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See Page 19, Boys!
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2 BE SURE TO READ NEXT WEEK'S CHAT, BOYS!
W e E--i'-w?ﬁ-'i'-;-firai'us;ub*'b—’ i PP e PR

{ TO AND FROM YOUR EDITOR!
L e o e S C SRR S S L
YOUR EDITOR'S LATEST FREE GIFT!
Fﬂ'll the benefit of those of my readers who missed the speciul

Reduce House-
hold Expenses||

“THE AMATREUR MECHANIC ** Is proving oser and over agaln
that expenses can be cut down, amd that withoot any prt:fﬂn
experfence you can by its help start at once to make or repair
any article in the household. The t point about this book
ia that it teaches you how to do each job properly and sot in a
T i B0k Dane e M Tia a1 e leatty e piaiad {hat
. Om o
matter what job you tackle, E e

Over 165,000 Heuseholders have bought
AMATEUR
MECHANIC

The following letters are typical of bundrede on our files:—

Mr. T. MOOGGERIDGE, Blackpitts, writes:

“1 am sure I saved over L20 doing up & cottage T bought
cheaply by using the instructions in *THE AMATEUR
MECHANRYIC," It !s the greatest book I ever saw, because
it tells you everyihing in & way that anyone could understand.”

Mr. J.“ g SHEEHAW, of Blackpool, says:
x-Bervice men bneed mBo longer be unemploved—' THR
AMATEUR MPECHANICO® solves the pmhlem.p ";Iu not ba

ﬂur own masterf ‘THE AMATEUR MECHANIC® (ells you
w to do it.”

REPAIR, RENOVATE, OVERHAUL,
PAINT, POLISH, RESTORE.

announcement ion our last issue 1 take this opportunity of
bringing to their notice the good news. And good news it
15; uothing less than a presentation of twelve superb photo-
gravure plates featuring the absolute latest types of craft at
present om the Active List in the Roval Navy., What do you think
of that, boys?
OUR FIQGHTING FLEKT!

Now's your chance to get to close quarters, as it were, with
these wonderful guardians of our shores. Each plate, which by
the way, is 9} ims. by 6f ims., i3 a picture in itself well wort!
framing. The finest photograpbs have been secured, showing th-
ditferent types of ships at their best advantage from a pictorial
point of view, How many of you, for instasce, know what =
monitor looks like? How many of you are familiar with the hors.
power capacity of the giant engines that speed these walls of
steel through the oeean? Again, how many of you know the
numhber of guns our battlechips carry, their range, bore. etc
These tit-bite of information sre all econtained in our aplendi.
series of photogravure plates, -

DON'T QET LEFT!

I want all my loyal chums to make certain of obtaining thi-
magnificent series by ordering their * Magnet ' regularly and
good time. You can see for yourselves that this WONDERFU |
FREE OFFER will catch on in quarters where, for many monti
in the year, the ““ Magnet * Library does not penetrate. That -
all to the good from Your Editor's point of view, for it will mear
many additional thounsands of readers to the banner of the o©
paper which has held ita head sg high in these days of compet
tion. Boys who suddenly desire to “bag ¥ these photo-plates w
naturally ¢enough read the brilliant stories in the “ Magnet ™ ar
wonder why they neéver read them before. As I said before that -
all to the good. But Your Editor is concerned about his loy-
chums who have stood by him all these years. They must not, t-
quote Fisher T. Fish, *“get left.” When the rush for thes
gorgeous photogravure plates takes place I want to feel assure
that regular readers have benefited by this GRAND FREE GIFT
Hhﬂw 1 have given you the tip in advance it's up to you, m:
chums.

THE DATE!

That's what you are all dying to know. Well, boys, that piec-
of information will be *let loose ™ in next Monday's * Magpet
Be sure and order your copy early.

How to make and fix roller blinda
—paipt and paper & rcom-—IJay oar-
peta—repdir a wire matiress—
overhaul a molor-eycle or pedal-

cyole — re-tyre and renovate A
perambulator — make and Install
el —re-upholater
peilees, vany-chairs, etoc.—tnne or:

&, wireless

r & piano — #ole, heel, and
patch bogts — make or repair a
eamiera—mend waler taps—make
& pair o! boots—repalr and reno-
‘l'ﬂ.l.ﬁ sewing machines—mend any
kind of lock — ciean and repair
cloeks and watches—make or re-
palr & gramophons — install elee-
tric belln — How to cure damp
walls, ledky roofs, and smoky
chimneyg—How to make garden
framee, garden farniture, and

arden paths—How (o mend win-

owa, and to make, mend, and
strengthen locks amd bolte — To
chean, overhaul, and repair mptors
amd mwolor-creles=Lo install wire
leam  telegrarhy, electric light
ete. — To work in evary kin of
- metal—To eich on brass—To bwild
a boat or capnoe — To paint. and
paper & room—To sole amd heel
and pakch bools 'and shoes — To
make & pair of band-sewn Bboots—

|

To make houosehold furpitdre—Te
reseat chairs—To upholater sofas,
elg,—To install & spealing tubs—
To ckan a store — To repair
bieyclesn — To work in metal — To
repair water taps—To warnish =
violln — To repair the piano — To
make & padded chalr from an ald
cask—To sinfl fura—To atufl and
mount birds — Wood iplaying —
To prepare working drawings—To
renovate x grapdiather's olowk—
To make garden arbours, arshes,
seats, summer-bouses, eote. — To
use metal-drilling tools—To remo-
vale mirrors—To mend china--To
do fretwork — To lime-white
pouliry-bouses — To do gold and
gilver-plating—To clean & watch—
To mend keylesa watch and ordi-
RAFY watches—To distemper oeil-
Ings and walls—Te maks piciure-
frames — Curtain fittlng — Meatal
castings—To clean boilers—To fix
an anthracite stove — To re-gild
and restore plclure-frames—How
o use spanners — To make doors
and windows drauvght-proof — To
paint walle—To do nickel-plating—
To cure noises In hot water pipes
— India and hlue varpishes — To
make plaster casts, eic., eto,

Over 400 Home Jobs You Can
Do Yourself and Save Money

i

Tear off ond post

skilled in the art of telling a football story.

—-—

QRAND NEW SERIES OF FOOTER STORIES!

That's the second item of news I have to deal with this weel
At great trouble and expense I have secured the services o
Walter Edwards, than whom there 18 no living writer maor:
I have read the firs:
half-dozen stories of this coming series, and, without hesitation, '
say that they will rank as the filnest sporting yarns that has
ever appeared in these pages. Mr. Edwards tells of the uph:
fight a certain professional team experiences chiefly on accourn-
of the fart that the managing direetor of the club—a pompou-
newly-ereated baronet—insists upon running the club's affairs H!-
wa¥. That his way is the wrong way goes without saying. Lor-
out for No. 1 of the series, hoys.

£8 BICYCLES!

A page 24 will be found the pame and address of the prize
winner in our Frank Nugent Charncters Competition. To th

+ Magnet ¥ chum goes a ripping ** Royal Enfield ¥ Bicyele listec
at £8 The beauty of this competition, boys, lies in the fact thsa-
it ia a ONE WEEK affair. No waiting for umpteen weeks, collee:
ing counpons, ete.  All vou have to do is to fill in the coupon ar

post it. Your part of the conteat is finished then. Hemember-
A ROYAL ENFIELD BICYCULE 1S GIVEN AWAY EVERKY
WEEK! Fill up the coupou on page 19 now.

“THE MYSTERY WRECK!"

Now we come to the splendid programme for next week., T
commence with there iz, of course, a grand, long complete stor
of Harry Wharton & Co. In this yarn Dick Penfold astonishe-

FREE

SEND FOR
BOOKLET
GIVING FULL
PARTICULARS
TO-BAT. Abpatee > =

THE MagseT Lipmary.—No. 871.

Te the WAVERLEY BOO
(Mag. &. naptﬁ. Co., LTB.

24, 'ﬂ'l’w Street, Londen, E.
Flease send me, witheut charge n!r Ehfb

gation, Jyour Fres Il

contain} ali uwlur":.:r:ﬂn :EF?EE
AMIO ' : alsa in-

formation as 1o your offer

Complete Work at oxnce 1’-:n:!*‘l n"ﬁ.rtrill;

:.:1: bj'] mlnﬂl‘l “":Inhllt:;ﬂhﬂ.m s

_ motthly nta, i
thirly days sfter delivery of Work:© " oF |

j “ FOUR AGAINST THE WORLD!"™

There is another trenehant instalment of this superb serial fo-
next Moaday. As it eomitains a great surprise worked up o7
7 ‘ Hedly Scott's inimitable fashion I will leave it to that celebrate
anthor to unfold in his own fashion. If any * Magnetite * mi==s-
this next instalment he will feel like kicking himself afterward-
It's the real goods!

the natives by winning a money prize in a photographic compet
tion. But that's only the beginning of the story. What reall:
concerns us is the winning snapshot. It shows the derelict hulv
of a’ railing vessel which has been *“piled up ™ on the sands a:
Pegg for mapy years. There is something *mysterious ahout th:
old vessel that appeals to the Famous Five. They investigate an
—what they discowver you will learn next week. Be gure ane
read this story, boys,
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A REAL POPPER !

man.,
gentleman.

for Gerald of that ilk loses no time in getling on the wrong side of Harry Wharton & Co.
Five male the acqguainlance of ——
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Pon's New Pal !

6é H dear!”
O Billvy Bunter, of the Remove

Form at Greyfriars, halted as

he gave vent to that dismayed
exclamation. Hiz young brother Sammy,
of the Second Form, also halted and
echoed Billy's dismal ejaculation.

“Oh dear!”

“It's that beast Ponsonby, of High-
cliffe,” groaned Billy. “Oh dear! What
shall we do, Sammy "

“The beasts haven't seen us vet,”
squeaked Bunter minor tremulously.
“ Hide in the hedge—qguick, Billy !

Without waiting for his elder brother's
approval of the expedient, Saminy
Bunter dived for the shelter of a thorn-
bush in the hedge bottom,

For a brief instant Billy hesitated in
terrified indecision, and then he, too,
dived for shelter,

Two minutes laier both Bunter major
and DBunter minor had good cause to
regret their choice of a hiding place.

Four wyouths came sauntering along
the Redclyffe Road. Four extremely
elegant youths, three of whom wore
Highcliffe caps. The fourth was a com-
plele stranger to the Greyfriars juniors.

But the three Highcliffe juniors they
knew only too well. They were Pon-
sonby, Vavasour, and Monson, three of
the biggest cads and bullies at High-
¢liffe School, and the Bunter Brothers

knew what to expect if they fell into ]

their clutches.

Pufing neghgently at their cigarettes,
the four elegant vouths strolled on until
they came abreast of the Bunter
brothers’ hiding-place, and then Pon-
sonby, Vavasour, and Monson made a
filving leap for ihe thorn-bush,

There came a yell of surprise from
Billy Bunter, and a terrihied squeak
from Sammy, as the clutehbes of the
Highcliffe “nuts " fell upon them, and

they were dragged, struggling, into the S the Bunlers.

roadway.

Quite obviously, thev had been seen,
affer all !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Highcliffe juniors roared at the
expressions of alarm and surprise on the
fat faces of their captives.

“Thought we hadn’t spotted vou, eh 1"
chortled ('ecil Ponsonby, eveing his hap-
less  victims gloatingly. “ Dash it all,
this is a bit of luck, and no mistake, 1
was just feeling bored to death, and
yvou've just turned up in time to supply
a bit of badly-needed entertainment, my
fat tulips !

“Yes, rather!” chuckled Monson.

“Oh, absolutely !” agreed Vavasour,

The strange vouth, who, unlike his
companions, was attired in a neat lounge
suit and elegant hat, eyed the Bunter
brothers with a supercilions sneer on his
somewhat blotchy and pimply features.

“Oh, gad!” he ejaculated, “ Pon,

old bean, who the thunder are these
awiul freaks?"

“I've told you all about Greyfriars,
haven't 1, Gerald?” grinned Ponsonby.
“I've told you we're up against the cads,
and vou said you'd like to chip in with
us against them.”

“0Oh, rather! But dash it all—"

“Well, here’s vour chance,” grinned
Ponsonby, twisting his eveglass into his
eye, and regarding the shivering Bunter
brothers retectively. *“ These fat beau-
tics are Greylriara chaps, and they're
goin’' to supply us with a hitle enter-
tainment,”

The boy addressed as (ierald grunted,

“Not much sport in ragging these
beastly fat duffers, anvhow !"” Le said
with a sniff. “Why, they're simply
shivering with funk! Can't vou dashed
well find better specimens than these
to tackle, Pon?"

Ponsonby coloured a trifle. The plain
truth was that Ponsonby & Co. were too
cowardly io tackle anyone but funks like

|

s,

Sir Hilton Popper is a man of big ideas, a wounld-be monarch-of-all-he-surveys kind of gentle-
Needless to say, the cheery chums of the Greyfriars Remove dom’t quite see eye to ege with the dear old

Indeed, they refer to him as that ** peppery old fossil.”’ All Poppers are made alike, it wonld appear,

Read how the Faomons

A Magnificent, New,
l.ong Complete Story of
Harry Wharton & Co.,
of Greyfriars, intro-
ducing Gerald Popper.

By FAMOUS

FRANK RICHARDS.

