you again—ever !

“Oh crumbs !

*This is good-bye,” snid Uncle Claude,
extending his hand. :

Then the brothers DBunter fell to
pleading and entreating and expressing
deep regret for their conduet.. Now that
the “poor relations " had turned out fo
be rich, Billy and Sammy were *“all
over them.”  But their apologies and
entreaties fell on deaf ecars, Unecle
Claunde and Aunt Claribel had quite made
up their minds to have nothing more to
do with their snobbish .nephews., The
farewells were insisted upon, and DBilly
and Sammy had to resign themselves to
the situation.

The rich relations then bade a eordial
favewell to Harry Wharton & Co.; and
Unele Claude handed over. a ten-pound
note, as a donation to the HRemove
Sports Fund,

A ringing cheer followed the bhig
limousine as it rolled awayv. But there
were two persons who took no payt in
the demonstration. DBilly and Sammy
had never felt less like cheering in their
lives. They gave a last wild look at the
departing limousine; then ihey turned
and tottered away towards the school
building, with feelings too deep for
words.

And that was the last Greyfrars
of Bunter “Poor " Relations!

THE EXD.

““And they

Sih
Ay b

(There will be another fine story of
the famous Greyfrines ehums next week,
cutitledd ** The White Feather?’ by
Frank Richards—a grand start to «
magunificent programme.)
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STORY OF NORTH-WEST CANADA!

SMOKE
SIGNALS!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Alarm !

EL RUTHVEN sat on the edge

M of his bed in the great, sunny

barrack-room, busily plaiting

tough leather strantds between

his strong, brown fingers. The door

opened and Joe Clarke's head came
leisurely into sight.

“ Heard news?” he observed in a bored

voice.

“No! What ?" ecried three or four
men ab once, _ _ _
“Crees  war-dancing in  Restigoux

I.I'ZI

Reservation

If he had dropped a shell in the room
the effect could hardly have been more
startling. Every one of the dozen North-
West Mounted Police, who, the moment
before, had been sleeping or loafling away
the hot afternoon, was on his feet in an
instant,

“ When do we start?” cried Ruthven.

“In an hour, Captain French says”
replied Clarke, in the same sleepy
voice, and, sauntering over to his bed,
he began putting s kit together as
Le_isur-e y as though he had all day before

im.

Three o'clock was striking from the
clock in the barrack-square, and the little
troop were drawn up in perfect order,
paraded ready to start, Even Captain
French’s keen eyes had failed to find a
button or strap amiss,

The word, “Fours! Forward! Trot!"
were on the officer’s lips, when the rapid
beat of horse’s hoofs ecame hammering
up thé road, and a man galloped into
the square, reined hiz dripping horse by
the captain’s side, and handed him a
note.

The officer read it,
knitted sternly.

“Ruthven, I want vou,” he said.

The young corporal advanced
saluted.

“Bnale ye escaped from Fort Grizly
this morning,” said the officer. *“Take
two men—I can’t spare more—and catch
him. Remember, if he once reaches the
Restigoux Reservation he will have every
buck out on the warpath, At all coets
vou must stop him before he gets there.”

*May I have Clarke, sir, and Martin "

‘aptain French nodded, and ordered
the two mentioned to fall put. Their

Tae Magxer Liarary —Na, 836.

and his bhrows

and

L
e

AT I
A .J'J:"'.:_'"' r
e

glum faces, as tho others trotted off, be-
trayed their keen. disappointment; but

when Ruthven told them what their
mission was, even Joe Clarke's impassive
face showed a gleam of pleasure.

Ruthven was not long about making
his plans, and within ten minutes he and
his two companions were cantering
sharply across the prairie.  There was
hardly another man at Fort Alexandra
who knew the country as well as he, and
he had in his mind's eye an exact map
of the probable route which the Indian
would take. He aimed to cut in upon
this route at a point a few miles in
advance of the Indian, and wait for his
passing. To do this they must not spare
their horses, for it was above all things
important to catch the Indian before
dark., Otherwise, the crafty old scoun-
drel would almost certainly slip through
their fingers,

“Who is this Snake Eye?" inquired
Martin, the third of the party, as they
cantered side by side. Martin, generally
known as Sand Martin, was a new re-
cruit, but a very smart youngster,

“Worst old Injun in the North-West,"
was Ruthven's reply.

The three, quickening their paece,
galloped steadily along over the coarse
brown grass through the sunlit afternoon.

It was past six when the little party
reached the Cross River valley, and Mel
Ruthven flung up his hand as a signal to
halt., SBpringing out of the saddle, he
threw the reins to Joe, and, going down
on hands and knees, began carefully
examining the trail,

There had been no rain for davs, and
the untrained eye could not have dis-
finguished the slightest mark on the
hard, dry ground, The young corporal’s
ace was very grave as he rose again.

“He's passed,” he yemarked ecurtly;
and instantly was in the saddle again,

In the far distance a black dot crawled
againsi the skyline,

Now the chase began in earnest. Tt
was barely twenty miles to the Reserva-
tion. Snake live had a start of fully
three,

Not one of the troopers spoke.

Slawly the distant dot grew in size
till its form became distinet. The troopers
could plainly see the lodian chief lean-
g low over his ponyv'a withers and
]&Ful]il.'!_{ the cane jittle beast to even
Fieater exertions,

e
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Another half-mile and Ruthven was
within two hundred yarda of the Indian.
Suddenly Snake Eye wheeled in his
saddle. There was a sharp crack, a puff
of white smoke jetted out, and a buillet
whined close over Ruthven's head.

The latter dropped his reing or the
bay's neck and unslung his carbine. Yet
he hesitated to fire. He loved a good
horse, and it seemed brutal to shoot the
gallant pony which had carried Snake
Eye seventy miles since dawn; also he
desired to catch the red scoundrel him-
self alive,

In that instant the Indian's rifle
cracked again, but even as he fired the
worn-out pony put its foot in a prairie
dog’s hole, and turned a complete somer-
sault, sending its rider flying, in a long
curve, through the air. He lit full on
his head and lay motionless.

“IHope he's broken his ugly neck,”
growled Joe Clarke, as he galloped up.

The blood was streaming from his right
2ar, from which the Indian’s last bullet
had shorn away the tip.

But it takes more than a fall to break
an Indian’s neck. And though Snake
Fyve was knocked silly for the moment,
he was not badly hurt. He recovered, to
find himself disarmed and tied fast by a
raw hide rein to Rulhven's saddle.

The stolid old scoundrel uttered not a
word, but his seamed face and deep-set,
burning cyes spoke unutterable things as
he glared  vengefully round at  his
captors.

“Where now ™" growled Joe, as he tied
his handkerchief tight round his ear and
head.

ik 'H\TU
Ruthven,

“ Miles ahead of them, ain’t we?"” ab-
sorved Sand Martin,

“We'll wait for them in the wood on
the hill there, They ought to be up by
dark.” Ruthven turned to Snake Eve.
“March!” he ordered curtly.

At a slow walk they started for the
hill, leaving Snake Eye's pony to graze
and recover itself.

Having plenty of time in hand, the
three policemen fook things easily, rud-
ing at a foot's pace up through the
grateful shade of the frees.

As they neared the summit they passed
bevond the troes, and Ruthven warned
them to advanee with cavbion. A low
ridge of rocks barved their way.

join  the others,” answered
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Ruthven dismounted, left his horse with
Clarke, and bidding Martin keep a sharp
eye upon the Indian, climbed up and
looked over.

When he turned back again his face
told the others that something was
Wrong.

“Well 1" inquired Joe Clarke abruptly.

“There's & war party of a hundred or
more ridin ruunrlpt!m base of the hill,”
remarked %h:tlwen grimly.

“Won't hurt us,” was all Clarke said.

“No; but there's a half dozen fools of

rospectors down by the river, They
waven’t seen the Indians,”
Clarke uttered a low whistle. As for

Martin, in his surprise, he took his eyes
off the prisoner for the [raction of a
second, It was enough. With one fierce
wrench, Snake Eve, who had perfectly
understood the whole situation, Ead torn
the rein from Martin’s hands and was
running with incredible speed down the
hill towards the river.

Martin, with one sharp exclamation of
dismay, rushed after the Indian, but
Ruthven was before him.

