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ANOTHER THRILLING STORY OF THE NORTH-WEST MOUNTED POLICE!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bailed Up !

T wax pitiable to see the state of fright
the man was in, Every few steps he
turned amd  glaneced back Jdown the
rocky pasz, or ¢lze stared up at the

clifis to the left, as if he expected some-
thing to pounce uvpon lim out of cach
ereviee.

Wherever a clump of serubhy pines clung
to the mountaie-side within rifle-shot of the
path, he woulid stop short, and it wonld
take all the efforts of Mel Ruthven and Joe
vIarke to make him maove on.

*Look liere, Yardley,” said Ruthven, at
tast, ~if you don't move a bit guicker we
ha'n't reach the swmmit by nightfall.”

But Yardley started as if he had been
streck, and his mean face was contorted
withh Iresh terror., lle started forward like
& horse that has been spurred.

“No u=z¢ racing!” growled Joe Clarke, a
square, sturdy, silent man. * You won't last
keng at that pace,”

“hKeep between us and walk  steadily,”
bade Ruthven caurtly. “Can’t you believe
me when ‘I tell you I'1) get you'out of jt
sale?"

“I know you'll try, Mr. Rathven,” whined
the frightencd man:; “but yonr Jdon't Rknow
Lach Strickett, an® I do. Te's z2a plzon
mean he'd lay out a year rather than let me
git away."”

Nothing clse but the fact that Ruthven
had paszsed his word that Yardley shoukd be
escorted in safety over the border inlo the
United States would have imduced either of
these two Norbh-West wmouuted policemen to
lave anything to do with this wiserable
coward aud soeak,

The facls were briefly as follow: For the
past year a Whole country had Dbeen
terrorized Ly a band of horse-thieves, under
the leaderzhip of an ontlaw pamed Lach
Strickett. The police had done their level
hest to break np the organisation, but
Strickett’s boldness and cunning had set all
their etforts at detiance, and it was not. unti
Yardley, temped by a heavy reward, had
sneaked in to Fort Aiexmwdra by night, and
offered to turn King's Evidenee, in eox-
change for the money awd his [recdony, {hnt
the secrct baunt of the gang had been dis-
covered.

Then a raild in foree ladd resulied in Lhe
capture of nine of the outlaws; ouly
strickett aml two of his companions B
made =omd their exeape. By Yandley's evi-
dence the nine had all been convieted and
sentenced to varying terms of imprisontoent,

The day after the trial a note was found
pinned upon the very door of the roonr in
the fort where -Yardley was kepd under
guard. It was shorl amd to the point:

“To DBud Yardley. Yon may ez well say
}‘;\:re prares, for you won't git out of €anady
ahve:”
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There wias no signature, but when Yandley
2aw it he almost collapsed with terror, and
swore it was sStrickett’s own writing, and ne

other’s, Whoever it was, he was a boid

and clever man to have sueceeded in in-
vieding the actual precinets of the fort.
*The - very mnext morning in reply . to

Tardley’s urgent entreaties, Mel Ruthven
and his friend, Joe Clarke, put. the miser-
able fellow on a horse and =tarted with him
for the boundary.

The boundary line at this point lay in the

Rockies, near the head waters of the Alilk
River, and the pature of the groond had
forced them to leave their horses at the
fool of the passz, ahd make their way up
afoot. However, as Ruthven told Clarke,
they had come 20 fast that even if Strickeit
had been warned of their starting he could
never have caught them up.
- Evening was rapidly closing in as the
three came o sight of the snmmit, The
sun had long disappearcd behind a bank of
dun clouds.

“What's the distance to the boundary
now " inuired Ruthven of s friend,

“Two miles,” replied Clarke shortly.

“HMere's the rain!" growled Ruthven, a
winute later, as a pull of webl mizt blew
suddenly in their faces.

The dusk thickened visibly, and in another
few moments eversthing was shrouded in
grey clound, which dropped like a great grey,
blanket from the snow-clad heights abaove.

A clump of pines, which overhung the
path, loowmed blackly out of the smother.
The sound of Yardley's teeth chattering was
plainly audible.

With sudden and almost awinl unexpected-
ness the narrow path was blocked by three
tall figures.

“HMands up!” came a ringing voice out of
the glooni.

Ruthven's pistol, and that of Clarke, spoke
simmltancounsly; but a yell, which proved
that one at Teast of their Luallets had found
a billet, was [ollowed instantiy by a volley,
and Ruthven, hit in the zhoulder. spun

round amd fell against the rocks on the }

inner =ide of the path.

Joe Clarke, in the very acl of pulling his
trigger a second tinie, felt Ins hand knocked
up, and his Luliet flew harmilessly high in
the air. Two men seized him, and in spite
of his struggles he was al onee dizaried,

“Catch Yardley! Don't =t i ran!™
shiouled the saue sharp veieo,

Ruthven, with a desperate offorl of will,
stagegercd to lus feet, and, *<eing a ligare
cowering close behind him, seized it with bis
unpwonunddd arm, and tried to pull it away
up into the shelter of the pines. He might
have succecdaed, hot that the wretched man
was abeohrtely paralvzed with ferror, and
auite nnable ta walk., As the trooper vamly
cmleavoured to jerk him o his feel, twa

others of the atlacking patty caught hoid l

of Rin. S - A
“Not a milé of zood youir Aghling, Mister
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horse-thief, with unexpected mildness,

Ruthven,” zaid the leader. “Yew've done all
yew could.”

Before Ruthven could answer Yardiey had

Mung  himself on  Liz knees Dbefore the
speaker,

“Por the love o Heaven, let me go,
Strickett?! T swear I won't trouble yew ko
||mlr|c.' Let me go. Don’t EKill me!™ he
Wl e,

For answer, Stricketd dealt the wretched
coward a countemptuous Kiek.

“Tie him fast, hoyz!" he eried,

His orders were promptly obeyed.

* Naow, then, gentlemen, hev 1 got to fie
yew ‘uns, or will yew pass vewr word to
keep, guict?™ said Strickett, addressing the
prolicemen.

Joge Clarke did not deipgn to reply,

Ruthven zail, with quiet bhitterness:

“E'm hit. 1 canlt run.”

“1I'my mighty sorry ler that.” uu.-m::rc.léhn
ok
ez yoew've put a bullet through Mike Conlon’s
leg. | reckon we're quits  there. Here,
Lish “—ecalling ane of hiz men—"light tho
lantern, an® L'l fix up Mister Huthven's

arm,”

It was now almost dark, and raining

 thickly. The lantern light showed Strickett's

party to bhe composed of five men in-luding
himself,  The horse-thief was a tall, wiry
man, witly a keen, dark, powerful face. He
Landitged Ruthvew’s arm with considerable
shill, Fortapately, the bullet had ot
broken a bhone, but the muscles were badly
torn, and Ruthven had lozt a lot of bhlcod,

“You'd better let ns take Yardiey ont of
Canada,” said Ruthven qguietly, when the
bandaging was linished. " Revenge won't get
the rest of your chaps out of prison
Strickett.”

A tierce light flashied in the robher’s eyes.

“The mean hound! I've sworn I'd gel
evern, and @ will; so it ain't a mite o" wse
your talking,” he answered, in o hard volee,
“Naow, Mr. Ruthven, T ain't got no quarrel
with yew or Mr. Clarke. Ef vew ‘vus like
to go back home yew kin.”

“"Yoew promised yew'dd save me!” sereamed
Yardley, overlicaring Lhe words,

Gne of the robberg struck him in the
maontis,
Ruthven's answer absolutely staggered
Clarke.

“Very wolt,” he saul, T see T ecan't resist.
But. T warn you, Strickett, I shall bring a
party on your trail.”

Strickett lavghod.

“Yew've done that hefare,
weleome to try agin.”

Then he and hiz men dizarmed the two
policemer, and, Lakivg their prizoner, went
olf rapidiy np the pass,

When they were out of hearing Clarke
Lurned to Ruthiven.

“Prebty job thiz!™" he said bitterly.

“Nd you magine s all over? replied
Ruthven in a queer tone.

(Continwed on page 21.)

Yew're mighty
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Bob Cherry has ever been a model of monlineas and pluek, Dut there comes a time when these sterling gqualities,
amazing as it may seem, earn for him the reputation of a funi:,

A Splendid Long Complete Story of Harry

e T

Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars, introducing

Miss Phyllis Howell of Cliff H:use, and Cecil Ponsonby of Highcliffe.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ponsonhy's Victim !

FOUNG Sammy Bunter of the
Second Form at (Greyfrmes

runted as he rolled along tha |

rosty lane towards Friardale, 1t
was a grunt of disgust, and it went well
with the discontented expression on the
chubby features of the Second-Former.

“Peast !” mumbled Sainmy, his eyes
glittering behind his spectacles, * Greedy
beast !

Evidently young Sammy was wrathy as
well as disgusted and discontented.

“PBeast!” he went on. “ Got five bob
by post, and didn't breathe a word to me
about it!
hadn’t heard Cherry-—"

He paused.

So engrossed had Sammy been in his
morose reflections that he quite failed to
observe that a well-dressed—not to say,
elegant—youth had stepped gracefully
into the roadway,

Dut he paused now, and looked up as
a shadow crossed lis path.

Then he jumped.

It was Cecil Ponsonby, the dandy of
the Fourth Form at Higheliffe, who stood
before him.

ITe smiled down through a glimmering
moncele at the Greyfriars ““infant™;
but Samnmy Bunter did not return the
smile,

He shivered,

On the face of things, it seemed rather
surprising that such an extremely clegant
and lofty youth as Cecil Ponsonby should
even deign to bestow a glance upon an
instgnificant fag from a rival school.

But it was not surprising to Sammy
Bunter—no more surprising, in fact, thanp
it would be to a wretched mouse, to be
noticed—and pounced npon—by a hungry
cat.

“P-P-Ponsonby,"
“Oh dear !

mumbled Sammy.

“Master Ponsonby to you, old fat
lard-tub ! remarked FPonsonby pleas-
antly, his handsome nose elevated a
trifle,  “Where are you off in such a

hurvy, my hittle man?"

i desperately about him,

Shouldn't have known 3if I}

Sammy Dunter groaned, and glanced
But, save. for
themselves, the lane was deserted at the

‘moment ; there was no escape.

Bat, though teerified, Sammy did not
lose has awits.

He realised that Ponsonby was only
playing with him—as a cat- plays with
a mouse before killing—and that he had
not the slightest interest in his destina-
tion.

But he also realised that someone from
Greyfriara might come along at any
moment, and he knew his only chance
was to play for time as Ponsonby was
playing with him for his own amuse-
ment.

“P-Please, Pon—I mean, Master
Ponzonby,” he sgueaked tremulously,
“TI'm pgoing to Friardale—to Uncle
Clegg's; I'm after my brother Billy—-"

“So your brother Billy's in Friardale
—eh? [ want-to see him, too!” said
Ponsonby, his eyes glinting.

“He's them—ﬁﬂ mist be, 'cause he's
not in the tuckshop at Greyfriars”
explained Sammy, glancing stealthily
and hopefully up and down the lane.
“You—you sce, he's got five bob; the
pater sent it this morning. And Billy's
collared it all, the greedy beast1”

“My hat!" grinned Ponsonby. * Has|
he, really 7*’

“Catch me letting him keep it
though!” sniffed Sammy, his wrath
moimentarily overcoming his fear. “He
knows jolly well it wasn’t all meant for
him! As if the pater would send him
five bob-and me nothing. The beast !”

He stopped suddenly. From some-
where round the corner of the lane came
the ting-a-ling of a bicycle-bell in the
distance. Ponspnby also heard it, and as
if he realised it meant rescue for his
vietim, b8 dropped his air of amused
and supercilious boredom abruptly.

His hand shot out and closed with
a cruel grip on one of Sammy Bunter’s
little fat ears.

“You snivelling little sweep!” he
higsed. “ You know what I want you

for, Bunter minor! You had the dashed
cheelk to piteh a snowball at me iIn

Friardale westerday--at me, youn little:
toad "'

“Yo-o-o-ugl !" squealced the haplesa
fag, squirmmng frantieally. ' Legge!
You'll have myv ear-off! Ow! P-please
Ponsonby, T didn't! It wasw'e: me; 4k
was Billy!" _

“All the same,” said Ponsonby, grit-
ting his teeth, ""T'll see that fat worm,
Billy, again! I suppose you thought
yourselves safe because Wharton and his
rotten crowd were near? You forgot

I'm mnot the chap to forget things like

that—eh ¥"
“Yow! Leggo, my ear! Ow?! Oh,
our betters

please, Pon——'

“I'll teach you to insult
in public!” snapped Ponsonby,

And the Highcliffe cad twisted and
tugged at the hapless fag's ear until poor
Sammy's squeaks rose to a shrill series of
agonised «yelps. e was still yelping and
squealing, and Ponsonby was still twist-

ling and tugging when an interruption

occurred.

There came the swift whirr of cycle-
wheels, and the next instant a girl, wear-
ing the Clif House colours round her
hat, was on the spot.

She came up with a rush, and, flinging
her machine from her, she rushed up to
the two, her face Aushed with anger, her
eyes sparkling with indignation.

“Ziop 1" she cried breathlessly. * Yoo
coward, Cecil Ponsonby ! Let that poor-
boy go at once !"

Ponsonby turned with a muttered
exclamation ; but he retained his grip on
the fag.

“Miss — Miss Howell,”

Ponsonby, ““I—I—1 e

The cad of Higheliffe flushed erimson
as he recognised Phyllis Howell, of Cliff
House School. But his eyes glittered
angrily as he met the scorn in the girl's
face,

“ Look—look here, Miss Phyllis 7 he
stuttered. “ Who are you calling names ¥
}_’Jush it! This is no business of yours!

Phyllis  Howell stamped her foot
angrily. She looked a very charming

Tur Magxer Lasrary.—No. 837,
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iclure indeed as she stood there, her
hair hlown out by the wind, her face
Hushed and execited, ]

“Let  that boy go, you bullying
brute ! she snapped imperiously. “Do
you hear me 7"

“He checked mne!” muttered Pon-
gonby, wilting under the girl’s scornful
gaze. *“He—he chucked a snowball at
me. You—" . e

“ A paltey excuze for bullying a child,’
was the withering reply. *“You always
were & hully and a coward, Cecil Pon-
sonby ! Let him go at once, or—or I'll
make you !”

“ Wha-a-at 77 _

Cecil Ponsonby gasped; but he stepped
hack a pace as the girl came nearer him.
Then, just as suddenly, a nasty gleam
cieme into his eyes. '

“1 won't!” he said through his teeth.
“Dash it all!  This is no business of
vourz, Miss Howell! If you dare to—"

“Let him po, or I'll box your cars, you
ecoward! I mean it!”

Ponsonby's answer was not in words.
Jle gave Sammy Bunter's unfertunate
car a tawist, which bréught an agonsed
siqueal from that luckless fag.

Apparently, the dandy of the Fourth
at MHigheliffe never dreamed that Phylhs
Towell would earry out her threat ; but,
if s0. he was very quickly undeceived.

Even as the fag’s squeal rang out, the
eirl's flat hand met Ponsonby’s sueering,
i'iumlm'ﬂ. fare with a smack hke a pistol-
shiot.

Ponsonby reeled back in astounded
fUrprise,

Miss Phyllis was no weakling. She was
an athletic girl, and {he slap had not
been a hight one.  But Ponsonby was
more asiounded than hurt.

For-an instant. he stood, rubbing his
burning cheek, and glaring blankly at
Miss Phyllis, And then his face becamme
convulsed with ungovernable rage,

“You — you — you " he hissed.
EII!I].____F!'

It seemed for the moment as though
he would throw himself at the zirl; but.
fortunately, the rascally dandy did not
Jose all eontrol. 1lis savage temper found
another outlet—or, rather, sovght it!

— gy p—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
0ld Enemies at Grips !
YGUHG Sammy Bunter was still

within arm’s reach, and Pon-

sonby made a sudden, savage

clutch at him.,  Phyllis Howell
saw the movement, and her hand went
out swiftly to restrain him,

It happened in a flash. The girl's hand

reached the fagp first, and—by accident
apparently—Ponsonby’s  eruel cluteh
closed on her wrist,
_ She gave a cry of pain, and in that
mstant there came the whir of eycle
WIItEEIE agam, and a cheery voice rang
oune :

““Hallo, What——
Beott 1M

It was Bob Cherry of the Remove at
Greyfriars:  He ecame up with a wild
rush, and his eyes took in the scene in a
flash.

He was out of the saddle like light-
mng, and as his bike went spinning
across the lane he drove a hefty fist full
mto Ponsonby’s infuriated face.

Smack |

Ponsonby crampled up and dropped,
sprawling,  Bobh  Cherry  turned a
startled, erimson face to the girl,

“Miss Phyllis, are vou hurt?” he
panted hoarsely. **Did that brute—-"

“It—at’s all right, Bob!” gasped the

ToE Macxer LIBRARY.—No. 837,
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know. I wouldn't do a thing

girl, a trifle shakily, ‘‘It was an acei-

dent, 1 think, He didn't mean to—
tﬂ'_"-""j

“What was it about?” asked Bob,
flushing.  “What's happened, Miss
Phyllis?” _

“It was nothing much, really,” sawd
Mizs Howell, ““ He—FPonsonby—was
bullying Bunter minor, and—and 1 inter-
fered.”

“I see,” said Bob Cherry. *Cut off,
oung Bunter, Ir—ahem !—you can
pave this—this affair to me now, Miss
Phyllis, if you don’t mind.”

It was an obvious invitation to the girl
to depart; but Miss Phyllia hesitated,
glancing from the grovelling Ponsonby
to Bob's heated face. Ponsonby had
already made an effort to rise; but he
had dropped back again as the curly-
headed fighting-man of the Remove took
a step towards him,

But as Bob now picked up her
machine and held it out to her, Phylls
nodded, and took it with a smile. Then
she jumped into the saddle and rode
swiftly away, . without glancing behind
her. She hated fighting, but she also
knew that whatever Ponsonby had in
store he had thoroughly deserved.

Bob Cherry watched the girl cycle
away, and then he looked down at Pon-
sonby. His usunally good-humoured face
was hard—hard and ruothless; his blue
eyes were like stecl

“You howling cad, Pon!” he zaid, his
voice trembling. “ You always were a
rotter, but 1 mnever imagined you'd
descend to this, you cur!”

“lt—it was an accident ™ panted Pon-

sonby. *“ Hang you, lf:hm'}';.;! You

HGet up!™ snapped Bob through his
teeth. " Get up, you crawling worm! I
don’t know what happened, but 1 saw
enough, - I'm going to give you the
hammering of your life, Ponsonby !

Ponsonby glanced wup into Bob
Cherry's face and shivered. What he
saw in the Remove junior’s clear eyes
frichtened him.,

“I—I won't!” he muttercd.
know dashed well you're foo much for
me, Cherry, you cad! I won't—"

e broke off as Bob Cherry stepped
swiftly to the hedge and dragged a stake
from the frosted brambles. FPonszonby
stared up in dread as he returned and
showed him the stout wood.

“You can take your choice,” said Bob
Cherry. “A licking [from my fists, or
this. But you've got to have it!”

Ponsonby stared up at him with cyes
ghttering with fury,

“TH-I'll  fOght, hang you!” he
panted. “You—you rotier, Cherry!
You know you can lick me! You

k]

know

“T'm going to fight vou, with one
hand I snapped Bob. “Get up, you
cur !

Bob stepped back, and put hLis left
hand behind him. Ponsonby stared a
moment, and then his eyes glinted,

“You mean that?” he breathed.

“I mean 1t!” ‘

Ponsonby sprang to his feet. There
was & look on his face that was not geod
to see. Nobody who looked into Bob
Cherry’s open, rugged face ever
doubted his honesty of purpose; nor did
anyone who knew him doubt his word,

And Ponsonby did not now,

Without a word he lashed out at Bob,
his eyes gleaming with trinmph.

But Bob had expected it, and he was
ready. He ducked swiftly, and his right
drove home in Ponsonby’s flushed face,
Ponsonby velped and staggered back,

“You

“Try again, old tulip!” cried Bob, his

volce ringing with the joy of battle,
“Try Ah, would you "
. He ducked swiftly again, neatly avoid-
ing Ponsonby’s vicious swing, and then
sent a neat pile-driver into i’nnsnnhy’a
ribs that nearly doubled that youth up.

Then Bob Cherry sailed in in grimi
earnest, Not once did his left hand come
into action. But his right did—to the
bewildered Ponsonby it seemed to he
everywhere.

SBmack, smack—thud !

The Removite drove him across the
lane, Ponsonby defending himself des-
perately, Bob Cherry not troubling to
defend himself; indeed, he had scarcely
the need to do =0. The sheer foree of his
whirlwind attack, single-fisted as it was,
sent the Higheliffe junior stumbling
blindly backwards, his ewn fists waving
feebly and futilely before him,

At the ditch Ponsonby went down-—and
stayed down. Always a funk, he had
no stomach for any further punishment
from Bob’s terrible right. Ponsonby
was no fighting-inan, even with two fists
against one.

“I'm done, hang you!™ he
“You—you brute, Cherry !

Bob Cherry ran and picked up the
stick, Ponsonby realized "his intention,
and serambled up with a snarl.

Bob Cherry dropped the stick, and in a
flash they were at it again. 'This time
Peonsonby got home a savage rights hut
Bob Cherry shook his head with a laugh,

hissed.

and the next moment Ponsonby was
backing helplessly -again  before the
avenging fury of Bob’s attack, The

Removite's right went in amnd out like
a piston-rod, and it found a billet every
tume.

Across the road and back again Bob
drove him, and then IPonsouby weni
down again, and refused to get up, Ilis
nose was streaming red; one eye was
rapidly closing ; his lips were bruised and
swollen, His collar flapped loose ; his tie
was torn ; his clothes dusty and rumpled.
He was no longer a dandy—ito longer the
acme of elegance,

I'm o done!” he almost whimpered.
*Let me alone !”

Bob Cherry gazed down at him, breath-
ing hard., That Ponsonby had put up
such a feeble fight under the cirenm-
stances diggusted him,

“You miserable worm, Ton!” lic said.
“Blessed if I wouldn't rather punch o
bag of sawdust! Brave cnough, though,
bullying Second Form babies, aren’t
you? Now, listen! TI've licked yon
before for bullying Greyiriars kids; it's
done no good, though. Next time I
won't soil my fists on you, though; I'll
ise a dog-whip!”

He Eiﬂkud up his bieyele, and, jumping
into the eaddle, rode away. Young
Sammy Bunter had long ago vanished—
towards Greyfriars, Apparently he had
decided to postpone the search for his
perfidious clder brother. And Bob
Cherry rode away, trying to dismiss the
affair from his mind. 1t leflt a nasty
taste in his mouth.

Ponsonby lay a moment, gasping, as
he watched him go, and there was an
ugly look on his battered features. Ie
lay still for a few seconds, and then he
staggered to his feet, his glitteving eyes
fixed upon the disappearing form of Bob

Cherry.
“You—you hound!”" he breathed at
last, “I—I'll pay wyou back for that

some day, Bob Cherry! I'll make you
sorry you ever laid your dirty hands on
me, yvou cad|”

Apparvently that last lickine had done
the Highcliffe dandy no good, either|
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THE THIRD CHAPTER. > “Yes. I.pnk:;{ alm[?ﬁtu Ii!l-:-::—- By h-ljl"l.'.'; IElIm'? I;n for the sack if !-'-]11_:':'3
e ' ove, ik is—it's Miss Phyllis " eanght! I—I don't like the look of this,
Friends in Need : _ ““Great Scott! So it 1s!"” _\'nugl"nﬂﬂws E
i 00D show!" remarked Frank * Phew ! Nor did the rest of the Famous Five.
Nugent, There was no doubt. about it. The | It could be for no good purpose that
“Topping!” agreed Johnny | girl Ponsonby seemed. so intﬂnﬁﬂiﬁ’ inter- | Cecil Ponsonby was keeping watch upon
Bull.  “That cowboy film | ested in—the girl muffled up to the earz | Phyllis Howell—especially after what
now——" : in a thick black fur—was none other than hm{ happened  that afiernoon. The
“Too much shooting,” prinned Bob | Miss Phyllis Howell, of ClLiff House. | thought of their girl-friend's danger
Cherry. She had turned her head slightly, and | made the juniors grit their teeth,

“The shootfulness was terrifie, my
worthy chum,” nodded Hurree Singh.

“Must spend a frightful lot of their
sparec cash on ammunition, those cow-
boys,” said Harry Wharton, smiling.
“ Anyway, time's up. We've got to get
back home, remember.”

And Harry Wharton hurriedly con-
sulted his watch in the darkened
cinema.

It was that same evening, and this
time Bob Cherry had his chums, Harry
Wharton, Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull,
and Hurree Jamset Singh, the Indian
junior, with him. Armed with a late
pass from Mr. Quelch, their Form
master, they had started out before tea
for Courtfield, and after tea there had
repaired to the cinema for amusement.

And they had had plenty of that, and
there was. a simultaneous groan as Harry
YWharton announced that it was time to
start ‘back for Greyfriars.