But he did not explain
that fact to his friend.

“Oh, yes!” he exclaimed with a laugh.
“But these fat freaks supply the most
fun, old chap. Noew, who's got a brain-
wave 1" '

“ Better get 'em into the wood,” sug-
gested Monson, glancing up and down
the road. “Some of these Greyfriars
cads may happen along at any moment.”

“Good wheere!” grinned Ponsonby.
“Come along, old fat freaks!”

“Yarrough!  Ow! Leggo,
beasts !™

Billy Bunter howled fiendishly as Pon-
sonby grabbed a fat car, and started to
lead him towards the trees lining the
auiet road. Sammy did likewise as
Monson tock a firm grasp on his collar,
and helped him along with frequent
applications of his boot.

They crossed the diteh, and negotiat-
ing the thin hedge, passing through into
the woods beyvond.

Those woods belonged to the DPopper
Court Kstate, and were private pro-
perty. Ponsonby hesitated, and looked
at the dandified vouth called CGerald.

“We're trespassing here, of conrse”
he grinned. * But I suppose it'll be all
serene, as vou're with us, Gerald ?"

“Oh, ves, rather!” said Gerald care-
lessly. ** My uncle iold me I could take
my pals anywhere, All serene, of
course !

“0Oh, good!"

Ponsonby went on, dragging the hap-

you

less Bunter with him, and the rest
followed, poor Bammy Bunter openly
blubbing. They soon found that the

more they struggled and yelled the more
their tormentors twisted and kicked, and
they soon stopped struggling.

Deeper into the brown woods DPon-
sonby led the way, and then he stopped
in a little clearing through which curled
a woodland path, thickly carpeted with
dead leaves,

Trg Maaxer Lisrary.—No. 87L
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“I don’t gquite sce this game,” re-
marked Gerald Popper—{for that was
his name—with a slight sneer. * What
are you going to do with these fat mer-
chants 7"

“You'll see presently,” chuckled Pon-
sonby wickedly, “ You'll see some fun,
old chap. I've got a wheeze. We'll
make the beggars dance to our tune,
Who's got some string or cord 7"

Vavasour had, end he produced it.

“Good!" grinned Ponsonby. “ Now
tie the fat toads back to back, Then
we'll cut some switches and make ‘em
dance.” _

”Hﬂ-, hﬂ.,. llﬂ.,!”

.The suggestion evidently met with the
approval of Ponsonby's chums., They
laughed, and advanced to carry out their
leader’s orders.

But it didn't meet with the approval
of the hapless Bunter hrothers, and they
howled with fear. They were still howl-
ing and struggling in the grip of the
Highcliffe cads when an unexpected in-
terruption occurred.

Down the woodland pathway came
three graceful, girlish figures, wearing
the: Chff "House Girls’ School colours
round their hat-bands,

They were Marjoriec: Hazeldene, Clara
Trevlyn, and Phyllis Howell, the girl-
chums of the Famous Five of Greyiriars,
As they sighted the scene in the clearing
they stopped. Then one of them—
Clara Trevlyn—ran. forward, her face
flushing with indignation.

“Stop!” she “cried clearly.
you cowards !

“Oh, gad!” gasped Ponsonby.

The sight of the ClLff House girls in
the forbidden woods of Popper (ourt
was 50 unexpected that the Higheliffe
cads were staggered, _

“So you ark up to your bullying games
again, Ponsonby 7" exclaimed Clara
Trevlyn  scornfully. “Aren't  you
ashamed of yourself? Let them go at
onee !

“ Look—look here!” stammered Pon-
sonby, his face scarlet. “Look here,
Miss Trevlyn, this is no concern of
yours,”

“Let those boys got at once ! snapped
Miss Clara imperiously.

Ponsonby's face darkened. It was not
the first time the cads of Higheliffe had
come “up against” the girls of CLff
House in similar cireumstances, and the
look of scorn and disgust on the girls’
faces now made Ponsonby  inwardly
fume with helpless yage. A faint grin
on Gerald Popper's face did not add to
the dandy’s comfort, either.

“1I shall do nothing of the sort!” he
said furiously. “Will you mind your
own business?"’

Mise Clara flushed al the insolence.

“It's the duty of all decent persons to
put a stop Lo bullying when tﬁay can,”

“ RBtop,

she retorted calmly. “You are a
coward, Ponsonby!  You dare not try
bullyving tricks on boys like

onr
{'ﬂlﬂl‘tﬂl‘l. You always vent your spite
and hatred on boys like Bunter—who
cannot defend himself,"

ii-I_I_I_Il‘

“You're still holding Bunter's ear!”
said Miss Clara sharply. “Will you let
him go? If you don't T will make
you l"

“ Wha-at 1"

“Make him let vs go, Miss Clara!”
wailed Bunter. “He's hurting me——
Yarrough!”

Bunter's voice ended in a shrill yelp
of pain as Ponsonby gave his ear a sly,
vicious twist.  AMids Clara Trevlyn's
face flushed, and her eyes gleamed.

“T said I'd make you, and T will,
FPonsonby !” she snapped.

THE MagNET LIBRARY.—No. 871,
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And, stepping ewiftly forward, she
slapped the Higheliffe leader across the
cheek,

Smack !

“Oh, Clara!” murmured Miss Mar-
jorie, not a little scandalised,

There was a silence. Pansonby had
staggered back, and had released s grip
of Hilly Bunter in sheer astonishment.
In a flash Bunter was away, boltin
from the clearing like a frightimeﬁ
rabbit.

He wae followed an instant. later by
Sammy.  Vavasour had been holding
him, but he had let him go quickly
enough then. He had no intention of
sharing Ponsonby's fate at the hands of
the warlike Miss Clara,

That somewhat autocralic young lady
was facing the enraged Ponsonby., Her
face was a little flushed, but she was
quite calm and collected.

“You—you—youn——"

Ponsonby stuttered, and stopped, his
eyes flaming with passion. He scem
to be on the point of losing all contrel,
when at this juncture Gerald Popper
gripped his arm,

The baronet’s nephew was looking not
a little unecasy,

“Hold on, Pon, wyou idiot!”
snapped. * Let me deal with this.”
turned, a trifle insolently, to the girls,
“I don’t know who you happen to be,”
he said churlishly, “but you're trespas-
sing here; these woods are private.”

- *“Oh, indeed!”
haughtily. “ And may T ask how it

concerns you whether we're trespassing
l;f”'

he

“It concerns me because I happen to
be Bir Hilton Popper's nephew,” was
the lofty reply.

Miss Clara laughed.

“Oh, really!” she said. “I might
have guessed it, you know. You're just
like him !”

“Eh? Why i

“1 mean you're just as crusty and
mean and bouncing as your uncle,"” ex-
plained Clara coolly. * Anyhow, &s it
happens, we're not trespassing—at least,
I hope not. You see, we're going to
a gamekeeper's
throngh the wood there. This path is
used by tradespeople and others to get
to the cottage. It isn’t trespassing, is
it? Come along, girls!”

She started forward, followed by her
somewhat scared chums, and Monson
and Vavasour fairly leaped out of their
way. They reached a plank that did
du‘ijy as a bridge across a stagnant. pool,
and, crossing it, vanished through the
trees.

“DBy gad!” ejaculated Gerald Popper
staring after them with flushed an
furious face. “ What a litile epitfire !

" Bpitfire!” choked Ponsonby, “I—
I'll pay her back for this, by It

] . ad!
1sn’t the first time shé's irﬂateﬁ me like’

this. By gad!”
Ponsonby
ng eyes at the plank bridge,

“I've got it!” he breathed. “71 see
a way to pay those dashed girls out—a
thundering good way! ome on!

They'll have to come back this way,:

and——"

" But—but "

Ponsonby did not wail to finieh. He
hurried through the trees towards the
green, slimy pool.  His chums
following him, "
suddenly halted.

“Ialf a sec!” he
my stick behind.”

said. “I've left

He hurried back into the clearing, and

barely ‘a minute later his chums heard
l:hj'ell of trinmphant glee from behind
L4711

“T've got him! Quick, you fellows!™

He

retorted Mies Clara

cottage—Robinson's—

aused, staring with glitter-

were.
when Gerald Popper

Wonderingly, Ponsonby & Co. ran
back through the leafless trees, They
found Gerald Popper standing in the
clearing, a grin on his face. In one
hand he held a rgold-mounted walking-
cane, and in the other he gripped the
collar of a squirming, yelling, fat youth.

It was Billy Bunter.

“Oh, go egg !” ejaculated Pon-
sonby, in dﬂiith-. “Quick, you chaps!
The other little sweep can't be far away.
Hunt for him !

“Yes, rather!”

Monson and Vavasour rushed away in
search of Sa Bunter. Ponsonby
grinned at the hapless Billy, a cruel
gleam in his eve,

“ 8o you've come back, Billy !" he said

blandly. * Now, that was kind of you!”
“I—I—— Lemme go!” gasped
Bunter. * P-pup-please let me go!”
“What did you come back for?”
grinned Ponsonby, staring.
“I bad to!” groaned Bunter, o |

dropped Loder's watch somewhere here.
It was a beastly cheap thing—only a
blessed silver turnip, it. was, He sent
me to fetch it from the watch-repairer’'s
in Friardale. But Loder’s a beast!
He'll half kill me if 1 go back without
it! Oh dear!”

“Have you found it, Billy”’
Poneonby, highly entertainec{
Billy Bunter shook his head, and
groaned again, He knew that Pon-
sonby’s interest in the watch was merely
banter—that he was playing with him.
He bitterly rﬂgrettqcf his rashness in
returning for the lost watch now,
“Nunno!” he mumbled. “P-pup-
lease let me look for it, Ponsonby !

mme go!”

“Oh, let the dashed little freak go,

grinned

Pon!” sniffed Gerald, as if he regretted

having captured him now.

“Not muech!"” iritted Ponsonby, with
sudden anger, as he stroked his still red
ﬂhﬁ-&k “This little ;‘lnt ot me}ihir-;
and he's going to pay the piper. T'll
Hallo! Oh, good! Tha:,l?‘ve got his
dashed brother, too!™

They had. Monson and Vavasour
entered the clearing, dragging the
squealing Sammy Bunter with them.
Evidently Sammy had been waiting
somewhere near for Billy —to his obvious
regret now !

“Tie 'em up snapped Ponsonby.
“We'll get our own back out of those
dashed girle later—they’ll hardly be
coming back yet, anyhow. That cord,
Vassy, old man.”

Vavasour produced the cord, and, sup-
plemented with handkerchiefs and
scarves, Sammy and Billy were tied back
to back, with their hands secured, but
their legs free,

When this: was done the Higheliffe

| ¥#
L

nutis cut ewitches from a near-by thicket,

while the luckless fat brothers walched
preparations in trembling fear,

“Now we're ready!” pgrinned Pon-
sonby. “You two fat worms simply
gim.mf, and we'll play the tume. This
15 1!

Ile gave the fat legs of Billy and
Sammy a sudden lash with his switch,
and ljia hapless victims danced—they
simply had to. And as they danced
they yelled—fiendishly.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
To the Rescue !

‘“ ARROUGH '™
i " Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
; “Yarrough! Ow! Yooop!
Stoppit, you beasts! Oh dear!
!

Help! Yarrough
* Harry Wharton & Co. of the Remove
at Greyfriars stopped and looked at each
other in alarm.
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They were quite startled. They were
just strolling along the Redelyfle Road
towards Greviriars, in the dusk of early
evening, when quite abruptly the quiet-
ness was shattered by sundry distant
howls of pain and wails of woe,

“Comes from the woods,” remarked
Frank Nugent, staring up at the trees
lining the roadway. “And it sounds
like Bunter's cheery tinkle.”

“And voung Sammy Bunter's, tool”
opinad Johnny Bull,

“In trouble, as usual,” added Bob
Cherry. “Well, they seem to enjoy
looking for trouble, s0, now they've
found it, let's leave 'em to 1it. FPity to
spoil their innocent ¢njoyment, bless
em M

Harry Wharton chuckled, but he shook
hiz head. .

““ Better investigate,” he said. “It
sounds like murder, at least, and we
don't want even the Bunters killed, you
know. Come on!"

The dismal sounds of discord were
casy to follow; and, climbing the bank,
the juniors dived into the woods and
pressed on until suddenly they emerged
into the clearing. e

They fairly gasped at the astonishing
sight that met their gaze.

[t was the Bunter brothers, of course,
and an extraordinary sight they looked.

Their clothes were dishevelled, their
hair ruffled, and their fat faces red with
rage and frantic exertion. They were
still tied back to back, and they were
dancing madly and desperately on the
carpet of dead leaves in the clearing.

And as they danced they yelled and
howled like savages at a war-dance, but
with greater reason.

“0Oh, my  hatl”
Vi harton.

Just for a fleeting moment he allowed
himself to grin at the extraordinary
sight ; he could not help grinning.

In the gloom of the brown woods, the
hapless Bunter brothers, dancing gro-
tesquely, like a great, fat, two-headed,

gasped  Harry

eight-limbed spider, would, as Bob
Cherry put it, have made an under-
taker's cat laugh,

But as the captain of the Remove
caught sight of the Highchiffe gang
hovering round the luckless dancers,

lashing their legs whenever they showed
siens of slacking, his face darkened and
his eyes gleamed.