As Ruthven ran he was uncoiling a
queer tangle of those very same raw hide
thongs which his friend had watched him
plaiting in the barrack-reom, and which
he had been carrving all the afternoon
vnder his tunic.

Next instant, pursued and pursuer had
passed from Clarke's sight in among the
trees,

The Indian was edging to the leflt.
Above all things, Ruthven knew he must
stop him before he could get into sight
of the war party. Sprinting with all lns
might, he gained a httle, and, as he ran,
three short thongs, each with a small
leaden ball at its end, hissed round and
round his head.

A fallen log barred Snake Eye's way.
As he sprang upon it, the whirling balls
and thongs left Ruthven's hand, and went
humming through the air in a spinning
tangle. Next second Snake Eye got the
shock of his life. Just as his moccasined
feet touched the log, something struck
him like a whip-lash behind the knees,
and, coiling tightly round his legs, hound
them fast together. For the second time
that day, he pitched full upon his head
on the hard ground. Before he could
recover his scattered senses, a pair of
powerful hands gripped him by the back
of the neck, and Ruthven’s knees were in
the small of s back. It was a very
subdued Indian whom Ruthven and
Martin led between them up the hill
again. Martin was too deeply ashamed to
ask questions, but Jo» pointed at Ruth-
ven's queer weapon.

“What'd you rope him with?”

Mel, in spite of his auxieiv, smiled,

“Bolas,” he answered. “South Amevi-
can dodge I learnt in the Argentine.”

Snake Eye growled zomething to him-
solf. Tt sounded like, “ Bad medicine.”

“There'll be some worge medicine [or
you, my red friend, before I'm done with
vou,” remarked Mel Ruthven grimly,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Indian Strategy !

I the prospectors’ lives were to be
"~ saved, something had {o be done,
and done quickly. Five minutes
had been wasted, and all the time
the Indians had been moving steadily
along the base of the hill, It was simply
maddening to the three on the hill to
watch the prospectors working away
down by the river-bed as calmly as
though there was not a hostile Indian
within a hundred miles.
“Good job they've not got a fire,”
remarked Martin humbly, for he was
gtill very sore over letting Snake Eye

4

escape. “If they had, tho braves would
be down on them pretty quick.”

Ruthven started. The words had put
an idea into his head. He turned to Joe.

“ Do you understand the Indian smoke
signals, Joe?”

Joe shook his head.

_ ““But you do!” eried Rullhven, sweep-
ing round on Snake Eye. So sudden was
his question that the Indian’s face lost
for a moment its usual stolidity, and Mel
Eauqllrit a startled glan2e in his ct;e_

“You make sipnals for the braves to
go back. Tell 'em the tioops are in
sight. SBee? Ah, it's no good looking
like that! You understand well enough.”

The chief had recovered command of
his feptures. He stood like a statue, ap-
parently neither hearing nor under-
standing.

A dangerous look came into Ruthven's
steel-blue eyes, and his jaw hardened.

Without another wovd, he seized 1he
end of the rope which bound the Indian’s
hands, and drove the red man before
him into a thick clump of trees close by.
Martin sfared after them, but Clarke
nierely winked. ** Mel's gﬂinﬁr to try a
little of Father Stick,” was his inward
comment.,

Arrived at the cenire of the coppice,
Ruthven, with practised skill, lashed
Snake Eye firmly to a tree, and gagged
him. He was hurrying away, apparently
intending to leave him, when, as if by an
afterthought, he turned,

“I'll give vou one more chance, Snake
Eye. Make those Ei{nnls, and T'll let
you go. If you don't, I'll leave you where
you are, and risk going to warn the white
men. The chanees are that wo threo will
all be killed. .

“Then no one will know where to find
you, and yon will stay here, tied fast in
this lonely spot, till you die of thirst and
starvation, and the range wolves pick the
flesh from your bleaching bones.”

stared back

The last words were poured out with |
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such fierce earnestness that the Indian
quailed visibly. Ruthven stepped back.

“1 will count three,” he said. *'If you
nod, I take it you will signal the braves
to go back. If not, I leave you.”

Snake Eye's glittering little eyes glared
savagely at the trooper, but Ruthven
with more than equal
fierceness, Y

“QOne!” came his voice, hard as the
ring of steel. “Twol”

A shght pause,

"“Three!”

As the word passed his lips the red
man’s head bowed shghtly, i

Ruthven stepped close up to Tum. His
revolver was in his left hand,

“If your tongue is forked—" He
tapped the long barrel significantly, then
slashed the cord, and hurried the Indian
back up the hill.

“(Gather wood—quick!” he ordered
Martin., And then, freeing the chief’s
hande, but keeping his pistol ready, he
gave the red man matches.

The band of braves were terribly near
to the clump of trees, which was all that
hid them from the luckless prospectors,
who worked on, all unconscious of their
peril. .

Another five minutes, and the leadin
brave must see them, and a torrent o
maddened savages would pour down the
slope and overwhelm them. It was far
too late for the troopers to warn or help
the vietims,

“Quick !"” urged Ruthven,

He was terribly anxious. Suppose the
treacherous old scoundrel played humn
false? He, and he only, knew the use of
smoke signals, which is part of every

Indian’s education, but the code of which
no white man has ever learnt.
“Green  branches,”  grunted Snake

Eve; and Ruthven tore a dozen from the
nearest tree, D _
The chief had arranged six little piles
(Continued on page 28.)

The worn-out pony put its foot in a prairie dog’s hole and turned a complete
somersault, sending its rider flying in a long curve through the air. Snake Eye
lit full on his head and lay still,

Te MacyNET LiBrARY.—No. 536,



22

THE SCGHOOL AND DETECTIVE WEEKLY!

START THIS MAGNIFI

A Fresh Victim !

ITH & ery of astonishment Ferrers

Locke knelt at the inspector's

side and turned the imert figure

over. To his relief Pyecroft's

heart was: heating regularly. To  his

momentary perplexity his breathing was a

trifle too stertorous to be pormal. Amd then

came enlightenment. Inspector Pyecroft had

sulfered in much the same way a3z had Sir
Malcolm Dunderfield —he had been gaszed!

Carrying the inert figpure of his companion
to the settee Ferrers Locke miHe him com-
fortable, and then reécrossed the room with
the idea of obtaining some rgstoratives.
Direct in his line of vision was the .table.
And on the tauble was a sheet of notepaper
covered with writing, from which the eurious
zlggllnw sign of an eagle’s elaw loomed up at

im.,

Full of curiosity, Ferrers Locke picked up
the sheet of notepaper and read the contents,
And as he did so his keen, intellectunl
fentures registered a mixed expression of
incredulity and contempt. The missive
penued above the seal of the Yellow Claw
was ns [ollows:

“Terrers Locke,—The society will brook no
interference from you. Decline Sir Maleolm
Dunderfield’s commission at once, or it will
be the last time you ever hunt a wanted
man., We give you one warning only., Take
heed! Persist in your endeavour to trail
us, and death stares you in the face.—THE
YELLOW CLAW."

“Big words!" muttered the slenth, with a
shrug of the shoulders., *“DBut this Yellow
Claw gang of cut-throats mistake my calibre,
The swords are out—it is going to be a duel
to the death!”

With & cooloeas that would have exas-
perated  the writer of that threateniog
letter had he been present to  observe,

Ferrers Locke carefully folded the missive
into four, and, with a grim chuckle, deposi-
ted it in a drawer of his desk which con-
tained several documents of a like nature.

“Yet apother to my collection!” he mut-
tereidi. “1 must be like the proverbial eat
with the nine lives if one can judge from
that little pile of rubbish.”