But the Co. followed IHarry's example.

as he started up from his seat, neverthe-
less. It -was never wise to take advant-
age of Mr. Queleh where late passes were
concerned, : y

“Buck up!” said Harry grmul:,r: “No
good grousing. Pity we couldn't have
stopped to sce the big film, though; ]
wanted to see Thelma Marshall, I've
heard she's jolly good—as good ns Mary
Pickford at her best, some say. Any-
way——

I%e paused. Ile had been about to
lead the way between the closely-packed
geats, when his eyes fell upon the figure
of a youth standing motionless at the end
of the row they were 1n.

“TIold on!” he muttered, his brow
clouding. “See who that is at the end
there !

“ Ponsonby,” breathed Nugent. Then
he chuckled. “Look at his chivvy!
My hat, Bob! You must have fairly
hammered the cad! His face looks as if
it's been through a mangle!”

“Whait a bit!” whispered Harry, “Ile
Jooks like going. Let him go; I rather
we didn't pass him.” Ilarry pauscd, and
lnoked rather uneasily at Dob Cherry.
Bob had told him all that had happened
in Friardale Lane that afternoon; and
the story had disturbed Harry not a
little.  * You must have fairly let your-
sclf go this afternoon, Bob,” he went on
quietly. “ You're sure he did hurt Miss
Phyllis—intentionally, I mean?”

“Frankly, I don't think so,” saul Bob
grimly. “If I had thought so, the rotten
ontsider wouldn’t have felt up to seeing
pictures to-night!"

There was a chuckle;: but HMarry’s face

remained clouded as he stared at Pon-

sonby’s features. The lights were up in
the cinema, and he could see Ponsonby's
marked features plainly.

“You'll need to wateh the cad after
this, Bob!" he muttered quietly. “ You
know the rotter’s elaim—that he never
forgets or forgives an injury, and that
he always gets his own back in the end !

“Swank !" grinned Dob,

“Suwank or not, yvou'll need to watch
cut for digly tricks!” =aid IHarry.

“Looks as if bhe's up .to something
now, if vou ask me,” said Johnny Dull.
“Who's that he's =o jolly interested in
at the end of the row just in front of
him ?"

“That giri ?"

they all saw her profile clearly.

The Greyiriars chums looked at each
olher. They were staggered. DBut they
were more alarmed than staggered.
They knew how strict—how bigoted—
waa Miss Primrose, the headmistress of
Cliff House, in regard to her pupils
visiting  cinemas, either in conducted
parties, or otherwise—and especially at
night,

It was® only too obvious thalt Miss
Phyllis had broken bounds to get there.

But risky and dangerous as such a
proceeding was, the bare fact was not
the only thing which alarmed the
Famous Five.

What alarmed them .more so was the
fact that Ponsonby, the Highcliffe daydy

who had such good—or bad—cause to-

hate her, was obviously aware of her
folly—if folly it was. They could under-
stand now why Ponsonby was watcling
her so clossly.

“Well, my hat!” breathed Harry
Wharton, in alarm. *“ What's she doing
hero

What reckless folly’s brought her

[

)

“Watch !" muttered Harry Whairion
tensely,

They watched—anxious and curious,
And they soon learned something else.
Every now and again the Higheliffe cad’s
glittering eyes turned from his quarry
towards the head of the gangway at his
rear.

“] don't quite catch on to this,”
whispered Harry, wrinkling his brows.
;:If Pon knows, then why docsn’$

E'I—'-—I'1,

Ile broke off with a smothered gasp—
a gasp echoed by his chums as they, too,
saw what he had seen,

A figure had suddenly appeared at the
head of the gangway behind them. It
was that of a prim and severe-looking
lady, wearing pince-nez—a familiar igure
to the juniors.

It was Miss Slinn, one of the misiresses
from Cliff House School.

She stood there, peering short-sightedly
around her—obvionsly searching for
AGINEONe. And whom that someone

*ﬁ"’“‘i

“* Let him go or I'll box your ears, you coward ! >’ rapped Miss Phyllis. Ponsonby’s
reply was to twist his unfortunate victim’s ear still further. Even as Sammy
Bunter’s squeal rang out the Clift House girl’s flat hand mei Ponsonby's sneering,
insolent face with a smack like a pistol shot.

he recled back in astounded surprise, ** I'll——"'

** You—you—you,”" he hissed, as
(See Chapter 1.)
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could be was only too cobvieus to the

startled . juniors.

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Bob Cherry.
“'That's done it! Miss Phyllis is done
for! That howling cad Ponsonby's at

the bottom of this!”

It ecertainly scemed like it.  After
hesitating a moment, Miss Slinn started
down the gangway, scanning the people
to right and left of her as she went.
Ponzonby had seem her now, He
watched her leisurely approach, with
eyes that glittered with trinmph, The
juniors did not need to be told whom
Miss Phyllis had to thank for Miss
Slinn’s significant presence there; Pon-
sonby's malicions expression was enough.

“The hound!” breathed Harry Whar-
ton.  “Quick, you chaps! One of you
ret to Phyllis—warn her—get her out
somehow !  We've got to stop Miss
Blinn 1"

Bob Cherry was away like a shot
squeezing his way along, heedless of
good manners—m? angry glares, and
muarmure, After him went his chums,
likewise heedless,

Their unceremonious dash brought
them out on to the gangway a wyard in
edvance of the Cliff IHouse mistress—but
it was enough !

Leaving his chums fo do what they
thought {it, Bob slipped towards the
girl. He had almost reached her when
Fonsonby stepped into his path—with
what intention the Remove junior never
knew,

There was a moment's quick scufile,
and a3 Ponsonby sprawled on the carpet,
Bob went omn and reached Phyllis
THowell's side. And at {bat instant the
lights went down and a new picture was
flnng on the screen,

It was cthear good luck, and Bob
Cherry made the most of it

“Quick, Miss Phyllis " he whispered,
‘tc‘.t;]-:himi ithe girl's arm, *“*Foallow me,
en

i Wh¥~—w]mt-———- Oh, it is youn, Dob
Cherry!  How—how you Irightened
me! T thouwpht—"

The startled girl half-rose from her
scat, and Bob went on swiftly

“Miss Shnn is behind you, Miss
Phyllis—no, don’t look round; just
follow me—quick! No time to explam.”

ith !1.

Miss Phyllis gave a faint, startled
gasp, and even in the deep gloom Bab
saw the feay in her face,
at once, and stood up. The next instant
Bob was leading the way towards the
further gangway,

Not once did Miss Phyllis glance
round, neither did Bob Cherry. He
lnew he could safely leave the rest to
his chums,

Tgnoring the muttered protests as they
siueezed recklessly past the audience,
they soon yeached the gangway. 'Then
qutl led the way swiftly towards the
exit.

They reached it in safelv, and soon
were standing in the street, with the
eold night wind blowing upon them.

“You've got your bike, I suppose?”
said Bob Cherry, giving a gasp of
rehief.  “ Where——"

“It’s across at Bolland's there. But
what—??

“My bike's there, too. CGood " panted
Bob. “No time for talking now, Miss
Phyllis. The sooner vou get back to
school the better!”

The bewildered Cliff IMouse girl
rodded. She had guessed something of
the truth now, and in & moment or two
they had got their bikes and were riding
swiftly out of the town.

Not until they were well out of the
outskirts of Courifield did Bob explain,
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But she nodded.

“And as she listened Miss Phyllis gave
vent to a gasp of dismay.

“But if Miss Slinn knew T was there—
cshe must have done—then I'm done for,”
she said-shakily. O, what a fool Lwas
to risk it, Bob

“It was Ponsonby’s doing, of course!”
said Bob, gritting ﬂis teeth. * He must
have found some way of givin z Miss
Slinn a hint. T den't think he'd give
your name, though. And I don't think
Miss 8linn recognised you if she did see

you.”
“BShe’s short-sighted,” said Miss
Phyllis. " There's just a chance, then.

Oh, what a ecad Ponsonby is! I saw
him just as I was going in, but 1 didn't
think he’d seen me.”

“He must have doné ! growled Baob.
“But—but why did you take such a
risk, Miss Phyllis? You must have
broken bounds "”

“1 did,” said the girl, with a reckless
laugh. "I was determined to go. I
asked permission of Miss Primrose; but
she refused—point-blank, I had to go,
though.”

“ But—but—?" bepgan Bob.

“I went to see Thelma Marshalls T've
always longed to see her in a big film,”
said Miss Phyllis simply. “ You see,
she used to be my governess before she

went in for the screen. 8She's done
wonderfully well. 1 knew she would, 1
was very fond of her. TYou can under-

stand why I wanted so badly to see her
acting.”

“Of course,” said Baob.

He could understand now.

“I've always sort of worshipped her—
swanked about her,” said the girl, laugh-
ing rather shakily. * But I've never seen
‘her play, and I simply couldn't resist

| risking it! That’s all, Bob. Only-—well,

I haven’i seen her, aiter all, and it will
be rough luck if I'm sacked, wen't it 7"

“Tt won't come to that, surely,” said
Bob, though his tone was doubtful.
“Miss Primrose isn't a bad sort, is she?
Let's hope for the best, anyway, Miss
Phyllis. You can get in all serene, 1
suppose "

“The side gate’s open—or should be.
That’s all serene.”

L1] Gﬂnd tll

There was little further zaid after that.
They rode in silence, and they rode hard,
their tyres whirring ecrisply over the
frozen roads. At the gates of Cliff House
they lost no time in saying good-hye, and
after seeing Miss Phyllis sufely inside the
school, Bob jumped into the saddle and
rode away,

_He reached Greyfriars in a very short
time, and as he dismounted, breathless,
four figures detached themselves from the
shadows of the old school wall.

*“*That you, Bob?”

“Yes, All serenc, you {ellows—at
least, Miss Phyllis got m all right, I
wizh to goodness I could think it
wasg all serene, though!” exclaimed Bob
gloomily. *“You managed to stop Miss
Slinn, then, Harry 7"

“Yes—it was rotten, though; we had

to be rude. We simply stuck ourselves
across the gangway, and refused to
budge; we pretended to be too busy

watching the picture to hear her.”

“8he got quite waxy !” grinmed Johnny
Bull.

“Luckily the lights went down, and
she didn’t seem {o spot you going,” went
on Harry. * Anyway, we let her through
then and cleared,”

““ And Ponsonby—"

“We collared the rolter outside 1 said
Harr% through his teeth. ‘ He didn't
deny having split, and he didn’t admit it.
He just grinned at ns—swore he'd go
straight {0 Miss Primrose and report Miss

= e |

Phyllis if we laid a finger on him, We
—we had to let the cad go!”

* Then—then Miss Slinn didn’t know it
FEIIIE Miss Phyllis,” breathed Bob thank-
ully,

““ Apparently not; Pon can’t have given
her name, luckily. But—hbui the ques-
tion 1s, will the cad keep his mouth shut
now? I think he will myself. We
threatened to-fla ?Iim alive if he splits;
and he khows 1vﬁat to expect if he does,
Did Miss Phyllis say why she tock such
a risk, Bob 1"

Bob explained, and Harry Wharton
nodded.

“I thought she must have a jolly zood
reason for it,” he said. * Anyway, let’s
get in now. We're late enough as it is.”

They rang the porter’s bell, and as
Gosling grumblingly unlocked the gates,
he told them to report to Mr. Quelch.
But they had expected such a summons,
and the thought of lines and lickings did
not worry them then. And for the rest
of that evening the Famous Five talked
and thought of little else but the trouble
that threatened their girl chum—little
dreaming how that trouble was to
develop.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby Again !

G ALLQO, hallo, hallo! Ilere they

H are [*

: It was early after dinner the
following day—a half-day at
Greyfriars—and the Famous Five were
standing by the stile on the foolpath that
led across the fields to Cliff House School.
Bob gave the cry as three girls wearing
Clif House hats came into sight on the
footpath. Pefore parting on the previoas
evening Miss Phylhs had promised to
meet Bob there to report developments;
and she was apparently keeping her
word,

For once, Dob's usually cheery voice
had lost its cheery ring. Marjorie Hazel-
dene and Clara Trevlvn were with Miss
Howell, and none of the three were look-
ing particularly cheerful. Certainly the
very fact of Miss Phyllis being there was
a hopeful sign; but as the juniors doffed
their caps as the girls reached them, their
faces were anxious, for all that.

“You've come then, Miss Phyllis? ex-
claimed Hm‘r’y Wharton quickly, **Is—is
it all right?

Miss Howell smiled; but it was a dis.
mal atfempt,

*“ All serene so far,” she sail. “The
worst hasn’t happened, thanks to you
boys. I didn’t get the chance 1o thank
vou last night, Harry Wharton. It was
awfully sporting of you-—"

“That's all right; never mind that,
Miss Phyllis,” stammered Harry, flushing,
“What's happened? Miss Slinn didn't
see you then—-"

*' Bhe saw me, but didn't recognise me,™

said Phyllis.  *“B8he’s awlully short-
sighted, ou hknow—luckily for me.
She only knew that a Cliff 1Touse girl

was in the cinema——"

“Did she see you go in, then ?” bezan
Harry wonderingly. “How——"

““No; some rotten sneak must have
been at the bottom of it,” chimed in
Clara Trevlyn indignanily, and not very
elegantly. *“¥You can guess who—ihat
cowardly cad, Ponsonhy !?

“Oh, Clara!” protested Marjorie
Hazeldene, “We don’t know )

“I believe he did, though T can't see
how ! said Phyllis grimly. “VYou were
right last night, I'm sure, Bobh Cherry.
Anyway, he failed, though I'm not out of
the wood yet,” she added, with a rueful
sinile,  *‘Miss ‘Slinn has reported that a
Cliff House girl was there, and Miss
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Primrose is [rightiully angry ; she's poing
to expel the wicked culprit if she finds
her out.”

Harry Wharton's face brightened,

“Ii's not as bad as we supposed,
then ?” he exclaimed. *If you sit tight
it will be all serene, I'm sore, DMiss
Phyllis.”

“What about Ponsonby?" snapped
Mizs Clara. *““1f he tries again—if he
gives Phyllis’ name this time—-"

“That's what's worrying me,”’ coi-
reszed  Miss Howell dismally.  *1'm
shivering in my shoes all the time——"

“You've no necd to do that, Miss
Mowell,” smiled Harry Wharton, “ e
won't split.  He won't dare. ITe knows
we've spobted him, and he knows what
to expect from us if he does!”

“We'll make it scorching for hLim!”
added Johnny Bull grimly.

“0Oh, pood!”

The fices of the three givls hiightened
wonflerfuliy at that.

1 won't worry any more, then—or
worty vou about 11, said Miss Phyllis.
laughing. “You're going skating, I
see,’” she -added, nodding at the skates
stung over the juntors’ shoulders.

“Yoes," sawd Harry Wharton eagerly.
“What about getting your skates and
joilung us? Bob's pot (o po to the
village for smne straps for his skates, In
any case, first. YWe can wait g

“Can't!” =atd Miss Clara promptly.
“We're booked for a hockey match.
We'd better be getting off now, mn fact.”

“Borry " added Miss Phyllis, giving
the juniors a bright smilp as she noted
their disappointed looks. “We'll sce you
arain and report further developments,
Groad-bye—anid thanks again!”

The juniors raised their caps, and as
the Ciiflf House girls walked away, Bob
terned to lns chuma.

“SBo that's that!” he said. “I'm jolly
eglad it was no worse, Anyway, you
tellows needn’t wait for me—T'I catch
you up later, No good entting your
afterncon shdart., T'll buzz off now.”

“Right-ho !

They parted then—Harry Wharton and
the others eutting across the fields
towards the Sark, Bob Cherry making
for the village. Bob went at a trot,
eager to join his chums on the frozen
Sark, and he soon reached the saddier's
shop in the village. Iaving purchased
his new straps he lost no time in reaching
the river,

The ice was thick and hard on the
Sark, and footer was at a disconnt that
afternoon., Pab found that streteh of the
river practically deserted, however., Mozt
of the fellows had gone further upstream
apparcntly.

Bob knelt in the frozen prass and began
to put hiz shates on, eapgeér to pet to
business. He was still strugeling with
the stiff, new straps whon the sound of
vaices and the ring of skaies made him
elance up.

Threo fizures were coming npstream at
a leisurely pace, and as Dob recopnized
them his face darkened. One of them
was Ponsonby of Ilichelilfe, the other
two were Gadsby and  Monson, his
chivms,

Tor o moment Bob eved their ambline,
careless approach, and quite suddenly his
eves gleamed. The TFamous Five had
given their assurance to Phyllis 1owel!
that all was safe—that Ponsonby would
not dare to “sneak ™ again. DBut Bob
Cherey, at least, had his doubts about
that.

With sudden decision Bob jumped to
his feef, and his powerful voice rang out
across the frozen river:

“Hold on, Ponsonby!™
“Just a minale ™

The three looked at the solitary figure
on the bank, and Ponsonby’s face sud-

he shouted.

F ]

PRICE |
TWOPENCE.

.....

_her—get her out somehow.

glares and murmurs.

We've got to stop Miss Slinn.”’
away like a shot, squeezing his way along, he>dless ol good manners, of angry
After hirn went his chums, whilst Miss Slinn, oblivious to
the fact that the girl for whom she was searching was but a few yards away,

brought up the rear.

** Quick, vou chaps !’ breathed Wharton. ** One of you get to Phyllis and warn

Bob Cherry was

(See Chapter 3.)

e N

denly hardened. He seemed to hesitate
a moment, and then with a whispered
word to hiis caums, he left them,

Gadsby and Monson skated on, and
Ponsonby came up to Bob., Though his
eyes glittered strangely, his face showed
only cool inzolence as ho stared at his
AMemYy.

“Wellt™ he =aul, waiting as though he
already guessed what Bob was about to
av. “*Go dhead!”

“You—yon cur, Ponsonby

“Tharnks!” interrupted Ponsonby, with
a faint, mocking grin. “Iid you stop
e fo tell me that, Cherry #

Bob Cherry tock a step forward and
then stopped, biting his lips,

*1 faney you know perfectly well what
' going to say, Pon, you howling cad!”
he muttered, helding himself in with an
effort. 1t —it's about last night. You
know whai Lappened theret”

Ponzonby nadded eoolly,  As a rule he
took very great care to be civil to the
ighting-man of the Remove—to keop his
sneers and insolence  for fellows  less
Landy wirh their fists than Boly Cherry.

But, though the marks of Bob's hefty
fists were still visibla on his features, ha
niade no eftort to be civil now. 1t almost
seemed a3 though the Highehffe dandy
felt himself the master of the sitnation.

“T1 know,” he remarked, nedding eoolly
again,  ** Rather awkwavd for dear Miss
Phyllis, wasn't it—what?”

“Awhward " ochoed Bob, hiz eyes
blazing. * You miserable entsider! It
was your doing. Aren’t yvou ashamed of
vourself? Ilave vou no more self-respect
than to sneak—to blab—about & girl?
You cowarlly enr! Yeun can't deny e {7

Bob's voice was like the Insh of a whip,

i |
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and the scorn in it brought a deep, dusksy
red into the cheeks of the Higheliffe cad.
But it was a flush of passion, and not
of shama. Tle bared his teeth in a snarl
of sudden rage.
“Iang vou—hang vou, Bob Cherry!™
ke hissed savagely. *“Why should 1 deny

it? I'm dashed well not going to deny
it! T want yvou—and that dashed, inter-

fering girl—to know I did it! I vowad
to make yon both squirm—and I'm goin’
ta! I'll tell you——  Stand back ! he
shouted, as Bob took a savage step to-
wards hun,  “Don’t touch me, or vou'll
be sorry! Touch me, Bob Cherry, and
I'll go to CLff Heuze and finish what 1
startod last night, vou brute !”

Iob Cherry stood back, biting his lips
until the blead came. Heo understood
Ponzsonby's insolent attitude now. Pon-
sonby had realised hiz power—and n-
tended to make the most of it, FHe knew
that Bob wonld suffer any insalt, any
indignity—wounld die even—rather than
see his girl ¢liun pax the price of her
folly,

His passion seemed to vanish, and he
erinned sneeringly as he noted the sudden
tear in Bob Cheriy's eyes,

“T've pot vou, Cherry—and her,” he
said coolly. " ** A word from me, and Miss
Phyllis Towell leaves CLf Iouse in dis-
grace, Listen! Yesterday she smacked
nmy face!" he went en, a glitter coning
suddenly into his eyes, " She insulted
and huiliated e before a  beastly,
grubby little fag! 'monot the fellow to
foreet a thing Like that, Cherry, 1 saw
her goin' into that dashed cinema last
night. [ knew it meant expulsion if she
vere 1'.'111g‘7rtl-"'
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“You cur!”
“Vou've said that hefore. Ba eareful,

though, Bob Cherry!” said Ponsonby,
his eyes glinting menacingly. “Well, 1
spotted her; and just afterwards 1 met
Miss Slinn in the streei. T knew I'd got
her then. Do vou know what I did? I
tore a page from my pocket-book and
wrote a note; I gave a village kid a bob
to stop Miss Slinn and hand 1t hf:.l:.:_’ :

“So that was how you did it?" said
Bob thickly. ‘

“Just like that!” grinned Ponsonby.
1 didn't mention any name; I merely
stated the fact that a Cliff Honse pgirl
had just entered that cinema. I left the
rest to her. 1 knew egha was the Nosey
Parker sort who would lock into it—I
linew she was up against the girls going
there. She did. It would have come off
‘if you Greyfriars cads hadn’t chipped 1n
-—hang you! T haven't finished yet,
t-]mugﬁ 1"

“¥Yon—you'ra going to—' i

Ponsonby langhed aloud at the anxious
Took in Bob's eyes.

“1 haven't decided what to do yet,”
he grinned. *I happen to know that
dear old Miss Primrose is waxy—is goin'
to expel the girl when she finds out who
it was. It all depends.”

“Ponsonby,” exclaimed Bob Cherry
hoarsely, **split if you dare! ¥ou know
what to expect if you do. I'll hammer
the very Ife—" )

As if Bob’s words had reminded the
Highcliffe dandy of his licking the pre-
vious afterncon, his laugh suddenly
ccased and his handsome features went
an ugly red.

He slid a step nearer on his skates,
and like hghtning his hand went out.
His palm met Bob Cherry’s rugged face
with a2 smack that echoed across the
frozen 1co.

Then he wheeled abruptly and skated
swiftly away.

¥
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

In True Colours !

OB CHERRY stoad as if stunned.
B The suddenness, the unexpected-
ness, of the blow left him gasping.
But as he raized a hand to his
burning cheek an ugly look came over
his homely features.

And then a sudden gust of fury surged
through him, and, stooping, he tugged
and wrenched at the obstreperous strap,
his blazing eyes still fixed npon the form
of the Higheliffe dandy &s he skated
away.

It was fastemed at lasi; yet even ns
Bob slid one skate on to the ico he
checked himself, and his passion left him
as suddenly asg it had come.

To his mind’s eyo came a sudden

limpse of Phyllis Howell's appealing
ace; he remembered her look of deep
relief, of thankfulness, when Wharton
had assured her that Ponsonby would
not dare to sneak.

His fizsts unclenched, and his lips closad
tightly. Whether the rascally Highelifie
cad brought disgrace and rain  upon
Phyllis Howell—whether he carried out
his threat to gel her expelled from ChlE
House or not—it should be brought about
through no rash act of his,

He dare not risk it. Ile knew what
acts of vengeful malice Ponsonby was
capable of when in a passion. On more
than one occasion he had carried out hiy
threats, despite the warnings of ihe
Famous Five.

Certainly they could lick him for it
afterwards; they could make things hot
for him at Highchffe, too.  But that
would not help Bob's girl ehom. It
could not undo the harm the rascally
dandy was capable of doing.
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No; mmsulé and adignity, he mnsi
ewallow them——he must humble himszelf
for his girl chum’s sake, ILvon now
Ponsonby might sneak; Bob felt sure he
woutld in any ease, He could not imagine
Ponsonby letting things go as ithey sinad,

And when he did start npsiream at
last Bob went slowly, his foce clonded
and anxious. Ilis savage desite to rare
alter Ponsouby—to avenge that cowardly
vicious blow, had gone now,

But LBob Cherry need noi have worried
on that score—he would not have done
conld he have seen into Ponronby’s mind
just then.

Once sure that Bob Cherry had not
pursued him—rfthat he was safe—ha High-
cliffe Fourth-Former slowed down, ard a
grin came over his face,

He had been right, then; Bal Cherry

was afrpid—had not darved to follow and
avenge that blow—had swallowed his
pride, as he, Ponsonby, had expested he
would.
. And Ponsonby chuckled az he realised
fully what a weapon he held to harm his
enemy. For—and, unfortunately, Bob
Cherry did not know it—Ponsanby had
no intention of “sneaking ™ again.

He had done so the night before
secretly—his note to the unpopular Cliff
House mistress had been an anonymous
oTe,

But the Famons Five knew its auihor
now ; they would know who tn thank if
Miss Phyllis was found out. And not
even o gratify his burning desira for
vengeanece on Miss Phyllis wonld Pon-
sonby risk that,

It wonld mean a terrible reckoning with
the Famous Five—and not only wiih
them, but with Frank Courteney & Co,,
and with all the decent-minded fellaws at
Higheliffe Scheol.