As vet Ponsonby & Co. had not
sighted them. They were roaring with
luughter, and much too busy with their
own cruel task to observe the new-
COMers.

*0Oh, the cruel cads!™ breathed Harry
Wharton. “Go for 'em, you chaps!
DDon’t let one escape!"

“No fear!”

The Greyfriars juniors burst into the
clearing with a rush. They were hitting
oul right and left before Ponsonby &
(‘o. caught sight of them, and the
hilarious laughter of the bullies changed
abruptly to startled vells of pain,

The Bunters fairly shrieked
relief, and collapsed together in a gasp-
g, groaning heap.

Uver their prostrate forms the fight
waxed fast and furions. It was from
Ponsonby & Co. that the howls and yells
of pain came now.

“Wo quarter!” velled Harry Wharton,
his eves blazing with the light of battle.
“Teach the cads a leszon they won't
forget 1n a hurry !”

“Yes, rather !

""he Famous Five proceeded to do so
with a will.

As a general rule, Ponsonby & (o,
avoided scraps of any kind, They had
no stomach for fighting. Dut they had
o chance to do anvthing else now. The
angry and incensed Greyfriars fellows

with’

drove them round and round the clear-
ing, and gave them no chance to fly.

The clearing and woods resounded
with the tramp of feet, the thud of
blows, and sundry gasps and yells.

Ponsonby & (o. knew what to expect
if they failed to break clear, and their
only reason for putting up such a resist-
ance against the odds was to try fto
break clear.

But it was a hopelesz task for Pon-
sonby & Co. They were not fighting
men, and soon all three were down,
with Greyfriars juniors sitting on their
chests.

But Gerald Popper did not go down
so quickly. He was evidently built of
sterner stuff than Ponsonby & Co. By
sheer chance Harry Wharton had found
himself pitted against him, and, though
he hadn't the faintest idea who the
stranger wag, Harry went “for him ™
with a will.

Champion fighter as he was, however,
Harry very soon found that he had his
hands full—to his great surprise.

From the stranger's appearance—his
blotehy, unhealthy-looking skin—he had
supposed his opponent to be neither in
good condition nor handy with his fists,

But, though obviously in bad condi-
tion, indicated by his panting breath,
(Gerald Popper knew how to use his
fists, and from their seats on the pros-
trate forms of Ponsonby & Co., Harry's
chums watched the fight with interest.

“Well, he's got pluck,
grinned Bob Cherry., *“Go it, Harry,
old top! He's getting winded.”

There was little doubt about that.
Gasping and panting hoarsely, Gerald

A =i
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anyhow !" 1

Popper staggered about, his guard low
now, his blows wavering and uncertain,
A hefty drive from Harry Wharton's
fist laid him low at last, and this time
he stayed down. The fight was over.

With arms outstretched and chest
heaving, he lay flat on his back, and his
eves ghnted up with malice as he glared
up at Harry Wharton,

Harry stood waiting for a moment or
two., and then he stooped and lield out
his hand.

“You put up a thundering good scrap,
anvhow,” he said, with generous good-
nature. “ You've put those- Highcliffe

als of yours to shame. Here, let me
El"l[l you up.”

Gerald Popper's eves glittered.

“Get out!” he panted huskily. “ Lei
me alone, hang you! I-—d'll pay you
back for this, you howling cad! Clear
out of these woods !”

Harry shrugged his shoulders, and
picked up his jacket.

“What about these merchants,

Harry 7" Bob asked, glowering at Pon-
sonby., “I vote we put the bullying
rotters through the hoop for this,”

“Oh, let the cads go now!” snapped
Harry, 1n disgust, his lips curling as he
glanced at Ponsonby's battered, vicious
features., “Thev've had a sound lick-
ing, and I [faney it’]]l be a lesson to 'em
for a bit, Let's get out of this.”

Somewhat - reluctantly, Harry's chums
oheved. They felt that the cads
deserved far more than they bad gol.
They allowed the Higheliffe juniors to
get up, and Bob Cherry started to cut
the wretched Dunter hrothers loose,
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““ Now we're ready ! ' grinned Ponsonby.
and we’ll play the tune ! This is'it ! ** He gave the two juniors a lash with his
switch, and the hapless victims danced. And as they danced they yelled :

ooooh !. Ow ! Stoppit, you beasts | Groooogh ! ** (See Chapter 1.)

“ You two fat worms simply dance

** Yarr-

_—]
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6 | HAVE YOU TRIED TO WIN ONE OF OUR BICYCLES ?

Billy Bunter was fairly spluttering
with wrath and disgust. oo

“I say, you fellows,” he snorted indig-
nantly, “you’re not going to let the
beasts off, are you1”

“You (i.l‘jl' up, Billy !

“But I'm aching all over!” hooted
Bunter furiously. “My legs are cut to
ribbans. Look here, Bob Cherry, just
you hold old Pon while I kick the awful

i ﬂﬁ_t !-H

“Ha, ha, ha!” |

“You'll do nothing of the sort, Billy!”
grinned Harry Wharton. “But what
started the rumpus ?”

“It wasn't our faunlt,” grumbled
Bunter. “We were just walking quietly
home, and these beasts collared us. They
dragged us.into the wood, and started to
bully us, just for nothing.”

Harry Wharton nodded. He did not
question Bunter's story—for once. He
knew that Ponsonby & Co. were quite
capable of such senseless, caddish work.
They would do it just out of sheer love
of bullying and hatred of all Greyfriars’
fellows,

He turned and looked at Ponsonby
again.

“¥You rotter, Pon!” he said, eyeing
Ponsonby’s savage face scornfully,
“This is not the first time we've caught
vou bullying fellows like Bunter, ut
let this be the last. I warn yvou here and
niow !

“Hang you!"” hissed Ponsonby.

Harry was turning away, when Gerald
Popper stepped forward and faced him,
his bruised features red with rage.

“Just & minute, you cads!” he hissed
through clenched teeth. *TI've some-
thing to say yet.”

——t

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
More Trouble !

ARRY WHARTON faced Gerald
H Popper ealmly,

“Well ¥ he asked

“What is it%"

“You've licked me once—"

“And I'll lick you again if I ever
catch you bullying a Greyfriars kid1”
snap Harry, eyeing his new enemy
steachly. " Got that?”

“Hang you, and hang Greyfriars!”
snarled -the ill-favoured youth bitterly.
“You think you've finished with me—
but you haven't. Do you know who 1
am "

“I don’t know. 1 don’t want to know,
and I don't care !

“I'll make you care, though!” was
the savage retort. “My name’s Popper,
and my uncle’s Sir Hilton .P-:-Pper, a
governor of your dashed school.’

“Blow your giddy uncle!” said Bob
Cherry sweetly, "f:‘[;,r hat! So you're
ahg;i:r.;ldy nephew of that crusty old buffer,
eh

There was a chuckle, and Gerald
Popper fairly shook with rage. He had
evidently expected the juniors to tremble
at the very name of the august baronet
who was his uncle, and a governor of
Greyfriars.

But they didn't—far from it!

“You—you insolent cads!” he hissed
furiously. * You'll be sorry for saying
that.
Aogged and expelled |

wi G‘m !TJ

“¥You fools! Don’t you understand?
My uncle’s Sir Hilton Popper, who owns
these woods—who owns Popper Court.
I suppose you don't know you are tres-
passing, now, hang you?”

“o hon!™ o

“You—you cads!” spluttered young
Popper. almost beside himself with rage,
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coolly.

I'll tell my uncle—I'll get you

“T'l report you—I'll get your names
from Ponsonby! ¥ou know 'em, Pon?”

“Yes!" hissed Ponsonby viciously.
“I know them !”

“0Oh, absclutely, Gerald!"” added the
parrot-like Vavasour.

“You hear thati” pgritted Gerald
I;Iuppei-. “You—you'll hear more of
thig ™

Harry Wharton langhed cheerfully.

“You can go and masticate coke,
young Popper!"” he said. “And you
can tell your blessed unele to do likewise,
old fruit!”

And with that Harry led his chums
away—all of them grinning. Apparently
the threats of Gerald Popper did not dis:
turb them in the least.

“So that’s Sir Hilton’s iddy
nephew !” remarked Johnny Buﬁ, as
they tramped away. *“ Beauty, isn’t he?
I heard the old chap had a nephew stay-
ing with him,”

“Well, we’'ve been introduced to him
now,” chuckled Bob Cherry. ‘‘ My hat!
Wonder how he got pally with old Pon
and his pals?”

“Don't ask me!” grunted
“ Birds of a feather, I suppose 1"

“Think he'll report usi?”
Nugent.

“I don't think so,” said Harry, after a
moment’'s reflection. ** And if he does,
we've got a good reason for having gone
into the woods, anyhow. 1 fancy, though,
that Pon won't let him peach. Even
Pon can’t want the yarn made public.
What's up, old lard-tub §”

Billy Bunter, who was trotting along
with his young brother just in front,
stopped sudden]y.

“Oh dear!” he groaned. “That
blessed watch ! T say, you fellows, you'll
have to come back with me!"”

LT Eh?!!

“ What's the matter, Bunter?"” asked

Harry.
asked

Harry. ;
“Loder's watch!” groaned Billy
Bunter. “That's what T went back for

the second time when those beasts col-
lared me. Oh dear! It dropped. out of
my pocket when I was struggling—just
before those girls turned up!”

“Girls 1

11 Eh '!-1'

“ Whatter ?* ejaculated Harry
Wharton blankly. “*What the thump
d’you mean, Bunter? What girls?”

“You didn’t give me the chance to
explain everything,” grumbled Bunter.
It was Miss Clara, Miss Marjorie, and
Mise Phyllis. They think no end of me,

'}?Tk“nw.'ll

“You fat ass—"

“Oh, really, Cherry!” stuttered
Bunter. *“It's true, you know. They

must like me, or they wouldn’t have
come to my rescue like they did. Miss
Clara fairly knocked old Ponsonby spin-
ning. He, he, he! You should have—
Ow! Leggo, Cherry, you beast!”

“You fat idiot, what are you gassing
about,” snapped Bob Cherry, still hold-
ing Bunter’s ear. ‘“Explain, or I'll
burst you, you fat frog!”

“Aren't I  explaining®”  hooted
Bunter. “They were just tying us up
the first time when those girls cams
along and chipped in.”

He explained at length what had
taken place in the clearing, and Harrv
Wharton & Co. whistled, and eyed eacﬁ
other queerly.

“Well, my hat!”" breathed Wharton.
“Why the thunder didn't you tell us
this before, Biinter 7"’

“Wasn't 1 telling you—"

“Oh, dry up!” snorted Harry, his
face dark. “My hat, vou fellows! I
thundering well wish we had given thoge
cads something more now! You say

the girls have gone on through the
woods, Bunter ™

“Yes—to the gamekeeper's cottage,”
grunted Bunter. *“They had a basket
with them,"”

Harry nodded. He could guess what
the basket contained. He knew that
Miss ' Primrose encouraged her girls to
visit sick people, under certain circum-

stances; and he guessed their errand

now.

* Look here, you chaps, we'd better go
back,” he snapped, wrinkling his brows.
“If those cads meet the girls.again, and
get up to mischief——"

“It's getting dusk, too,” said Bob
Cherry flrimly. “We'll go!”

“My hat, yes!”

“1 say, you fellows, T was just geing
to suggest that,” said Billy Bunter.
“That beast Pon said something akout
getting his own back on the girls when
they were on their way back!”

“(Great Bcott!"™
“That settles it, then!" snapped
Harry Wharton. *‘Come on, you chaps !
You and young Sammy had better get

back home now !"

“Oh, really, Wharton! What about
that watch !

“Blow the watch!” snorted Bob
Cherry. “Let’s be off, Harry!”

" We'll look for the watch, Bunter,”
said Harry. * You are sure you dropped
it in the clearing 1"

“Yes, of course!”
“ You——"

“Right! Then cut off home, and
leave it to us! Come on, you fellows—
quick !

Billy and SBammy trotted away—Billy
grinning with relief. He was only tco
glad to fet away, and to shove the
responsibility of Loder’s lost watch on to
somebody else’s shoulders.

And the Famous Five started back the
way they had come at top speed, un-
hampered by the company of Billy and
Sammy Bunter. They felt they had not
finished yet.

“If those cads have dared to
tricks on those girls, I'll smas
to a jelly !” panted Bob Cherry.

“Let's hope we're in time to stop
them,” said Harry.

In a state of seething rage and
anxiety, the chums of the Remove raced
back to the clearing. They soon reached
it, and found it empty.

But as they stopped breathless, the
sound of a loud laugh from somewhere
ahead, through the trees, reached their
ears.

“That's Pon's laugh!” snapped
Harry. “Go carefully now, and we'll
see what the rotters are up to.”

The juniors pushed on, moving with
the quiet stealth of Red Indians on the
warpath. They soon came upon Pon-
sonby & Co.

Standing round the green-covered
woodland pool were Gerald Popper,
Monson and Vavasour, and they were
grinning. At one end of the little plank
bridge ﬁ’ummnby himself was stooping,
and he seemed to be attaching a long
length of creepers, twisted into a rope,
to one end of the plank.

Even as the juniors glimpsed the
scene, Ponsonby straightened himself
with a laugh. His eyes were gleaming.