His light mood fell from him as he recol-
lected that Inspector Pyeeroft was  etill
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assistant, JACK DRAKE.

under the influence of the nitrous oxide gas
which was such a familiar feature in the
campaign of the Yellow Claw, With a
thoughtful frown wupon his intellectual
[eatures, the detective entered his Ilabora-
tory, and for the next five minutes was pre-
paring an antidote of his own concoction.
Armed with a hyperdermic syrioge, the
slenth then entered the sitting-room agaio

and erossed to the side of the sleeping
C.I.D. man.
- Baring Pyecroft's arm to the elbow,

Ferrers Locke manipulated the syringe and
emptied its contents into the flesh of the
C.L.LD. man with a steadiness that many
# medical student would have envied. Then,
syringe 1n hand, he stared down at the
inspector to note any change in his appear-
ance. For one brief second Pyecroft's eyes
twitched, and his breathing became less
stertorous. It was a good sign, and
FFerrers Locke was prepared to wait until
the Scotland Yarder came to. With the
aptidote fighting against the drug Pye-
croft had iphaled, the slenth reckoned that
he would awake within half an hour.
Making his official colleague as comfort-
able as possible vpon the settee, Locke
walked over to the night emergency
spenking-tube. There was a slight dis-
colouration in the region of the mouth-

iIN THE LIMELIGHT.

THE YELLOW CLAW, a mysterious and
powerful organisation that preys 1 jron
wealthy Englishmen,

SIR MALCOLM DUNDERFIELD, a
ecessful City  financier, who Tias
threatened by the sociely,

FERRERS LOCKE, the famous detective of

211e-
been

Baker &treet, who receives an urpent
summons to the house of the financier,
JACK DRAKE, the sleuth’s clever hoy

asslstant.

Having interviewed 8ir Maleolm, the sleuth
promises  to  investighte the ecaze on  his
behalf, and then returns to  his  own
chambers in Baker Street. To hiz aztonizh-
ment he finds the inert figure of INSPECTOR
PYECROFT—whom he had left in his zitting-
roam, alive and well, half an hour before—
Iying in o lhoddled heap beneath  the
speaking-tube let into the wall, through
which communication from the street below
can be obtalned.

{(Now read on.)

piece, which Locke put down to the action
of the gas which had been transmitted
through it.

“¥Yery iogenious!" he muttered. “But
Pyecroft ought not to have been enught
napping so0 easily. Any gaz tranamitted
through the speaking-tube would take a
certain time to reach this room from the
atreet . below, It is ohvious that the
Yellow Claw or his agent engaged Pyecroft
in conversation whilst the gas, which he
had first pumped into the tube, was slowly
rising. Yes, Pyecroft walked into it nicely.
Had he had his wits about him he would
have been suspicious of the fact that any-
ope usiny the special mnight emergency
speaking-tube in broad daylight, when it
was quite a simple matter to ring the bell
and obtain an answer, was a suspicious
character. I'd like to look at the spenking-
tube from the street myself.”

So saying, Ferrers Loeke vacated the
sitting-room and descended the stairs to
the hall below. The door was wide open,
as  was customary in daylight, and the
brass plate of the speaking-tube which com-
mnnicated with his rooms was slightly dis-
coloured,

Below the speaking-tuhbe,
step, was a single footprint. Allnwing his
eves to roam over the steps before him,
Ferrers Locke percelved that there was a
similar footprint on each; maore still, that
the footstep stood out prominently on the
pavement approaching the steps as well
And in the gutter at the edge of the pave.

on the stone

ment Ferrers Locke noticed a puddle of
rain water.
"That single footstep is explained.,” he

mutterad. “My last wisitor, whoever he
may have been, was unfortunate enough to
step into that puddle of water. I rather
think it would be useful if 1 took an im-
pression of this footstep”

Returning speedily to  hiz rooms, the
slenth brouwght to light from the midst of
his  detective paraphernalin a  small, box-
shaped eamera. He slipped a set of un-
cxposed plates into it, and then descended
the stairs agnin. In a very short space of
time the sleuth had photographed the
footprint half a dozen times, and, satisfied
with  hiz labours, he returned to his
laboratory.

“Jark Drake can get to work on develop-
ing them when he comes in!" mutteral
Locke, vacating the laboratory, and moving
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ovgr to  the sitting-room window. He
atared out into the street below., " After

that it will he an easy matter to make a
paster cast, I i

His next remark was never concluded,
for his keen eves were foillowing a rapidly
moving taxi that Wwas heading in the
direction of his chambers.

“That c¢hap's in a deuce of a hurry!”
wius the sleuth’s mental comment. A
regular Jehu, in fact?”

His ruriosity was more aroused when he
realised that the taxi had drawn to a
standstill outz=ide his chambers, and that
a tall man, clad in a cloak, had alighted.
There was something familiar in the ap-
pearance of the pewcomer that caused
Ferrers Locke to knit his brows in thought.
And then came enlightemment.

“Mark Chaerton, as I live!” he exclaimed,
“What on earth does he want with me?”

Following closely upon his query, there
came a violent peal on his door-bell. Sing-
sing, the deteetive's Chinese assistapt, was
about to answer the summons when Locke
beckoned to him,

“Ripg-sing,” he said, “have you been out
of the house this morning?”

“ Yes, Mistle Locke,” returned the Chinese,
“1 went to the post-office about half an
hour hefore you returued. 1 was gone
ahout twenty minutes.”

“All, thank vyown, Sing-Sing,” said the
cleuth  quietly. “That will do. Kindly
answer the violent summons. of our yisitor.”

The Chinaman moved swiftly and silently
to the door. Ie returned 2 few moments
luter with the = visitor” at his back.
Ferrers Locke had not been mistaken; it
wns Mark Chaerton, and the plivwright ap-
peared to be in such a state of wild exeite-
ment that e did not wait to be anoouncert.
He brushed past Sing-Sing, and caught
Ferrers Locke by the arm.

“Afr. Locke,” he szaid breathlessly, “1 am
in fear of my life! I am—-"

“A trifie onl of breath,
the sleuth, with a smile, ©¥it doww, Mr.
Chaerton, and pray calm yourself, That's
hetter “'—as  the famons playwright sank
into a decp arnchair which Sing-Sing
wheeled forward for bhim—"1 can wait for
a few momental™

A volley of excited remarks rose to the

too,” remarked

fips of the visitor, but they were never
uttered. There was something compelling
in the dJdetective’s Jook that went home.

The slenth found himself studying intentls
the mau before him. Mark Chaerton was i
tall, slim man, who favoured a rather
ariginal, il wnorthodox, style of dresz. Jle
wore his dark, curly hair, which was tinged
with grey, very loog, so that it fell over
his  shonlders in a tangled mass. He
aported an  artist’'s cravat and a  tweed
sports ¢oat, over which Iatter he wore a
sweeping bluck cloak. His nether garments
conld he best likened uwto “ples fours”
Hiz =tockings were of a fine guality black
silk, and hiz feet were encised In Darrow
patent-leather  zhoes, sprimounted hy &
choice puir of silver buckles, To complete
his strange and picturesque appearance he
varried n black felt hat cut on the lines
of o sombrero.

Undoubtedly, reflected the sleuth, Mark
Chaerton was an  eccentric man,

“I am prepared to commence,” =aid the
famons playwright at length, in a shrill,
quavering veice, accompanying his remark
with an artistic flourish of his leng, thin
hands. “I have econtrol recovered of my-
sl

Ferrers Locke was quick to note the
<light hsping  voice, suggestive that Mark
Chaerton was of foreign origin, and the
miznlaced verb,

“Good!” he smiled
what's the troublef”

“Ihe  dronble” echoed Mark Chaerton,
hiz gaze fastening o the sleepiug figure of
Inspector Pyecroft on the settee at the
further cmid of the room, in wonderment,
“is the Yellow Claw!”

genially, “Now,

—

The Missing Camera.

ERHFERS LOUKF sat bolt upright in
his chair as the name of the dreaded
speiety  reached his ears. But he
waa complete master of himself in

a seromd. He nodded easzily, and clasped

his lean fingers together in an attitude of

close attention.
e ludeod 1

He permitted bimself ihe

remark as though Le were exchanging the
time of day. “%rell me more.”

“1 received a letter from this Yellow Claw
by the first post this morning,” weut on the
visitor, emphasising his words with a series
of gestures that rather got on the nerves
of the famous defective. “And I was re.
quested—nay, they demanded the sum of
twenty thousand pounds without delay.”
“Is it by any chance ygur hirthday, too,
Mr. Chaertoni™ uai:gd Ferrers Locke. 1t
seoms that this Yellow Claw makes a point
of despatching thesze tlhreatening letters on
his victim’s birthday.¥

“No, no,” replied the playwright, with a
Ehrug of the =houlders; "it is pot my birth-

ﬂﬁ'.“

“Have vou ever had any communications
from this Yellow Claw before,” asked Ferrers
Locke, "or have they tlireatened you in any
other wayi?”