Neo; it wasn't good enoupgh—Ponsanby
had already decided npon that,

And, morcover, he had a slronger
reason even than that. His bitter hatred
was stronger agaimnst Bob Cherry than
against Miss Howell—much sivonger. He
had had proof now that Bob Cherry
would go through fire and waier (o save
his girl friend from tho results of her
rash act. By holding his hand—hy hold-
ing his threat over the head of his enomy
—Ponzonby realised he held a slrong
weapon with which to strike when the
lime eame,

And that lime was {o come very
quickly—thongh at the moment Pon-
sonby did not know this, nor the sirange
manner in which it waz {o come about.

His chums were out of sight; but Pon-
sonby did not try to cateh them up. e
skatod on leisurely, grinming as he wont,
ITis grin grew broader as his eves fell
suddenly upon a small, rotund figure
sliding awkwardly over the ice ahead of
him, It was a fipure well-knowu in the
Second Form at Greyfriars,

It was Sammy Bunier,

Tha fag Llinked round and saw Lium at
the same instant, and, with & frightened
squeal, he put on speed, making for the
opposite bank. At the same moment
also Ponsonby heard the ring of skates
behind him. He turned his head and
recognised Bob Cherry,

_ Then he grinned—an unpleazant, gloat-
Ing grin.

At any other time, in similar circum-
stances, Ponsonby would have—wisely—
let the youngster severely alone. But he
didn't now.  The thought of bullyiag
young Sammy before his protector’s eves
—and without danger to himself—was an
amusing thought 1o Ponsanby,

He turned abruptly and wont after
Sammy. And as he did so Bob Cherry's
ringing voice was heard :

“Look out, Bunter! O, look aut, 3ou
little idiot! Stop!”

DBob’s voice ended mm no sheill yell of

1

-
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f warning. Ponsonby did not understand
L why until too late,

For Bab Cherry had seen what neither
Sammy Bunter nor Ponsonby had seen
as yet. It was a post projecting above
the #urface of the ice—a post sur-
mounied by a black board on which was
printed in Ing white letters the one word
“Danger!” and towards which pursued
and pursuer were rushing blindly.

Again DBob Cherry shouted—franiie-
aily this time — and then Ponsonby
seemed to see it and strove frantically to
pull up.

And in that instant there sounded a
loud, ominous cracking of ice. Tt was
followed by a wild shrick of fear as
mammy Bunler crashed to the ice and
smashed through. Then sounded a wild
clattering of skates and a much louder
snlash as Ponsonby, unable to stop in
time, sinashed through also.

“(Good heavens!” panted Bob,

For an instant of time the junior
stared, horrified at the swift tragedy,
and the next moment he was racing
madly for the black, bubbling gap.

But he never reached it—then. The
ireacherouz ice was ecracking in every
direction now—long cracks were show-
mg under Bob’s clattering skates,

He was still some vards from the bub-
bling gap when what the junior was
dreading happened.

The heaving ice seemed suddenly to
drop away from him. and, vainly
striving to recover his balance, he struck
the broken ice and vanished from sight.

Only for an instant, though. His
head shot up—a hand canght desperately
at the erumbling ice above him. I
cracked and crumbled awav, but he
tried again, and this time it held.

Tnstantly—though his face was ashen
and the hitter chill of the water seemed
to clutch like an iey hand at his heari—
his head turned towards the other gap.

And what Bob Cherrv saw almost
stunned him—it brought a ved rush of
bload to his white cheaks.

: Of Bammy Bunter there was no sign.
Fhe Black gap was empty, but Pon-
sonbv’s head and shoulders were visible
—half way to the shove. He had found
a log of wood—a frezen log released

from the ice—and with this he was
smashing a way to safoty,
Hob  stared dumbfounded. Was it

possible—was i possible ihat Ponsonby
was saving himself, was leaving the
wretched Sammy to his fate?

It seemed so, Ponsonby seemed to ba
mad—nad with terror. With (frantie
Junges he ecarved and smashed o wav
through the thin ice. It was only a
matter of yards. The end of the log
touched the shore, and Ponsonby hali-
swarmed, half-hurled himself over it.

“Ponsonby !"” shouted Dob, through
palsied, horrified lips., “Go back! Save
Bunter, you fool !

But, if he heard, the wretched ecoward
did not heed. He hanled himself from
vhe black water. On the bank he turned
and stared back stupidly, shivering and
shaking in every himb.

. “Pousonby " cried Bob again, appeal-
ingly,

Ponsonby opened lus lips; no sound
came from  them, He just stared
stupidly.

All doubts left Bob Cherry then as to
Pansonby’s intentiona,

He realised that if Sammy Bunter’s
Iife was to be saved—if there was still
time to save it—then he himself must
do 1t. Always a coward, Ponsonby was
a coward still,

And, at the thought, Bobh Cherry
dropped the Highcliffe dandy from his
thoughts. A sudden wave of savage
emotion surged through him, and he
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attacked ilie crumbling ice in a mad

frenzy. ;
Bob had always been a fighter—with

his fists. He fought with his fistz now—

a fight with death. And he won
through.
Smash, smash, smash ! {

‘Apain and again his fists crashed
through the thin ice until his numbed
hands and wrists bled freely, and every
blow became an agony to hun,

But he stuck it desperately, and the.
black water spurted and splashed up as
the crumbling ice gave way before his

savage onslaught,
The iey chill of the water struck
through to his very vitals; but he

scarcely felt it as he fought his way,
half - swimming, half - hurling himself,
through that intervening stretch of
broken ice,

fle reached the gap at last—the last
jagged lump of ice fell away before him,
and he was through. )

With one swift glaneo around him he
dived and vanished.

[T (.l:_"DDL:I Hﬂd !Il .

The words came in a trembling
whisper through Pomsonby's white lips
as he watched the bubbling, agitated
gap of water. He took a step forward,
but drew back again with a shiver. It
was no good. He couldn't. Whitefaced,
trembling, he watched.

Several seronds—they seemed ages fo
Ponsonby—oassed, and then a head
appearcd above  the su]‘f_:m&—Bnh
Cherrv's head. It was only visible for a
moment, and then it vanished as the
plucky junior dived again.

This timoe he reappeared almost
instantly, however. His head came up,
and it was followed by a sccond head,
then a face—a small, fat face, white as
deatl and still.

Tt was Sammy Bunter. He lay sup-
poited] in Bob Cherry's strong armis, and
he was obviously unconscions, or

Ponsonby shook and his faco went

grey.

ik I'Iﬂ]p !1' ’

The cry, weak and gasping, came
from Bob Cherry. It was answered

almost at once by a shout—a shout that
camo mot from Ponsonby but from be-
hind the shivering, helpless coward.

“Hold on, kid!"” 1

Ponsonby wheeled. Tho accident had
taken place at the bpttom of the garden
of a bungalow residence fronting the
river. And now from the open gate of
the garden a man ran, half-dragging,
half-carrying a ladder, .

He came up with a rush, sending
Ponsonby staggering back, and the
ladder splashed amid the broken ice and
water.

«(atch hold, youngster!" welled lhe
man.

Bob Cherry made a wild cluteh, and
his numbed fingers got & grip on the end
rung of the ladder., The gardencr—he
was that, apparently—turned fiercely to
I"onsonby.

“The ladder!” he hissed savapelr.
“(Grab hold and pull, you staring fool
—pull like blazes!"

Ponsonby awoke then, and his grip
closed on the ladder. The man and the
shivering junior pulled and tugged des
perately, and Bob Cherry held on
grimly; he was exhaunsted, but he held
on with dogged energy.

Through the broken ice and water the
ludder surged, dragging Bob and his
helptess burden towards the bank. The
terrific strain almost pulled the junior's
arms from their sockets, but he held on, |
and a moment later Bob and Sammy

b

Bunter were sprawling on the bank in a
heap.

The gardener dropped the ladder and
rushed io them.

“The kid—never mind me!” panted
Bob. ““Fee to hime!™

One glance the man gave at the fap’s
ashen face, and then he picked Sammy
Buntor np and ran. He passed through
the pale and wvanishel towards the
house.

Bob Cherry staggered to his [feet,
panting and coughmg. Ponsonby took

a hesitating, trembling step towards
him.

“Cherry, T—T-—"

“PBetter clear, DPonsonby!” panted
Dob. “Better dash home and get

changed—aquick !

Boly's voice was toneless: but as his
eyes met Bob's, Ponsonby shrank back
before the scorn in them.

“SBtop!” he panted as Bob turned
away. “Wait! I want a word with
you, Cherry.”

i “'I"EI!1.?II

Bob Cherry stopped. The danger was
paszt now, and he wondered at the fear,
the frantic dread in the Highelifle
dandy’s voice,

Ponsonby licked his trembling lips.

“You — you saw, Cherry — you
thought I'd funke A

“] did see, you cowardly worm
hiszed Bob, his voice like a whip-lash,
“You did fuank! You saved your own

'lj

wretched skin—you left that poor kid
to drown !
“I-—I didn't.
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With that, Dob Cherry turned

abruptly and started to hobble on his
skates along the bank. He knew that
yvoung Sammy was safe now, and his one
desire was to get home.

But before he had taken six steps ’on-
sonby stumbled after him and clutched
his arm desperately.

“Stop!” ho cried. “You've got 1o
hear me, Bolb Cherry! If vou don't, it
will be the worsa for you!"

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Bargain [

OB CHERRY stopped at that,

B His head felt dizzy, his limbhs

felt like lead, and his teeth wera

chattering with cold. Now the
exeitement, the danger, was over, he
felt the exhaustion, the full effects of hia
terriblo experience, He felt sick and
piddy, and his one desire was to reach
(reyfriars—to get between dry, warm
blanke:s—and to sleep.

Yot he stopped.

He could not fail to note the deadly
menace—the grim threat underlying
Ponsonby's words. He turned and
faced tﬁu Highcliffe c¢ad, savagely,
wonderingly.

Ponsonby's features worked as he
strove Lo steady his voice and his chot-
tering teeth,
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“‘ Help ! ** The ery, weak and gasping, came from Boh Cherry as he appeared
in the gap in the ice, supporting the unconscious figure of Sammy Bunter., It
was answered almost at once by a shout—a shout that came not from the shivering
Ponsonby, but from behind the helpless coward.
open gaie of the garden a man ran, dragging a ladder with him,
{See Lhapter b.)

“ Hold on, kid ! ** From the
“ Hold on 1 **

g iy
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“Listen to ma, Chewry,” he hissed.
“You say I funked—that T showed the
white feather—that I left that kid to
drown,* _

“You did,” said Bob quietly. _

“Perhaps I niid—-PDrlmps not!* said
Ponsonby thickly. “*You say I did—
o'l tell evervbody I did. You—you

irow what that means-for me?”

Bob nodded, and his lip curled. He
fancied he could guess what was coming.

“(Go on, but cut it short!"” he snapped.
“We’'ll both catch our death of—="

“Let me speak!’ hissed Ponsonby.
“You'd expose me—you'd gloat in ruin-
ing me! ‘It would be ruin! Hang the
cold! But you're not going to ruin me.

Understand, hang you? You know what

would. happen? Nobody would listen to
me. They'd believe it. They'd despise
mﬂ—lmmi?iatﬁ me! Even the fags would
shout funk after me. T'd never be able
to hold up my head again at IHighelifie.
I'd have to leave. I'm not going to
leave !
" " You deserve werse than that, Ponson-
9
r]:‘ﬂl’i-ﬂﬂﬂhj"ﬁ eyes glittered curiously.
“I've not finished yet!” he snarled,
“Listen, Cherry. Twenty minutes ago, I
told you I hadn't decided yet what to

do- about—about Phyllis Howell, I
hadn't. I have now, though. I'm going
to make a bargain with vyou, Bob
Cherry.,”

“Go on.”

“If you'll give me your word—if you'll
swear to me that you will never blab
about this, that you will never teil a
soul what actually happened—how Bunter
fell in, or how he was got out—that you
will keep me out of it,"” said Ponsonby in
a low, eager voice, “then I will do the
samme in regard to Miss Phyllis. I will
swear not to give her away, Cherry.
You save me from having to leave High-
cliffie; I'll save Miss Phyllis—I'll keep
mum. TIs it a bargain?”’

Bob Cherry was staggered. The sheor
cheek and impudence of the rascally offer
left him gasping. He had expected Pon-
sonby to plead wilth him—to beg him to
gloss over his eowardly action. He had
hardly expected this, though.

His first impulse was to smash his fist
inio the  bhandsome, finely-chiselled
features of Cecil Ponsonby. The thought
of bargaining with the erafty schemer
u‘ﬂta repugnant to his frank nature. And
yot—-

Even as the impulse came to Bob, once

again in his mind's eye he saw the ap-
pealing face of Phyllis Howell. iz hand
dropped to his side.
_ Afier all, why not? He had had no
intention of exposing the cowardly Pon;
he had no special desire (o do so. Nor
yet had he the slightest desire to poze os
a hero himself—far from it.

And on the other hand, he had a deep,
an 1ntense desire to shield, to save
Phyllis Howell from the expulsion which
threatened her. TIor Miss Howell’s sake
he ought to do it—lie miust!

Bob's head was throbbing—his mind
was chaotie. He could scarcely see his
tempter’s face clearly. e had forgotten
‘that Ponsonby’s word was not worth a
straw-—was, in fact, uiierly worthless.
It never occurred to him then, that by
giving his word and actepting Ponson-
by’s, he was giving all aud receiving
nothing back,

He nodded alter only a moment’s hesi-
tation.

“Right, TPonsonhy,” he muttered
thickly. “I agree (o that. I don’t see
why I shouldn’t. Nobady shall hear
“-Ifﬂgﬁ just happened FF?“!:I me."

S XYou mean it—you ll keep your wor:
Bob Cherry 7 : & otd,

“I've_said 80,” nuitered the junior

Tee Macxer Lisgauy.— No, 837.

savagely. “You know me. TI'll keep

my word. That's enough !

t was enough, Igﬂnﬂnnb:r,' searcely
troubled to conceal the glitter of satisfac.
tion that leapt to his eyes. He was about
to speak again, but Bob Cherry turned
abruptly away and left him,

- He hobbled to whera the ‘ice was safe,
lower .dowun, and his glance wemnt towards
the bungalow. He hesitated, wondoring
if be ought to go and inquire about young
Sammy. Dut as he stood
showed through the leafless trees speed-

ing along the drive, and in the back was

seated a bundle wrapped in blankets.

“Oh, good!” breathed Bob Cherry.

He moved.out on to the ice and turned
his face towards Greyfriars, and next
moment hig limbs were in motion as he
sped away, his arms and legs working
fast to drive off the bitter chill,

Pﬂnmnbr watched him a brief moment,
and then he seemed suddenly to become
aware of his drenched, chilled condition.
Shivering violently, he stooped, and
began te tear off his skaies. Ponsonby
had had enough of skating for that after-
noon,

They were off in a flash, and he seb off
at a run along the bank towards High-
cliffe. There was a curious, mocking
smile on his white face. His fear had
pone—he was safe now, He knew that
the hapless Saimmy Bunter had been un-
conscious almost before he weni through
the ice—the heavy fall had done that.
The fag had seen nothing after that.
And he had got Bob Cherry's word!
He was safe! The lofty and supercilious
Ponsonby shuddered as he thought of his
narrow escape-—of the scorn and contempt
his cowardly action would have aroused
among his own schoolfecllows. But he
was safe enough now. Bol Cherry's
word was as good as gold. Thourh a
rascal, an unprincipled and shifty
schemer himself, Ponsonby could recog-
nis¢ honesty and steadfastness in others.
He almost laughed aloud as he thought
of his “bargain.”

He ran on, and the exercise soon
brought a warm glow io his chilled hody.
He suddenly became aware of the ring
of skates ahcad—the sound of merry
voices and laughter. ITe looked up and

saw  several fellows skating vapidly
towards him. Ile recognised Ifurr}'
Wharton and his three chums. Behintd

them  he recognised Frank Courtenay
and the Caterpillar of Higheliffe School.
He pulled up suddenly—a queer, evil
grin came over his face. A thought had
come to him—a thought that brought a
gleam of savage exultation to his eyes.

As yot, Ponsonby's only idea had been
to save himself from the shame and
publicity of his cowardly conduct. But
the sigﬁt of the laughing juniors ahead
brought another idea—a despivable, an
infamous idea,

He had given his word io Cherry, for
what it was worth. In reality he had
given nothing: on reflection Bob Cherry
would realise that—would not expect him
to keep it. He would keep it, of course,
for his own skin's sake. But Cherry did
not know that. The weapon Fate had
placed in his hands—the weapon with
which he had hoped to harm the boy he
hated—was still Eis, still as strong and
sharp as ever.

And here was his chance to use it
It had come sooner than he had expected.
And he could use it salelv.

He stepped ont upon the ice, and his
voice rang ownl:

ANSWERg

thus a ear.

“"Hold on, you fellows! I want vou."

“Hallo! It’s old Pan!¥

The voice was Courtenay’s, and he led
the way towards the solitary figure af
the edge of the ice, Harry Wharton amd

the others [ollowed, and. their- eyes
logked the dremched figure over
curiously.

“What—why, you're wet, Pon!” ex-
T‘]%EI-'I';::[‘[F ﬂ'“ Caterpillar,  grinning.

“I wanted to warn von chaps,” said
Ponsonby. “Watch vour steps lower
down the river. There's been an accident
—the ice gave way. Three of us have
been 1n. ™ _

“What happened, Pon? Anything
serious " demanded Courtenay sharply.
ik '&Ti}u_!}

“Nothing really serious—at least, I
hope- not,” =aid Ponsonby gravely.
“That little fat kid, Bunter minor, i3 1
a bad wayv, though; he was unconscious
when 1 fished him out——"

“*Muam-my  hat!” choked the Cater-
pillar. * You—you whatter?"”

“You fished him out?" ejaculated
Wharton, staring, putting mnpimsis o1l
the ** you.”

“I fished him out--yes,” said Ponson-
by coolly, though hiz eyes glittered as hoe
noted the looks of derision.  **Cherry
was all serene, though—he wasn’t in long
enough to take much harm."

“Cherry " ecliced Marry Wharton,

Wi "‘l“;ﬂ-ﬁ_':"

“It was all my fault, I suppose,” said
the cunning raseal, as if half-ashamed of
the statement. *'I was chasing young
Bunter—he cheeked me,  And Cherry
chipped in, He reached the fag, and
they went in together—smashed through
some rotten ice,”

“And—and vou—

“1 managed to fish Bunter out—at
least, 1 held him until help came,” said
Ponsonby calinly. "”Ii#?l it all, I
couldn't very well stand there—see tho
youngster drown, could IY Anyway i

“Half a ininate!” snapped Harry
Wharton quickly, eyeing IPonsonby
fixedly., “You're leaving something out,
Ponsonby. What about Cherry—what
happened to him?”

Ponsonby looked grim, and his teeth
came together with a snap. Ponsenby
had all the makings of an actor in him,

“You'd bhetter ask Cherry that,” ho
zaid bitterly.

He was turning away as if to go, but
Farr;f Wharton gripped his arm and held
1.

“What do you mean by that, Pon-
sonby ¥ he snapped fiereely. *“ What arc
you hinting at—explain, you rotier! We
know you!”

“Yes—explain, you
egrowled Johnny Dull.
thing lishy "

“I'm saying nothing. I'd rather say
nothing about it,” said Ponsonby quietly,
“1t's for Cherry to explain himself,”

“You'll explain now ! shouted Harry
Wharton angrily. “You've hinted ag
something rotten! You'll tell us here
and now, you cad!”

“I Hell you-—"" Ponsonby broke oft
savagely, as thouzh he could keep back
his  pent-up  indignation no  longer,
“Hang you, " he shouted,

¥

sineering  cad 17
“There's some-

Wharton !
“You want to know, and I'll jolly soon
teli you! Cherry played the coward--
the poliroon., [e saved himself and left
that youngster to his fate., Ieo was
hardly 1n before he was out again—
before T reached the spot, He serambled
achore, leaving me to do what he should
and could have done if he'd had tha
pluck.™

“Wha-a-at?"

“You've asked me, and I've told you.
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gleefully.
juniors defiantly.

“¢Sling the rotten funk out ! *

“Smash the cad ! *’ roared Bolsover. ** You rotter, Bob Cherry ! * panted Nugent. * Yah! Funk !’ howled Skinner
A chorus of angry cries rang out and Bob Cherry faced the ring of infuriated
“Try it—try to sling me out !’ he hissed turough clenched teeth.

(See Chapter 8.)

““Hang the lot of you!l"

I don't pretend to know why he did it;
it wasn't like Cherry to do it. He
seemed mad with fear. But he did it
You'd better ask Cherry himself why."”

And with that Ponsonby wrenched
himself free from Wharton's petrified

rip and jumped ashore. Then he ran.

e left his hearers staring after him
dumbfounded : all—that 1is, with the
exception of the Caterpillar, That light-
hearted junior was cackling, The very
thought of Ponsonby’s claims made him
gurgle with mirth. Ponsonby a hero!

But though he heard the Gnterlpi[]ar‘s
derisive mirth, Ponsonby was smiling as
ha ran along the towpath. He was
beginning to sneeze. e was chilled to
the bone, and his clothes clung to his
stiff, aching limbs. Dut he scarcely
noticed it. Ilec felt he had sowed good
geed in fertile ground, ITe knew the
curiosity of the fellows would do the
rest.

He knew—none better—that Bob
Cherry would stick to his word—would
never speak the truth, or dare to defend
himself, come what may,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Developments !

HE wintry dusk was falling over
I the ancient quadrangle of Grey-
friara  when Harry Wharton,
Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent, and
Iurrce Singh tramped into the lighted
hallway of the School Housc,
The juniors’ faces were ruddy, and
glowing with health and vitality; but

they looked anything but merry and
bright. They were puzzled and per-
plexed.

Since leaving TIfrank Courteney and
the Caterpillar, they had seen the scene
of the uaccident—the broken ice, the
Irdder still lymg there. They had also
heard from Gosling at the gate that
youing Sammy Bunter was in the sanny

e

—was out of danger, but very ill. And
they tramped into the School House,
more troubled and perplexed than ever.
What did it mean? Knowing Bob
Cherry as they did—knowing DPonsonby
as they did—how could they accept his
statements and claims with anything
but seorn and derision? And yet, why
had Ponsonby mado them, unless he
could prove them? Why had he asked
them to ask Bob Cherry himself?
It was amaging, and just a bit dis-
spoof,” said Johnny

turbing !

“It‘ﬁl l 5 ; Buly
savagely, “rotten lies and spoof!"

“Must be!” sniffed Frank Nugent.
“0Old Bob would be waxy if he knew we
even doubted it !"

“We'll soon know, anvyway,” said
Harry grimly, laughing a trifle ner-
vously. “And we'll punch Pon to a jelly
for having made us doubt old Bob.”

“Yes, rather!”

They crowded into SBtudy No. 1, and
they found Bob Cherry there, as they
expected. Bob was getting tea ready for
them, and he preeted them cheerily,

““Hallo, hallo, hallo! Ileve you are,
vou cripples ! he bawled. “Tea’s nearly
ready I

Harry Wharton flung his skates down
and looked curiously at his chum. DBob
looked none the worse for his adventure,
He was a healthy, hardy vyouth, and a
hot bath and brisk rub-down had seon
put him right. He grinned at Horey us
if expecting questions.  As he glanced
at lus franl, open face, all Harry's
doubts lelt him. IIe felt ashamed of
them.

“T hear vou've beon exploring the
bottom of the river, Bob?"” he exclaimed,
with a laugh, *What is the yarn "

Bob Cherry flushed cortonsly, Tt
dawned in upon him quite suddenly then
that he would have to step warily if he
was to keep his word with Penszonby.

*I have,” he =aid, prinmug faintly.
“ And it was jolly cold, I can tell you!
That's why 1 didn't come up afier you.

Blow the varn, though! Iet's Liave tea
now."

(1] D].l IH‘

It was a simultaneous exclamahon.
Four pairs of eyes glanced curigusly at
DBob Cherry. Bob coloured. He hated
to have to be secretive with his chums;
he saw now that he would have to be.
He saw his chums were surprised ;. but he
did not dream of the real reason.

“Look here, Bob!” muttered Harry
Wharton hesitatingly. “We don’t want
you to tell us, if you'd rather not. Bui
—but we've had the yarn from Ponsouby
—his yarn, that is. He—he says that you
funked saving Sammy Bunter--that you
—that you saved yourself, and that the
kid would have drowned 1f he hadn’t
fished him out.”

“Wha-a-at "

“We don’t believe his rotten lies and
swank, of course!” Harry hastened to

explain.  * But—but it's aqueer. Other
fellows may believe the silly yarn! Ile
You'd

—he actually told us to ask you.
better stop ﬁis lying tongie, Bob ™

“Yes, rather,” added Johnny Dull,
ceyeing Bob fixedly,

Bob did not answer. Ile could not.
He was staggered. In a blinding {lash
he realised the trap into which he had
fallen. He realised the ulter unscrapu-
lousness of the rascally Ponzonby, What
could he do? What could he say?