“That’'s fixed 'em!” he chortled
“We'll teach those dashed girls a lesson.
Now, hide, you chaps. They can’t be
long now.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And, laughing, the cads of Highcliffe
ran to the shelter of some bushes, Pon-
sonby taking the other end of the rope
of creepers with him,

grunted Bunter.

lay any
them
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Stuck fast in the barbed wire of the fence, struggling frantically and yelling with fear, was & youngster of fourteen, or there-
abouts. ‘ Great Scott ! ** panted Harry Wharton, as he raced to the scene. *‘ Quick, Franky ! ** The alarmed juniors
went to the rescue with a rush. Heedless of burns, they tore at the boy’s clothing in an effort to release him, (See Chapter 6.)

“T don’t quite sce this game,” mut-
tered PBob Cherry, wrinkling his brows.
“What——"'

“Don’t vou see?” hissed Harry
Wharton, his face dark with wralth.
“They mean to watt until the girls

come along, and then they'll pull the
rope, and let them down into the pool,
(Oh, the dirty cadsl”

“Great pipl”

Bob Cherry gave a deep growl, and
clenched his big fists. DBut before any-
thing further could be said, or done, the
critical moment arrived abruptly.

There sounded girlish voices from the
disky depths of the gloomy woods, and
down the path the three CLffi House
girls came hurrying. _

They had reached the plank bridge
before the juniors realised it, but as
Miss ('lara’s foot touched the plank
Harry Wharton's startled voice rang
out :

“Look out, Miss Clara! Stop!
Then Harry yelled again to his chums:
“Collar the cads!”

It was not the time for ceremony, and
once again Harry's chums went inlo
action with a savage rush. They took
the Iigheliffie cads completely by sur-
prize, and all four went down yelling in
alarm.

Ilarry Wharton jumped to the plank
and wrenched away the creeper. Then
he turned and raised his cap to the
startled girls,

“ What—what—" _

% All serene now, Miss Clara,” he =aid,
Aushing as he met the girls’ astonished
looks, “ These cads were just going to
play a rotten trick on you.”

And without further ado Harry ran
to his chums’ assistance, :

But Bob Cherry and the re:st vequired
none,

Ponsonby & Co. had already had as
much fighting as they wanted, and they
ccarcely put up a strugegle. And DBob
and the others were in no mood to spare
them,

“In with them!” gasped Dob Cherry.
“Give them what they intended the giels

R

(]
to get !
“Hear, hear!”

Spla-h !

Bob Cherry grabbed the bewildered
Monson and fairly hurled him into the
stagnant  pond. He was followed
instantly by Vavasour and Ponsonby, in
turn. There was a bit of a stiff struggle
when 1t came to Gerald Popper's turn,
but against the odds he stood no chance,
and went hurtling with sprawling limbs
into the green morass,

Splash !

The pool was little more than a diich,
whose water was a few inches deep, but
what it lacked in water it more than
made ‘up for in mud and slime. And
Ponsonby and his luckless pals looked
shocking sights as they scrambled up on
hands and knee: and staggered ashore,
gasping,

All the glory of their elegant attire
had gone. They were dripping with
water, and slime, and festooned with
weeds.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The anger of the Greyviriars juniors
gave place to laughter at sight of them,
Yiven the startled girls could scarcely
refrain from laughing at the picture

thev Frewnted.
“Oh. dear!” gasped Miss Phyllis
Howell. “ What—what does this mean,

Harry Wharton?

“They intended something hke that to
happen to vou, Miss I"ﬁ}'“fﬂ,” said
Harry. becoming serious again, *The
cads had a rope fixed to the plank and
meant to pull it when you stepped on the
plank.”

be 0 1

“The
(‘lara.

“It's safe enough mow,” said Ilarry.
“Youn can come over.

The girls tripped lightly across the
plank bridge and joined the chums. By
this time the discomfited Ponsonby &
(o, were all ashore. They gave the
erinning Greyfriars juniors deadly looks,

Did they—"

horrid cads!” breathed Miss

and bolted from the scene. Evidently
thev had lind enough at last.
“Let them go,” said Harry., “1 fancy

the cads won't try their tricks again
after this.”
“How did you the plot,

discover

Harry ! asked Miss Clara, glancing al
the pool with a shudder. “What a
narrow escape we had!”

“I hardly think thev intended you to
get what they got,” smiled Harry.
“They meant to leave you stranded in
the middle so you would have to wade
out. It was a dirty trick, and I'm
thankful we were in fime to stop 1t, It
was Bunter who told us they were up to
something.”

As they walked along the path Harry
told how Bunter and his minor had
come to grief again, and the girls told
how they had rescued them in the frst
place., The juniors grinned as Miss
Clara told ow she had smacked
Ponsonby's face.

“Ponsonby's a brute!” snapped Misa
Clara. **And that horrid boy, Popper,
is as bad. He said we were trespassing;
but I don't see it. We've been this way
before. Mrs. Robinson, the keeper's
wife, used to be the housekeeper at CLif
House. She's ill now, and Miss Prim-
rose asked u:z to take her zome flowers
and fruit.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“I don’t fanecy they'll worry wvou
again,” he said. “If they do they'll
regret it, Miss Clara. Anyway, we'd
better escort vou to the road.”

The juniors escorted the girls to the
Rf}{!i‘l}'gfl‘ Road, and there they parted.
for it was not far to the girls' school
from there.

“We'd better be getting back, too”
«aid Harry, as the girls vanished up the
road, * It must be close on calling-over,
and Oh, my hat! What aboul
Loder's watch?*”

“Blow Loder's watch!” said Bob.

“ Blow it—ves !" grinned Harry. * Put
vou know what Loder 1s. He'll flay
Bunter alive if he doesn’t get it. Wo
can't let poor old Bunter down. Wa
promised him we'd see to it, and we'll
have to.”

“0Oh, dear!” .

The juniors did not relish the prospect
of entering the woods again—especially
as it was close on locking-up, and dusk,
But there seemed no help for it.

Ture Macver Lisrary.—No. 87l




8 KEEP AN EYE OPEN FOR THE START OF THE MAGNIFICENT —

A moment later they were treading
the woodland pathway again., They
soon reached the clearing, and were
about to search round for the unlucky
watch, when Harry gave a warning hiss,

To their ears came the sound of voices
and the tramp of feet amid the under-
growili. And before the juniors eould
hide, or think of hiding, several figures
entered the clearing in the deepening

dusk.

They were Gerald Popper and
Ponzonby & Co. And with them was a
tall, angular, aristocratic man, wearing
shooting-clothes and an eyeglass.

It was Sir IHilton Popper, Gerald
Popper’s uncle, and a governor of Grey-
friars School,

“Oh, my
Wharton.

The adventures of Harry Wharton &
Co. were not over vet for that evening.

hat!” groaned Harry

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Captured !

ERALD Popper was the first to
sight of the juniors, and he gave
a vell.
“There they are, uncle! Those
are the eads! Stop them !”

He started forward with Ponsonby &
Co,—now valorous enough—at his heels.

“Run for it !” gasped Harry.

Even as he spoke the baronet whipped
& emall silver whistle from his ket
and blew a shrill blast upon it. It was
answered almost immediately by another
shrill blast from somewhere behind the
juniors, and the next moment three

rawny keepers merged in upon the
clearing from different directions.

Harry Wharton charged full tilt into
the arms of one of them, and Johnn
Bull was grasped by another. Fran
Nugent and Bob Cherry could have got
clear, but they stopped as they glimpsed
the capture niy their chums,

“Run, you asses—never mind us!”
f]felled Harry, struggling vainly to free

imself,

But it was too late! The third keeper
made a rush, and grasped the hesitating
Bob Cherry in an iron grip. And before
Frank could etir a foot Gerald Popper
and Ponsonby & Co. had surrounded him,
bringing him to earth with a crash.

“Hold them! Hold the young
rascals " roared Sir Hilton Popper.

It was useless to struggle—the juniors
soon realised that. They were fairly
canght,

“Give in, chaps!” panted Harry Whar-
ton. “It's no d—we're done !

There was little doubt about that.
Evidently Ponsonby & Co. had stumbled
upon Sir Hilton and the keepers, and in
his blind rage Gerald had brought them
hurrying back to capture them. And the
Greyfriars juniors had walked blindly
into the trap.

Sir Hilton came stumping up, his brow
thunderous.

" Ha, so I have caught you, you young
rascals !” he exclaimed grimly. " Are
these the same bovs, Gerald 7"

“Those are the cads, uncle!” zaid
Gerald Popper viciously. “They belong
to Greyfriars——*

“TI am quite aware of that!” snorted
Sir Hilton, glaring through his monocle
at the captives. “]1 know themn well! It
is not the first time I have caught them
trespassing on my property ! Huh '™

“We—we were doing no harm, sir!”
- began Harry,

“Harm !” hooted the baronet. “ You
have trespassed in my woods, you have
actually had the effrontery to insult me
behind my back, and to assault my
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nephew and his guests in an abominable
manner !

" But—but——"'

“Silence, sir!” stormed the angry
baronet. I strongly suspect that those
are not the only offences you are guilty
of. I believe you are responsible for the
shooting of my pheasants !”

“ Ph-ph-pheasants [”  stuttered
Wharton.

" Yes, pheasants " snapped Sir Hilton,
“Tor some days now my keepers have
reported finding dead pheasants lying
about the woods and coverts. They have
been shot by air-guns—air-gunz owned
and used by you young villains !”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry,

“Bir Hilton,” said Wharton calmly,
“we have never used an air-gun in these
woods in our lives, We've done nothing
wrong, either. We're trespassing right
Bnﬂu}?h. I suppose, but—"

“Ha, so you don't dare to deny that !
snarled Sir Hilton bitterly. 1 suppose
you won't attempt to deny this, my
lads 77

He indicated with his hunting-crop the
bedraggled forms of Gerald Popper and
his now triumphant chums.

“We don't deny that, either, sir,” said
Harry steadily. *'They acted like howl-
ing cads, and deserved it, and more !'”

" We merely told them they were tres-
passing—ordered them to leave the
woods, uncle,” said Gerald Popper.
“And they flew at us like—like hooli-

Harry

gans !"
The young rascal told the lic coolly,
with a scarcely concealed grin on his

blotchy face,

SO0 RORORRORIRRORRRRRERY

HAVE YOU GOT YOUR
“ HOLIDAY ANNUAL"”
YET?

000000 RRRRORIRRORROORRRRY

“You—you liar!” said Bob Cherry
angrily. * Why——"

" Enough !” stormed Sir Hilton, raising
his hand. “ My nephew is quite right—
you are hooligans! I am almost ashamed
that I am connected in any way with the
school that shelters you!"

* But, sir—*

“Bilence ! Denials and excuses will not
save you now, my fine fellows! You
have assaulted my nephew, and vou have
msulted me, begad—me! You told my
nephéw to tell me to—to—— Begad!
What did they tell you to tell me,
(Gerald 7™

“To go and eat coke, uncle!” said
Gerald, “They said they didn't care a
hang for you!”

“That was it !" choked Sir Hilton, his
face growing suddenly Furpla with out-
ragﬂdg dignity.  “I—TI'll teach them,
begad | Huﬁ! Robinson, hold ' that
young villain firmly. A taste of this
crop is what they badly need. Ila!”

= YE$I Eir I,J

The man holding IHarry Wharton,
who was evidently the head keeper,
twisted Harry round, his own face ex-
pressionless, Sir Hilton raised his
hunting-crop, with the lash twisted vound
the haft and held firm in his fingers,
I1is intention was only tdo obvious,

“Look here, sir!” pauted Harry.
“You've no right to do this! We're
willing to go before the Head | He'll see
we get justice, anyhow !

T Eusti«‘:ﬂ—'{}r. Locke!” hooted the
baronet, ‘I am tired and weary of com-
plaining to Dr. Locke. He will not see
justice done; but will shield you, as he
always has done! I am about to take

the law into my own hands, my lad. A
well-merited thrashing will perhaps
teach you not to trespass again, or to be
impudent to me, Ha '™ _

Just for a fleeting second Bob Cherry's
eyes met Harry’s, asking an unspoken
question, but Harry shook his head. It
was useless Lo resist against such odds.
Moreover, he knew that resistance would
only enrage the angry old martinet mere.

They were “in for it,” and the best
thing to do was to take thgir medicine
without whining,

And they did. The next moment Sir
Hilton Popper was bringing his hunting-
crop into play with a wi}f Agamn and
again he brought it whistling down
across Harry Wharton's shoulders, and
then it was Beb Cherry’s turn.

It was over at last, and by that time
Sir Hilton was panting, and the hapless
juniors were squirming and writhing
painfully. It had been a terrific thrazh-
g, but the five juniors bore it manfully,
without a murmur passing their lips.
They would have dii&-;M rather than have
whined before the grinning, gloating
eyes of Ponsonby & Co. ; indeed, the fact
that those cads had witnessed their dis-
comfiture was the worst part of the
flogging to the Greyfriars juniors. '

ut i1t ended at last,

“There !” panted Sir IHilton, lowering
his hunting-ecrop. “Let that be a lasting
lesson to you. And I warn you that the
next time [ shall hand you over to the
police. Robinson, show the young rascals
off my property,”

“Yes, sir!”