“They have not. This letter *—the play-
wright withdrew from a pocket im his
capacious ¢lpak a ofumpled piece of paper—
stjg the first attention I have from them
recejved.”

e great detective took the letter and
perunsed it. It was practically the same I
text as had heen the threatening letters re-
ceived by Alee Muldane and Sir Maleoln
Dunderfield, Like theirs, also, it bore o
sinister symbol of a yellow claw at the foot
of the arrogaunt signature.

v And do you intend to present yourself at
the appointed rendezvous with the exor
bitant sum of money they demamd?” ques
tioned the sleuth.

“What else can I do?”

“That is for you to decide,” returned
Ferrers Locke, “1 do not nuderestimate the
cunning of the gang myself. They seem to
he very familiar with évery movement of
their victim. I should not be surprised if one
of their number had seen you enfer my
rooms. If he had, it is guite feasible to
suppose that he would guess the object
of vour visit. And, as is pointed out in this
letfer. * any nttempt to eusnare the member
of the Society wlho
has been appointed to
receive the sum  of
money reguired at the
appoluted rendezvous
will meet with
disaster.” No, Mark
{*haerton, I can zee it
is on the tip of your
tongue to snggest that
you preseut  yourself
at the rendezvous with
a  force  of  plain-
clothes policemen Al
your back, ready 1o
arrest Llie member of
the gang. It would
be futile. The Yellow
("law is not to bhe
caught uapping.  You
don't for one moment
imagine that the
seonndrel  detailed 1o
rollect the noey
from you wounld he
parading up awd down
Regent Street with a
Yellow Claw badge I
his coat, do you? Not
a bit of it. T take it
you require me to iu-
vestigate the casc i
your intercsts?”

¢ Ipdeed, 1 do, Mr.
Locke "

“ Then my milvice 13,
lie low for a hit, Mr.
Chaerton. @Go back to
vonr home just as if
nothing had happened,
and leave the rest io
we, ny the way, [
understand  that  the
Aress rehearsal of your
new play ls  taking
place thiz afternoon?”

“ That is =0."

“ Yery well, T should

L

“You mean that he could keep a watch cn
things, in case the Yellow Claw should strike
at my beautitul creation, chi”

“I take it that wyou mean your Litest
play ¥ smiled Loecke, * Right-ho! 11 any such
attempt were made with the idea of frighten-
ing you ioto submission, in all prohability
it would be delivered against Juhn Huntivg-
don, your principal lead.”

“Heaven forbid!” exclaimed Mark Chaer-
ton, raising his lean finger ceilingwards, "My
play would be ruined.”

“Never fear,” szaid the slenth. “Drake
will be a match for any emissary of the
Yellow Claw."

“1 sincerely trost
Chuerton fervently. “Then I shall see you
this afternoon, Mr. Locke, and we will
arrange that your assistant—I've beard that
he is a very clever lad—shall be given the
position of dresser to Mr. Huntingdon.
feel a great deal easier in my mind Dow
that I have consulted you. As you koow, my

go,” replied Mark

‘play is touring the first-class theatres iu

England after a week's perlormance at the
Thespian in Shaftesbury Avenue. [ intend
to travel with the compapy——-"

“And 1 shall
smiled Ferrers Locke.
‘s lecoming a pest, and must be
minated.™

“Good! 1 like to hear you speak like that,
Mr. Locke,” said the playwright., “It puts
new life into me. Now, about your fecs—"

be close on your heels,™
“This Yellow Claw
cxter-

Ferrers Locke made an expressive geslure
with his hands,

“That is a mere detail,” he said grimly.
“1f 1 succecd—and 1 have every hope that
I shall—in bLringing to book this Yeliow

Claw Socicty, 1 shall have done a large publie

like to he preseut at
the theatre. May I
count cn you to uac
your influence to get
my young assistant,
Jack Drake, a job us
dreaser in the com-
pany "

“That would he
guite simple to accom-

The visitor appeared to be in such a state of wild excitement
that he did not wait to be announced.
Sing-Sing and ecaught the detective by the arm.
Locke ! ** he said breathlessly. ‘‘I am in fear of my life !
The Yellow Claw !
too,”’ remarked the sleuth gravely.

calm yourself ! "’

He brushed past
“ Mr.

I am——" **A frifle out of breath,
** 5it down, and pray
(See this page.)

plish,” replied Mark
Chaerton eacerly.
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a great service—reward enmough. Good-bye,
Mr. Chaerton; we mect again at the theatre
this afternoon.”

" Good-bye IV
with a polite bow.
thzn!?

And pulling his ecapacious c¢loak around
him, Mark Chaerton, the cccentric play-
wright whe was the idel of London theatre-

oers, took his departure. At the deorway,
iowever, he halted, and made as il to
speak. Hiz piercing black eyes were on the
sleeping Hgure of Inspector Pyceroft, and
they flashed a question. It was rather an
uncommon_sight to sce a wuniformed in-
spector asleep on the settee of a private
detective's chambers in broad daylight. DBut
Mark Chaerton, despite his obvious curiosity,
shrugged his shoulders and politely refrained
from asking what was in his mind.

“This is pgetting a regular maze of erime,”
reflected Ferrers Locke, when from the win-
dow he had seen his late visitor enter the
waiting taxicab. “My head is beginning
to sing with all this Yellow Claw business.”

“And so is mine!”

The words came from the direction of the
seltee, and Ferrers Locke turned sharply in
that direction. He saw lnspector Pyecroft
gitting upright, a wry smile on his granite
fealures.

“And lhow Tlong have you been awake?”
asked the private detective.

“ About five minutes,” returncd the C.1.D,
man. g
You see, 1 didn't know who your visitor was,
or what was his business, so [ thought 1'd
}et. him remain in igoorance as to my presence
1ere.”

“But you know mnow that he has been
threatened by the Yellow Claw?™

“I gathered as much from the few pieces
of conversatios I overheard, Mr. Locke,” re-
plied Pyecroft. “But I expect you are dying
t? know how 1 happened to fall asleep,
‘: l?"

“Not exactly,” said the private detective,
with a smile. “You see, I know already.”

“The deuce you do?"

“Pyecroft,” said Locke, wagglng an ad-
monishing forefinger at his official colleague,
“it was very foolish of you to anzwer that
call through the night speaking-tube. You
were no doubt speaking to the Yellow ,Claw
himself."

“What !"

“Keep cool, my dear fellow,” said Locke.
“There's more to come. Can you not con-
struet a motive for such a strange pro-
cedure?”

“Blegsed if I ecan!” grunted the C.I.D.
man. “1 walked over to the speaking-tube
and exchanged a few remarks with a mad-
man, it seemed, .for I'm hlowed if I could
understand a word he was saying., and then
I suddenly felt dizzy. I remember striking
the floor, and that's all.”

“Then you will feel annoyed to think that
this mysterious Yellow Claw was within a
yard of you after you had fallenm to the
floor?™

“Don't rot, Mr. Locke!" grumbled Pyecroft
peevishly.

“But I'm not. When I returned to this
room 1 found you in a huddled heap on the
floor and this charming little note on the
table.” The slenth withdrew the letter from
the drawer of his desk, and handed it to the
astonished inspector. " A piece of theatrical
: hu*::iness,' Pyeccroft, iutended to terrorise

“Well, I'm blowed!” exclaimed the Scot-
land Yarder. “That's cheek, if you like.
And to think that 1 was in the saume room as
thiz infernal Yellow Claw all the time. IHe
gazsed me with his confounded drug so that
he could enter the room and leave that
uﬂt'{-.a ]

“Exactly. He knew apparently that I was
m consultation with Sir Malcolm Dunderfield
and that Sine-Sing was oul of the way. |
questioned Sinz-Sing a few moments azo, and
he informed me that he had left the hounse
for about twenty minutes to visit the post.
office.”

“Then thiz Yellow Claw must have a jolly
well orgapizsed gang at his beek and eall”
said Pyecrofl. " How else could he know of
all our movements?"