Nothing ! He was hopelessly trapped.
e bit Ins lips until the blood came in
sheer, helpless rage.

“Well, Boli?” wmuttered Ilarry, lus
brow clonding as he aaw the lock on lis
chum’s dark fa.e.

Bob gave a langh—a
laugh.

Litter

“I've nothing to =av,” he said. “If
Ponsenby's told you the story, thea
what's the good of my saying anviling
against it? Let's get tea, you fellows."”

There was more than a suspicion of
sarcasm—bitter sarcasm—in Dob's words.

Harry Whavion fushed hotly.

“It's no good talking like that, Bob!™

THe DMacgxer Lispiry.—No. 837,
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he said, steeling his voice to calinness.
“You know we don’t believe that lying
rotter’s claims ; we know you betler than
that. But—but——" : "

He paused,- scarcely knowing how to
finish, The others made no efford to help
him out. They were too staggered.

Dob Cherry crossed to the glowing
fire, and, taking- the eggs from the
savcepan, he dished them out in silence.
In' silence, he took the plate of buitered
toast from the hearth and laid it on the
table.

The meal started in an atmosphere of
chilly zilence until, unable to stand 1t any
longer, Harry Wharton started a feeble
discussion on footer. They talked
awkwardly, and Bob Cherry sal in moody
gilence, not joining in the conversation.

The nuserable meal ended at last,
however. Bob Cherry was the first to
rise from the table, and as he did so the
study door opened, and Peter " Todd
laoked in. Ile gave Bob - Cherry a
curious look, and handed him a sealed
note,

“Iid from Iigheliffe brought it about
an hour ago, I believe,” he said grimly.
“I canght Bunter with it, The fat
villain meant -to cpen it, 1 fancy, He—
he was passing with the kid a long
while,™

e walked half-way back to the door,
and then he glanced round curiously at
the Famous Five. 1le saw at once that
there was trouble in the family,

“DBy the way, Cherry, old man,”™ he
said, grinning faintly, “that IHigheliffe
kil brought a silly yarn over.  lle's told

Bunter, and the fat toad’s spreading it
all over the shop!
ness on the river this afternoon,

It's about that busi-

I—"

“Oh I

“1 see you've heard it, though. All
rot, of course!” added Toddy hastily, aa
h& noticed the tense atmosphere in the
study. *“Silly fot! I—I thought I'd
wiirn you, though. DBetter bring a boot
along to that fat gossip and stop it
Cherry. . Cheerio !

Obviously, Peter Todd had ‘intended to
say more—much moire. But the chilly
silence—DBob Cherry’s derk face—did not
encourage him. He departed hurriedly,
and they heard him gasp as he vanished
through the doorway.

“That's done it!" groaned
Wharton. '“Bob, old fellow——"

Bob Cherry turned abruptly away, and
tore the note open. It was a shect of
paper, with a few words seribbled upon
it. They were to the point, and ran as
follows :

Harry

“Remember, I'm keeping you o your
word, Bob Cherry! This 15 where I
make you squirin, you bullying cad!
I've got you tight. Keep mum, and I'll
keep mum.  Speak, and you'll be sorry—
so will Miss Phyllis. Understand

That was all. No signature—nothing
but the handwriting to tell from whom
it came. But Bob did not need to
recognise the handwriting to tell him
that.

His heart sank like lead, and walking
to the fire he iossed the note in, walching
it burst into flame. Then he set his lips
hard.

He would keen mum. He saw trouble
before him—Dblack trouble., But he did
not flinch from it. Whatever happened—
whatever came or went he would be

she said firmly.

he said.
coolly.

**We ought to——"’
““*Shake I' ™
juniors met,

Miss Clara took chargg of the situation in her usual masferful way. *‘Now,”
‘““ First of all, you silly foclish boys will shake hands. Go
anead ! Bob Cherry hesitated, bewildered, white-faced. Harry Wharton
stepped forward frankly, his hand outstiretched.
** No time for gassing,”” interrupted Miss Clara
Bob laughed-— his old hearty laugh, and the hands of ihe
(Nee Chanter 19.)

**I'm sorry, Bob, old man,”

Toe Mascser Lisrany.—No. 837.

. ““Ha, ha, ha!

loyal to his girl chum~would save her
whatever happened to himself.

Without a’ glance at his staring chums
he left the room.

r——re

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Sent 'to Coventry [

(1] o7 .
R “ Rubbish !*
“Gammon!” - :

 “Tell that to the marines,
you fat fibber ! grinned Bulstrode of the
Remove, flipping a roasted chestnut play-
fully towards, the fat face of Bilf’j
Bunier,

“Yow! You rotter, Bulstrode!”
yelled Bunier, hurriedly retrieving the
chestnut and cramming it into his mouth.
“It's true enough——"

“Gammon }”

* Spoof "

“I tell you it’s true!” howled Bunier.
“I stopped Cherry and asked him.
You can ask Wharton., I felt it my duty,
as it was my brother the beastly rotter
left to drown—left to drown, mind you!
But old Pon saved him. Fancy that!
Cherry fairly shrivelled—he couldn’t deny
it, you know,”

ia Uh |.1|

“It’s true enough, you fellows,” said
Skinner, approaching the group round
the Common-room fire, and grinning,
“I've asked Cherry, too. He didn’t deny
it. 1t's true! ‘The faces of his pals will
tell you that,'

“Draw it mild ! urged Bolsover. “I'm
no pal of Cherry’s, but——"

“Too steep!” agreed Vernon-Smith
coolly. '

The fellows simply couldn’t believe it,
excepting the fellows who wanted to
believe 1it—especially Skinner & Co,

Boby Cherry-—of all fellows—playing the
coward! And Cecil Ponsonby—of all
fellows—playing the hero! It was too
astounding to be easily believed.

Biilly  Bunter blinked round at the
assombly, his eyes glittering behind his
spectacles,

“He kicked me, the rotten coward!"
he said. * Kicked me "cavse T asked him
a question about it. You fellows stand
by me and T'll jolly well ask him again!
He'll be in here soon, I bet. Faney a
rolten funk like Yarcogh!"

Billy Bunter howled as Peter Todd
came un behind him and planted a hefty
foot bichind the fat junior.

“Dry up, vou fat mischief-maker ! Lo
grunted., * Pity it wasn't you instead of
your minor, Sammy, who went in!”

“Oh, really, Toddy, vou heast o
- “We could have wunderstood Bob
Cherry refraining from resening you, old
top!™ sniffed Peter Todd., *“He'd have
done a public service by letting wvou
deown [

“He'd have earnedd the gratitude and
approbation of every fellow in  the
Remove, anyway 1" zaid Toddy,

“Hear, hear!”

“Yah! DBeasts!” snorted BDuunter,

Ie blinked indignantly through his big
glasses at Peter Todd,

“1'm surprised at you, Toddy!™ he
satd loftilv., *‘Clackling at such a serious
subjeet | My view iz that it’s jolly
serious ! The Remove ovght to take the
matter up. That's my view, Any fellow
whao's disgraced the Form by showing the
white feather oueght to get it hot!
That's my opinion!™

“Good!” said Toddy blandly., “Then
I vote that as Dunter dhspraces the Form
every day of his hile, we start by sending
him—-"

“Oh, really, Toddy

(Conlinued on page 17.)
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FIRST saw the light of day in New
I York, having been manufactured in
that city in 1895,

In those days a typowriter was
considered a great luxury. Only the
very wealthy busziuess houses could
affoid to buy onc.

My sale price, I remember, was
seventy pounds. Nowadays you can buy
a portable typewriter for thirtcen
guineas. Home difference !

I came over to England duving the
first year of my career, and was installed
in & Government office in London.
.Here I enjoyed a very quiet and restful
existénce for many years. There was an
atmosplhere of drowsiness in the office,
and it was very seldom that anybody
came near me.  Sometimes a sleepy-
looking clevk would type a letter on me,
or an official decument, and .then put my
cloth cover over me and leave me In
peace for the rest of the day.

Happy days, those—days of dreamy
tranquillity | PBut they came to an end
at last, as all good things do.

In 1905, when I was ten years of age,
the Government officials decided that
they must part with me. There were
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many new makes of machines on the]

market, and I was fast becoming old-
fashioned and obsolete. 8o I was put
up for sale by public auction, and a
voung literary man bought me, and
took me to his private hiouse.

Ho was a glutton for work, this
literary man. His methods differed
vastly from the methods of the drowsy
Government clerks. He rose early in
the morning, and hammered my keys
until lunch-fime. Then I had an hour's
rest, and after that my owner would
start thumping me again—often until a
late hour at night.

It was rmqivh and harsh usage that I
received ; and I had several breakdowns
in consequence. My carriage refused to
work, and I shed quite a lot of serews,
and drove my owner to despair.

In 1907 I was sent to a typewriter fae-
tory to be thoroughly overhauled; and
the very mext year 1 was sold by
private arrangement fo a  schoolmaster

Supplement i.]
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named Quelch. I have been with him
ever since, and he is a positive brute to
me. For fifteen years he has been
engaged in writing a history of Grey-
friars, and 1 have had to do all the
donkey-work for kim. He has no regard
whatever for my well-being. He fre-
quently neglects to clean me, and for
long periods I am denied the socothing
application of oil. The result i1s that I
have grown rustv, and have lost all my
vouthful sprightliness.

I wish somebody would invent o gland
foir putting new life into old typewriters !
I feel as if I'm on my last legs, and one
of these days I shall go on strike and
refuse to work for Quelch any more.
Then he can consign me to the scrap-
heap, if he likes, or sell me to a vendor
of old iron.

I'm just about fed-up with my present
existence. Not only does my owner
overwork me, but wgen he happens to
be out playing golf a mischievous jumor
popa into Eis study and uses me for the
purpose of writing letters to his le,
or® contributions for the '‘Greyfriars
Herald."” _ _

&till, I've gol one consolation, even in
this dark hour. My career as a type-
writer would have ended long ago, but
for the fact that [ spent ten years of
almost complete idleness in a Govern-
menk office !

B S e R
Teachcr: *“If vou are kind and polite
to your plavmates, what will be the re-
sulg®”
Scholar: “They'll think they can lick
me !

Carpenter: *“Didn't T tell you to

notice when the glue boiled over?”

Assistant: “I did. It was a guarter-

past ten.”

New Boarder: “How's the fare hera "

Old Boarder: *“We have chicken every
morning,”

“That's first rate!
“In the shell,™

How is it served 7

EDITORIAL !

By
HARRY
 WHARTON.

OUD cheers! The editorial staft
I of the “ Greyfriars' Herald " has
just been presented with-a type-
writer. 8ir Timothy Topham,
the sporting baronet, and a governor of
Greyfriars, is the generous donor. The
machine he has given us is a real beauty.
It is the very latest model, and among
its many fine features is a special device
which auntomatically records the number
of words that are-typed.

As a matter of fact, our gift type-
writer looks so new and bright and

ood that we hesitate to start using 1t [

t seems almost a sacrilege to thump its
shining lkeys with our ink-stained
fingers, Bob Cherry says we ought to
put the typewriter in a glass case, and
simply regard it as a valuable ornament,
to be exhibited to all visitors who drop
in to Study No. 1.

The unexpected but welcome arrival of
this handsome gift has given us a brain-
wave, Why not a Special Typewriting
Number of the *Greyfriars Herald 71
The typewriter plays such an important
part in modern progress that it deserves
more recognition than it gets. We have
had a Special Telephone Number and a
S;Eaial Gramophone Number. Then
why not a number dealing with the
romance of the typewriter? -And those
who shale their heads and pooh-pooh the
notion of there being anything romantic
about a mere mechanical contraption,
will find that we have been able to
squeeze quite a deal of romance out of
it. And plenty of fun into the bargain|

Of course, it won't be possible for
everybody to use our typewriter at the
same time. As editor, I shall claim
priority; and when I happen to ba
using the machine, my pals will have
to write their contributions in the usual
way—with pen and ink. This, by the
way, is intended specially for the eyes
of William George Bunter. You will
read of his amazing cheek in taking to
pieces our brand mnew typewriter, and
sending in the bill to me for its repair
elsowhere in these pages. 1 nearly vol-
lapsed when the bill was preseoted to
me, and our tame porpoise did likewisa
when T broached the maiier to him, for
I handled him first and tallked after-
wards, The day may come when wa
shall possess a typewriter apiece.

In conclusion, we must pass a vote of
thanks to Sir Timothy Topham. DMay
lis shadow mever grow lessfully smaller,
as Hurreo Singh would say !

HARRY WHARTON,.
Tae Magxer Lisnany,.—No. 837,
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YPEWRITING isn't a compulsory
subject at Greyfriars, hke Latin

T

and Greek. But if any lellow
nurzes the ambition to become
gn expert  typist, - he goes to
Quelchy, who generously gives him

lessons out of schocl hours,

Quelchy himself is a tip-tep typist, and
50 he ought to be, having been at the
game for years,

About twenty-five per cent oi the fel-
lows in the Remove know how to work

a typewriter. The other seventy-five
pei  cent npeither know nor care to
know.

Vernon-3mith 13 one of the boest

1fplsts in the Form, and the other day,
an class, he suggesiﬂd to Quelchy that a
sporcial speed contest should be held, and
that the fellow who averaged the
greatest number of words per minute
should be awarded a prize.

“ A very excellent suggestion, Verinon-
Smith ! said Quelchy. “The contest
shall take place here and now. Kindly
g0 imcz fetch the typewriter {from my
study.’

Ternon-Smith  hurried
returned in a few moments, staggehng
beneath the burden of Quelchy's
weighty machine. He heaved it on to
the Form master's desk; and Quelchy

away, and

pulled out a drawer and produced some
f:,[;ﬁu.:utmg paper.
"hose who wish tD enter this con-.
“wll
'1]*{*.:,: will type as

1 e%t, " he announced,
ward one at a time.

- SKI NNER THE SPEED MERCHANT!

By MICKY DESMOND,

j ' Fxcel-
as they can pessibly mmanage in two

muc;] of Longfellow’s poem,
sior,
miputes. And the bey who succeeds in
typing the greatest number of words—
accurately, of course—will be awarded
the- prize. The latter will consist of ten
shillings."”

About a dozen fellows decided to con-
pete.  They all knew " Excelsior " by
heart, and some of them had hopes of
typing the whole of the peem in two
minutes. A tall order !

Vernon-Smith took frst turn, and he
fairly made the fur fly. His fingers
raced over the keys, and he was still
going along like a house on fire when
Quelchy ctalled “Time!” 8S8mithy hadn't
managed to complete the poem, but he
got a.-gpood way with it.

Wharton and Linley and Penfold and
Newland followed on in turn; but no-
body  seemed to, be able to reproduce
Smithy’s high speed, until it came to
Skinner's turn. And Skinner—whom
nobody had ever suspected of being a
clever typist—worked the keys at a mar-
!.'Ellﬂuﬁ turn of speed which left every-
one breathless, himself included.

I'inally, Quelﬂhv collected the papers,
and examined them.

Skinner was quite elated,

“I'm positive I've won !" he mutiered.
g | t_-grpLd pretty nearly.the whole poerm.
IJldnt even look at the paper while 1

yped. My eyos were glued to the kex-

~ome  for-] hnaﬂ’i the whole time.’

Skinner had certainly typed more than

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

anyone else; but he had. failed to
notice that the “figure ” key had been
pressed down when he starfed to type.
The resulg was that the jyst verse of

“Excelsior,” instead of comniencing
“Phe shades of night were falling:
fast,” commenced in this fashion:
5£3 1£@%3%F 9& -8:£5 2343 & @}i8-
l.";il@ G-—-'
@} bH£497:£ @— @i08-3 ‘831@:3
0 394
@ 6975 2F0 043— ;89 1.92 @9
813 = _
@ —@——34 285£ 583 }54@—: 39,3833 =
3)1341894.
When Quelchy showed Skinner the

result of his handiwork, the cad of the

Remove nearly had a fit.
“M-m-my ﬂat " he murmured, in
blank dismay. ‘' How did that happen,

sir 7"

Quelchy smiled,

“Evidently you failed to mnotice,
Skinuer,” he said, *that the * hg;mu’
key was pressed down when you uturted'
to type. Consequently, ﬁgures and signs
appeared on the paper instead of letters,
I must, therefore, disqualify your
entry.”

“Oh crambs!”

“The prize of ten shillings,” Quelchy
went on, “will be awarded to Vernon-
Smith,

whose speed &‘Fﬂ_]_;_ﬂ.ﬁi‘{i fifty-six

words per minute, and w 05e tvping

contains not a single error.

“Good old . Sﬂ'llt-%l L

Vernon-Smith ﬂw—.ged with pleasure as
he accepted a ten-shilling mnote from
Quelchy. Ti. was Smithy who had sug-
gested the typewriting contest, and the
proposal had turned out very profitahly
for the proposer.

Smithy expended the ten shillings on
an extra-special study feed, to which the

writer of this article was mvited.

THE SONG OF
THE “TAPPER”!
By DICK PENFOLD.
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With Angers weary and worn,
With face all haggard and lean,
Ol Quelchy sat at his stady desk
Thumping his merry machine.
Vick-trekdty-tack !
He pr L‘"*‘:-l."'f] his aching napper;

£nd still in
ruack
He sang the song of the

a voice like a r:fuek!mgs

“tapper !

He hammered the shining kovs
Just like a mad musician:
He knew the lettérs by heart,
And he thumped without reniission,
i Dm] B worry me now ) " he cried,
As in came Mr, anpu ;
And then (as if he'd a pa inside)
He zang the song of the "tapper 7!

THE ManveT LIBRARY.—No. B3T.

A page—a guire—a ream,
And his efforts did not slack;
The avswering echoes rang
With his tickety-tickety-tack !
His hair was straggling wild,
No longer smooth and dappm
And still,.
child,
He sang the song of the “tapper ™!

At last he called a halt,
(Collapsing in his chair;

And his mﬁaﬂgues looked alarmed
When they found him huddled there.

They bore him off to bed,

With a blanket for a wrapper;
And etill ({though he musf have felt
half-dead)
He sang the song of the ““tapper |

“TIPS” FOR TYPISTS !

By FRANK NUGENT.

sess a fypewriter, mind you look

after it well Typewriters, like

human beings,. want cleaning and
grooming. Brush ‘e keys every morn-
ing, and go over the variots parts with
a duster, . Oil the machine every evening,
but don't give it an oil-bath, or you’ll
know all aboit it next day, when the oil
leaks all over vour typescript! A proper
oil-can, with a thin nozzle, should Le
vsed.  Don't recklessly dash a deluge of
oil over the machine, And mind you
put your typewriter to bed each night—
that is 1o say, put its cover on. lf you
leave it exposed all night 16 will accumu-
late dust apd dirt,

lF you are fortunate enough to pos-

| harder you hit, the worse it 13 for

in the voice of a squuiling.

When learning to type, don’t bash' the
lkeys as if you owe them a grudge. T:ﬁa
the.
typewriter.  Besides, a light-fingered
typist -always makes speedier progress
than 2 * basher.” (By the way, when I
talk of “light-fingered " typists, I do not
meinuate that they are thieves or
pickpoclets )

#* * -
Never lend your .typawriter to a be-
ginner. Not if it's a new machine, that
15. If he wanis to learn to type, let -hiin
try his prentice hand on some ancient
machine that doesnt.  resent being
knocked about. To loan a new type-
writer to a vaw bepginner iz simply
shrieking for trouble!
first-class

L &
If you want fo become a

typist, never sacrilice accuracy to speed.

Practise accuracy, no maiter if you go
af. a snail’'s pace. BSpeed will come m
time. Of courze, it looks very spectacu-
lar to type at a tevrific pace; but what
is the use of it all if the letters and words

don’t come out correctly?

One word more. When writing home
to your people, stick to handwriting.
It's bad form to type letters to your
mater or pater. Business letters and
letters to your boy pals may be t].pEﬂ
but communications to nwmbers of ﬂm
fair sex should alvwaxs be in handwriting
—even if you possess the spider-like
scraw] of a Coker or a Bunter

Of course, ouly one fellow in a hun-
dred 15 Ine 1-3 enough {0 possess a type-
writer; but the other nnmt}rmtm would
do well to take theso * ‘tips "' to heart,
for they never know when they may
colme ].n-_a possession of that wonderful
mvention—a 'vpewritor !

[Suppleinent ii.
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v Q0D ! The coast is clear!”

‘ : Billy Bunler 1made thal ob-

D J copvation. The fat junior had
pushed open the door of Study

wo. 1, balf an inch at a time, until he was
uble io connnand a view of the interior.

The study was unoccupied. Harry
VWharton and Frank Nugent, its joint
owners, were engaged in ltin:inihg‘ goils
on Litule Side, for it was a hall-holiday.

Bil'y Bunter rolled into the apartment,
He cloged the door behind him, and took
the precaution of turning the key in the
lock, Then his little round eyes gleamed
behind his spectacles as they highted upon
4 certain ohject which stood on the table.
It wasg a typewriter—a brand new, gilt-
edged, eighteen carvat machine, which Sir
Pimothy Topham had generously pre-
sented to the editorial staff of the * Grey-
friars Herald."” _

In Billy Bunter's opinion, Sir Timothy
was *‘a mean old buffer ! He was guilty
of the greatest of all erimes, in Bunter’s
pyes—ihat of personal favouritism. IHe
hatl gone out of his way lo give a type-
writer to the “Greyfriars Herald,” and
he had actvally ignored ihe existence of
' Billy Bunter's Weekly,” which was by
far the anore important journal—in the
opinton of its plump editor!

Sir Timothy Topham’s offence was
veally unpardonable.  He might at least
have given a typewriler fo each editor.
But o favour Harry Wharton, and to
leave Billy Bouter oont, was not playing
the garme, '

[Towever, here waa the typewriter, all
ready for use; and Billy Bunter proposed
io uge it. He had his editorial to write,
and it would look much nicer tvped than
handwritten,  The printers would be 1m-
pressed; amd to lmpress people was
Bunter's wision, his aim, and his creed.

“My hat! IL:n't she a beauty " mur-
mured Bunter, speaking of the iypewriter
as if it beleriged to the feminine gender,
“* Must have cost {orty quids, if she cost
a penny! Blessed if T can understand
this keyboard, but I shall soon get the
Hang of 1"

The fat junior ealinly puvloined a sheet
of paper from Wharton's desk, and in-
<erted it in the machine—the paper, not
vhe desk!  Then Le staried to type.

Bunter's fat, stubby Hngers did noi
nmake for acewracy in iyvping, He in-
variably lut the wrong key, and natuvally,
che wrong letrer came out. Ilis editorial
troked even more comical, in type, than
't wounld have looked in handwriting,
The vrinters, if that editorial ever ot to
ey, would be unable to mmake head or
tail of it.

Bift ! Crash! Clatter!

Liake nany beginners in the at of
pvpewriime, Buouter hugged the delu-
«tof that the havder he hit, the better
the resulis. And ke it very hard in-
dlead. It was a wonder that sparks didn’t
beein to fy from the machine.

Bunter was too engrossed in his fask
o notice that the typewriter was moving
nearer and neaver o the edge of the
Fiidin,

Sopgdenccnt 1]

‘have escaped damage.

It seemed jo resent such ill-usage, 1

and it showed its resentinent by taking
short jJumps to one side.

Presently the inevitable happened.

Bunter was groping for the -capital
“B,” in order to start typing his own
name. He found it, and struck 1t a
sledgehaminer blow. '
~ Crash!

The typewriter, which had been neerly
half-way over the edge of the table, now
lost its balance, and fell to the floor with
a terrilic impact,

“Oh crumbs!”

With a gasp of diamay, Billy Bunter
slocoped to examine the wreckage. Ile
expected to find the typewriter in frag-
ments. But to his velief- it seemed to
The two ribbon-
spools had come off, and:about a ward

of purple ribbon irailed across the
carpet, But that could easily be
remedied,

Bunter heaved the {ypewriter on to
the table, aud replaced the spools, and
resuined his editorial, At least, he tried
to resume, But the typewriter refused to
function. © Bunter siruck -aboui half a
dozen letters in {urn, and they all came
out on top of one another. The cariage,
instead of moving olong as each key was
struck, remained nnmabile.

“The beastly thing's gone on strike !
growled Bunfer,

He removed the sheet of paper from
the machine, and started to take the
fvnewriter to pleces, to see if he could
discover what was wrone with it,

"Now, it is one thing to dismantle a
tvpewriter, and guite another thing to
assemble 1t apain as it was m the bogin-
ning. 1t needs the skiil of a mechanic;
aind Billy Bunter was no mechanic.

With the aid of Wharton’s small serew.
driver—borrowed from the table drawer
—Bunter sneceaded 1in taking the machine
to pieces. Bub he failed to discover what
Wil ".‘1'."I"I'||!i:.f.

“T1% bettey binek up and put the thing
togeiber again,” he mused, * Wharion
and Nugent will be coming in 1o tea
presently, and I shouldu't like ‘em to
catch me i here,”

e
A
1

A B
¥
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With the aid of a screwdriver Bunler
succeedod ©n taking the mackine lo
picces,

7l
Tope.,

ToM BrowN

Putting the iypewriler together was
easier sald than done. "It was a heart-
bréaking. business, as DBunter soon
realised. He had forgotten where the
various ecrews and nutls belonged to.