Escorted by the three keepers the
chumns of the Remove trooped dismally
and painfully out of the darkening
woods, They could scarcely contain
themselves as they heard the chuckles of
Ponsonby & Co, g:-ll-:}w them,

At the edge of the woods, on the Red-
clyffe Road, the keepers released them.

Robinson, who was a big, good-
natured-looking man, gave them a
kindly warning before parting.

“You'd best keep clear of these woods
after this, young sirs,” he said quietly.
“The old man's fairly got 'em these
days, and he won’t be gentle next time.”

The junmiors did not reply—they
couldn’t! Their feelings were too deep
for words. And the thought that Pon-
sonby & Co. had had the last laugh,
after all, was the bitterest pill of all to
swallow,

In dismal silence they started on their
tramp along the dusky road towards
Greyfriars, and the knowledge that
trouble with Quelchy awaited them for
being late for call-over did net make
them feel any happier.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
What Bunter Heard !

“ SAY, you fellows——"

I Billy Bunter looked into Study
No. 1, and, finding it occupied by
its owners, he slipped hurriedly

Lrgsidu and clozed the door carefully after

111,

“1 say, you fellows!” he gasped
breathlessly, “Oh, good! You've
been a thumping long time, I must say.
I've had an awful time! Loder, the
beast "

“Qutside, you fat ass !

" Skedaddle !

Harry Wharton and Frank XNugent,
who were at the table doing their prep.
fairly glared at Bunter and pointed to
the door. They had only just settled
down to prep, after a far from pleasant
interview with Mr, Quelch, and ther
were still feeling sore in body and mind,
and in no mood for the charming scciety
of Billy Bunter,

i3k
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But Bunter had evidently come on
Luziness, and he stayved.

“(Oh, really, Wharton,” he exclaimed
cagerly. * You jolly well know what I've
come for! What about that blessed
watch ¢

“h, great walking TFelix!” gasped
Harry Wharton.

The juniors had completely forgotten
all about Loder's precious watch and
their promize to Bunter,

“Have you got it?” said Dunter,

staring anxiously at Wharton. “ My
hat, yvou don't mean to say——"

“I'm sorry, Dunter!” said IHarry,
shaking lis head. * We forgot all about
the blessed thing!"”

“You—you've not got it!” howled

“(Oh, you burbling chumps!
Oh crumbs !

mnter,
What about me now?

“It can’t be helped! Old Popper
collared us in the woods, Bunter! We
didn’t get the chance to hunt for it, and
we forgot about it afterwards. too!”

Bunter fairly spluttered with wrath
and dismay.

“But what am I to do?” he hooted.
“Toder's after me now. Ile wouldn't
believe me, and thinks I've popped the
beastly thing and spent the money ! Oh
dear! 1t's all you beasts’ fault! You
promised you'd find 1t—you know you
did "

“Oh, blow the watch and blow Loder

and blow you, you fat ass!" znorted
Harry, exasperated. ;
“But—Dbut what about me? What am

I to do?” groaned Bunter wrathfully.
“You promised me—->"

“And we'll keep our promise-—to-
morrow !”  snapped Harry. “We
conldn't to-night, Bunter, 1f Loder asks
again you can send him to us. Now
clear out, vou fat idiot !”

“You mean that—that vou'll make it

right with that beast FLoder?” de-
manded Dunter in great relief.

“T've said so. Now get out! Where
iz Loder?"” asked Harry as an after-
thought.

“1 don't know,” grinned Bunter.

“He's looking for me. He wouldn't
believe me when T told him what had
happened to it, and he started lamming
me—the beast! Dut I gave him the shp,
and belted—hid in BSkinner's study.
He's hunting about for me now—in a
fine wax, I bet! And, I =ay, you
fellows, what d'vou think®*"

Bunter chuckled, and his eyes gleamed
behind  his  =pectacles. Apparently
Bunter had some exciting and interest-
1mg news to impart,

*What do you fellows think?” he re-
peated, grinning. “0Old Skinner, ¥ou
know—did you fellows know he was
pally with that beast Gerald Popper "

Harry Wharton, who had Leen about
to catch Bunter by the scruff of the neck
and pitch him out, paused abruptly.

“What do wvou mean, Bunter?” he
demanded. “We know he's pally with

Pon, of course. But——"

“He's pally with TDaopper. too,"”
grinned  Bunter knowingly, “1 =aw
them together only yesterday.”

“Well. what if he 13, vou silly
chump "™ eniffed Frank Nugent after a
pause, “They're Skinner’s =tvle, and
it'= only hkely they're pals. DBlow
Skinner! Get out, and take your
tattling tongue with you!”

Bunter merely prinned.

“That's not all, though!” chortled
Bunter. I say, isn't Skinner a dog,

vou fellows? He's up to a nice game
with thoze cads. I've suspected him for
some time now,”

“You burblinug ass, what are vou fass-
ing about *” said Harry sharply. “ What
15 Skinner up to, do vou know "

I know,”  said Bunter, nodding.
“He's breaking bounds at night to meet

Ponsonby and his pals. What d'you
think about that? He meets those cads
in the Popper Court Woods, and 1 fancy
I know what for.”

“Oh !
“That isn't all, either!” grinned
Bunter. “ Skinner's got an air-gun—a

jar

ripper, too. I've seen it

“My hat!” breathed Harry Wharton,
glancing at Frank meaningly, * Is—is
this true, Bunter "

“Faet !” grinned Bunter. “You can
guess what they're up to—what? Looks
to me as though the giddy night-birds
are popping at bunnies or something.
Poaching, you know. I bet old Popper
don't know it, though., 1 say, Wharton,
you ought to put a stopper to Skinner's
game, You're skipper of the Remove.
The beast kicked me—kicked me out of
the study just now!” grumbled Bunter,
his eyes ghttering spitefully.

Harry Wharton drew in a deep breath.
At any other time he would have ignored
the varn. At least, he would have sus-
pected 1ts veracity, coming as it did
from Dilly Bunter.

But he didn't now. He remembered
Sir Hilton Popper's words concerning
air-guns and dead pheasants, and Bun-
ter's news filled him with amazement
and alarm. Yet it seemed incredible
that even the caddish and " sportive ™
Skinner and Ponsonby & Co., could be
s0 reckless and daring.

“Look here, Bunter,"” he exclaimed
quietly. “How did you find this out?”

l“l'u
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Bunter grinned again.

“I keep my eyes open,” he remarked
loftily, “1 knew Skinner was up to
some game, and to-night I found him
out. Loder was chasing me, you know,
about the blessed watch, and 1 dodged
into Skinner's study. Then Skinner
and his pals came in, I thought it was
that beast Loder, and I hid under the
table,”

Bunter paused and chuckled,

“1 heard them talking about it all,”
he went on. “They're going out to-
right, or to-morrow night. I'm blessed
if I know which, I say, 1sn't 1t a bic
thick, Wharton? And I saw the air-
gun—a beauty, it was. Then Skinner
spotted me under the table and kicked
me out. He was wild. Said I was spy-
ing, you know. As if I could help hear-
ing what they said. You ought to stop
Skinner's game, Wharton."”

“You can leave that to me. T'll stop
Skinner's game all right!” said Harry
grimly, “Have you told this to anyone
clse, Bunter "

“Not yet,” grinned Bunter. “DBut
I—II

“Then don't!” snapped Harry., “If
vou do, they'll get wind of it, and T1'll
not get the chance to stop it. And vou
won't get your revenge, either,” added

Harry with & grim laugh. “Mind you
don’t breathe a word !”

“Rely on me., old chap,” sniffed
Bunter, “I'll keep mum, Wharton,

And—— Oh crumbs!™

honour bright,

-I__+ ".-ll.- ) .. .m
R B
i i i e II’ ;

e

dead,

A tiny flame shot up, followed instantly by a blinding glare of white light.

flared up with startling abruptness, and as the alarmed amateur poachers stopped

there sounded a faint click as the camera shuiter was released.
(See Chapter 11.)

““ Now ! *” hissed Harry. There sounded the striking of a match—sharp and clear.

It(
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Bunter broke off with a gasp of alarm
as the door swung open, and a tall, lanky
gcnior looked im,

It was Loder, the most unpopular pre-
fect at Greviriars. He =ighted Bally
Bunter, and his eyes glittered,

“So this is where vou're hiding, Bun-
ter I he snapped. ““Come here!”

And without waiting for Bunter to
come, the prefect made a leap into the
room, and his grip clesed on Bunter's
fat ear. N

“Now, you little worm '!” he hissed.
“What about that watch? I'm going
to teach you better than to play tricks
with my property, by gad!” _

“Yarrough !” roared Bunter, squirm-
ing in the prefect’s grasp. * Leggo!
I've told you what happened to it, Loder.
Make him lemme go, Wharton. It was
your fault—"

“I'll let you go!” snapped the furious
senior, ' Think I believe that yarn, you
fat clam! You've dashed well sold the
watch and spent the cash on grub, you
grubby little beast! 1 know you! I'm
going to give you the licking of your
Life !™

He swung the yelling fat youth across
a chair, and raised the ashplant he car-
ried.

“®top that, Loder!”
Wharton.

He sprang across the room and grasped
Loder’s armn,

called Harry

“Let Bunter alone, Loder!” he
snapped. “It's not his fault about the
watch.”

“Get out!” hissed Loder. “ What do
you know about it, Wharton "

"1 know that Bunter's story's true,”
said Harry. ‘““He was attacked by some
Highcliffe fellows, and in the struggle
giu?t?r lost the watch., It wasn't his
ault,”

Loder lowered his arm. He knew that
lHﬂl'l‘_j" was not in the habit of telling
Ies,

“Then where is the watch now, Whar-
ton 1" he snarled. “I'm going to get the
dashed thing, or know the reason why !”

*It’s where Bunter dropped it—in the
Popper Court Woods,” said arry.
" Anyway, you can leave Bunter alone.
I's not his fault. He would have
searched for it, but we stopped him.”

“ You—you little sweeps!”  hissed
Loder. "I tell you I valued that watch,
and I'm going to get it back. I don’t
believe a word of the yarn, you young
hars! And I'm going to tan the hide
of thiz young rotter |

“Will you?” snapped Harry grimly.
“Touch him, prefect or no prefect, and
you'll have us to deal with !”

“You'll dare to lay hands on me?”
gasped Loder,

“Touch Bunter, and you'll see! TI’ve
only to shout, and you'll have a dozen
Removites round your ears,” said Harry.
“If anyone's to blame, it is myself, I
stopped  Bunter hunting for the thump-
ng watch. T meant to see to it myself,
but something happencd and I couldn’t.”

“It's got to be found,” rasped Loder,
“or someone will sit up, T warn you !”

" You needn’t make such a fuss about
the dashed thing!” said Harry, his hip
curling, “I promised Bunter I'd find
it, and I mean to keep to my word, I'll
go and look for it to-morrow afterncon.
That onght to satisfy you, Loder.”

Loder breathed hard, his face furious.
But he knew that the juniors were not
afraid of him, and he had had experience
oi trouble with a swarm of angry Re-
movites before,

He bit his lip, and released the squirm-
iig, shaking Billy Bunter,

“Right!” he snarled at last. “T'll
give you until to-morrow to find it,

THE MAGNET LiBrRaRY.—No, 871,

Wharton. If it doesn’t turn up, I'll—
I;%I—;; well, you'll be sorry for it, that's
Bl &

And with that Gerald Loder siamped
out, slamming the door after him. Harry
Wharton turned to Bunter.

“Get out, you fat clam!" he said
curtly.  “I'm just about fed-up with
you and your thundering troubles. Clear,
or I'll boot you out and along the pas-
sage 1"

“Oh, really, Wharton }”

Harry Wharton .took an angry siep
towards him, and the fat junior fairly
hurled himself through the door. Frank
Nugent kicked the door shut.

“You thundering ass, Harry !” he ex-
claimed in disgust. *“ What on earth did
you want to promise Loder that for?
It wil muck up a whole afternoon.
Hang Loder and his blessed watch !

“I was an ass, I suppose,” grunted
Harry. “But it's got to be done., We
promised to see to 1t, and I'm going to,
anyway. Bunter won't dare to enter
the woods even, much less search. And
if the watch remains missing, that bully-
ing brute Loder will flay the fat ass
alive !

“That’s so, I suppose,” nodded Nugent.
“But, my hat! Isn’t that the limit
about Skinner? It looks as if those cads
are the blessed poachers old Popper was
howling about.”

"It does,” said Harry grimly, his face
puckered in & frown, “Those silly fools
must be absolutely potty to play such a
dangerous game, Well, the rest of the
beauties can do as they like, but I'm

| going to keep an eye on friend Skinner.

And if T catch him
there'll be trouble.™

“It ought to be stopped.™

“Skinner’s game's going to be
stopped,” said Harry, setting his lips.
“Anyway, I'm going to look for that
dashed watch to-morrow, The rest of
you needn’'t come unless you wish, Neo
good us all mucking up a half.”

“I'll come, anyway!” said Nugent.
“Count me in1”

“Good ! said Harry. “That's settled
then. Now for prep.”

And having made that decision, Harry
and Frank settled down to prep again,
little dreaming into what a bunch of
trouble that decision was to lead them.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In the Woods !