“I agree with you,” said Ferrers Locke.
“The chase is pgoiug to be an exeiting one.
Already 1 am fighting on behall of two
clients—Sir Malcolm Dunderfield and Mark
Chaerton. Are vou still gzame te throw in
your lot with mine, Pyeeroft?”

“0Of coursze,” replied the C.L.D. man stoutly.
*I want to pet my own back on the dirty
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responded the playwright,
“THll this aflternoon,

decided to keep where 1 was.

dog who put me to sleep. T reckon 1'd put
him to sleep without any gas,” bhe -added.

“Yes, I think you would,” smiled Locke,
with an admiring glance at the hrawny, mus-
cular flzure before him. “Perhaps it won't
be long hefore you have the chance.”

The famous sleuth then went on to tell
of the single footprints he had discovercd
on Lhe steps below the speaking-tube.

“Aml you have photographed them,” said
Pyecroft eagerly. *“Perhaps they will afford
a clue.” .

“1 rather think they will,” said Ferrers
Locke. *1I intend to let Drake develup the
plates for me; but, as he has not returoed,
perhaps you would like to get busy on them?
You'll findg the camera on the first rizht-
hand shelfl in the lahoratory.”

“Right-ho!" snid Pyecroft eagerly, rising
to hiz feet. 3

“While you are developigz the plates T'NI
get into toueh with Sir Maleolm Dunder-
field,” said the sleuth. " There will now he no
need for he and 1 to journey to the theatre
to see John Huntingdon thizs afternoon., Mark
Chaerton has more influence than Hunting-
don has, and Drake's as good as instalied as
dresser already.”

So saying the slenth reached for the tele-
phone, and was soon in dircet communicntion
with Sir Maleolm Dunderfield. He cancelled
the appointment with him, saving that there

would be no need to acquaint his nephew of

the danger in which he stood from the Yellow
Claw, as Jack Drake's position in the com-
pany had been fixed np satisfactorily.

“1 have just interviewed Mark Chacrton,”
continued tlie detective, “and he is willing to
hielp, for he, too, has been {hrealeacd by this
Yellow Claw.”

“Good heavens!™

The exelamation eame shrilly over the
wires. That piece of news had certainly sur-
prised Sir Malcolm.

“Good heavens!” he repealed. “ Will this
Yellow Claw never be caught? He gets more
daring every day!"

“His very daring will entrap him in time”
returned Ferrers Locke., “Ton't worry, Sir
Malcolm. You, at least, have an idea how
things will go, for your life is not threztened
for some time yet.”

*But my nephew—"

“He will be carefully guarded, T agsure you,
Have no fear. 1 will phone you periodically
to let you know what progress [ am making.
In any case, T shall see you at the theatre
to-morrow night. Au revoir, Sir Malcolm !*

The slenth replaced the receiver on the
hooks fust as Inspector Pyecroft rushed into
the sitting-room.

“What's biting vou?” asked Ferrers Locke,
noting the expression of amazement on the
face of the C.1.D. man.

“The eamera——"" began Pyecrofd.

"Well 2»

“1t's gone!l™

—_——

The Chaso Oveor the Rocfa!
ERRERS LOCKE stiffened for 2
moment as Tnspector Pvecroft  im-
parted the startling piece of news,
but he swiltly recovered himszell.

" Surely, man, you're mistaken?” he said.

The Scotland Yard detective shrugeed his
shoulders.

“(Come and see for yvourself, Mr. Locke,'
he returned. “*There's no sign of a blessed
camera on the shelf, or in the whole of the
laboratory, for thal matter. What's more,
the window is half-open—--"

“What !

Ferrers Locke rapped oul the word ficreely.
Then, a steely glitter in his grey eyves, he
hrughed past the C.I.TY. man and entered the
laboratory. He paused on the threshold, and
g eves sought the ghelfl upon which he had
placed the camera containing the exposed
plates of the foolprint he had taken a short
time since. But as Pyecroft had remarked,
there was now no sign of the camera,

And the lab wimidow was open.

With a muttered cjacmlation falling from
his lips, the private” detective crossed the
Liboratory and gazed out of the window into
the small zarden below, But the garden was
vl of lhmman  presence. Whoeever  haadl
“hilfted * the sleuth’s camera and madde good
his getaway was cectainly nowhere to be seen.
But if the intruder hiad entered and left the
laboratory by way of the window, how on
earth had he achieved such a feal, for there
was neither feet nor hand hold on the wall,
and the laboratory window was situated at an
altitude of forly fcet above the ground.

“Reckon the fellow entered and left this
room by means of a rope strung on to one of
the branches of that tree,” muttered Pyecroft
at length,

Ferrers Locke allowed his gaze to dwell
npon the solitary elm-tree that stood back in
the- garden below for one brief moment, and
then he shook his head.

“Right off the rails there, Pyecroft,” he
remarked gravely. “It would be an impossi-
hility for anvone to swing themselves frefn a
branch of that tree into this window, which
was m:tr open i the first place, mark
you—->*"

“You mean that the natoral momentum of
such a swing would bring the burglar mer-
cgmnb right up against the pane and smash
i ?JJ

*"Well, that in itself would convinee me if
[ had no other means of telling,” said Locke
quietly. “DBut it is the angle.of the swing
that makes the feat impossible, Again, were
it pozsible, it would require a little pre-
liminary swinging backwards and forwards on
the part of the intruder before he attained
sufficient momentum. o you think anyone
could do that kind of thing in Baker Strect
without being spotted?”

“1 see your point,” admitted the inspector,
rather grudgingly albeit,

“No, Pyceroft,” continued the sleuth, *the
thief entered this Iab from the roofl above!*

“Eh?" exclaimed the C.I.D. man, scrateh-
ing hiz head in astonishment., “From the
roof 7' )

“Exactly,” returned the private detective.
“Come—you will gee the distinet traces of a
boot having seraped against the top of the
sash! Pat vour head ont of the window,
Look—a couple of inches above your head,
Don't you think that black smudge was made
by a boot seraping against it? Then, again,
this sash wasz freshly painted vesterday!™

“Yes, that's all very well,” zrunted Pye-
croft, stretehing his head outside the window
the better to examine the black smufige on
the white woodwork. * But how do you know
the thiel didn't enter and leave the lab by
the door in the ordinary way?”

“Becaunse, my dear Pyecroft,” grinned
Ferrers Locke, “there is an electric alarm-
hell under the mat on each side of the lab
door, Sinee a certain criminal’s midnight
visit here, some ghort time back, I have taken
thé trouble of wiring what I eall my im-
portant rooms—the lab, the study, and my
bed-room .

“Hum !’ multered the inspector. “T didn’t
hear any bells ripg when I came into the lab
just now.”

“That is because I switehed off the cobn-
necting stud from the sitting-room when I
asked you to fetch the camera,” smiled
Ferrers Locke. "1 think, Pyeeroft, we had
hutll'.cr explore the roof. Come, follow me,
T =

The slewth never concluded his remark, for
at that moment 2 slate whizzed down from
the roof nbove and passed between his head
amd that of Pvecroft's, missing bhoth of them
by & matter of an inch or so, and finally
striking the garden below, where it shivered
inlo pieces, ‘

“My word, Mr. Locke,” exclaimed the
inspector, withdrawing his head to safety,
“ I'm beginning to think you're right! That
was no ordinary loose slate. That was thrown
at us, 1I'll wager!™ )
* But Ferrers Locke did not waste time in
listening to his colleague’s theories. He had
already darted across the laboratory, and was
making for the lnmber-room situated at tho
farther side of his chambers, With a grunt
that might have meant anything, the Secot-
land Yard man bhastened after the private
detective, and was just in time to zec Ferrers
Locke drageing” two large trunks into  the
centre of the lumber-room.

“Through this old fanlight, Pyceroft!™
<aid the slenth quickly, at the same time
mountiog his improvised kudder. * The glass
will ke a kit of 2 mess; no time to vo-
fasten the catch. Look out!™ o

The private detective brought his fist full
against the glass pane of the fanlight, and
it shivered into fragments. Auwd before
Inspector Pyecroft had witlulrawn  his
shiclling hand from his face to ward off
the flying pieces of glass, Ferrers Locke
was climbing through the aperture. Once
on the roofl, he stooped amd stretched out
lis hapd to the inspector.