Just as all the King's harses and all
the King's men had failed to put
Humpty-Dumpty together again, so
Billy Bunter failed to reconstruct the
typewriter. Ie stood blinking at an
array of screws and nuts and “spare
parts,” and he hadn’t the foggiest notion
what to do with them.

A wave of alarm surged over the fat
junior’s mind. Supposing somebody
arrived on the scene, and forced the door
open, and caught him there with the dis-
mantled typewriter?

It wasn't a pleasant prospect. Thak
was a brand new typewriter—the apple
of Harry Wharton's eye, and the pride
and joy of the * Greyfriars Herald ' staff.
If it were fonnd in pieces, it was possible
!f'lmt Billy Bunter would share a similar
ate!

Bunter's brain worked swiftly,

“T know!” he exclaimed, at lengih.
“T'Il take the typewriter over to Court-
field, and get it put together again.”

Theve was a packing-case standing in
the corner—ihe case in which the type-
writer had arrived, Bunter carelessly
threw the various portions of typewriler
into it, and hammered the lid on, usiig
the poker as a hammer,

ITaving completed this manceuvre, he
mlocked and opened the deor, and
blinked cautiously up and down the
passage,

The coast vas clear. The majority of
the Removites were still playing footer on
Lattle Side.

Now came the task of carrying the
tvpewriter to Courtheld. It was no light
task, for it was no light typewriter,
Billy Bunter panted and puffed and per-
spired with his exertions, and every yard
he covercd seemed a mile. He felt

tempted to drop the packing-case into a

diteh and leave it there; but even BDunier
was incapable of such a shabby trick as
thut. So he rested for a while by the
roadstde, and then coutinued to plod his

weary way in bhe divection of Courte
ﬁﬂ'lll,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where's the

ciddy typewriter got to, Harry? Yoa
don't mean to say you've pawned G
already 7"

Thus, Bob Cherry.

T'he Famons Five had just come m from
the footer, and Wharton and Nugent had
invited ihe other «three to tea in Study
No. L

Bob Cherry gazed round the apartment,
as if in search of something, The others
razedd round, also,

Harry Wharton gave a shout.

“Some coufounded sneak-thief has
becn and bagged our * tapper ' I
“That's s0,” said Nugent, *It's van-

ished-—taken unto itself wings.”
“We'd better explorefully investigate,
my worthy chums™ said Hurvee Singh,
Tre MacxET LIBRARY.—No, 837,
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The Fomons Five looked very annoyedy “Echo  answers,

a3 - they startod a tour-of the Remogve
studios, They had every reason to be
annoyed. The purloining of their brand
new typewriter was an unpardonable
act of puacy.

“You fellows scen our typewriter”
asked Whartor, thrusting his head round
the door of Study No. 2. '

locking

“Yes." said Bulstrode,
from hiz ten, “It’s a beauty ™

“Eh? Yhen did you see i3
manded Wharton qguickly,

“When it first aveived,” was the calin
reply.

“You—you

Wharton bottled Ins weath, and the
juniors went on “‘exploreinlly investigat-
ing.”  But they failed to find their type-
writer. Nobody seemed Lo have seen it—
not that day, al all evenis,

“This is a pretty go, and no mistake !”
growled Johnny Bull. “I never knew
that typewriters could walk, but ours
peems to have set the fashion!™

“The question ig, where has 11 walked
to?” said Bob Cherry.

np

tle-

L

* Where? *  said

Nugent,

The Famous Five hunted high and low
for the missing machine. But they found
it not. It began to look as if there had
been a daylight burglary,

_Three days sped by, and there was no
signi of the vanished tyvpewriter. Harry
Wharton was very upset, and he was
about to write to Sir Timothy Topham,
telling hiw of the tragedy, when there
was 4 tap on the deor of Study No. 1,
and in marched a man with a packing-
ease,

“Your tvpevwriter, sir!™ he annonncad.,

Wharton jumped to lvs feet,

“Where on eacth has it been?” Lie de-
manded,
The man looked surprized.

“You ought to know where it’s Leen,
sir, sceing as how you sent it over to us—
the Courtfield T'ypewriter Cowpany—for
repair.”

“What !™

“It came to us in pieces,” the man
continued. “and some of the parts were
z0 badly knocked about that we had to
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veplace them. Here's the hill for repairs
—one pound seventeen-and-six. 1 was
instricted to wait for the money, You've
Master Wharton, I take it?"

“¥Yes, I'm Wharton. But I—I don't
understand. Can you deseribe the person
who brought this machine to you for
repae?” %

“Certainly. I happened to be in tha
shop at the time. The young gent who
called with the machine was as fat as a
barrel,. He wore glasses, and he had
rather a squeaky voiro, He asked us {o
repair the typewriter, and send in the
bill to AMaster Wharton.”

“Oh, did he?" said Wharion grimly.
secing daylight at last. “Well, here's the
money. It wasn't I who sent the machine
to you for repair; still, I'd beller fcos
the bill, I suppose.”

The man took the wmioney, and
scribbled out a receipt. When he had
gone, Wharton picked vp a ecrickels

stump and strode out of the study, with
an expression on his face that was posi-
tively Hunnish,

e was going to look for Bunier !

THE FERD.
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TYPEWRITING THE GREYFRIARS POLICE
TOPICS! COURT!
By BOB CHERRY, Bad for Billy Bunter.
77 : = i | 7 5

LORD MAULEVERER finda it “loo
much fag ” to work a typewriter, and he
frankly admits that le is ignorant of
the subject. Although not a typing ex-
‘pert, however, his lordship can certainly
claim to be a “tie-pin " expert |

L] fi #

MR. QUELCIH'S iypewriter 15 fifteon
vears of age, and it belongs to the old
school of typewriters. It is obsolete and
out-of-date, and iz known as an “‘in-
visible machine ”; bul we can't quite
“see " that!

* ¥ ]

S FEMALE  TYPEWRITER  RE-
QUIRED,” Thus runs an advertisement
in the local paper. We are not quite
cortain of the sex of our own machine,
or we'd send it along!

L 7 = [ 3

Very few people are aware that Mr.

Prout possesses a typewriter; but it 1

broke down some years ago, and has
Lbeen out of action ever since. It may
be a type-writer, but it certainly isn't a
“right typer |

[ » k|

BILLY BUNTER hopes to purchase a
typowriter as esoon #3 his celebrated
stal-order arrives.  Typewriters will
vave to drop considerably in prico before
this can happen |
® a &

FISHER T. FISH declares he can
typo at tho rate of 150 words a minute,
which would certainly be a Greyfriars
record, and pretty nearly a world record.
But wo incline to the belief that 150
words a day is Fishy's normal speed!

L L3 £

ITORACE COKER is going to ask his
Aunt Judy to send him a typowritor.
Before Coker can hope to become a suc-
cessful typist, he will need a patent spell-
ing device to ba attached to his machine!

Tue Magxer LiBrany.—No. BIT.

T the Box-room Petty Sessions
A thizs week, the first name to be
bawled by the Court Usher was
William There

Was NO Yesponse, :

Magistrate : Where's our tame porpoise
got tol

Mr. Robert Cherry, K.C.: T suggest
that he's vanished through the ventila-
tor, your worship, :

Magistrate: Ila's not slim enough for
that. It is easier for a camel to pass
through the eve of a needle than for
Billy E’mntﬂr to squirm through a venti-
lator ! (Laughtor.) What is the charge
against him?

Mr. Cherry: Ile is charged with an-
nexing, abstracting, and apprnpriatinﬁ a
tin of prehistoric sardines, your worship,
from the cupboard in Study Ne. 1. The
sardines were of a great age, having been
purchased before the Christmas Vaca-
tiorn. Prisoner was seen to emerge from
Study No. 1, pressing one bhand to his
nose, and elutching the tin of sardines
with the other, at a convenient distance.

Magistrato: Am I to understand that
the sardines gave forth an aroma?i

Mr. Cherry: They certainly did, younr
worship! At that time, the ough
Surveyor of the Remove received numer-
ous complainta about the state of the
drains. (Loud laughter.)

Magistrata: Where is prisoner now?

Detective-Inspector Penfold explained
that Billy Bunter was in the sanny, hav-
ing contracted ptomaine poisoning.

Magistrate: Through eating the
sardines? )

Witness: No, your worship; the smell
of them was sufficient! (Laughter.)

Mr. Harold Skinner, K.C., C.A.D., for
the defence, snbmitted that prisoner had
taken the sardines in order to oil his
bicycle. “Your worship ought to be
very grateful to him for getting rid of
the beastly things,” added Mr., Skinner.

At this juncture, Billy Bunter stag-
gered into Court, leaning heavily on two

seorge Bunter,

Etalt;.t'a.rt constables. His complexion was
a sickly vellow,
Magistrate : What have you got to «ay

for yourself?

Prisoner: Yow! TI—T'm ill! I'in
dying! I thought those sardines were
young and frisky, and instead of than
they weve rips for their Old Age pen-
sions! (Laughter.) I've mado o new
resolution that I'll never touch anothav
sardine—never !

Magistrate: I also have made a reso-
lution that prize porkers who purloin
sardines shall be severely punished! You
will receive a dozen prods with the Court
poker, a dozen swipes with the wmaps
pole, and a sound bumping !

Total collapse of prisoner |

_F

REPORT IN BRIEF!

A dissolute youth named Gevald loder
was charged with smoking a cigaretta
durmgh the Court proceedings.

On his agreeing to hand over the roe
mainder _of the packet to his worship,
prisoner was acquitted.

| Y

A HEADMASTERS’ SUPPLEMENT. .

The * Greyfriars Ilerald " for our nexu
issne shows some of the trials of ‘ the
Head. George Wingate has been bLusy
delving amidst ithe wonderful archives
of Greyfriars.  The result of his re-
searches into past history are set forth
in brilliant style. Tho old records are
a mine of literary wealth. But the new
supplement is no mere peep into the
past. Writers, who ought to know what
they are setling down, speak of the
duties and difficulties of the life of the
Head, Taking one consideration with
another, the life of the Doctor is not all
happiness, though it has its sunshive
patches to relieve the monotony of toil.
The new supplement is a jolly good one,
ANYWAY.

[Supplemcnt iv,
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'THE WHITE FEATHER !

(Continued from page 12.)

Bunter paused, and his eyes glittered
behind his spectacles as the door of the
Common-rooin opened just then to admit
Harry Wharton. H-.zi]:ind Harry were

Nugent, Bull, and Singh.

TR & |'Il:l

‘hat’s my view, awyway!” went on
Bunter londly. ** You fellows ean think
as you like. I haupen to have the good
name and reputation of the Form at

heart. Bob Cherry ought to get it hot
for disgracing the Form.  He kicked
me s

““Ha, ha, ba " :

“QOh, shut up, you fat frog ! mutiered
Peter Todd uneasily.

Bunter went on unheeding. e had
maneuvred his fat form behind the burly
Bolsover, and-he went on:

“Ile funked it—showed the white
feather, yon know. All Higheliffe's talk-
ing about it, I believe. Nice thing for
the Remove, 1sn't it? Left poor Summy
to drown, yon know. Rotten——-"

He stopped then. Harry Wharton, his
face red, had taken a threatening step

towards him. His chums' faces were
dark. There was a silence,
“That's enough, Dunter!” snapped

Harry angrilv. **You've said enough!”

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

Wharton took another step towards the
blinking Owl of the Remove, but this
tune Bolsover interposed.

“Hold on, Wharton!” ke snappei.
* Leave Dunter gione!  Bunier’s quile
right—this is a matter for the Form.”

“That’s my view, too,” said Skinner,
shaking his head gravely, *“We can't
have Mighelife crowing over us, 1f
Cherry doesn™t want to be thought a
funk, he's only pot to deny the yarn.
Let lnm. We'll believe him before old
Pon, of course.”

There was a nasly sneer in Skinner's
last words; but most of the fellows
nodded.  Skinner’s words sounded fair
enough to them.

“I don't pretend to understand it,”
exclaimed Tom Beown quietly.  “But
Bunter's right about all Highelilfe gass-
ing about it, I was there and heard
Ponsonby’s yarn. The fellows there are
fairly stumped; but seomo of "em believe
it. I sha™n’t beliove i, though, until Dob
Cherry—"

He broke off, and a sudden dead
silenee fell, The door had ovened again,
and a junior had entered. It was Bab
Cherry. He carried a hook in his hand.
He must bhave noted that all eyes were
upon him. But he walked across to n
formm  and  seated  himself, unheeding,
Bob Cherry wasn't the sort of fellow to
hide himself when frouble threatened,

Harry Wharton hesitated a moment,
and then he crossed to him.

“Here you are, then, Bob!"” he said,
stiiving to speak cheorily., “ We've been
hunting everywhere for you.”

“Here I am, then,” saud Bob coolly.

There was a slight note of anger—of
bitierness in Bob’s tone. He could
wnderstand his chums being surprised al
s silence.  Dut he felt they, as his
chhums, onghi 1o have faith in him—ought
to have believed him innocent without
the necessity of his denyving the charge.
They should have lknmown him better—in
his' view.

tuiter
chuckle.

1 say, vou [ellows, leave it to me!”
he said in a whisper that caveied all over
the room.  “* Yon fellows back me up,
and I'll jolly soon ask bim—point-blank.”

Grnnivg, he moved over (o Bob, ready

broke ine silence with n

-that ecad Ponson
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to retreat at the slightest sign of hos-
tility from Bob. He planted himself
before the junior. -

“Look here, Bob Cherry,” he’ said.
“The Form want you to answer a ques-
tion.”

“And you're their spokesman?’ ejacu-
lated Bob, looking up. *Can't they hind
a more responsible specimen =y

“Ok, really, Cherry " began
Bunter warmly. “ No good rotlting-—"

“Shut up, vou burbling fat frog!”

rowled ]lu‘lstmde, slinging Bunter aside
ke a sack. *“*Now, Cherry, no gdod
beating about this business! The Form
want to know the truth; and they mean
to know it !

“Pile in,” encouraged Bob, though his
eyes were gleaming now,

“I'm going to. I reckon you know
what we want to know, Bob Cherry,”
saidd Bulstrode doggedly. * You’ve heard

%J}"E yarn, He claims
that vou played the coward on the river
this aflernoon—that you acted like a
white-livered jellyfish. He claims that
you left young Sammy Bunter to drown,

and that he had to lish him out. Is that
true ¥
“Natarally—if Pon said so!” said Bob

sarcastically.

“Drop lﬂai rol! Is it true?” msisied
Bulstrode savagely.

“Find out !"” snapped Beb.
ing nothing !

“QOh !

There was a deep murmur round the
room, and as he heard it Bob fiushed to
the roots of his hair,
o speak, but he closed his lips again—
tight.

“Don’t be a silly ass, Bob ! said Peter
Todd, looking distressed. *You know
what this means—you know what you're
making the chaps think——"

“Let themn think and say what the
thump they like!” snapped Bob through

“I'm =ay-

his teeth., “I'm saying nothing! Hang
the lot of you!”

“Beb, old chap—" began TFrank
Nugent,

Boly's eyes blazed, and he glanced
round defiantly.

“I'm explaining nothing—answering

nothing ! he said savagely. *“You can
go and eat coke ! !

e opened his hopok and pretended to
read.
meaningless before his eyves. He was in-
wardly shaking with emotion. IIe felt

he could stand anything but this, To be

el £d

If you do, yon naturally wani
to gel the best resudlsz at thee
lowest cost. POPULAN
WIRELESS will 1ell you how
ta construcl or fepair any

type of receiving sct and how

to enjoy Lhis popular hebby to
the full. There are special
features for both experia an:d
beginners,  Under tho heal-
ings of * The Juntor Amatenr”™
and " Praciical Ideas for the
Amateur ™ you can pick up
endless valuable hints.  Ask
yvour newsagent TO-DAY for

CPULA Ra& |
IRELESS

Weaekly
Every Friday
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Wharton was about.

Bui the letters were blurred and !
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thought a rascal—a thief, even he could
stand. But to be thought a coward—a
heartless poltroon—he could not stand
it. And hia own helplessness (o defend
himself made him rage inwardly with
hopeless passion. The ring of accusing
dyes—the questioning glances—made him
writhe. Why didn’t they leave him
alone ?

And—strangely enongh—his anger was
more bitter against his own chums than
the others. Hang them! DBut his own
chums ought to understand—they ought
to be standing by him now. Perhaps
this was unreasonable of Bob—his chums
had given no hint of what they thought
as yet. They were simply bewildered—
-dumbfounded by Bob's own . stubborn
attitude.

But it was plain enough now what the
rest of the Remove thought, with few
excepltions. What else could they think?
By his silence Bob Cherry had con-
demned himself in théir eves., He was
silent simply because he could not deny
Ponsonby’s charge—amazing as it
seemed, : '

It was just then that Skinner look a-
prominent hand in the affair. He had
been busy for some moments with pencil
and paper, and now he handed the latter
to Bunter, with a chuckle. Then he
look a pin from his coat, and handed
that to  Bunier, nodding towards
Cherry's broad back as he did so.

His meaning was obvious—even. to
Bunter—and, glancing at 1the paper,
Bunter grinned broadly.

“¥ou fellows stand by me—back me
up if I do?” he whispered. ““Honour
bright 7"

“Honour bright,” agreed Skinner,

“¥Yes, rather,” added Sncop. “Go
ahead, Bunter, old man."”

And Bunter gave a fat chuckle and
went ahead. Before Wharton or any-
one e¢lse had grasped what was afoot, he
had tiptoed across to Bob Cherry.

He fumbled for & moment at Bob's
jacket, and suddenly Bob Cherry leaped
to his feet with a wild yell of pain, and
clapped a frantic hand to his back.

“What the—"

Bob's hand came away, and with %
camme the sheet of paper. He glanced
sharply at it, and as he did so his fuce
went white.

On the white paper was the pencilled
drawing of a feather, Dencath it was a
single word in big lettérs—the word
“FUNK!”

Bunter had done his work only too
well; he had sent the pin sbout half its
length into Belb's back, and he was hurt
—very much hurt,

DBut he scarcely felt the pain now. 1o
stared dumbly at the paper and then his
face Aushed red with rage. 1t was the
last straw for Bob.

Bunter saw the signs and jumped for
safety-——but too late.

Bob's savage clasp elosed on him, and,
after shaking the fat junior like a ran
he flung him across a form and snatched
up a ruler.

The next moment Bunter's wild yells
rang through the Common-room.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yaricogh! Oh, crumbs! Yow! Ohn,

YR

help ! Hescue,  you Yarvoogh !
roared Bunter frantically. ' You fel-
lows said you'd back me—— Yarcogh!”

Whack, whaek, whack !

Bob was in a right royal rage—thero
was no mistake about that. He lawd it
on savagely, passionately.  Skinner &
Co. sat tight and grinned, Skinner's
“Honour bright ™ was a slendoer reed for
a fellow like Dilly Bunter to lean upon,

Pt several oiher fellows sprang fore
ward to the rescue. They saw that Dob

T Macxer Lisrary.—No. B37.
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was going too far—that he scarcely
realised what he was doing in his rage.

Harry Wharton reached Bob Cherry
first, though. As the skipper of the
Remove, he felt he ought to interfere.
He' feared that Bob might do the fat
junior serious harm; he saw also that

ob was unconsciously, perhaps, ruin-
ing his case by giving way to temper,
Moreover, he feared a master hearing
Bunter's wild shrieks.

Bob !

““That's enough,
ff8top it, you fool ! )

He grabbed Bob's upraised arm, and
a3 he did so Bob wrenched lcose with a
anarl. .

“(Got out—don't you interfera!” he
shouted. *“I'm going——"

Harry prabbed again at Bob's arm—
and then it happened. s

Mad with rage now, Bob swung his
fist round behind him, and it took
Harry full in the face.

Crash ! )

Harry staggered back with a cry,
stumbled over & formm and went down
headlong with a crash.

There was a sturined silence. Bob
dropped Bunter then;  the fat
junior leaped for the door, roaring.
Nugent bent to help his chum to his feet.
His eyes were shining fiercely as he did
S0

he cricd.

Bob's fist dropped to his side.

“I-]—1T'm—" He prused. He
was about to =ay “I'm sorry,
Whartou!"  But a sudden, Dbitter
look came over his rugged face. *'I-—

don't care !" he finished defiantly. *“He
—he asked for it! He'd no cause to
interfere | Hang the lot of you!”
“You—you rotlter, Bob Cherry!”
panted Nuogent. .
“SQmash the cad!" roared Bulstrode.
“8ling the rotten funk ount!™
“Yalh! Funk!™ wyelled Bkinner glee-
fully. ““Send tho cad to Coventry !”

A chorus of angry cries rang out, and
Bob Cherry faced the ring of angry
faces defiantly. He was shaking in cvery
limb now.

“Try it—try to sling me out!” he
hissed through his clenched teeth. * But
—but you've mo need to try. I'mn
poing. You can send me to Coventry if
vou want! I don't wani to speak to any
of yvou! Hang the lot of you!"

He flung the ruler across the room and
went out, banping the door savagely
after him,

Thero was another silence. Wharton
was on his feet now, wiping a thin trickle
of red from his mouth. He stared round
him dazedly as if unaware that Cherry

had gone.

Bulstrode jumped on to a form ex-
citedly.

“You fellows,” he shouted, *‘that’s
settled it. Cherry's had his chance to
explain—to deny the charge. He
!:?Hm'ft cxplain—he couldn’t - deny
it !

“Guiliy " roared Skinner,

Bulstrode nodded,

“He's guilty right enongh,” he said.
“Ha's disgraced the Remove—he's let
Cireyfriars down! He's proved hims=elf
a funk—a rotten, miserable coward ! The
lemovoe aren’t standing it! T vote we
show the cad what we think of him by
sending him to Coventry! All those in
favour shove their hands up.”

A forest of hands went up. TFrom
being the most popular fellow in the
Remove Bob Cherry had suddenly be-
come the most unlpopular. Only a few
steadily hield their hands down.

“You can count me out!” snapped
Harry Wharton, speaking then.

“And me!” came in a rather doubt-
ful chorus from his chums,
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| also refrained.

“You can count me out also,” said
Peter Todd and Mark Linley.

“I don't prefend to understand the
game," said Peter Todd, as the fellows
began to protest. ‘But I'll believe Bob
Cherry played the coward when he tells
me so himself, You silly asses can do
what you like !

And with that, Peter Todd marched
out of the Common-room. Mark Lin-
ley followed at once,

‘“ Look here, Wharton—"' began Bul-
strogde angrily. “You may be skipper,
but you've got to toe the line to the
Form! T should think——-~"

“(zo0 and masticate coke!” snapped
Harry Wharton savagely. *“Come on,
you chaps!"

He left the Common-reom in a buzz,
his chums ‘at his heels. The trouble he
had expected had started—and it had
started far, far more seriously than lLe
had ever dreamed it could. His face
was dark and clowded as he led his silent
chums to Study No. 1.

Bolb Cherry was not there—they had
not expected him to be there: and they
were thankful he was not there. Harry

himself hardly knew what he would say
—or do—when he did meet him face to
face. It would be wrong to say that
Harry was not angry with his old chum
--he was bitterly angry. But he had no
desire whatever to avenge that blow.
He could understand—or thought he
could understand. Nugent, Bull, and
Singh wore more bitter than he was,

The Remove went up to bed in a buzz
of excitement that night. Only two fel-
lows spoke to Bob Cherry—Peter Todd
and Mark Linley. They did not attempt
to speak to him twice. He snubbed
them rudely. Nobody else attempted to
speak to han. Harry could scarcely
have done so had he wanted to, after
what had bappened.

But, though still defiant, Bob himself
was more wietched and miserable than
he had cver been. He cared little for
the open scorn and contempt of the
Remove as a whole, But the fact that
he had guarrelled hopelessly with his
owit chums—and that it was his own
temper that had caused it—burt him hit-
terly; and le slept little that night,

—— il

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last !

OB CHERRY awoke the mnext
morning with a queer, confused
feeling in his mind that the events
of the previous evening had been

tut a dream—a horrid dream he bad
experienced during sleep.

But a3 he glanced across the dormitory
and met Wharton's cold glance, saw the
swollen lip of his erstwhile chum, he
realisod it was stern reality, and a sick
{E_lﬂling of despair took possession of
1im.

Strangely enough, he seemed to see
things in their true light now, What a
foot he had becn to lose his temper the
night before ! Why hadn’t he been more
patient with Lis own chums? He felt an
almost irresistible desire to rush across
and apologise humbly to Wharton—to
offer to take a licking as payment for
that wretched, hasty blow.