S Harry Wharton expected, Bob

A Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Hurree

Singh, the Indian junior, were

not at all keen to join in the

search for Gerald Loder's luckless silver
watch,

But they offered to accompany their
chums, for all that. Harry would not
hear of it, however. There happened
to be no match on that afternoon, but
there were plenty of other things to be
done—things more interesting than
searching for the lost watch. And Harry
saw no reason why they should sacrifice
their half-day to what Harry conceived
to be his duty.

He was glad to have Frank Nugent
with him, however, and the two of them
started out after dinner the following
afterncon accordingly.

They had not lost sight of the danger
they ran in trespassing once again on
the property of the irascible old baronet,
and they made sure the coast vas clear
when they entered the woods,

“Better keep our ears skinned,”
warned Harry. “0Old Popper promised
to make it a police matter next time—

going out at night

though I fancy that was only spoof.
Anyway, W'l mean serious trouble,
Franky.”

|

“No doubt about that,"
Frank,

They advanced cautiously, and very
soon reached the quiet clearing in the
dusky woods. All was silent and sti'l
around them, and the juniore set to work
swiftly, Billy Bunter had told them
where to look, and presently Frank gave
a triumphant exclamation, and held up &
white cardboard box, still wet with dew.

As Harry ran up he opened it, and
disclosed to view a massive silver watch
of ancient design,

“ That’s

grinned

it!" said Harry, grinning.
“Good old Waterbury! Thank good-
ness! Now we can clear out. The rest

are gone on a cycling spin, so I vote we
run along to Cliff House and give the
girls a call.”

“Good egg!” said Frank eagerly,

But, as Fate would have it, they were
not destined to wvisit Clif House that
afternoon,

The chums struck the woodland path-
way, and, turning their backs on the v ay
they had come, followed the direction
they had taken when escorting the girls
the previous evening.

They had scarcely gone a dozen yards,
however, when Harry gave a warning
hiss, and caught his chum’s arm.

" Someone coming!” breathed Harry.
“Quiet, for goodness’ sake !™

As still as mice the juniors crouched
amid the thickets, and waited.

The tramp of feet and the sound of
voices Harry had heard came neaver,
and sudddenly their owners burst into
view,

“My hat!” breathed Harry. * Bunter
was right, then! Skinner!”

It was Skinner of the Rewove at
Greyfriars, and with him were Gerald
Popper, Ceecil Ponsonby, Vavasour,
and Monson, To the hiding juniors’
a , they stopped less than a dozen
yards away.

“Here we are, old tops'”
Popper, with a ﬁhuckﬁ.
yours, Skinney1!”

Skinner nodded, and, opening his rain-
coat, he tugged open his jacket, and re-
vealed a long, shining instrument that
was tied -round his waist with string.

It was a neat, deadly looking airgun,
and Skinner chuckled as he unfastened
the string and handled it.

“Neat way of carrying the beauty—
what?” he grinned. ‘I think I'll keep
it here, though, after this, Gerald, old
man. It isn't safe at Greyfriars. That

fat toad Bunter's seen it already. Sure

gaid Gerald
“You pgot

it's safe this afterncon "

“Don’t worry!” grinned Popper.
“The two dashed under-keepers are ofi
—were on duty all last night. And
Robinson’s at -home this afternoon, too.
It’s right as rain! Trust me to make
sure of that.”

The daring conspirators crossed ove:
to & big oak-tree close by. Plunging hi-
arm into a hollow in the trunk, Geral!
P r drew forth three more airguns,
and handed them to Ponsonby & Co.

“Phew !"” breathed Harry Wharton.

“And now for the giddy sport!” sail
Gerald Popper, taking out a gold
cigarette-case and handing it round.
“Light up, old beans, and we'll make &
start. It's the birds this afternocon:
but to-morrow night I vote we try the
bunnies—what %etter sport, I think!”

“And mot so risky,” grinned Pon-
sonby. “I say, old man, your uncle's
Estting a bit warm, though! We'll

ave to take care.”

“Rot!” sniffed Gerald. “1 know Low
things are, my dear man. Safe -
houses [

The rnung
passed out o

rascals moved away, and
hearing. Harry and Frank
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left their hiding-place, and looked at each
other,

“Well, my hat!" breathed Harry.
“Who'd have thought thosc rotten funks
would have had the nerve?”’

“ Popper has, anyway,” sniffed Franky.
“He's led them on, I suppose, and they
feel fairly safe, as he's the old hunk’s
nephew, I wouldn’t like to be in thei
shoes if they do get collared, anyway."

“My hat, no!"

“Think of it!” muttered Harry, his
eves gleaming. “The frightful cads
must have been shooting pheasants al
night—that means while the birds are
gleeping. It's a bigger ecrime, in au
aportsman's eve, than shooting a blessed
fox. Oh, the howling rotters!”

“And they're going shooting rabbits
to-morrow night ! said Frank.

“8kinner 1sn't—not if I know it!l”
snapped Harry, through his teeth.
“* Anyhow "Sh-gh 1"

The juniors, who were just about to
leave tJlmi.r- hiding-place, dropped back
again abruptly as once again the tramp
of feet sounded, and into their view
came a burly form, clad in gaiters, with
Hi | 1T Sl”"g 'l.l”.-l][‘:r h;ﬁ Arim.

It was Robinson, the head-keeper, and
Harry gasped as he noted that Robinson
wae making for the direction which Pon-
sonby & Co. had taken.

“My hat!” he whispered, in alarm,
“ Those fools will be collared now !”

Robinson was not hurrying, however,
and he had, obviously, no idea thal
others were abroad in the woods. His
face was downcast, and he looked very
worried indeed. He passed within a
few feet of the juniors, and vanished
through the trees.

“That's done it!"” said Franky.
serves the cads right, though.”

“We must warn them!”

Harry.

“Eh? Warn them?" gasped Frank,

“Yes. Don't you see?! 1 don't care
what happens to that fool Popper. But
Sir Hilton will never overlook the others.
He'll have absolutely no merey on them,
It means the sack for them all—perhaps
worse,  After all, Skinner's one of us,
and we don't want him sacked, and we
don't want a scandal. That's what 1t'll
mean. Come on! We must do some-
thing !"

Franky followed his chum al once,
though he did not at all approve of
Harry's Quixotic ideas. Bringing all
their scoutcraft into play, they trod in
the wake of the kecper.

Harry was hoping for a chance {o slip
round and get in front of the man; but,
as it happened, this did not prove to
be necessary.

The trail led them to a high, thick
hedge, and, reaching this, Raobinson
turned down a rough path to the right.
On reaching this a moment later the
juniors got a glimpse of Lhe red roof
of a cottage nestling snugly in a distant
hollow.

44 Ii.-

snapped

“Going home!” multered Harry,
“ Oh, thank goodness!”

“Looks as if it's all serene, then,”
said Frank, “Hadn't we better get
back "

“1 think so. Yes, we will.  Come
ﬂﬂ!”

The juniors retraced their sieps and
started back, greatly relieved that the
necessity for action seemed to be gone,

But that feeling did not last long,

They had returned sotne hundred yards
or s0, when both juniors stopped dead
as a sound came from behind them—a
loud, shrill, terrified shrick., IL was fol-
lowed instantly by another and another,

And at the samie moment they were
aware of a queer sound above their
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““ S0—so0 that’s the game ! ** panted Gerald Popper hoarsely. “‘ We'll see mlﬁ;-r
that, you beastly outsiders ! ** As he spoke he sprang for the precious eamera
in Harry’s hand. But the Famous Five had anticipated such a move.
Cherry’s foot shot out and Gerald Popper sprawled headlong, (See Chapter 11.)

Bob

heads—Lhe sharp,
ous Wings.

Looking sharply upwards, they saw a
flock of large birds flying overhead,
heavily, but speedily, and obviously
much alarmed.

whirring of numer-

“ Pheasants '™ breathed Harry.
“They're terrilied of something, too.
Something's wrong !”

He hesitated a moment, and then,

with a quick word to Franky, he started
back at a run, and Franky followed.

They reached the high hedge in next
to no time, and then they saw what
WHS  AIn1ss, A faurly large volume of
thick smoke was rising skywards from
beyond the hedge, and through the
hedge they ghmpsed smoke-riven flames.

While they had been running the
shricks had continued without pause,
and Harry did not hesitate.

He ran along until they reached a
the Lhe

gap ‘in | hedge, and  led way
through 1.
Beyond was a thick shrubbery and

several wooden buildings,

“The pheasants’ enclosure!” gasped
Harry, “Hallo!”

Harry's voice ended in an alarmed
gasp, Deyond a barbed-wire fence a
large heap of brushwood, dry as a tinder,
wis blazing [uriously, and the shrub-
beryv itsell was burning, too,

And stuck fast in the barbed wire of
the feuce, strugghng frantically and
velling with fear, was a voungster of
fourteen or thercabouts,

And no wonder! l'he flames were
almost upon him, and now his. jacket

was already alight. They could scarcely
see his form for the Hames and smoke.

“Great Scott!" panted Harry.
“Quick, Franky!'"
The alarmed juniors went to the

rescue with 8 rush. The posts of the
fence were already blazing, as was the
grass ‘round about. From somewhers
in the distance a whistle -was shrilling,
but the jumniors gave mno thought to
their own danger from fire or discovery.

They reached the shricking youngster,
and, theedless of buarns, tore at his
clothing desperately in a frantic effork
to release him,

In the thick, numecrous strands of
barbed-wire 1t was caught in dozens of
places, for the terrified boy had evi-
dently (ried to scramble through in his
blind terror. The wire tore the:r hands,
and their eyes, filled with pungent
smoke, smarted and burned, while the
grass beneath their feet was now alight.

It seemed a hopeless task, and their
senses recled under the strain, But
they stuck it savagely, and at last they
tore the hov free, and dragged him
through the gap they had made in the
Wire.

The terrified boy was sobbing quietly
now, and the juniors hurried him to the
back of the pheasant preserve which
bordered the fence there,

“1 don't know who vou are, kid,” said
Wharton, after making sure the boy was
not scriously harmed, *but it looks to
me as though you know something aboub
this business. You'd better clear!™

Thre Magxer Lisrary.—No. 871,
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“And we'd better clear, too,” said
Franky swiftly. “My hat! Listen!" .

From somewhere beyond ihe high
hedge sounded an angry, bellowing voice,
ardd as he heard it the boy gave a
starlled whimper., Then he tore hini-
self free from Harry's kindly grasp, and
fairly flew for the gap n tie edge,
He in.d just reached it, when a crouch-
in¥ form squeezed through from the far
<ide, and, rising upright, revealed a
tall man in shooting clothes, with a red,
Iurious face and an eyeglase,

It was Sir Hilton Popper.

“Oh, great Snakes!” groaned Harry.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Spotied !
wasz blazing

HE baronetl’'s face
with rage, but it went fairly

crimson as the hapless youngster
blundered into his august form
and almost bowled him over,

“Oh gad!” he stuttered as he stag-

nrnﬂ backwards, “What—what——
Ia!

His arm shot out, and his big hand
closed on the terriied youngster's
collar, -

“You — you vyoung vwillain!” e

choked. *Caught in the act, begad'”

Quite obviously the raging baronet
had jumped at the same conclusion as
had Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent.

But at that mowent half a dozen men,
evidently workers on the Popper Court
Hstate, came hurrying through the
gap, and as they stood staring Sir
Hilton turned upon them savagely.

“Don't stand staring there, you in-
fernal idiotz!” he roared. “Get that
fire wnder, eonfound you! Ha!”

Once again the baronet gave vent to
his  favourite o¢jaculation—this  with
deadly emphasis as still another man
wormed his way through the gap.

It was Robinson, the headkeeper, and
Sir Hilton's eyves glittered on sighting
him. And as Robinson’s eyes fell upon
the wyoungster, firmly held in the
baronet’s grasp, his face paled,

“Sir Hilton——"" he faltered.

“¥Yes, eir!” roared Sir Hilton., “You
mway well look at the young villain,
Robinson ! You see what your con-
founded son’s. done—hev? It's not the
tivet time the infernal little brat's done
mischief, either, begad!”

“You—vou don't mean he's caused
this, sir?” siammered the man, aghast.
“He's mischievous, I know; but-
but——"

“T didn’t do it—I swear I didn't do
1t!” sobbed the kiddie. “ I didn't do it,
dad! I found it burning——"

“Don’t add falsehoods to vour
ceime ! hooted the crusiv baronet, whe
waz a great deal of a bully. “I caught
you red-handed, begad! I met the
young— - Ha!”

The baronei’s eyes fixed themselves
suddenly on something sticking from the
boy's waistcoat pocket, and he pave a
roar.

It was a emall, coloured packet that
obviously held—er  had  held—cheap
cigarettes. 1t was final evidence—to Sir

Hilton !

“There!” he hooted. *1I knew it,
begad! The voung rascal has been
smoking here.  Good gad!  Refute it

now, Robinson! I say refute it now !
Ha !

The hapless headkeeper bit his lip
hard: but he remained silent.

“They—they’re only cigarette pic-
tures——" began the boy in a whimper;
but Sir Hilton's '
gilenced him,
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“Cigaretie fiddlesticks !” he roared.
"By gad, Robinsgon, can't you see——"

“1 can see what you mean, sir,” said
the man steadily but respectfully. * But
—but my boy don’t smoke: and 1 must
say 1 ean’t feel he did it, Sir Hilton.”