“Up, man!” he rapped. “We shall get
our houzebreaker., lle can't eseape us over
these rools.”

With an ease that said well for the
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inapector’s agility, he swarmed up {through
the hroken faplight, and & second or =0
jater stood heside Ferrers Locke, The
famons privale investigator had drawn his
revolver, and he motioued to his companion
to do the same, Then, with cars and cyes
mlly alert, the two e¢rept round the pile
of chimney-stackzs. At flrst the roof ap-
pearced to be void of any huinau presence
=ave themszelves, but after Locke and Pye-
eroft had moved forward another three
paces, and a wider ftroteh of roof came
into view, bhoth of them eaught sight of
two men—dreszed as builders, and ecarry-
ing a long ladder between them—apparently
cugaged wnpon repairing a chimney-stack.,

Both starled violently as the detective
and his companiou came iofto sight. and
then, breaking into a rup, disappeared be-
hind another chimnpey-siack, still carrviog
the Jadder between them,

“Htop!” yelled the famous detective.

“Put the wind ap ‘ewn!” gronted Pye-
croft, as he hroke into a run, "1 suppose
they're our men, aren’t they?”

“Courze they are!” rapped Locke. * Keep
vour eves open for any monkey tricks.”

Inspector Pyecroft nodded aond forced the
pace w little more; but he was not pre-
parcd for the “ monkey ” trick that met his
gaze a2 he and Locke anddewly found thems-
selves at the edge of the roof. For the
“two builders ™ had stretehed their ladder
across the intcrvening space belween the
roofl over Locke's chamberz on to the roof
of the next house, which was semi-detached.
And both men were “walking” the ladder
with their hands, their feet swaying into
spece as  the ladder gave {fo the unac-
enstomed weight, forty-ftive feect above the
ground.

“Hi" yelled Ferrers Locke,
manding voice, “Come back!”

But he kncw that his order would not he
oheyed, lle kpew, too, that he was more
or less helpless. Certain it was he could
uot use his revolver, for to do so0 now
would be ihe ecquivalent to sending either
of the two men hurtling to his death, forty-
five fcet below., But Inspecior Pvecroft
was not zo level-headed,

*Btop,” he roured in & bull-throated voice,
“or I'll wing vou!"

le levelled his revolver as he spoke, and
took aim, and bhad it not been for Ferrers
Locke, who snatched at his pistol arm, he
would undoubtedly have pressed the trigger.

“Don't be a fool, man!" rapped the

in & com-

sleuth. * You can’t pot a chap like that!
fle'd lose his lhold and piteh o the
gronud ™

A purple tiot began to sufinse the C.I.D.
man's heavy features at the reprimand, but
he saw the wisdom of his companion’s
remark.

Mlreat snakes!™ he roarad, in exaspera-
tion. “"Are we to stand here like a couple
of fools, and let them go scot-freet?  1f
that’s—— Jli! Where are you going?”

ITis mouth opeped wide with astouizh-
ment as he became aware of the fact that
Ferrers Loeke had started to follow the
exampie of the two builders.  He was
loweriog himself over the cdge of the roof,
yreparatory {o {aking hold of the first rung

of the ladder, when Pyecroft's stentorian
voi¢ce reached hls cars,

“Good heavens] Come hack, Mr. Lockel!”
he roared anxiously. “The villuius are
dragging the ladder away!”

The Tapped Wira.

ERRERS LOCKE Ubecamg¢ aware ol
that astartling “developwent at the
same moment az Pvecroft velled his
warning. The zleuth’s outstretched

fingers, directed at the foremost rung,

clutched at nothing more solid than the
emply air,

And while he was endeaveuring

i SN
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Ferrers Locke and Inspector Pyecroft
were not prepared for the sight that
met their gaze when they reached the
edge of the roof. For the two
*“ builders *’ had stretched their ladder
across the intervening space beiween
the iwo houses, and were at that
moment *‘ walking ** the ladder with
their hands. (Nee this page.)

.J

to regain his balapce ihe inspector’s re-
volver =patl lire,

Crack!

“Back, yon scum!™ ¥elled Pyecroft.
"“Handz off that ladder!”

His ecommand was obeved promptly

cnough. One of the men on the opposite
rool emitted a wild howl of anguish and
clazsped his arm. In =o doing he relin-
¢guished his hold of the ladder. His com-
panion, not prepared for the sudden weight
thrown ijuto Lis hands, and not caring
cither for a taste of the same medicine as
hiis sconndrelly partner had received, loosed
his hold of the ladder at the same moment
almost. Then, taking to their heels and
heading for the uwearest chimpey-stack, what
time the iwspector hlazed away at them

with s -revolver, the two meo disappeared”

from sight. The ladder, meanwhile, haviog
o meaus of support, slithered down the
cdge of the roof and crashed into the small

| picce of ground below,
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“Do youo mind giving me a hand up, Pre-
croft?” yelled Ferrers Locke, from Lis un-

comfortable positidn at the cdue of the
ru?ll'_.tr“l don’t fancy mysell as a monkey
a nel™

~ Imspector Pyecroft found him-cli laugh-
ing al his companion's levity, despite the
seriousoess of the' occasion, and he
hastened to assist Ferrers Locke 10 safety.
But three precious minutes clapsed bhefore
the slepth stood beside the C.1.1. man.
“Thank youl!" said the sleuth gratefully,
a8 he on¢e more stood upright ou the roof,
“But I'm alfraid we've lost our quarry.
That house youder is emply. By this time
the two scoundrels are footing it hot for
the strecet. We'll retrace onr steps, and
visit the house next door if yom like, but
I'm afraid they've got the start of us.”

“Reckon vou're right!” .grunted Inspector
Pyecroff. *“ And they've got the camera,
too. But what beats me is why they

wanted to hang about this roof when they
hﬂrd got their plunder.”

‘There I thiuk 1 can enlighten vou,”
smiled Ferrers Locke. “Whilst 1 was cling-
ing to the edge of the roof a moment ago
I found wyself gazing at the telephoue wire
that is fixed by means of the insulators to
the chimuey. You will observe, Pyecroft,
that there is a trailing wire from (he wain
cable—"

"Tapplnlg your wire!™ exclaimed Tye-
croft, strlding over to the chimpey-stack
and examioing the cable. “This is what
they were engaged upon when we surprized
them,”

"Exactly! And if you approve of that
theory yoaur notion of the =laie being
thrown at ns whilst we were looking out
of tlie window of the lab a few moments
ago must fall fAat, ehi” suid Locke, geptly,

lospeetor Pyecroft snorfed. Pointed out
like that, hc saw the weakness of bis argu-
foent.
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“I'll admit that the slate hurtled Jdown
at some speed,” said the private detec-
tive, with the idea of mollifyving his com-
panion; "but I assume that one of our
choice friends worked it loose unknowingiy,
and lost hls footing. The slate slipped olf
the roof, carry¥ing behind it an accidental
kick, and—look, you can sce where the sinte
was dislodged !™

The detective pointed to a spot abont a
foot away from the chimney-stuek from
which a slate was missing,

“You're right again,” admitted Precrost
grudgingly ; “but this won't help us to
capture those two blackguards.”

“Come. on, then,” said Ferrers Locke,

Tue Macxer L1BRARY,—No, 336,
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sbarting for the fanlight. “I'll dismantle
that telephone  wire later on.”

He c¢limbed through the fanlight, and,
from the two upended trumks directly below,
leaped lightly to the+* floor. Pyecroft [ol-
Jowed him. Together they descended the
gtairs into the street below, and hurried
over to the semi-detached house. A
thorough tour of the outer precincts of the
cinpty house revealed nothing beyond the
broken ladder, and an old geuntléeman who
wus stunding gazing at the signboard
signifying that the house was "to let.”
This latter individual, sen;'.ln]g the detective
and his companion apparently searching for
;ﬂmﬁthing or someone, beckoned to Ferrers
Locke,

“Are you by any chance looking for the

builders?" he asked.
“Er—yes, I.am,” replicd Locke, taking
gtock of the man, and seeing nothing more

in him than ao ordimary harmiess elderly
Londoner. " "Can you help me?"