But he couldn’t; it was too late for that
now, he rveflected bitterly. He knew
that Toddy and Linley had refrained
from joining in with the others in pass-
ing  judgment of Coventry upon him,
He did not dream that his old chums had
They had not spoken to
liirn, and he took it for granted that they
had joined the majority, :

He felt he could, not stand a rebuff
[rom them: could not bear to have his

——

advances met with chilly silence—perhaps
worse, It was hopeless,

He- rose and dressed in silence, cons
scious of the mutterings around  him—
that he was the object of sneering res
marks, and cold but silent hostility, 1la
heard the buzz of conversation break out
directly he closed the dormitory door
after him to go downstairs,

And—he did not know it, unfortunately
—Harry Wharton, at least, watched him
go with a. feeling of bitter disappoint-
nient. He had hoped—had half ex-
pected—that the cheery,- good-natured,
loyal Bob would have got over his terper
by morning; would have apclogised for
striking him, would have been 1uore
amenable to reason. Harry also had
slept little, and during the night watches
he had resolved to forget and forgive.
He had fallen asleep at last, feeling sure
that. all would be well the next morning,

But Bob Cherry had not spocken—he
had nof made any attempt to repair the
rift in the lute. And Harry Wharton
began to realise then that the break waa
not to be healed so soon, after all.

And he was right. That day passed,
and the next, and the next, without any
sign .of the rift !:-eing'hea'le;l. They wero
miserable days for Wharton, Nugent,
Bull, and Singh, as well as for Bob
Cherry. The sentence of Coventry was
being carried through rigorously, mercie
lessly, and Bob's chums might just a3
well have been a party to %‘he goneral
wttitude—excepting thut they wers
fiercely *““up against " the fellows who
took’ o fiendish delight in throwing sly

ibes and taunts ab the outcast of tha

emove.

Bob still shaved Study No. 13 with
Linley, Singh, and Wun Lung; but they
saw little of him. Ile spent his time
mooning about alone, or in going long
walks, e had not séen Miss Phyllis
since that fatal afternoon: he had care-
fully avoided meeting his girl chums
from ClLff House. He did not want any
awkward questions to be asked,

For the same reason Harry Wharton
and his chums had done likewize. Dut
on the Wednesday afterncon following
the four of them met Miss Phyllis, Miss
Clara, and Miss Marjorie walking along
the cliffs.

There was no avoiding a meeting, and
the juniors stopped and doffed their caps.
The girls stopped and eyad the jumniors
fixedly, but without smiling.

“Well 7" exclaimed Miss Clara severely,
““What's the meaning of it, Harry Whar-
ton? We've wanted to see you for days,
What's wrong "

“Wrong?' echoed Harry, colouring

violently. ‘Nothing—really, Miss Clara,
We—we haven't been this way lately.
We—wo—"
- “Deon’t try lo evade the point, ITarry 1"
snapped Miss Phyllis. “You know what
we mean, What is wrong between vou
four and Bob Cherry?”

1] Dh !!‘?

“We've heard all about it from Hazel-
dene—from Marjorie’s brother,” saiil
Miss Phyllis quietly. *“Aren’t ¥you
ashamed of vourselves? Have wyou no
more faith in vour chum than to believa
what that cad Ponsonby says abount
him?"

“We—we've never admitled that wa
did, Miss Phyllis,” said IHarry Wharton
a trifle huffily. “You—you see, Bob
never—never——""

e stammered and stopped, Aushing.

“Tell us all about it," ordered Jlizs
Clava Trevlyn. *“*How did you come to
guarrel at all, thent”

Harry tried to tell as best he eould;
he did not like ftelling about that
wretched blow., But there was ro help
for it. Miss Clara,-at all evenis, would
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** Smash the cad ! *’ yeuéﬂ Bulstrode, ** Leave the howling rotter to us, Cherry ! ** There was a rush of feet and Ponsonby

disappearcd beneath the avenging swarm.

The last the: Famous Five saw of him was his muddy, dishevelled figure as he

emerged suddenly from the serum, with the crowd in full ery at his heels., (See Chapter 1)

L
have no evading the 1ssue.  And the girls
rot the story at last.

“Well,” sard Miss Clara, ‘““so that’s
that! 1 hardlyv know who to blame for
the silly quarrel-—Dob or you. DBut never
mined that now,"

“Talking won’t do any good certainly,”
~aid Harry, anxions to change the sub-
ject.,  “*What about wvou, Miss Phyllis?
You've heard nothing more about the
cinema trouble, I suppose; you're safe
enough now 77

“Tam! A hundred Ponsonbys couldn’t
harm me now!” snappod Miss Phyllis,
“But never mind that; 1t's finished with,
I think, Weoe've gpot something else (o
o yvet.”  She pansed, and then went on
i i vaiee which made the juniors faiely
jump: “ Have you done anvthing to clear
vour chum’s name, larry Wharton ¥

“Nao. How coald we!” ejaculated
Hariy., *“He—he won't deny it himself.
He—he—"

“Ts that necessary?” sawd Miss Phyilis
indignantly.,  “You know and we know,
Harry Wharton, that IPPonsonby didn’t
save that boy; we know and you know
—or should do—that Bob didn't play the
coward—he conldn’t t”

“But—but why—-"

“We've got to find that out—and we've
poing to!™ snapped Miss Clara, “* We've
rot a jolly good suspicion why Bob won't
speali—at least, Phyllis has. Tt dawped
upon her only this morning, If you
weren't blind von'd puess something of
the truth, too. But we've got to prove
Ilob innocent fOrst. It was the gardener
of Hiversdale—that buvgalow by the
river—who took charce of Bunter minor,
wasn't 117"

“My hat!"

Harry saw what Phrllis was alming ot
IO .

“Yes, 1t was!” he added éageriy,
wondey——"

“Don't stop to wonder ' snapped Miss
Clara. *Como on!”

And she marched away, lcaving them

y » 1 £ + i
to follow. They did so, a httle puzzled--
more than a little ashamed. Why hadn’t

lJ-I

they thought of 11? Why hadn't they
made an elfort to clear their chum?

It was not a far cry to Riversdale,
and they soon reached it. And a few
inguiries soon brought the gardener in
question on the zcene. They eyved hin
eagerly, hopefully., e might have seen
what happened ; he must have seen some-
thing of what happened.

He eyed the seven curiously as they
made their request to hear the story of
the accident.

“Why, ves' he said, “I saw it all
coertainly—leastwavs, 1 saw what hap-
pened after the hittle mpper went 1n—
thoitgh the lanky chap with the eyerlass
went in jest afterwards.™

“Oh!"

“Then the other youngster—the cuvly-
headed chap, he was—smashed through
lower down,” explained the man, staring

at their faces—wildly excited now., A
good 'un, he was, and mno error!
& P

LR

“T'ell us exactly how it happened,”
breathed  Hurry  Wharton,  his  eyes
!:I!"—-’I[Iliﬂ!.:,

The man did, in detail. They listened
breathlessly, with growing joy.

*The master =aw most of it, foo, from
the window yonder,” said the gardener.
“Ile sent me down, and T went soon as
I got a ladder. Is that nipper all
right L

“He's nearly better mnow,” panted
Harrvy., * But—but you're certain it was
the tall chap who—who funked—you're
certain of that?”

“ Absolutely’)” was the prompt reply.
“A nice lad he was—T don't think. He
tright have bin a toff, but he was a white-
livered skunk—if you'’ll excuse my myinp;
s0 ! Just hopped oub and stood staring
it the kid drowning. The other chap
was a pood "wn, though—chap from your
schoal,” he added, leoking at Wharton,
“You should have seen him smashing his
way throngh thet ice! Tairly made it
fy, he did!”’

“Look here!” exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton eagerly.  “If—if it's necessory—if
we wanted you lo do so—would you

swear to that story before those two
chaps themselves?”

“Well, yes, of course, sir! Why
shouldn't 17" said the man, staring.

“That's good enough, then!” snapped
Harry Wharton. ' And—thanks!"

The Cliff Houge girls, triumphant now,
thanked the gardener also, ind they left
him then, staring after them, not a little
puzzled, .

“Now for Bob Cherry!” exclaimed
Miss Phyllis, her eyes dancing, as they
left the garden of the bungalow, *If

yvou boys are quite convinced now——-"

“We're more than convinced,” said
Harry, blushing as he noted the deep
sarcasm in his girl chum’s tone.

“Yes, rather !"

“Then we've got to find Bob now,”
said Phyllis grimly, “Do you know
where he will be?”’

“1 hardlv know,” confessed Harry.
“But—but he may be on Bip Side,
watching the Highelife match——"

“Then come on; we'll try there first.”

“Oh crumbs I” murmured Johnny Bull,
“Now for it "

The ClLiff House girls led the way, and
the juniors followed like sheep—ihey
had to. DBut they were more than un-
easy. The thought of an interview with
Bob Cherry before the indignant giis
was not a eomforting thought.

But they never reached Big Side thexn.
For as they approached Friardale Lane
a Greyfriars boy dropped over the stile
on to ihe footpath they were treading.
It was Bob Cherry.

“(h, good egg ! cried Miss Clara boy-
ishly.

Bob saw them and stooped abruptly.
Then he turned Lo go back,

And at that all Harry Wharton's
pervousness left him.  Tle took tho
plunge, careless whether DBob rebuffed
Lun or not.

“Tob!” he shouted.
ass ™
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“Come back, you
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
All Serene !

(4T3 heard the voice, and the words;
B he also heard the slight tremblo
in Wharton’s tones, and he
stopped dead, a queer feeling in
Liz throat. The appeal in Wharton's
words was unmistakable, and Tob was
the last fellow to fail to respond to it.
He stopped, and 8 moment later they
had surrounded him.
Miszz Clara took charge of the situation
i her usual masterful way.
“Mow," she said Brmly, *first of all,
you silly, foolish boys will shako hands.
1o ahead !
Beob hesitated, bewildered, white-Taced.
Flarry Wharton Hl’E[.:j)[:d forward frankly,
his hiand outstretched.

“T'mn sorry, Bob, old man!" he said.
“We've been asses! We ovght to
have—"

““ No tune for gassing!” remarked Miss
Clara coolly, ' Shake—get it over—do !”

Bob laughed at that—his old ringing
laugh. His hand closed on Wharton's,
and then on the hands of Nugent, Bull,
and Hurree Singh in turn.

- ““Now, to business!” said Miss Clara.
“We've just been talking to that
gardener man who took charge of Bunter
minor, Bob Cherry. He saw the accident,
and he's just told us the true story.”

& D]l !.”'

Eob Cherry jumped.

““Not that it made much difference,”
went on Clara coolly. ““We knew the
truth before. We inﬂw vou couldn’t
play the coward, Bob Cherry—we koow
Ponsonby couldn't play the man, What
wo want to know now—and what we
mical to know—is why you did it, Bob?
Why you allowed that cad Ponsonby to
make such an outrageous, infamous
claim®"

Bob Cherry was dumbfounded.

fFI___I_I_H

He stammered and stopped, shutting
his lips tightly.

“IF vou won't tell us,” went on Misz
Trevlyn calmly, *““then Phyllis will tel!
why."

“1 puessed it this morning, Bob
Cherry,” said Miss Phyllis quietly. “1I
L am wrong, then I'm =orry. You did
it for me, Bob., You kept silent to save
1e from expulsion. Ponsonby, the rascal,
mbde you promise to keep silent—vowed
to report me iUf you defended yoursell
on the charge of cowardice.”

** (ireat Scott!”

Hurry Wharton gasped—as
chums.
all now.

Bob Cherry did not answer. Heo
couldn't. How the quick-witted girl had
managed to guess his secret he could not
unagine.

“It wasg splendid of you, Dob!" went
o Phyllis, her eyes shining like stars,
“You let that cad bully you—yon faced
scorn and contempt—you threw away the
friendship of the only fellows who would
have stood by you—you allowed yourself
to become an outcast rather than break
vour word—to save me! It was jolly
rood—jolly sporting of you, Bob Clierry
—and 1'm grateful !”

L1 _[. ‘_'I"'HI"_"_:”

Bob stammered again and stopped.
His crimson face was guite enough to
tell them that Miss Howell's guess had
hit the mark. DBob saw it was useless to
deny it

“ Look—look here, Miss Phyllis,” lLe
stammered.  “It's all serene! 1 didu't
mind—at least, I don’t mind now 1've gof
my chuams back, Doo't let i1t ont for

Tar Maiexer LiBrary.—No. B3T,

, did his
In a blinding flash they saw it

roodness’ sake! It would be awful if you

had to go! I can stand it—I don’t mind
standing it.”
“You've no choice in the matter

now ; it's going to come out,” said Miss
Phyilis, laughing shakily. “You silly
bor! Do you think I would let you stand
it another moment when I knew. | |
gueased it this morning, and 1 went
straight and owned up to Miss Primrose.
I wasn't going to let Ponsonby have his
revenge on you."

“0Oh, my hat ™

Phyllis laughed as she saw the alarm
in the juniors’ faces,

“Miss Primrose was a-brick " she said,
“T hadn't told her why 1 broke bounds—
why I went to the cinema. I told her this
morning, though, and it made all the
difference, She forgave me. BShe's let
me off with a frichtful wigging and heaps
ef hnes,” added Phyllis roetuily.

i Uh, gﬂ'ﬂ[t !u

Bob Cherry gave a gasp—a gasp of
deep thankfulness.

“Then—then it's all right?” he
niumbled. **I can " _ :
“You ecan tell the world,” =aid Miss

Pliyllis, laughing.,  “If you don't we
chall.”

“Yes, rather!” exclaimed Miss Clara
emphatically, * And now I faney you'll
be wanting to have a chat with Ponsonby

about it."”

Almost unconsciously Bob Cherry
clenched his big fistz, and even the gentle
Marjorie Hazeldene laughed.

LR

“We—wo would like to talk to him!
bhreathed Harry Wharton. *“1f—if you
don't mind——"

“Good!” grinned Miss Clara. "y
think we'll ask ourselves to tea with you.
We'vo carned it—youn can't deny that!
So we'll run nlong to your stuady while
vou {ind Ponsonby. And you might give
the cad a pood one for me!”

““Oh, Clara!™
““Ha, ha, hat”

Miss Trevlyn's boyish expression had
broken the tension, and 1t was a merry
party that hurried on to- Greyfriars, At
ithe gates the girls left the juniors, and
Harry Wharton led the way at a run for
Big Bide. Bob had seen the roseally
Pongnby wotrhing the match, and they
hoped to find him still there.

They found him easily enough amidst
a crowd of Ilighcliffe juniors. He stared
as the little group of grim-faced juniors
came rushing through the crowd. Some-
thing seemed to tell him whom they
wanted.

“We want you, Ponsonby!"” yelled
Harry Wharton.

“ Put your fists up, you rotier!” hissed
Bob Cherry, the first to reach the High-
cliffe dandy., “Put them up!”

“0Oh, by gad! What—"

Ponsonby jumped back with a gasp as
Bob went at him. He lifted hiz hands;
but Bob brushed them aside, and his fist
took Ponsonby on his long nose. He
crashed to the muddy ground.

There was a yell of amazement,

“Here, I say, you know!” protested
Courtenay. ““Don't knork our merry old
hero about like that, Cherry, old top!
What——"

There was a rush of fellows to the spot
—Grreyfriars and Higheliffe, The Famous
Five could scarcely have chosen a better
place for exposing the .rascally schemer.

There was a chorus of exclamations as
the onlookers saw who the combatants
were, Ponzonby stayed where he had
fullen, mopping a streaming nose.  He

rienlised that something had gono wrong |

with his plot, and he felt it wiser to stay
where ho was,

LT

“This beats the band!” said Frank
Courtenay, staring [rom Bob Cherry to
Ponsonby. “What's the merry old
trouble 77

“I'll zoon tell you that,” said Harry
Wharton. There was no reason why
the story should not be told now, He
told it from the Beginning—how Pon-
sonby had been thrazshed by Bob for
bullying—and of what it led to. And a3
he told how Ponsonby had sneaked about
the Cliff House girl, there arose a yell
of dispust and wrath from fellows of both
schools, Ponsonby shivered as he heard
if.

But thore was more to come. And as
they learned how the Highcliffie dandy
had forced Cherry into silence—how he
had behaved on tl{n- ice, and afterwards,
the wrath of the listeners knew no
bounds.

““Tt's u lie!” hissed Ponsonby, shrink-
inf: before the furious faces above him.
f‘ lr.i'::'- a lie, I tell you! Let him prove
16t

““You deny it, then?” snapped Harry
Wharlon,

“Of course I do, you cad!” panted
onsonby, his face livid with rage and
frar, **Prove it, prove it1”

“Right!” =aid Harry. “Then you
won't object to our making the whole
affair public, aud Lringing the gardener
frora Riversdale here as a witness, will
vou? Mr. Marshall, who lives there, also
saw what happened. 'Will that suit you1”

“I—T—TI—"

Ponzonby  stammered and  stopped,
His faee was witness enough against him.
The angry crowd did not need further
proof,

HTeave the howling roiter to us,
Cherry 1" yelled Dulsirode,

“YXes, lcave him to us!”
“Bunash the cad!”
“Spiflicate the {reacherous rotter|?

There was a voar of furious voices, and
onsonby cowered before the stormm. The
Famous I'ive got no chance even to
reach him. There was a rush of feet on
the grass, and he disappeared beneath the
avenging swarmm, In vain he shrieked for
Courtenay—for his schoolfellows to save
him. Courtenay, indeed, was among the
first to start the angry rush. And the
last the I'amous Five saw of Ponsonby
that day was his muddy, dishevelled
figure as he emerged suddenly from the
serum and dashed franticaliy away, with
the wrathful crowd in full cry after him,

Ponsonby had had his revenge; bul as
is nlways the case with those who seek
revenge, if had recoiled uwpon his own
head.

- L] - [ ] - »

It was a merry party that gathered in
Study No. 1 on the Remove passage that
evening for tea. Besides the three ClLiff
House girls and the IPamous Five—re-
united onee again—Peter Todd was
there, as were Mark Linley, and several
other Removites. 11 was, indeed, a cele-
bration. But it did not pass without in-
terruption, by any means. For one after
another, fellows luoked in to sece Bob
Cherry—to express their regrets for
things that were past, and to shake his
hand in friendship again. And never the
fellow to bear malice, Bob met their
stammmering utterances with a cheery:

“ All serene, old chap 1™

THE END.

(Don't wiiss “ The Young DPretender) ™ nexd
peel’s grand story, boys.)
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Instinclively, be knew that it must be | Yardley’s treachery was absolutely um-
r strickett. pardonable In his eyes.

 KING’S
EVIDENCE !

(Continued from page Z.)

"We've gnt no arms,” said Clarke sourly.

“Put they have,” was Kuthven's signili-
cant reply. “Great Cwmsar, you don't
imagine 1'm going back to the fort”

“1 didn't know,” Clarke answered humhly.

Ruthven gave a short laugh.

“Come on!” he suid, and struek up the
path on the track of Btrickett apd his gang.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Marvellous Shot !

HE place where the robbers camped
for the might was a “dug-out " in
the. hillside, many miles all to the
left of the main pass. Tha hut

lay in x deep glen, approached only by a
narrow path at either eud. Strickett, know-
ing that it would be at least eighteen hours
hefore assiatance could be sent from Lhe
fort, had not even troubled to set a sentry.

Yardley, lving on the ficor of the rongh
eabin, sleepless with terror, and listening to
the. snoring of his gaolers, suddenly heard
a slight sound at the unghwzed window above
him. He looked up, and could hardly believe
his eves at sight of Ruthven’s prolile against
the grey dawn. A finger motioned silence.
A knife dropped beside him, and the head
disappeared.

Rolling towardsz the knile, within [fve
minutes Yardley had succeeded in cotting
the ropes he was tied with, Sheer despair
gave him some sort of courage, Ile rose
gilently, and crept towards the window.
Not one of the sleepers stirred,

Ruthven's head appeared again,

“Get me a gun,” he whispered flercely.

Yardley hesitated.

“I°'Il leave vou if you don't!™ hissed the
trooper.

Shivering all over, Vardley turned, crept
across the room in his bare feet, picked up
the first rifle that came to hand, and re-
turned with it to the window.

Ruthven took it, and beckoned to Yardley
to climb out. In a few seconds he Wwas
standing safely ountszide. T& was now early
dawn, and still raining, but there was ne
wind.

Ruthven, who looked shockingly pale, andd
gsegmed hardly able to stand, drew Yardley
put of earshot.

“Are they all in {therel”
motioning to the hut,

“VYes,” answered Yardley.
Mr. Clarke?”

“1ie's had a fall and sprained his ankle”
replied Ruthven shortly, *“There's no time
to lose. Clear as hard as you can. Thatl's
your way "-—pointing. *Up the pass, then
across Mussell Creek Ford. Another mile
beyond will bring you to the bLoundary.”

“T ean’t travel as fast as you. 1 mush
hold them off if they follow. Ga! They
may miss you at any moment, and be after

ou.”
FThe miserahle man east one frightened
glance at the hut; then darted ofl as fast
as his shaking legs would carry him,
Ruthven followed more slowly, making not
for the pasa itself, but for a high point of
rock which commanded it,

Before he reached it the rain, which had
slackened at dawn, came down more heavily
than ever, so thickly as to hide entirely the
dug-out from his sight,

Yardley ulso disappeared entirely in the
Yeavy downpour,

A loud shout rang out from the direction
of the hut. There was the sound of a
slamming door, more cries, then footsteps
on the hard, rocky ground.

“sSooper than I reckoned,” muttered Ruth-
ven, hurrying forward.

It was above all things essential to reach
the top of the rock belore the robbers came
racing up the pass.

But he was terribly tired, the rocks were
slippery with rain, and his left arm was
almost useless, DBefore he could gain the
point which commanded the pass, he heard
the feet of the first of the robbers, far ahead
¢f the rest, pounding along beneith him.

ha inmqdired,

“Put where's

Three more eame raeing np in a mob,
Ruthven’s voice rang out, stern aml com-

manding :
“Hands up, or I fire?”
One man raised hiz gun. Instantly a

Bullet smashed it In hia hand., He dropped
the broken stock with a yell, turped, and
ran. 'The other two hesitated an instant,
then followed.

Ruthven hurried on the track of Yardley
and Strickett.

Presently a roaring sound was audible ia
the greyness ahead, Rnthven knew it to be
the voice of Mussell Creek, awollen with
rain. He wondered if Yardley had managed
to cross in salely.

The ground rose steadily.

Suddenly the trooper foond himself on
the edge of a sheer precipice. Some [fifty
feet below reoared the creek, rizing visibly
every minute.

Ruthven paused, uncertain what to do
next, Suddenly a terrible scream rang out
at some distance to the right—ibat s, in
the direction of the pass and ford.

As Ruthven reached the =angle of rock
between the river and the pass, a strange
and awful sight lay before him.

To one of the wooden posts which marked
the ford a man was firmly fastened by a
gingle thick rope, which was noosed tightly
round his chest and arms. It was Yardley.
On the bank stood Strickett, like a jecring
fiend, laughing horribly as the water rose
ineh by inch up his victim's body, and
taunting him horribly.

Another five minutes, and notliing could
save the man's life. Even if he were loose
then, the torremi would sweep himm away.
But how to cut that rope?

Ruthven saw that he could shoot Strickett
—who had not yebt seen him—Iirem where he
stood, Fet he could not hbring himself to do
£0, even to save Yardley. The horse-thief
had hebaved wonderfully well the previous
evening, and had dressed his wound with
his own hands. Besides, his grudge against
the mizerable Yardley was a very bitter one.

| half through.

]

With the thought of his rifle, snddenly an
idea flashed into Ruthven's head—a wild
idea, and yet a possible one.

Would not a bullet cut the cord as well as
a knife? Risky? Yes, of course; but there
was no alternative,

Instantly the policeman was on his face
on the soaking summit of the slippery cliff,
Cuddling his rifie-stock to his sound shoulder,
e glanced along the barrel. The rifle was
a .44 hore Winchester—a useful weapaomn,
carrying .a buollet heavy enough to eut the
rope at one shot, if he conld only hit it full.

tuthven was a fine marksman, but he was
worn out now and shaky. This, too, was
a very different thing from shooting at a
bullseye on a fine day. Yet a man's life
was the prize, and the thought braced him.

For a few seconds he lay there, motion-
less, feeling his heart beat quickly. Yardley
was silent now, and the only sound was the
splash of the rain and the deepening roar of
the river. TRuthven's finger tightened.
Crack! A gpit of flame flashed from the
muzzle, and the whip-like report echoed up
and down the cliffs.

Ruthiven saw Yardley start violently—saw
splinters leap froin the post, The rope was
He fired again—missed by an
inch. A third time. The rope flew apart
like a snake uncoiling, and, with a wild
shout, the captive was free and battling
with the yellow fiood.

As Ruthven spramg to his feet there was
a second shout—a yell of baflled fury and
venpeance—and BStrickett dashed into- the
'i.*-'ater' and began fighting his way across the
ord,

“(‘ome back, you fool!” roared Huthven,
for at first plunge the man was off his feet.
In his haste he had stepped into a hole
below the ford.

Next instant the trooper was down in the
pass and rushiopg to the bank. Yardley had

reached the far side in safety, but Strickett,
struggling with all his might to save hims-

{Continued on page 27.)

tall figures. *‘ Hands up
of Claike spoke simultaneously ;

With sudden and awful unexpeetedness the narrow path was blocked by three |
1?1 eame a ringing voice,
but 2 yell, which proved that one at least of the
bullets had found a hillet, was followed instantly by a volley.

cry and spun round against the rwﬁmﬂél the inner side of the path, clasping his
L=
L_— r = i e T e e

Ruthven’s pistol and that
Ruthven uttered a
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Featuring the world-famous scientific investigator, FERRERS LOCKE, and his clever boy

Not John Huntingdon !