“What!” bellowed Sir Hilton. * You
dare to shicld the young scoundrel after
this! Begad! This—this is too much!
This is the last straw !”

He indicated the still blazing fire round
about which the men were working
frantically to stay the flames.

“This is the last straw !"” he choked.
“You confounded dunderhead, Robin-
gon ! You can't stop the shooting of my
confounded pheasants, and you can't
even keep your own brats under con-
trol !

“But, sir—"

“Enough!” growled the baronet bit-
terly. “I warned you that unless you
could catch those villains who were
shooting my pheasants, you would have
to go, and this scttles it! Begad, it
does! You're sacked, my man!”

The head gamckeeper's face went
white,

“You—you can't mean it, sir %

“T do!” snapped Sir Hilton. * You’ll
pack up at once, Robinson!'"

" But—bui my wife!” stammered tha
hapless man., **She’s ill—she can't be
moved-——"

“1 can’t help that, man " snorted the
the baronet, with a heartlessness that
made the listening juniors grit their
teeth, though they guessed the auto-
cratic old gentleman scavcely knew what
he was saying in his towering rage.
“1 can't help that, and— Good
heavens, man,” he went on, breaking
out mnto a bellow again, “don’t stand
Wake up! Do
(zet that fire out, confound

something !
}'ﬂl: !.‘!

Without another word, and without a
glance at his son, the keeper turned
away, and, grasping a bundle of brush,
and joining the other men, attacked the
flames with furious encrgy.

The wretched youngster, finding him-
sell free now, bolted through the gap.
Sir Hilton, his brow thunderous, also
Jjoined the fire-fighters. ‘The drama—for
the time being—was over.

“Well, my hat!” growled Harry
t.hmuih his teeth. “ The brute! That
r kiddie!”

“And poor old Robinson'” muttered
Frank Nugent.  “Bui now's our chance,
Harry. 1It'll be poor old us if we're
caught here now !

" Yes, rather!” said Harry grimly,
“Watch for a chance, and then dive
for the hedge, Franky!"

So far, the juniors had been hidden
from sight round the wooden building,
and they waited breathlessly now for a
chance to race across the open ground.
In other circumstances they would have
been the first to lend a Wwilling hand at
the fire-ighting. But thev realised that
it would be utter folly to show them-
selves at such a time.

A moment or two passed, and then
Harry Faru the word, and they made
a dash for the gap in the hedge.

But their luck was out that afterneon.

They were half-way across when
several figures appeared, coming along
the passage betwcen the hedge and the
pheasani, reserve. They were Ponsonby
& Co., and the five loocked not a little
scared.  Harry saw at once that they
had got rid of their airguns,

ANSWER|

i

Gerald Popper saw the iwo Grey-
fri]alrs fellows at once, and he gave a
yell,

“Greyfriars cads!” he velled,
them |7

“Rush 'em!” hissed Harry.

The two juniors fairly hurled _them-
selves at Ponsonby & Co, verald
Popper went reeling backwards under a
straight left from Harrv, and Frank
sent Monson staggeving with a shoulder
charge.

They went through the five iike a
knife through butter, and next moment
they had reached the gap. Frank went
through first, and Harry followed close
at bhis heels,

And as they went through there came
an angry bellow from Sir Hillen
Poplper, who had evidently seen thas
briet encounter,

“Oh, my hat!” panted Harry Whar-
ton, “That's done it fairly! Old
Popper’s seen us, too! Run like blazes,
Franky!1™

They could hear the enraged baronet
still bellowing, and they fairly charged
on through the wood, heliter-skelter.

With shouts and the crashing of pwr-
sutt in their ears, they dashed on, heed-

“ Stop

less of direction, and  presently the
sounds behind them died away. Dut
they did not stop running until they

emerged, at last, on the Redclyffe Road.

Then they dropped, panting, to a
walk,

“Safe enough now!” gasped Hairy
Wharton, wiping his perspiring and
smoke-grimed  face, “Oh, crumbs!

That was a narrow escape, if you like '

“Too narrow for me!” panted Frank
ruefully. **We're in for it now, Harrv,
in any case, though, Those cads will
split, even if old Popper didn't recog-
nise us.”

“We're for it right  enough!”
Frﬂyned Harry, frowning dismally.
‘We've got that dashed watch all

serene, but, by Jove, it's landed us for
trouble, I'm afraid. What a bullying
old brute old Popper is! Fancy sack-
ing that poor chap just because his kid
did that.”

Frank Nugent stopped suddenly, anil
his hand went to his pocket. He
brought out something that shoue in the
cold sunlight, and showed it to Harry,

“I'm not so sure about the kid doing
it, Harry,” he said quietly. **Look at
that, I found it just inside the fence.
Was it the poor kid) who vaused the fire ?
I don’t think so. See the name on this
~—Gerald Popper !”

“ Phew !” breathed Harry,

He recognised the thing in a flash as
the gold cigarette-case that the barenei's
rascally nephew had banded round io
Ponsonby & Co.

“That shows the cads were on the
spot just before the fire,” went on
Frank crisply. “And they were all
smoking, remember. It scemed to me
that that kid was telling the truth
when he swore he hadn't done it.”

“And I'm blessed if I don’t think =o
now,” said Harry uneasily., “What a
thundering shame if it is so, Franky!”

“We ought to do something!”
growled Franky. “Those cads onght
to be shown up in any case. They're
the beastly poachers, and they're the
rotters who've brought all the trouble
on that gamckeeper chap. No wonder
he couldn’'t stop the shooting. He
wonldn’t dream of suspecting them.”

“That’s so. But we can’t prove a
thing.  They'd swear till they were
black in the face they weie innocent,
and they’ll easily epin some yarn io
account for thiz caze being there—or
that we've planted it. Jt's no go, 1'm

(Continued on poge 17.)
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DOWN WITH DRILL !

By Billy Bunter. I
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RILL is about the most diabollicle
torcher ever imvented. _
The horrors in Nero's time,

-

and the torchers of the Spannish

Inkwisition, were bliesful plezzures com-
pared with drill.

Before T came to Greyfriars I didn't
know what drill was. We didn’t have
any at my preparatory scheool. It was a
sivvilized institution.

But when I came here there was a
drill-sergeant who used to put me
through an hour’s torcher a day. I put
up a petition to the Head, asking if I
might be eggscused drill, on the grounds
of a weak hart, and a Bunyon on my big
toe. But the Head threw out my peti-
tion, and I had to face the musick.

I well remember my first eggsperience
with the drill-sergeant. When he gave
the command, "5u{c:k march!” 1 fell
down flat and started to wriggle across
the floor of the Jim.

“Bunter,” shouted the sergeant,
“what on carth are vou deing?”

“Marching, sergeant,” I replied.
“The Duke of Wellington said that an
army marches on its stummack, so 1
thought I'd better do the samel™

A sharp rap from the sergeant’s drill-
etick soon caused me to leap to my feet.

Dubbling is even worse than march-
ing, bekawse it soon puftfs you out, and
makes vou feel like a pun{tumd football.

Hopping on onc foot 1s another
abomination, How can a fellow like
me, who turns the scale at. fourteen

stone, possibly support the whole of his
body on one foot? I've heard of Atlas
supporting the World, but that was an
easier feat than the one I've just men-
tioned,

Dumb-bells-——so0 called bekawse they

can’t have a friendly chat with you—are }

the bane of my life. I can’t stand the

beestly things. As for club-swinging,
it's the worst form of torcher ever
devised. I prefer “swinging the lead ”

to swinging clubs!

Fizzical jerks are enuff to drive a
fellow off his dot. Where's the sense in
flinging vour arms about like windmills,
and bending and stretching, and tying
yourself into knotts?

I hear they are going to have a new
drill-sergeant at Greyfriars. If he does
corme, I shall clear out. - I'm not going
to stay here and be ﬂl]“t"lf till I drop
with hart-failure. A pal of mine had
hart-failure once, and they haven’t cured
him vet!

¥Down with Irill!™ T hope every
reader of this artikle will echo my war-
CTY.
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DRILL'!

By Dick Penfold.
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RILL, drill, physical drill,
That's the stuff to make you ill!
Marching here, and marching
there,
Tramping, s.ba-.mpmg, everywhere !
I'd pulverise him, with a will,
The merchant who invented drill!

U

Jerks, jerks, phyvsical jerks,

Confound the fellow and all his 'u.nrks,

For daring to invent such things!

What tired and tortured limbs it brings!

We pget no peace or rest until

The welcome words, * Iismiss
drill 1™

March, march, rapid march,

Over the cobbles and under the arch;
Down to the gates, and down the lane,
Then “ About turn!” and back again.
Felix keeps on walking still—

So do the Greyvirmars chaps at drill!

“Halt! Front! Stand at easec!

With drnnpme; shoulders, sagging I-il]f"l:S
The sergeant’'s voice 1s like the roar
Of breakers booming on the shere,
The pace has been enough to kill;

It makes one dread the name of drill!

from

“Move to the right infours!” What-ho!
Heels click smartly; off we go!
Marching 1n a human column,

Looking verv sad and solemn.

Where's the sensze, and where's the skill,
In such a tiresome thing as deill?

Drill, drill, physical drill,

The sergeant’s voice 15 shouting still,

“ Hold your head up, Number Six!

Hi, thme Stop them monkey tricks!”
"Tis a necessary evil: still,

“'l"" re sick and tired of physical drill!

SOMETHING EVERY BOY
SHOULD HAVE!

EE{I PARES u-f real :l:hrht
NOW ON SALE!

ED]TF‘D BY HARRY YYHARTON

Week Ending October 18th, 1924,
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By Harry Wharton.

4> e e o o o . o

B e e

ANY bitter things have been

M sald at Greyfriars about the

man who invented drill. He

is classed in the same category

as the man who invented the treadmill

and the man wo invented ‘‘painless”
dentistry.

The fact is, drill is not popular. No

doubt it is a great asset to physical fit-
ness, and all that sort of thing; but if
you asked-the average fellow which he
referred—ninety minutes’ drill or a
» would plump for the

footer match.

Ureyfriars has no drill
present, but 1n the past
several, and most of them have been
martinets of the Prussian type. Many
a time we have had to double round the
Close, panting and perspiring, with the
sergeant bellowing at the top of his
lungs, and whipping up the stragglers
with his drill-stick. And we have car-
ried hefty dumb-bells above our heads,
and swung Indian clubs till our arms
ached.

The more drill we have, the less wa
like 1t. Some fellows, in fact, hate 1t
like poison. Ask Billy Bunter what he
thinks of drill, and he will tell you that
there has been no form of torture like
it since the Spanish Inquisition, Ask
Lord Mauleverer what he thinks of it,
and Lis lordship will shudder at the mere
mention of drill.

If any fellow prefers drill to
there must be a curious kink

sergeant  at
it has had

footer
in him

somewhore, it i= hard to understand
such a preference,
But, of course, there is humuur in

drill, just as there is humour in every-
thing, if we have an eye for the funny
side of thinga. This week sur merry
contributors have let themselves go on
the subject of drill, and, im conse-
gquence, I do not think our circulation
will “mark time.,” It will “double.”
And there will be a “rapid march " io
the newsagents to sccure this- issue of
the Macxer Linrany.

I have had lots of letters lately, con-
taining suggestions for future Eﬁpu‘:{,tal
N umbers, Some of these suggestions
are splendid, and will be carried out.
But I regret 1 cannot humour the
voung fellow who wants a Special
Number dealing with eriminals, or the
boy who wants a Special Butterfiy.
catching Number, In the first place,
the members of my staff are not
authoritics on erime; and, in the second

place, the butterfly-catching season is
over., And, anyway, such a sport is not
exciting :nnugh to appeal to the

of myv chums. 5
HARRY WHARTON.
Tue Macxer Lisrary.--No. 87TL
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ERGEANT BROOT,” said Jack
Jolly, "is a broot of the Hrst
water ™

“Here, here ! said Merry and

D

Bright,

“He's a beestly tyrant ! went on Jack
Jolly, his voice trembling with commo-
tron. "“He ought never to have been
appoynted drill sergeant at St. Sam’s
Ihd you hear what he did in Weekling
of the Third? Made him dubble round
the Jim twenty times, till the poor kid
fell down im a faint.”

“ Shame !” _

“We shall get no piece 1ill Sergeant
Broot is kicked out of St. Sam’s,” said
Jack Jolly. “He ain’t fit to be in charge
of the sons of jentlemen—Ilike us.”

Strickly speaking, Jack Jolly was the
son of a pork butcher. But pork butchers
can be jentlemen, just as much as lords
and barrownets, and other members of
the Harry Stockrassy,

“I've - written a poem about old
Broot,” said Merry. “ Would you
fellows hike to heve 1?7 It starts like
ithis:

‘I do not love thee, Sergeant Broot,
And when I hear your voice 1 scoot.
You want the Order of the Boot,
You beesily, boollying, berly broot |’

No sooner had Merry recited the frst
verse than a savvidge bellow came from
thg doorway,

I'’he juniors spun round with a start.

Sianding on the threshold wes the
subject of Merry's poem, a short, thick-
=6t man, with a curling millitery mis-
tosh, and a pair of black, bushy high-
brows. He was a horrible-looking spes-
simen—nol at all the sort of man you
wounld care to mect on a dark night.

“Ho!” roared the sergeani. “Takin’
my name in vain, are ver? Holdin' me
np to riddjevle—wot? T'Hl learn yer!