“I ean. The builders—two of them—left
here in & dickens of a hurry a few minutes
agn,"” replied the old geéentleman. *“ Most
unbusinesslike fellows they were, and ex-
tremely rude. I asked them if the house
was going to be redecorated, and they told
me to mind my own business.”

“Which way did they go?" asked Pye-
croft eagerly.

“The taller of the two said that he was
taking his ‘maite ' to the hospital,” replied
the stranger. “The unfortunate fellow - had
hurt his arm, I believe. They drove off in
their car—-"

“In their car?” echoed the iuspector
blankly.
“Yes, an ordinary coutractor’s lorry,”

faid the stranger, in equal astonishment.
“Btill, they were rude—very rude. 1 shall
make a report to their—"

Ferrers Locke cut short the indigoant old
gentleman's remarks by thanking him for
the information he had given him, and, in
company with Pyecroft, hurried back into
his rooms.

“What a pgo!” grunted Inspector Pye-
eroft, as he sank into & comfortable arm-
chair. “0f course, the hospital yarn is all
bunkum. 'The scoundrels are miles away
now, There's only one consolation, so [ar,
Mr. Locke.”

“And that Ist”

“Well, we've seen two of the Yellow
Claw's scoundrels, and they are white men,
in colour, at any rate. Fairly gives me the
creeps when I hear about this Chinese mys-
terious business. 1'd sconer tackle an army
of whites than a couple of greasy China-
men, any day."”

Ferrers Locke smiled
shrugged his shoulders.

indulgently, and
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“1 expect you'll find this Yellow Claw
Society consists of a gang of cosmopolituus,

Pyecroft. The brains of the society works |

in the 'background. The preliminary dirty
work is left to the rabble. I'm beginning
to think, old man, that some exciting times
are in store for us.”

“Well, don't look so mighty plensed
about it!" grunfed the C.I.D. nlan. “I like
straightforward crooks, il you can under-
stand my lrish,"” he added, with a s=mile.
“You esn have all thiz cut-and-stab-in-the-
back crew to yoursell.”

Further conversatiom on these lines was
interrupted by the appearance of Jack
Drake, Ferrers Locke's boy assistant. Eyes
aglow with excitement, his ruddy face and
well-kpit frume the embodiment .of
health, Drake shook his master wariuly. by
the hand.

“zot Marsden at last, guv'uor!" he said
enthusiastically. "I found out all we
wanted to Know from an old enemy of his.
He blew the gall on him. Gad, 1I'm glad
to be back. li!['w: had enough of it uap
North, and I can do with a rest.”

“'Fraid, youngster,” cut in Ferrers Locke,
with u sympathetic shake of his head,
“you'll have to postpone vour. rest. I am
tackling wow the biggest praposition of mi
life. agd it means that there is wor
for you to do, my lad!”

“Dh, don't worry about me, guv'nor!”
said Drake curiously. "1 was only joking
about a rest. I'm as Nt as a liddle. But
who is. the giddy criminal thisz time?"

“The Yellow Claw,” replied Locke
gravely. “And he is a foeman worthy “of
our steel, my lad."

“Now, that's good wpews, guv'nor!”
grinned Drake. "1've been dying to inter-
fere with this cut-throat Chinaman ever

since the papers stirred things up about
him. QGuess I'm ready to start now!*”

Ferrers Locke and Imspector Pyecroft ex-
changed smiles at 4he lad's keeconess, and
then the former outlined the caze from its
commencement.

*“ Jumping crackers!” exelaimed Drake,
when his beloved chlel had concluded.
“They baven't lost any time. And so I'm
to tour with ‘ Man aund 1lis Money," am I?
My hat! That sounds ripping!"

“You are to. be ioterviewed by Mark
Chaerton. this aflternoon, my lad,” said
Ferrers, Locke. *There's a dress-rehearsal
ou—the show opens to-morrow uwight—so you
will be able to get the havg of your duties iu
advance., But, serious, Jack, this - is a
gigantic task we are embarking upon, and
a risky one at that.”

“Never mind the risk!” griuned Drake,
an eager light in his blue eyes. “I1'll keep
my [peepers open behind the scenes, bet
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your life. And they won't get at Johm
Huntiogdon il I can help it.”

“Brave, youogster!" said Locke warnly,
clapping his assistant heartily oo the back.
“You're a fellow in a thousand!"

And even Inspector Pyeeroft, grudging as
he usually was in his praise, added his com-
pliments to those of the celebrated private
investigator.

First Night.

=, HE scenes outside the Thespian Hall,

Shaftesbury Avenue, on the first

night of " Map and Ilis Money "

the, much-talked-of play by the
faous Mark Chaerton—were such that
ordinary pedestrians, who had no intergst in
plays or theatreland, found difficulty in
forcing .n passage through the clumouring
throng iotent - upon obtaining seats or
“ standing room."”

Long <qucues of excited people linzed
every eotrance to the theatre, talking of
nothiog else but Mark Chaerton nnd his
latest creation., Many of the people lined
up against the wall leading to the pit nad
stationed themselves outside the theatre as
early as five o'clock that same morning 1n
their determination to be present at the
“first night.” Not a few of them looked
pale and hungry, but they were apparently
oblivious to such discomforts, for their
eyes shone with excitement as the doors
were thrown open, and the attendants
called upon the throoz to be ready with
their money.

Street musicians, conjurers, acrobats,
hawkers, and singers—past and present—
plied their trade with vim, collected what
recompense the waiting crowds thought it
to ':.;?”d them, and then sought another
“ pitch.

To and from the kerb a steady stream
of private cars and taxicabs wound their
way, l'lepusit-lnf gorgeously dressed wonen
and their oo less resplendent male atten-
dints attired ion evening-dress. Oceaszion-
ally, too,, a cheer would ring out [rom the

wiiting queues, as some person .of nota
stepped from his cab and entered the
theatre, I

Several of the nobility arrived, their

rather apathetic expressions strangely out
ol place amongst the eager and anticipant

crowd who vizited theatreland to enjoy
themselves, and not because -it  was
reckoned to be “the thing” to attend

“first nights.”

loside the spacious and well-lit theatre
a Luzz of animated chatter went the ‘round,
punctuated by the shrill notes of the pro-
gramme sellers, and the attendants showing
thie patrons of the theatre to their seats.

The ““ lead ** in Mark Chaerton’s new play was
lying in a huddled heap in the centre of the stage,
and from a rent in his forehead, trickling on to
the white dress shirt he wore, merged a trickling
stream of crimson.
claimed Sir Maleolm, leaping
have failed ! The Yellow Claw has killed my

““ Ferrers Locke ! ex-
to his feet. “* You

boy I ' (Sec page 27.) I
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Belivd the Jdropped curtain screening the stage from the view
of the andience there was ammition, too. The stage manager
was busily directing the setting of the opening scene; the property=
matzter fussed about with an anxious look on his [ace, as though,
like Atlis, he earried the world on his shoulders. The ** electries ™
—the man responsible for the lighting arrangements—egave a final
glance at the **floats,” and whispered o few instroctions to his
men operating the ** limes,”

And in the wings, giving a word of advice here, and a word of
praise there, was Mark Chaerton, attired in evening-dress. The
whole company was assembled before him, One amd all eaught
some of the magnetic personality of the man as he stood, thosze
few remaining minutes, hefore the curtain was timed to be raised,
chatting with his = babies,” as he called them.

Then, just as the stage-mipuazer was calling the beginners to
present themselves for the opening of the first act, a sudden com-
motion oceurred in the wings, A chorus of voices were raised in
anxicty, aud every face was turned in John Huntingdon’s direction,

The *lead,” a tall, hamdsome young man of thirty, clad in
cvepning-tress, was seen to stageer for o moment. Then, recover-
ing himself, he gasped painfully for breath, ana clutched at his
heart. His features, rendered more grotesque by reason of the
make-up on thein, seemed to be twisted in pain

Jack Drake, who had beeu =atizfaectorily instulled in the com-
pany as dresser to John  lluntingdow, hurried forward and sup-
ported him just when it seemed likely that he would collapse.