S Bir Malcolm’s despairing words
A rang out Ferrers Locke stiffened
sharply, and then, catching

: sight of his companion’s twitch-
ing features, he placed a supporting arm
about him.

“Take it quietly for a bit, Sir Mal-
colm,”” he urged, “Besides, things
might not be so bad &3 you imagine.
Come, let us investigate I™

“Investigate! Iovestigate !" shrilled
the financier, his voice almost rising to
a scream. ‘“‘That's all you detectives
talk about-—investigate! Will that give
me back my boy—-"

The remainder of his sentence choked
in his throat, and he would have fallen
but for the sleuth’'s supporting arm
around his middle.

Several people in the front rows of the
stalls had overheard the financier's
remarks, and now, full of curiosity to
hear more, they pressed forward. But
one look from Ferrers Locke was enough
—there was something in his expression
that warned these eurious people that

- they were not wanted, and they obeyed
tho unspoken command.

“Come, Sir Maleolm," said the sleuth
at length; “let me assist yvou to the
stage.”

The big City financier nodded dully
and allowed himself to be led to the
pass-door that lay bLeyond the boxes.
Through this metal door Locke and Sir
Maleolm passed until they reached the

stage, There a strange sight met their
gaze,

On tho floor-cloth, still lying in much
tle same position as the sleuth had last
beheld him, was ihe stricken actor. On
their knees by his side knelt two doctors
clad in evening-dress, for thev had been
sutmoned from the audience immedi-
afely the tragedy had occurred. Avound
the two medical men were a group .of

Tue Macser Lisrany.—No. 837,

assistant, JACK DRAKE.

scared and anxious artistes, all wanting
to be of use, :

But by the grave expressions on the
faces of the medicos as they rose to their
feet it was possible to read that the un-
fortunate actor had passed beyond all

mortal aid,
‘I“ Well ?" Mark Chaerton.
] 5_1"

The taller of the two doclors shook his
head gravely. _

“We can do nething,” he answered

simply.

queried

IN THE LIMELIQHT.

THE YELLOW CLAW, a mysterious and
powerful organisation that preys upon
wealthy Englishmen.

SIR MALCOLM DIIH NDNERFI ELIJ; A SN
cessful City finapeier, whose family the
Tel!{n:rw Claw  has  threatened to wipe
out.

FERRERS LOCKE, the famous detective, of
Baker, Street, who has beem engaged by
Sir Malecolm to bring the dreaded society

to book.

JACK DRAKE, the :zleuth’s clever boy
assistant.

MARK CHAERTON, a  successful  play-
wright, who has aiso been threatened
by the Yellow Claw. He, too, secks

Ferrers Locke's services,

Ferrers Locke and Sie Malcolm Dunderficld
are present at the opening performance of
Mark Chaerton's latest play, in which the
financier's nephew John, Huntingdon, plays
the ™ lead.” Jack Drake.has been given a
job  belind the secnes as  “dresser ™ to
Huntingzdon,

At the end of zeene two in the second
act the “lead " anddenly emits o piercing
shrick und- collapses on the stage. From o
rent - in chis forehend a trickling stream of
crimson emerges, and evervone amongst the
andicnce feels certain that the poor fellow
hias bheén shot.

The City financier elutehes at the sleuth
for support.

“By poor  boy!  he Bavs  hrokenly.
“Ferrers  Locke, yom have failed! The
Yellow Claw has—has killed my boyl”

(Now recad om,)

The words were spoken quietly
enough, but, even so, they reached the
ears of Sir Malecolm Dunderfield. He
clutohed Ferrers Locke's wrist tightly,
whilst the white showed at his knuckles
—indication of the newvous strain to
which he was being subjected.

“Are you sure, doctor?” he pgasped
at length, *“Can nothing be done?"

Mark . Chaerton started slightly as he
heard the financier’s voice, and then
hurried forward, a peeuliar expression
upon his face.

"3t Maleolm,” he greeted, clasping
the hand of the baronet, *“‘pray don't
distress yourself unduly. I—I forgot.
The man lying dead there is—is not your
uupltew John; it's—"

‘What !”

“Not Huntingdon !”

Sir Maleolm Dunderfield and Ferrers
Locke voiced the exelamations simulta-
neously.  The former grabbed the
famous playwright by the elbow and
shook him fiercely.

“W-what do you mean, man?” he
gasped hoarsely,  * Was=—-— Is it not
John, then ¥"

_Mlﬂrk Chaerton shook his head nega-
tively,

“It is not,” he replied. “I will tell
you the circumstances in a moment or
50, Sir Maleolm,  But rest assured your
nephew 1s safe and sound.”

Ferrers Locke had the greatest diffi-
enlty to stifle the ery of amuzement that
rose to his lips, and Sir Malcolm, to
whom self-control at such & moment was
more than could be expected, showed a
decided tendeney to faint for the second
time in.almost as many minutes.

“Thank Heaven!”

The financier emitted a sigh of relief,
and then, with a slight smile upon his
vather coarse foatures, turned to the
great detechive.

“Forgive me, Mr, Locke, for mv out-
burst: of a few moments ago; I was
bezida myzelf with grief and anxiety.
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nmiuat cenfess that T am all at sea, but a
great weight has Leen lifted from my
mind. You are not making a mistake,
Mr. Chaerton?" lLe added, all the old
doubt and anxiety returning, *“*You are
positive 17

“1 have already assured you, 3Sir
Malcolm on that score,” retuined the
playwright a trifle testily. ““But if you
doubt my word, take a glance at the
peor fellow on the stage there,”

Sir Maleolm was not a strong man,
and the merc idea of gazing at the
victim of such a mysterions tragedy in
view of the [act that he had imagined
the unfortunate fellow fo be his own
nephew, turned him faint with horror.
He covered his face with his hands and
turned away,

But io Ferrers Locke, to whom the
revelations of Mark Chacrion had come
as a great surprise, the silent corpse a
few feel away presented no such qualms.
In the course of o long and varied carecer
he had come to lock upon tragedy in
every shape or form as part and parcel
of his profession.

With a muttered word, therefore, to
Sir Malcolm Dunderfield and Mark
Chaecrton, who were now heading in the
direction of the dressing-rooni, the sleuth
reached the side of the deceased man and
kneli heside him,

His keen eyes fixed themselves imme-
diately upan the uvgly wound in the
man’'s forehead, and for some moments a
perplexed expression rather disfipured
the sleuth’s clear-cut feaiures.

The wound was sitvated high up in
the vietim’s forehead, and the angle at
which the bullet must inevitably have
enterad the flesh was such that it caused
the world-famous detective to whistle
with surprise.

He was about Lo turn the corpse over
for further inspection when two
uniformed police-officers pushed their
Wity ihmngﬁ the group of artistes.

“Here,” exclaimed the foremost
officer pompously, “don’t disturb the
corpse, yvoung man! Things should be
lefr in stato quo, vou know,” he added
loftily,

“Heally, Inspector Alorrvison,” replied
Forrers Jaocke, vising to his feet, a sav-
castre snnle upon his face, "I am sorry
if T have infrvinged the law.”

The pompous expression  on  the
feainures of the inspector faded away as
i} by magic as he came face to face with
the celebratad deteciive of Daker Street
whom he had addvessed as " young
man.”

“Sarry, My, Locke,” he apologised.
“Didn’t know vou were heoye, sir”

“I'm investigating this case for Mr.
Chacrion,"” replied the slenth, “1I think
it will prove mnteresting, If 1T can be of
any assistance, iuspector &

“I think T <hall be able to tackle it on
my  own, Mr. Locke,” interrunted
Huspector Morvison, drawing himself vp
{o his full height. *When I have made
iy exanunation of the deceased man we
can talk then.”

“Very well,” veturned Foerrers Locke
etifily.

The inspectar azid his companion knelt
down beside the deceased man, whilst
the private detective ocenpied himself
hy standing  divecily behind the spot
uﬁmm the actor had last been scen ahlive,
His eyes were constantly roaming from
the footlighis to where the dress-cirele
and the gallery would lie were a direct
ling carried out to either of {hem,

“XNo sign of a bullet!? Inspector
Morrison rose to lis fect, and pulled
savagely at ks noustache, " Look
around, Thomson, will you "

The coustable moved to do
superior  officer’'s hidding  what

: liis
tino

Ferrers Locke again knelt by the
corpse. His keen eyes gazed long and
intently at the ugly wound in the unfor-
tunate actor’s f.rehead, and then he
curned the body over. An ejaculation
of triumph escaped his thin lips as he
perceived a rent in the coat between the
shoulder blades, from which an ominous
stream of erimson flowed.

“Dullet passed through ! he muttered

“half aloud,

“That's so, Mr. Locke,™ chimed in
the inspector. “DBut there's no sign of
it about. I understand that the
deceased man was facing the audience at
the moment of his death. Iz that so?”

“It 15,” replied Ferrers Locke gravely.
“T was in the second row of the stalls
myself."

“*Al, well, that helps us in one way,"”
continued the police-officer, *for we can
cut out any theory that the poor fellow
was shot by someone on the stage. The
builet entered the forehead, and passed
through the body. Wish the deuce
Thonison could find that bullet! It
would be useful., Hallo! What's that,
young lady {”

he inspector turned sharply as he
overheard a few words of conversation
taking place between two chorus ladies,

“We—we think you ought to know,
inspector,” saild the spokesman of the

two, "‘that Mr. Woodstock's life had
been threatened only this morning.”
“Indeed ! exclaimed Marrison

eagerly., *“And by whom, may I ask?”

Don't know the gentleman’s name,”
returned the young woman quickly.
“But I was passing Woodstock’s dress-
ing-room this morning when I heard a
heated conversation going on between
Mr. Woodstock and a stranger., The
fellow threatened to kill Woodstock if he
%nve him away. That’s all I heard, for

passed on to my own dressing-room,”

“But you made it your business to
catch a glimpse of the chap you had
overheard threatening Woodstock, did
:.rIm]: not, miss?"” queried the Inspector
slyly.

I'ne chorus lady blushed a trifle and
then smiled.

“Well, I did, as a matter of fact,” she
answeled,

(1] Gmd 1I.I-
rubbing his hands,
him againi"”

ejaculated the fnspector,
“Would you know

“Of course., In fact, I saw him
to-night 1™ _
“What!” Inspector Morricon ceased

to rub his hands, and an exultant gleam
shot into his eyves. ' Where, my dear
young wonan—where?"”

“Sitting in the fifth row of the stalls
at to-night’s performance,” returned the
young lady. “1 mentioned the matier
to my friend here when we came off from
the first act.” '

““This is very interesting,”” grunted the
inspector, turning to Ferrers Locke. ''1
don’t think we shall have to look far for
the assassin.”

“Tndeed !’ exclaimed the private de-
teciive dryly. *“ Aren’t vou a litile hasty
—aren’t you rather jumping to conclu-
sions "

The inspector did not answer the query,
Instead, he turned to the two. young
chorus ludies and engaged them in con-
versation. He was rather puzzled to
understand what his informers had been
doing at the theatre in the morning, buf
he was made easy on that score when be
was informed that it was customary for
every niember of a new company to in-
spect his or her wardrobe in the morning
of the day upon which the show was due
to “open.”

In less than five minutes the inspector
was telephoning his stalion a description
of the man whoe, it had been alleged, had

]

threatened Woodstock's life that same
morning. The description was broad-
cast to all the London stations, .and

‘special plain-clothes men were despatched

to all parts of the Metropolis to trace
" their man.”

As Inspector Morrison returned irom
the stage-manager’s office, from which he
had telephoned, he encountered Mark
Chaerton and Sir Malcolm Dunderfield.
He engaged the former in conversalion,
whilst the Gnancier beckoned to Ferrers
Locke.

“What have you discoverad, JMr.
Locke?” asked the financier cageriy, as
the celebrated sleuth drew level with him.

“It is rather early to say wet,” re-

turned the sleuth, with a smile. “Let
me, 1n turn, ask you a question. What
have ﬁﬂ-u discovered? Is your nephew
all right 1" _

M ARY exclaimed Sir Maleolm. ““Ile's

not so bad; wants a complete rest, 1
think, Tt appears that a few moments
before the curtain was due to go up

-John was taken ill with a heart atiack,
and, thanks to the counsel of your young

assistant, he was not permitted to per-
form. Rather than disappoint a lkeen
public on such an important occasion as
a first night,” continued Sir Malcolm,
“the manager of the company insisted
that the understudy—Woodstock—should
fill the gap, as it were, and that the
public should be kept in ignoranco of
the last-minute alteration until the cur-
tain had been rung down. As yon know,
the publie is apt to be prejudiced when
it learns that a © etar ' man iilm John has
been substitnted by his understudy——"

“I thought something like that had
happened,” remarked Ferrers Tocke,
“But tell me, Sir Malcolm, do yon sus-
pect the work of the Yellow Claw in this
regrettable affair?”’

“That I can’t answer truthfully,” re-
nlied the financier, *“*For Mr. Chaerton
is rather inclined to the belicf that the
shot was meant for John, and that it was
dispatched by an emissary of the Yellow
Claw Society, I don’t know whether I
juite believe in that theory myself.”

“It's certainly a poser,” said Locke
*houghtfully, *“But here comes Inspector
Morrison. He looks as if he's discovered
soinething.”

The inspector and Mark Chaerton ap-
proached the sleuth and his companion,
The former treated Ferrers Locke to a
knowing wink.

“You didn't let on that Mr. Chaerton
had been threatened by the Yellow Claw,
Mr. Locke!" wsaid the officer rather
peavishly.

“What of it?" said the privato detec-
tive. ““Does that have any bearing on
the present case?”’

“T should iust think so!” Frunted the
inspector,  “It's evidently the work of
this confounded society 1™

“For the second time, inspector,” said
Locke quietly, “let me remind you that
you are jumping to conclusions.”

““Call them theories,” replied the
officer. " In any case, I shall learn more
when this fellow we are hunting for now
is found.,”

““Are you, then, prepared to nurso a
theory that this chap who threatened
Woodstock iz a ITIL‘:!.TIEEI‘ of the Yellow

"

Claw, and that he fired the fatal shot?”

‘““* A theory on those lines will biring me
near the truth,” prunted the inspector
haughtily, “I1f T get my man—well, it
won't matter much how I went to work
to get him, will 1t7"

“* Perhaps not,” smiled Ferrers Locke,
“Still, if vou will take a word of advice
from an old hand, you would not pay
too much attention to the man who was
present in the stalls {o-night—when you
catch him—for 1 assure you, Morrison,

Tneg MacxeT LipraRY.—No. 887, 7
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that 1t was not he who fired the Fatal
shot 1™

“I'm not asking for any advice, Mr.
Locke,” returned the officer stiffly.
“Thomson "—he turned tb his subordin-
ate—" superintend the removal of the
corpse to the mortuary at once,”

“ Very good, sir!”

The constable, pleased to escape from
the uncéongenial task of looking for a
bullet that seemed to have disappeared
from the face of the earth, saluted
smartly and withdrew.

And ten minutes later Inspector Morri-
son took his departure preparatory to
making his report at cfficial headquarters.

A Narrow Escape !
N the following morning Inspector
0 Pyecroft, of Scotland Yard, pre-
sented himself at Ferrers Locke's
chambers before the sleuth had
finished his breakfast.

“What do yvou think, Mr. Locke?”’ he
blurted out as soon as the door had closed
behind his back. _

“I think it's a very fine morning,”
repliad the sleuth thoughtiully.

“0Oh, don't rot!"" grunted the C.I.D.
man, who was evidently labouring under
some excitement. **The Chief is on the
war-path with a vengeance.”

“Really?" murmured Ferrers Locke,:

pouring himself out a cup of coffee.
“Will you try a cup of coffee, Pyecroft?”

The man from Secotland Yard ground
his teeth together, and his heavy features
assumed a purple hue.
 *"Will you be serious, Mr. Locke?’ he
exclaimed irritably. "This is no joking
matter 1"

“ Pyecroft,” -smiled Ferrers Locke, 1
am never serious until I have had my
breakfast. It seems to lay a good
foundation for the troubles of the day.
Do have a cup of coffee—I can
thoroughly recommend it."”

Inspector Pyecroft said something very
nncomplimentary under his breath and
deigned to drink a cup of coffee, That
he was fretting with impatience the while
he sipped the beverage Ferrers Locke,
who was enjoying himself, could see.

“And now, Pyeccroft,” said the sleuth
at length, pushing back his plate and
filling his favourita blriar, *let's hear
what it is that’s brought you to my place
at such an ecarly hour.”

“The body at the mortuary—" com-
menced the C.1.D. man.

Ferrers Locke's eycbrows elevated a
trifle.

“Aro you referring to the case that

Inspector Morrison has in hand?” he
queried.
*0Of ecgurse!” prunted Pyecroft. “As
T was saying, the body up at the mortu-
ary was again examined this morning,
and, to the astonishment of everyone pre-
sent, the face of the poor fellow Wood-
stock now hears that hideous symbol of
the Yellow Claw.”

“You surprise me!" muttered Fervers
Locke, pausing in the act of lighting his
briar, *"There was no sign of the Yellow
Claw symbol on the unfortunate fellow’s
face yesterday.”

“That's what Inspector Maorrison
says!" exclaimed Pyecroft. “He's crow-
ing it at headquarters that he told you
all along that the Yellow Claw was
mixed up in this theatre shooting affair.”

S He jumped to some such conclusion,
T'll admit,” said TLocke quietly, “But I
should like to visit the mortuary and
see the symbal for myself hefore T follow
his example. But tell me, Pyecroft, how
on earth did anvone obtain admittance
to the mortuary to fix that hideous
transfer !’

“Beals me!” grunted the C.1.1). man,
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scratching his head. ' Beats everyone.
The place was locked and guarded over-
night in the usual way. The Chief is
storming the office down. This mysteri-
ous Yellow (law gang is getting on his
nerves ¥

“Did anyone accompany the body to
the mortuary last night?” interrupted
the sleuth.

“Yes, Mr, Locke,” returned Pyecroft,
“Let me see, Thomson was in charge;
Mr. Chaerton and a member of the com-
pany journeyed down tothe mortuary
fﬂrmal]];f to identify the body."”

“1 see. Now, let's switch on to
another point,” said Ferrers Locke.
“Can you tell me if the fellow who

threatened Woodstock’s life yesterday

. morning has yet been arrested?”

**He has not.” )

“ Pity !” reflected Locke, with a smile.
“Inspector Morrison i3 very anxious to
get his hands on him. But come, let us
run down to the mortuary.”

The sleuth reached for his hat and
coat, and, leaving a message with Sing-
Sing for his young assistant, Jack Drake,
he ordered -his- car. In a very few
moments the Hawk was heading for the
mortuary in Horseferry Road.

Inspector Morrison was the first person
to greet the private detective upon his
arrival.

“What about the Yellow Claw now,
Mr. Locke?"

Ferrers l.ocke paid no heed to the
remark, He entered the room which
sheltered the grim remains of Anthony
Woodstock and stood guzing down at the
peculiar yellow painted symbol of a tlaw
that stood out in bold relief on the face
of the deceased man. Then, peering
closer, an examination of astonishment
escaped his lips.

““What's wrong?” queried Pyecroft;
whilst his colleapue Morrison frowned
darkly.

“This is no symbol of the Yellow
Claw !” said Ferrers Locke crisply.
“This 15 a fake!”

“What!” ejaculated Morrison
Pyecroft, in umson,

“A fake—and a very poor fake at
that!” said Ferrers Locke., “ Look
¢losely at the thing, Pyecroft. You, at
least, have seen the work of the Yellow
Claw before. Iz there nothing different
here from the last pamnted symbei you
gered at?” _

The C.I.D. man bent lower aver the
features of the deceased man and searched
them eagerly.

“You're vight, Mr. Locke,”™ he said,
at length. *““That painted sign is nothing
like the other signs that have been unsed
by the Claw society in the past. There
is &n extra claw, for one thing, and the
scales are totally different. ILooks to e
like an ordinary chicken's claw.”

arnld

“Exactly,” said Locke grimly. * And
that’s what the reproduction is— a

chicken's claw. Mueh more harmless
than a golden eagle’s claw, eh, Moiri-
son ?T

The inspector who had charge of the
theatre shooting affair seratched Ins
head in perplexity. Tirst he glanced at
the painted figure on the deceased man's
face, then he looked at Ferrervs Locke and
thence to Inspector Pyecroft.

“Well, I'm blowed!” he exclaimed, at
length, . * You're right, Mr. Locke, now
I come to look at the blessed thing
ciosely. I've -seen  some  reproduced
specimens of the Yeliow Claw's faveur-
ite symbol up at the Yard—and this
thing is a rotten fake, sure cnough!
Beats me, though, how it got here [ he
added,  “Someone will get hauled over
the coals for thiz!”

Ferrers Locke nodded,

hardly slept a wink, you Lknow !’

“There's one thing, though,” he re-
marked. “The motive 15 very plain,
The assassin, knowing the mystery sur-
rounding the work of the Yellow Claw
society, thought it a good plan to shift
his crime on to their shoulders by
making use of their grim sign. As the
scoundrel, no doubt, had only read a
newspaper description of the peculiar
sign, he left it to his imagination to fill
in the gaps 2

““And his imagination supplied a
chicken's foot!” chuckled Pyecroft.

“ Exactly. But come, Pyecroft,"” con-
tinned Ferrers Locke. “I have an
important experiment fo show you that
will narrow down the chase, I g&cl slire.
Morrison, if you care to accompany me
to the Thespian Hall, you may see
something that will heip you.” -

With an alacrity that was surpmsing in
a person so clever and important as
Gerald Morrison, of the C.I.D., the
inspector avowed ‘his willingness to
accompany Ferrers Locke. Together the
three detectives enterod the Hawk, and
were rapidly - carried to the Thespian
Hall. They were met by the business
manager and Mark Chaerton, the play-
wright, in the vestibule of the theatre,

After the party had exchanged greet-
ings, Ferrers Locke addressed Mark
Chaerton.

“Will you prevail upon your businecss
manager to allow me the use of the
stage for a few moments?” he asked.
“T wish to try out an experiment that
will, I hope, lead us to the murderer of
poor Woodstock.”

“Most certainly!” answered Mark
Chaerton. “I've been fearfully worried
over the regrettable:affair all night—

1

For a man mearing the age of sixty,
at which time of lifec one 15 apt to show
the bad effects of a sleepless night in
one’'s countenance, Mark Chaerton
looked extremely fit and well,

Chatting away in light strain, he moved
towards the pass-door of the theatre, and
with Ferrers Locke and the two Scotland
Yard men in tow, walked on to the stage.

 Another favour I would like to ask
is the setting of the scene mm which
Woodstock met his tragic end. If
possible, T would like nothing omitted—
evervthing in ils accustomed place, you
understand 7"

* Most certainly ! reiterated Chaerton,
unable to conceal the surprise he felt,
however, “I will instruct the stage-
hands to get busy. Will you want the
curtamm up?”

“That is one of the most unportant
items In my experiment,” rejoined
Ferrers Locke. “Up, if you please, Mr.
Chaerton ™

The playwright moved amongst the
stage-hands and gave them their in-
structions, what time the famous private
cdletective buttonholed the *° propevty ™
marn.

“I want you to do me a favour,” he
said, with a smile, 1 have here the
exact height of poor Woodstock, Will
you make me up a dummy figure’to these
proportions, and follow the points in this
rough diagram? The height must be
exact with he wmeasurements written
dewn here, you follow #*

“Yes, Mr. Locke,” replied
property-man, 1n  astonishment.
00N TiE you up a dumany.”

He walked away to lis den and was
scon busy in the task the famous slenth
had set him.  Inspectors Pyecroft and

tlie
“T'H

Morrison  stared after lus  retreating
figure in astonishment.
“What's the game., Mr. Locke?" de-

manded Pyecroft, at length.,  “T'm all

in the dark !
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“You won't be in a wmoment or so,”
returned Loele, with a grim chuckle.

e walked down the stage as he spoke
amd stood directly over ihe crimson staip
that marked the spot where Woodstock,

ol the previous night, had fallen. Mark
Chaerton and  the two C.LD., men
lollowed him with interest, whilst one
e two  stage-hands  pauvsed i their
labours to take stock of the man who
was reckoned to be Englaud's smartest
pitvate deteciive,

The curtain had been raised, and from
his point of vantage Fervers Locke could
=ee out into every part of the theatre.
For one flecting second his eyes rested
vin the drezs eirele befoge him. Then,
with a grunt, he elevated his cyes until
they came on a level with the gallery.

“It’s the gallery that concerns us
rost,” he said to s companions.
“When the stage is fully set, Mr.