1 shall be all right in & moment!” gasped Houtingdon, with a
feeble smile, * J——"

*Beginners, first act!™

The rancous tones of the call-boy recalled everyone {o the
urgency of the moment. Mark Chaerton hurried forward, his face
w picture of anxious concern. e caught John Huntingdon by the
shoulder, aml, assisted by Jaek Drake, half-carried the “lead ” to
his dressing-room,

In the aunditoriom people were beginning to glunce at Lhelr
watchies. The curtain was due to be raised. ;

[n the lirst row of the stalls evening-dressed ladies and gentle-
men leaned forward as the sounds of the general commotion going
on hehind the seenes penetrated the eurtain. Ferrers Locke, seated
next to Sir Malcolmn Dunderfield, the big City finanecier, looked
Erave.

commeneced its deadly eampuigt,

Five minutes late! Ten inutezs late! The gallery aundience was
heginning to get impatient,  Boos, whistles, and eat-ealls [rom
that direction proved their rezseatment at being kept waiting.

IFerrers Locke felt Siv Moleolm Dunderlield pluck him oervously
by the arm,

“You—you don't think that awything has happened to John, do
you?” he asked tremulously.

“Of conrse not,” replicd the slenth warmly, although it was
with an effort that he puf such conviction into His tones, " Some-
thing gone wrong with the back-cloth or something, 1 suppose.
Al, there she goes!” _

Even as he spoke, the heavy: plush eurtain began slowly to rise,
the lizhts o the auditorivm were dimmed. The play had cow-
nienced.

Sir Malcolm Dunderfield breathed a sigh of relief. There was his
John, safe and well, playing the new role with a fervour and
feeling that stirred the audience to great depths. Yes, Mark
Chaerton's latest play was going to fashion another rung in the
Indder of his success. And the superb acting of Joln Huntingdon
was a fhing to marvel at. Trembling with excitement and pride,

Sir Maleolin, who was short-zighted, could hardly kKeep his opera-

glasses in focus.

“Very ine performatce!” remarked Ferrers Locke as the first
act neared it elose. “Aly word, Sir Malcolm, your pephew can
act b

Ilis words were drowred in the terrific roar of applause that rang
out as the curtain dropped on the first act, It rosze again---rose
half a dozen times before the audience permitfed the prineipal
*lead " to retire.

The second act commencad with the audience strangely still-
sure sign that the performers were * getting their lines over,” and
that the play was interesting.
cough, But when it came to clapping, the gallery scored right
along the line, It is a4 well-kuown fact amongst the “profession ”
—as actors and actresses style their calling—that the artistes much
prefer to listen to the generous applause of the * galleryites " than
to receive from the stalls all the houguets in the world. Please the
gallery, and thz play, revue, or whatever the production might be,
iz certain of suceess elsewhere.

Aud Mark Chaerton's ** Mau and ITis Money ™ was. a success,
judging by the storm ol applause that greeted the conclusion of the
first scewpe, act two. By this time the eager auwdience was wounid
up to a great piteh of exeitemeut. It was generally felt that a
thrilling apd voexpected climax was in store. Mearts beat n trifle
faster as the ' lead,” played aceording to ine programme by
John Nuntingdon, made o dramatic entranee in the second scene
ol the second act,

With an easy grace he commenced to walk down the stage, halting
gix feet away from the footlightz, He made an impassioned appeal
to the female “lead " playing against him—an appeal that ob-
viously, by the intonation of his votee, was approaching a elimax.

But the climax was not in keeping with what the audience had
imagined it to be, for the young man’s words turned suddenly into
a plercivg aod heartrenaing shriek, 1le tottered uosteadily on his
feet; his outstretehed hands elawed the air spasmodically.

Then szslowly his knees sank umder him; his wildly staring eyes
opencd still wider in agdny. Again o piereing shriek rang through
that hushed theatre, touching the heart of everyone present.
People covered their faces with their hands now, and zhrieked, 1oo,
When next they allowed their vision to search the stage, they
saw the fieure of the “lead ™ in AMark Chaerton’s now play Iviog
in a huddled heap in the centre of the stage.

(Continwed on page 23)
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There was some soml reuson for the delay, he felt certain. -
And deep down in his heatt he felt that the Yellow CUlaw had

KEven in the gallery no one dared to.
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BEAUTIFUL HAIR
FOR YOU FREE!

A “Harlene Hair-Drilk” Four-Fold
Gift Qutfit Which YOUR Hair Needs.

POST THE FREE GIFT COUPON TO-DAY.

S vour Hair begging for food? Is it rapidly hecoming
l Thin, Weak, and Stragely, and commencing to [all
Out? If so, it needs “ Harlene Hair-Drill” at once, Why
o on being worried f::th Hair Troubles and Defects?  Why
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thus to give it a full week's Trial FREE. : :
2. A PACKET OF “ CREMEX " SHAMPO0O. This is an anti-
septic purifier which thoroughly cleanses the hair and scalp
R of all Seurt, etc,, and prepares the hair for the ' Hair-Drill**
Treatment. .
3. A FREE TRIAL BOTTLE OF ' UZON,” a high-class
Brilliantine that gives to ‘' Harlene-Drilled '’ Hair _the
E radiant lustre of perfect health, and which is eapecially
-peneficial in those cases where the scalp is inclined to
he ' dry." \
4. THE SECRET MANUAL OF “ HARLENE HAIR-DRILL,
E containing the discoverer's detailed instructions for the hest
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SMOKE SIGNALS!

( Continucd from page 21.)

SRR e

of dry sticks in a row, and now lit them
one after another. Six columins of pale
blue smoke rose straight up into the
calm evening air,

Almost instantly the watchers saw the
war party halt, turn, and stare vp to-
wards the hill. Cool as hewas, Ruthven's
heart beat quickly. What he dreaded
was that the chief should signal to his
band to attack the hill.

Snake Fye suddenly smothered two
fires with green boughs, thus cutting off
the smoke for a moment. The war party
to a man stood watching.

Ruthven caught a baleful glance from
the old ehief's glittering eyes. _

“If they attack us, you die!” hissed
the trooper, and pressed the pistol to
the red man’s head,

If a look could have killed him, Ruth-
ven would have fallen then and there.
But he stared the old savage down.

Quick as n ecat, Snake Eye sprang from
fire to fire, beating down the smoke of
one or amother till the air was full of blue
columns of different lengths. The war
party had now wheeled.

“They're coming up the lull!" mut-
tered Martin,

So it seemed, Yet it was impossible to
be.sure, for part had drawn off, and were
riding back along the way they had
come. They scemed to be deploying
like o line of skifmishers along the base
of the hill.

Ruthven never took his eyes from the
Indian.

i
T

Suspense was growing to agony, when |

Joe Clarke spoke. )
“Leok!” he said, and pointed back in
the direction of the fort. e
Ruthven's eyes followed the pointing
finger. With. a sharp exclamation of
relicf he jerked the chief round. :
“See!" he cried, a sharp ring of tri-
umph in his voice.

A fierce grunt broke from Snaoke Eye's
lips, for there, coming full gallop across
the : prairie,. was the whele squad from
Fort Alexandra.

THE EXND

\Another powerful Mounted Police story
next week, hoys.)

A SECOND BUNTER!

A reader in Manchester says if he
knew a fellow like Bunter he would not
fet him invite himsell to spend the holi-
days. “ DBy the way, I wouldu't have
believed a fellow could reach William's
size, except that last year a fellow joined
our school who would beat Billy. He
doesn’t over-cat at all, and I've heard
he's a decent chap to talk to, although
I've never spoken to him.”
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. THE YELLOW CLAW!
|] (Continued from paige 27.)

And from a rent in his forehead, trickling
on to the white. dress-shirt he wore, merged
a trickling stream of crimson,

This was no play. The * lead " had becen
shot! No one in that gigantic aundience
needed any telling on that score.

Sir Maleolm Dungerfield and Ferrers Locke
leaped from their seats just as the stage-
manager, who had recovered his wits and
his power of action, rang down the curtain
on that gruesome tragedy. The City fimvaini-
cier clutehed the detective for support.

“My boy John!" he muttered brokenly.
“" Ferrers Locke, you have [failed! Tl
Yellow Claw has—has killed my boy!"
(Another thrilling instalment next Mowday)
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