Chaerton, I would like you to order
everyone into the wings., My experi-
ment will consist of firing a number of
shots from the gallery—and those shots
will be dangerous! Before T commence
operations from the pgallery, I want you
to take a good look at the back-cloth,
I am now standing in much the same
position as  did poor Woodstock last
mght, The bullet that laid Lim low
entered his forehead and passed straight
through his neck. It finally emerged
from between his shoulder-blades——"*
“And mest have pierced the back-

cloth behind him 17 exclaimed Pyecroft
eagerly,

" Exactly,” smiled Ferrers Locke.
“The angle from which the shot was
fired and the passage of the bullet was
such that it was not deflected in any
way. Wil you, therefore, gentlemen,
kindly examina the foot of the back-
cloth—taking half the widih of the
stage, the left half. 1 rather fancy that
vou will find—that is, if the cloth is
hanging in exactly the same position as
it was last night—a bullet-hole within
two inches at most from the flooring of
the stage. When you have found the
bullet-hole in the cloth, you will find the
actual bullet—imless it has been extracted
already—embedded in the Rooring of the
stage not two or three inches [rom it,"”

Full of curiosity, Chaerton and the iwo
C.I.D. men hastened forward to do the
sleuth’s bidding. Ferrers.Locke remained
where he was, practically in the same
position as Woodstock had been on the
previons night, Suddenly, from the
wings, there came a frenzied shout

“Look out, sir! Jump for it!"

A scene-shifter eame rushing on o
the stage, one hand pointing in the
direction above Ferrers Locke's head,

“Move, sir!” he exclaimed, " Quick!
For wour lifel”

The celebraied detective had no time
to look round. Instinctively, he knew
that he was in danger of some sort, and
with the knowledge came action. He
made a frantic leap to his right, almost
falling into the arms of the seene-shifter
who had rushed forward., And as he did
B t]l{_‘]"ﬂ l'_'!ﬂhl]l_'![_l ot l“!‘]til](l ]!I;I“. il
terrific crash, A fifty-six-pound weight
had struck the flooring of the stage and
was half embedded in it. And it had
struck that spot upon which Ferrers
Locke a moment before had  been
standing.

Full of concern, Mark Chaerton, the
two Scotland Yard men, and half a
dozen stage-hands rushed forward.

“Are you hwi?” asked Chaerton
quickly.

“Thank heaven—and my good friend
here who warned me, no!’ replied
IFerrers Locke fervently. “Had that
little present hit me T'm  afraid my

—
-

number would have been up with o ven-
geance. Dut tell me, Mr, Chaerton, is i
usual for fifty-six pound weighis 1o be
on the bridge that spans the flics—for
that’s where that one came from?*"
“That's s0 puv'nor!” exclaimed the
scene-shifter, who had warned the great
detective. “T saw it dropping!”’

The Experiment !

ARK CHAERTON {urncd vpon

“"Good for you!” smiled Locke.
the chief machinist for an ex-
planation, but that worthy was

as ignorant as to how the

weight came to be on the bridge sbove,
or how it happened to drop, as the rest
of the people present,

| *Look out, sir !’ yelled
a stage hand, ** Jump
for it ! ** Ferrers Locke
made a frantie leap to his
right, almost falling into
the arms of the slage
hand. And as he did so
a fifty-six pound weight
struck the flooring of the
stage with a sickening
erash.  {See this page.)

“The last chap T saw up there was Cos-
tello,” he grumbled. “DBut he's such a
careless cus that I can’t be responsible for
everylhing he does.”

“Where 1z Costello now?”
Mark Chaerton sharply.

Every one of the stage hands looked at
each other, but there was no sign of the
man named Costello.

“Yery well,” muttered Ferrers Locke,
“I think we had better continue ouv in-

inquired

vestigations, I'll take good cave ihat
I'm in the way of no moro °Hy'
weights,”

Mark Chaerton instructed ihe chiel

machinizst to find Costello, and then he
resumed his quest of the bullet hole in
the backeloth, But it was Inspecior Pye-
croft who found it first. lle stood up-
right and gave a whoop of triumph.

“I've got it, Mr. Locke!” he ex-
claimed. * And the bullet is still cm-
bedded in the floor a few inches sway,
as you said.”

Mark Chaerton, Ferrera Locke, and
Inspector Morrison joined Pyecroft, who
had now resumed his position on lis
hands and knees again, Before the
LD, moan was a small circular puncture
in the backcloth, and behind the eloth it-
solf was a piece of lead sunk well into
the floorboard.

“Bravo!” exclaimed Ferrers Locke.
slapping Pyecroft on the back. “We'll

Tiae Maaxer Lisrany.—No. 87,
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dig out that piece of lead-—it will be nse-
ful®

So saying; he extraetes his clasp kmife,
and in o very-fow moments had loosened
the picce of lead sufficiently to allow of

its being taken out. Undoubtedly it wns ]

a spent bullet. Wrapping it carefully in
A I‘I?:EE of chamois leather Ferrers Locke
replaced it in his pocket.

“Now, gentlemen, for the remainder
of the experiment,” he remarked.
“Kindly imagine a line from where you
found that bullet that will lead directly
to where I am now standing, or whero
Woodstock was standing 1ast night when
the bullet struck him. Wheve, if you con-
tinue the line and allow it to rise at its
natural angle, does it terminate 7"

I should say somewhere in the region
of the centre gangway of the gallery,”
said Pyeeroft thoughtfully.

“Exactly,” agreed Locke. *“ And it is
from one or two points there that I in-
tend to fire a few shots. The property
man has kindly. arranged me a dummy
figure which is exactly the same height as
the deceased man. T will place it in
exactly the same position as 1 last saw
Woodcock alive—so.”

He took an ordinary duommy figure
propped up by a wooden stand at the
back and placed it in position, The face
of the dummmy was like n target in some
respects, for it contained a big daub of
mk high up on the forehead that re-
sem:bled a bullseye.

“I follow the idea,” interrupted Pye-
croft. *“Youn are endeavouring to trace
the exact direction from where the [atal
bullet was fired. By means of this
dummy figure you hope to find your
bullet setile in pretty well the same spot
as where we found ‘the bullet just new.*

“Quite s0. The daub of ink on the
paper face represents the spot where the
shot entered Woodstock's forehead, You
will kindly make a distinguishing mark
around the bullet hole in the backeloth
before we start, so that I make no

THE SCHOOL AND DETECTIVE WEEKLY !

With a gasp of terror the man
stood staring down at the
strange object that had been
thrown at his feet, shivering as
though with the ague,
(See page 26.)

mistake. T will fire single shots, and
after each report you will find wheve the
bullet comes to rest and mark the spot
accordingly—number one for the frst
bullet, number two for the second, and
55 on. 'Fraid, Mr, Chaerton,” added the
sleuth, “I shall make two or three holes
im your backeloth n

“0Oh, don’t worry about that!” smiled
the playwright. “They can soon be
patched up.”

With an ease that many an athlete
would have envied, Ferrers Locke jumped
lightly from the footlights into the stalls
below. The next the party saw of him
wag in the gallery in the region of the
centre pangway, revolver in hand

“By means of geometry; taking into|

account the angle at which the bullet
entered and left the body of the deceased
man,” called out Ferrers Locke, “I
have worked out that the shot must have
been fired from someone standing up in
the gallery. I will fire my first shot from
thé rail at the back of the seals. If you
fellows hop into the stage box you will be
able to follow my experiment without
danger to your skins.”

Mark Chaerton ordered off the stage
the mechanies and scene-shifters, and
after having closed the doors, he made a
move in’ the direction of the stage box.
The two C.I.ID. men followed him inside.

“Ready ?" called out the private de-
tective from the gallery. * Here gocs!”

Crack!

A bullet hissed through the airv, and the
watchers in the stage box saw that it
struck the bullseye fair and square. At a
sign from Ferrers Locke they elambered
out from the box and hurried on to the
stage, Then examining the dummy
figure to see where the bullet had entered
and passed through the clothing, they en-
deavoured to trace it.

It was Mark Chaerton who found it.

“It hasn't touched the backeloth!” he
velled, “The bullet's entered the floor-
mg of the stage a foot in front of the
cloth.”

“As I expected!” yelled back Ferrers
Locke. “I am too far back. 1 will now
Iry a shot froimn this limelight.”

IHe advanced down the eentre gangway
uniil he came to the *‘spot lime " lamp
sitnated at the edge of the gallery.

“This, gentlemen, will prove my
theory, I feel sure,” he called ocut. “Get
back to the box.”

The irio below made tracks for the
box, and anxiouslv awaited the sleuth’s
seccond shot. It was a fair trial of skill

with the revolver, for the distance
between the gallery and the dummy was
out of revolver range, but Ferrers Locke
made no mistake. Not for nothing -was
he the holder of a fine collection of cups
and medals as a marksman,

Crack |

A second bullet was despatched on iis
errand, and once again the trio in the
box jumped to their feel and made tracks
for the stage. Again the process of dis-
covering where the bullet had left the
dummy fhigure was gone through, and
agamn, the “scorers™ moved forward
towards the backeloth. Thisz time three
shouts of triumph reached Ferrers Locke
up in the gallery. For within an inch
of where the original fatal bullet had
pierced the backeloth, and then entered
the flooring of the stage, was another
fresh bullet hole,

“Hurrah !” yelled Pyecroft excitedly.
“Locke, old man, you've got it!”

“The shot was fired from the spot
lime!” exclaimed Mark Chaerton, start
ing slightly.

‘And who is the man working the spot

lime?” demanded Inspector NMorrisou
cagerly.

‘Costello!” replied Chaertonn.  “I'm
beginning Lo see daylight now,  That

fifty-six pound weight never dropped by
accident, I'll wager—Costello had %‘({}t the
wind-up with the way Ferrers Locke was
handling the case, and he feaved detec-

tion. It was a deliberate case of
attempted murder,”
“Good heaven!” gasped Pyecrofi.

*This chap Costello 12 not safe outside a
cell. We must round hin up.”
“We must!” agreed - Mark Chaerton

‘with a' fervour that rather surprised his

tWwo COMpanions.

By thms time Feorrers Locke ‘had . re-
joined his colleagues on the stage, and
they poured their congratulations on him.

“Wonderful!” exclaimed Chaerton.
“A very fine piece of deduction—very!"”

“Marvellous!” ejaculated Morrison
with & warmth that made up for all his
previous  churlishness. “And  you've
saved me, Mr. Locke, from arresting the
wrong man.”

“Yes, I shouldn’t bother to follow up
the c¢lue of the man who sat in the stalls
last night, and who, it was alleged, had
threatened Woodstock early in the morn-
ing, If the words spoken of were true
they might maerely have been the ontcome
of a heated quarrel, and that's all,” said
Ferrers Locke.

"“But what started you on this experi-
ment business?”’ asked ‘Morrison.

“Why, the peculiar wound high up in
Woodstock's forehead told me that the
shot was fired from somewhere riear the
roof of the theatre,” said the private de-
tective. “You vourself helped me to
complete my theory, inspector.”™

“Me!” exclaimed Morrison, with a
complete  disregard of  grammar.
LE HD“" ?n

“By causing vour man Thomson to
hunt for the bullet—the bullet which he
did not find. Remewmwber, the backeloth
was down at the time he hunted round
for it, and I'll wager he didun't think of
looking there for it.”

“Well, I'm bLlowed!” grunied Moryi-
son. “But I'in wasting time—I must gei
the bracelets on this man Costello. You
really don’t think he is a member of the
Yellow Claw, do you, BMr. Locke?” he
added.

“Most certainly T do not !™ replied the
sleuth, “He sought to throw the police
off his track by secking refuge behind-
the powerful society that is terrorising
London. T take it, Mr. Chaerton, that

Prirted and published ever
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this man Costello accompanied you to
the mortuary last night to identify the
body of the murdered man?”

“He did!” replied Chaerton. “No
one else had the nerve to carry out the
task, and as Costello had worked 1n our
other companics for some time he knew
Woodstock pretty well, so I took him
along with me.”

““And it must have been then that he
branded his vietim with what he fancied
was the symbel .of the Yellow Claw,”
returned Ferrers Locke.

-“Maybe,” =aid Chaerton. “For there
was ample opportunity of carrying oul
such a scheme. DBut I am relieved,
thanks to you, Mr. Locke, to know that
the terrille affair of last night was not
the work. of the Yellow Claw. Perhaps
the accursed society will let me alone.™

“1 sincerely hops =0,” muttered the
sleuth, ““or it will go hardly with them!
I'm as keen as mustard to lay their chicf
by the heels, for I am certain that one
man and ong man only direcls their

campajen of action, and that wan is a’

master of his trade. Get ]li't'l:l and the
society will fade into obscurily in double-
quick time.”

Ll L] L] L] =

Late :ihat evening a furtive figure,
muffled in a greateoat, and with a felt
hat pulled well down over the face,
shuffled along a divty, narrow street in
the region of Limchouse Causeway., A
sickly light from a neighbouring street-
Tamp revealed a face that was stricken
with fear. The eyes were wide open in

an unnatural stare, the mouth twitched |

spasmodically.

A few yards abead appeared ihe blue
nuniform of a constable, and vpon catch-
ing sight of the man in blue the mufiled
figure in the greateoat broke into a run
and dived down another sgide turnmng.
“Heé had not traversed’ very many yards
when he heard the soft patter. of foot-
stéps  behind  bim.  He balled and
shivered as though with the ague. Tis
oyes tried to pierce the gloom, to pick
out the form of the person following
him, but before he achieved his object
there came from three ather directions
the same creepy pattering of feet. Then,
just as his hand sought his hip-pocket for
2 weapon, samething whizzed through
the air and landed at his feetf.

_With a gasp of {error, the man stood
staring down at the object, shivering as
thongh with the ague. Iorced on hy
something more than curiosity he
stooped and picked the object up. A
cry of pain eseaped his lips as his hand
closed over it, for it secemed that several
needle-points had bitten into his flesh.
Slowly his hand opencd to reveal an
cagle’s claw, bright with the lustre of
a coat of gold pamnt.

For a few seconds the man stood
staring at the claw, whilst the shooling
pains in his hand were now beginning
to travel up the arm—were seizing hold
of him at his heart. And as his senses
began to dim the sounds of the pattering
feet grew nearer. _ .

Now he could see four evil-looking
Chinamen approaching him, their yellow
faces diztorted in cruel grins. He tried
tn_shrick, but the words seemed to jam
in his throat; he tried to stand, but a
Jdeadly poison was eating its way into his
system and his muscles were beginning
to lose their power., He =ank lower and
lower, inch hy inch. And in equal
measure the four hideous Chinamen
advanced. Then, with a shudder that
shook his whole frame, the man in the
preatcoat sprawled on the dirty pave-
ment—a lifelezs heap.

{(Daw’t mizs next Monday's wonderful in-
sfalment of this ripping serial, boys.)

YOUR EDITOR’S CHAT.

‘“THE YOUNG PRETENDER.”
By Frank: Richards.

EXT week's yarn of Greyfriars
will come as a surprise, 1t
shows William George Bunter

actually overdoing it. We know
his cantion. Al Greyfriars understands
that the porpoise is a sparing, ecareful
sort of trencherman. But there are
inglorious exceptions when prudence
sleeps, and rash actions prevail

“THE YELLOW CLAW !”
By Hedley Scoli.

There are many brisk developments in

next week’s stirring instalment.  Jack
Drake falls into the clutches of the
dreaded organisation of crime. From

that point the thrilling yarn leaps into
an entirely new plane of interest. Thera
is no mere theatrical coup, hut a fresh
character suddenly appears, and the
author weaves into his fabric of well sus-
tained mystery a supremely attractive
feminine. interest. It is all thoroughly
in keeping, and the totally unexpected
advent of a girl chararter whn ic ag
brave as she is clever in her intervention,

will be welcomerd !
—

T

«“THE NEW RECRUIT.”

That is the title of the new story
about the Mounted Police. It is a2 well-
put-together aecount of the exploits of a
trooper who has to stand and face danger
in the back of beyond. " We hear of an
illicit spirit distiller who 13 well within
the meshes of the law, and of a certain
surprising “change over ” for the de-
linquent, which bodes gowd for this future.

!
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self, was clinging fo a slippery rock a few
yvards below lhe ford.

Somchow or other—he. never knew liow.—
Ituthven reached him, and in the very nick
of time stretched the. rifle-stock to him.
Strickett seized it, and was pulled ashore.

But the eifort reopened Ruthven's wound.
Black dots danced beforg his eyes, and Lo

1 knew ng more.

L] - L] ¥ L] L]

When Ruthven came fo he was Iyving in o
hollow, sheltered from the rain. Strickett's
coat was winder his head, and the horse-thief
himaell was sibting beside him, with a gqueer,
}ummgicn] expression-on his rather saturnine
Ace.

“Reckon 1'l have to give you hest this
time, mister,” he remarked., *“Yet it's an
all-fired pity thet skunk got away.”

“] gave my word to save him,” replied
Ruthven gravely.

“Yew've kept it right well, young man.
And naow, ez I don’t want to give Few the
tronhle ov arresting me jest at present, I'll
aay adoo! Yew jest lay bere a bit,'and I'll
serid heip when'I gits the chanzt, 5o long!™

In another moment he was lozt to sight in
the still falling  rain.

Hut he kept his promise. A few hours
later two men appedred, leading: Ruthven's
own horse, and by night he was hack in a
limbertnan’s eamp, where he had left Clarke
after his accident of thié night before,

As for Btrickett, Tre was never again seen
in the distriet. Hut Ruthven has heard since
that he is over in the States, making an
honest living as a cowboy in Montana.,

{ dnother ripping Mounted Police sfary next
Monday, bowus, entitled " The New Recruit!"
Deon’t wmiss 1t 1)
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A Free Design
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b Endless happy and profitable hours can be spent with
a Hobbies Fretwork Outfit.
from a pipe rack to an overmantel in your sparve time—
such ¥plendid articles for your own use or to sell or to

You can make anything

Be sure and get a Hobbies Outfit and

you get British tools with a guarantee behind them.

EIOBBIES COMPLETE

POSTAGE
6d. EXTRA

Conlaing g 12in. Handframe
Defll with 3 Rils, Cttling
Tabkle, 6 Sawblades, Sand-
puper Block, and IDegign,
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and burner is used,  Self - rL"uLLtiri[.,
Generator made in heavy brass,

No. 1 Model as . I'rice 2/9
HUr E 1] :ﬂﬂ L';[]- Ew TH leﬂ
No. S ¥ o0 u X 13 4'6
Hﬂ. 4 i IDD 1) [ 1) EIE
No.5 ., 500 ,, Fitted with Three
Douhle Burners and Rellector .. 12/6

Spare Burners and ‘#taml .. Single, 1/-; Double, 1/3.

FILMS 1/6 per 100 ft., post free. MINIATURE WIRELESS SETS,
EU&T..[I]FLEH to receive ‘I.HI'{‘I{.‘Fﬂ concerts over 25 miles, 1/6, post iree.

ILLL STRATED CATALOGUE-MECHANICAL {"i'}DDS AND
NOFELTIES-FREE ON REQUES!

BEMNETT BROS., 37, Red Lion Street, Hnlhurn, Lnunnu, w.C.1.

RHEUMATISM CURED

WiT:# TWO BOXES CF URAGE.

112, Bonaccord Sireet, Aberdeefi.

Dear Sir,—Aftor being unabla to dance for the
Iagt twosanonths I:I:ermh Rhewmatism in my feet,
1 tried vour * Urace"” and if has worked wonders.
1 am as light on my feet as a fairy and dancing as
good as ever, so everybody tells me. I bought ona
173 box in Abardecn and one 5/- box in Coatbridge,
andall Leansayis that URACE for the ERHEUMATIC

ACE s “IT."
A W. .. SMART.
TRACE, and URACE alaona, ean curs Rheunmatiam.
Tt direetly atiacks the cause—nric actd—dissolves and 28
rxpels it from the system, and prevents ils reappear- ™
ance. That is why 11t CUNRES and CURES QUICKLY
1/3, 3'-, & 5/- per hox. From HBoots, Timothy White Co., Taylor's, and
pll Chemista in-:Ll Steres, or direct from thu URACE Laboratories, 108,
W ‘-'HI:IH Hroee, Store Street, London, W O

RACE

S e el —

BRI R REF

13, 3/- & 5/-
From Boots and

TR E ]

LER AR RERELENE

all Chamists.
ALL UNUSED STAMPS
1O 211 DIFFERENT I‘REE

Bend Pustcard only requesting approval sheets, :
LISBURN & TI:IWHEEHD. #a, Rondon ERoad, LIVERPOOL.

SALR! SALE!! Complete CRYSTAT, RECEIVING SETS: Now Only
s |:lrl'_:-hl1| 111an! Guarantosd), Tiu;ua:mdw' 2.."9 FPost
WIRELESS Sold, Ordep NOW Ple_ﬂ

KEN'S, 91, MOORE PARK ROAD, LONDON, 5.W.

NERVOUS FEARS

. Ilow many people fear meeling others, travelling in Trains,
Trams, Tubes, or Buzes, mixing in '-«nmet:,r. gning into a Hestanrunt,
aor of having anything lmprrrt:mt to do.  Surh Nervous lears ure
ruitiation to any man or woman's chance of success in life. DBeccme
Nerve-Strong, Self-Confident, Bright and lappy, by gending im-
mediately 5 penny stamps for particulurs of the Mento-Nerve
Strenethening Treatment, GUARANTEED CURE OR MONEY

REFUNSDED.— CODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, LTD. 543, Imperial
Buildings, Ludgate Circus, Lnndun_. E.C. 4.

MAGIC TRICKS, Etc.

VENTRILOQUIST'S INSTRUMENT, l"ﬂT]SlELL
Astonishes, Mystifies. Imitates DBirds, Deasts. Lol
17- (P.0.). Larger pels., 2/-, 6f-. —WONDER co.,

AIRGRAFT APPAENTICES
TO PARENTS OF WELL-EDUCATED BOYS:
WHY not take advantage of the
portunity which the ROYAL
AIR FORCE offers in accepting BOYS
between the ages of 15 and 163 years
as AIRCRAFT .zéxP'PREI\ITICES'5’h
(In the case of boys who are still attending
school, the age limit may be extended
to 17 years under certain conditions.)
It 1s essential that all candidates are
physically fit and of an educational

standard equivalent to that of a
Secondary or Technical School.

For full particulars regardng com-
petitive examinations, rates of pay, and
conditions of entry, wnte or call:—

Inspector of Recruiting,
Royal Air Force,
4, Henrietta Street,
Covent Garden,
London, W.C.2.

WORTH OF FOREIGN STAMPS FOR 3!’
50 auf. (Cat. valug 5 6), from Barheados, Paraguay, Balvador,
Malay, Guatemals, (oll Coast, Nigeria, ete. — H. HOMER

5/6

Bulenria,

Centre J?_-u:l:iinﬁs. LYE, Etuurhnﬂge.

horn, extra lpnd suundhnn MAssSive cal cas.
and 40 tunes. 200 Model 89,6 cash Lo n-n-ur:l o
E==y huyers. Carriage paill]ﬂ' Dags® Trial, 5 ekl
lunes worth &5/ FREE with Oak Table Granu
Fortable pnd Mahogany Floor Cabinet made;-
HALF SMTOFP PRICES

Mead i s .,
HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success. Let the Girvan System increase
vour height. Wonderful results. .Send P.C. for par-
tieulurs and our £100 guarantee to Enquiry Dept,,
AM.P., 17, Stroud.Green Road, London, N. 4.

IDDON'T EEXE EULILIED

special offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS from

ey my Complete Course on JUJITSU for four pennjr
% ctamps, or a Large [lus. Portion of Course for P.O

' _5/6. Jujitsu is the hest and simplest nnenca

of self-defence and attack ever invented.

pi ol Learn to take care of yvourself under ALL

== pcircumstances. SEND NOW. (lst. 20 veurs.)
“‘.E'I\.‘Wﬂ.ﬂﬂ ** (Lept. A P.}, 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlessx,

MAGIG TRICKS,

Pricetd. each, 4lorl/-.—"F. W

ete. — "arcels, 2/8, 6/6. Ventrilogulst's
II'IHII'TII!ITILHL invisible. lImitale Lirds.
Harrison, 239, Pentonville Bd., London, N1,

friars slides =enr to you for 172, Nothing more to pay unless yon ars
CBend now.—A. CRISP, 51, Stourbridge Hd.,

~YOURS for

%%, This nandaome full-sized Gant's Laver Walch
. gent upon receipt of 8d.  After approval
gond 1= more, the lalanes may then be
prid by & monthly instalments of
2. ppch. Guarantesd 5 years. Chain
Freo with every wateh. Ladies” orp
il Gent's Wrlss  Wakchea In stock g
Cash raturned in Ml iF dissatisfod, E.,;:d Eﬁﬁ;u‘hm

SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON) Ltd. (Dept. 122)
84, Queen's Road, Erighton, Sussex.

BILL‘E‘ BEUNTER LANTEEREMN SLIDES.—The whole serina of (Qrey-

delighted. Kiddaerminster,

D

CHAIMN

FREE
I CHOOSE 40 STAWPS, 6% ot/ sz

B. L. CORTN, 10, Wave Qrest, “’HII‘S’I‘;‘LBIL EEKT.

g t., WESTON-SUPER-MARE, ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
3, Qeorge ?Hm"m e NN PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPTR.
ww&pﬂﬂ% 23-2-24
-ﬁ‘. MAGAZINE %)
.\ FAESIM[LE"E
'-_,,_"' Hrwlr'“"'!'