Follow me into the Jimmy-nasium, all
three of yer!"

Jack Jolly & Co. looked Tor a minnit
me if they would defv ihe sergeant’s
order. But they thought better of it,
and irotted off obediently (o the Jim.

“Now you young bratts!” =aid the
rergeant savvidgely, “I'm going to put
you through the wmill. Take a pair of
dumbells apeace.”

The juniors oheved.

“Fall in!” thundered the sergeant,

J—
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“Raise the dum-bells above yer ’eads
by numbers. One—two! Right turn!
Dubble march !

Jack Jolly & Co. started to dubble
round the Jim. It was no joak, for the
dum-bells were as hevvy as lead, They
wayed about half a ton eacl.

-,');I_Ck Jolly went first, followed by
Merry, and Bright brought up the rear
of the grim percession. Round and
round the Jim they went, with the ser-

geant's rawkus voice booming in their:

Cars,

" Left, right, left, right, left! Pick
yer feet up, there! Keep them dum-
bells above ver 'eads, an’ don't dare stop
till T gives the word of command !*

It was terrible torcher to the three
juniors. Beads of inspiration streemed
down their faces, and it made Merry
regret the inspiration which had led him
to write that poem about the sergeant.
"I can’t stick this!” panted Jack
Jolly, as he stumbled along.

“Dubble up, there!” thundered the
sergeant,” “or I'll come behind ver with
my drill-stick !"

The three juniors were nearly in a
state of collapse by this time. The dum-
bells seemed to have got hevvier and
hevvier. At last, unable to stand the
strain any longer, Jack Jolly let go of
his dum-bells, One of them dropped on
the floor of the Jim with a sickening
thud, the other landed on the foot of
the sergeant.

Crash !

“-¥aroooooo !

With a wild yell of angwish the ser-
geant hopped round the Jim on one
leg, clasping his damaged foot with the
other, and breething out threttenings
and slawter.

(S8ay, Dicky ! That sergeant must have
been *some ” contortionist ' —Ed.)

“ You—you young villen!" he splut-
tered. * You done that deliberate !™

“I never !” said Jack Jolly.

“ Yus, yvou did ! :

“No, 1 never!”

“Come 'ere!” roaved
HBurrishing his drill-stick,

“Sha'n’t I flashed Jack Jolly.

“"Wot! First you chuck a dum-bell
al me, then you hurl defiance at me 1"

the sergeant,

“Yes! You're a broot and a iyrant,
and we’re not going to be boollied any
longer !

“Here, here!” cried Merry and
Bright,

Then Jack Jolly made a =ignal io his
chums, and with one accord they rushed
at Bergeant Broot. In the heat of the

maotent they did not stop to ount
the  cost.  They tackled the tyrant
low down—a Jew had once itaught

them Jew-jitsu—and the sergeant’s legs

He hit

were swept from under his feet,
the floor with a loud crash!

“Now we'll give him a dose of his
own meddisin " panted Jack Jolly,

|
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“Turn him over!"

The sergeant, snorting with fury, was
rolled over, and then Jack Jolly started
to lay into him with the drill-stick,

Whack, whack, whack !

Clouds of dust rose from the sergeant's
baggy trowsers, and his bellers of pane
could be heard all over St. Sam’s.

Jack Jolly didn’t stop until the drill-
stick.- broke into three halves. Then, z-
in a flash, he realised the awful enormits
of his conduct. When the Head got t-
know about it it would surely mean the
sack.

Jack Jolly turned quite pail, and =
did Merry and Bright.

As for Sergeant Broot, he staggere:
to his feet. His face was perple. H:
looked as if he was going to have a
appleplectic fit,

“I'N report yer!" he cried in a chok
ing voice. “I'll report yer to the 'Fa.
this very minnit !*

And he strode towards the Jdoor. Bu:
before he reached it a cupple of sterr
faced men stepped into the Jim, and =
pair of handcuffs clicked upon the wrist-
of the dasterdly tyrant.

One of the men spoke.

“I am a detective officer in plan:
close,” he said. “ Benjamin Broot, alis-
Charles Crool, alias Sidney Savvidge, |
arrest you in the name of the law !”

“For why 7" snorted the sergeant, e
ginning to bluster,

“I arrest you on a duzzen separate
charges of croolity to small boys. Befors
you came here you were drill-sergean:
at St. Bill’'s, where you boollied 1he
boys to such an eggstent that some of
them are maimed for life !
~ ““Shame !"” cried the St. Sam's fellow-
in corus,

The detective then seized ihe sergeant
by the scruff of the neck, and marche:!
him away to meet his doom. The St
Sam’s fellows flocked after them, hoot
in% and hissing,

'he Head, attracted by the uproar in
the guad, opened his window to ser
what was going on. But he hasiily shut
it again, and dodged back into his study
For reasons of his own, he had no wi<h
to be seen by detectives. Like Sergean:
Broot, who was now being marche
away to the police-station, ithe Head
had a gilty conscience.

THE END,

WATCH NEXT WEEK'S
“MAGNET” FOR FULL
PARTICULARS OF YOUR '
EDITOR'S LATEST FREE

GIFT!
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n ALLO, hallo, hallo!"" ejaculated
H Bob Cherry. *“ What's the

matter with Prout?”
Not many fellowe heard
Bob's question, for they were sound
asleep in their beds,

The rising-bell had not yet sounded,
but Bob Cherry, being an energetic
mortal, had bounded out of bed at an
early hour. Whilst giving the final
twist to his necktie, Bob happened to
glance out of the window, and he saw
that he was not the first person at Grey-
friars to be up and doing that morning.

Mr. Paul Prout, the master of the
Fifth, was out in the Close, And he
was performing a number of weird and
“‘ﬂﬂfﬁ’.‘ffﬂl antice.

“What ihe thump——" gasped Bob
Cherry, 1n amazement.

"Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
and Johnny Bull were out of bed 1n &
twinkling, and they joined their chum
at the window,
at Mr. Prout, and Johnny Bull tapped
his forehead significantly.

“ Potiy!" he murmured. “Mad as a
haiter, or a March hare! 1I'd often
suspected that old Prout had bats in his
belfry, but I didn’t expeet him to hreak
out like this!" _

AMr. Prout was atlired in a white
swealer, a pair of grey flannel trousers,
and light canvas shoes.  There was
nothing insane in this. It was Mr.
Prout's method of progression which
suggested insanity. ﬁﬁ was lifting Iis
knee high in the air, shooling his foot
forward, and then planting 1t firmly on
the ground. After which he repeated the
performance with the other leg.

“Why, he's doing the goose-step
¢aid Harry Wharton, with a laugh.

“Think'e he's in I'russia, 1 suppose!”
said Nugent,

Blissfully unaware of the facl thal four
pairs of eyes were regarding him from
the dormitory window, Mr. Prout went
on with his goose-stepping. 1le goose-
stepped all the way to the tuckshop, and
then back across the Close to the school
gades, .

“ Oh, my heye!” gasped Gosling.

Myr. Prout halted a moment.

**1 have been reading a valuable book
entitled *How to be Fit at Fifiy,’
GGosling!” he said. “It conlains a
gorics of exercizes, which have {o be per-
formed early in the morning. [ am
afraid the book would be of no use to
you, Gosling. But 1 will gladly lend
you the companion volume, ' How to be
Nimble at Ninety," ”

Gosling glared.

“ Which I ain’t ninely yel, sir—not by
a long way!” he growled,

“Then I will lend you the volume
eslitled * How Lo be Seund at Sixly,””
vaid Mr. Prout. *A course of physical

Supplement tit.]
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‘Rhey stared in surprise’

exercises, Gosling, would do you a world
of good.”

“I ain't got time for them sort of
capers,” replied Gosling, And he
shuffled through the Close on his way
to ring the rising-bell.

Mr. Prout resumed his goose-stepping,
to the vast amusement of the juniors
who watched him from the upper
window,

Most men, at some time of their lives
develop a craze for physical culture; and
Mr. Prout had eaught that eraze now—in
fact, he was badly EEJit-ten by it.

Had the matter ended there, all might
have been well. But Mr., Prout never
caught a craze without trying to kindle
the enthusiasm of others for it. He
tried to convert Mr. Quelch, Mr. Twigg,
and Mr. Hacker into physical culture
fanatics, But he failed, just as he had
failed with Gosling.

Having no luck with the members ol
the etaff, Mr. Prout turned his attention
to the boys. He informed the Head that
there was a great deal of slacking at
Greyfriars on half-holidays, and he asked
permission to take the slackers in hand
and put them through a course of
physical exercises. The Head consented.

“I do not wish you to interfere wiili
the boys who are playing football,” he
said. ** Bul those who are simply loung-
ing about in their studies and elsewhere

will certainly benelit by a course of
drill,”

So on the next half-holiday Mr. Prout
rounded up the slackers. He began by
bursting in upon Skinner and Snoop and
Stott, who were lazing in Skinner's
study, and ordered them to go and wail
for gnim in the gym. He then pounced
upon Billy Bunter, who was perched on
a slool in the tuckshop, waiting for rome

ood Samaritan to come in and treat

im,  And he rudely disturbed the sweet
repose of Lord Mauleverer, whom he
found fast asleep on his study sofa.

Having shepherded his vietims to the
gym, Mr, Prout joined them there, and
addressed them,

“You boys appear to be incurably
lazy,” he said. " You take no part in
sports, and your main object in life seems
lo be o dream and doze. I have been
given permission to drill you, and I
trust it may be the means of curing your
physical sloth. We will now proeceed.”

The slackere of the Remove looked
very glum. They were lined up in a
row, and Mr. Prout numbered them off.
Then he ordered them to * form fours "—
a rather dificult matter, since there were
only five of them]

Eventually, Mr. Trout
march them in single bie.
himself led the way.

decided to
And he

Round and round the gym went the [
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little squad of slackers, and Mr. Prouk
set a hot pace.

Billy Punter was soon puffing and
panting, and so were his companions 1n
distress.

Then came a spell of goose-stepping
and doubling, and dumbbell exercises.

‘Never had the slackers spent such an
agonising afternoon. They were kepb
on the go all the time, without rest or
respite. Lord Mauleverer was groan-
ing ; Skinner & Co. were grunting ; Billy
Bunter was gasping. They had looked
forward to a nice, restful half-holiday,
but the fellows on the football-field were
having a much more restiul time by,
comparison !

The only person who appeared to be
enjoying himself was Mr. Prout. llis
face, naturally florid, now had the hue
of a beetroot.

“QOw !” gasped Billy Bunter, who was
balancing a pair of enormous dumb-
bells above his head, “I—I can't go
on! I've got a weak heart, and the
doctor says that violent exercise will very
likely kill me! My knees are beginning
to give way. Have pily, sir!”

Mr. Prout frowned.

“You are talking utier nonsense,
Bunter! There is no finer thing than
physical exercise for the weak-hearted,
the pigeon-chested, and those who, hke
yourself, wish to become slim."”

“But I don't want to be slim !" wailed
Bunter.

“Be silent!" snapped Mr. Prout.
And the *tortures " conlinued.

It was not until tea-tim® that the wel-
come word of dismissal came,

Huarry Wharton & Co., returning from
the footer field, were surprised to ree
five juniors come tottering out of the
gym in a state of utter collapse. SBkinner
& Co. were leaning upon one another for
support, and Billy Bunter was actually
crawling on his hande and knges. As
for Lord Mauleverer, he was as limp as
a rag.

When laughingly questioned by their
schoolfellofvs as to what had been hap-
pening, the slackers were loo exhausted
to reply.

On the following Wednezday afler-
noon Mr. Prout again made a (lour of
the Remove studies for the purpose of
rounding up the slackers. DBut there
were no slackers to round up.

Skinner & Co. and Billy Bunter and
Lord Mauleverer were on the football-
field, where they were safe from the
clutches of the physical culture fanatie.
They loathed football, and they loathed
Jeill: but of the two evils they wisely
chose ithe lesser!

THE EKD.
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LORD MAULEVERER: *Drill has
no delights, It's an abomination,
begad! I hear thev are goin' to revive
drill at Grevfriars, an' appoint a drill
sergeant.  That means that there will
be no rest for my wearvy limbs., It will
be, ‘ Left, right! Left, right!” from
morn till night, an® I sha'n't have
enough energy to crawl up to bed,
begad! What's the use of drill, any-
way? BSome people say it keeps vou fit;
but my own recipe for keepin’ fit is an
afternoon’s nap on my study sofa. Down
with drill, an’ perish all drill-
sergeants |

ALONZO TODD: “I think drill s
delightful, provided it isn't overdone.
I love to pick up a pair of light dumb-
bells—weighing not more than an ounce
apiece—and to raise them above my
head. If I feel strong enough, I repeat
this performance two or three times, but
néver more, in case I sprain my biceps.
I am also fond of swinging Indian clubs,
but I am a trifle erratic, and the other
day, when making a backward swing, T
actidentally hit my cousin Peter on the
nose. He has not spoken to me since,
I confess I am not wvery partial to

marching and doubling and doing the

goose-step; but on the whole I consider
E;nt drill is highly beneficial to British
Vs,

BILLY BUNTER: “What delights
are there in drill, I should like to
know? It duzzent suit a frail and delli-

ket constitution like mine, 1 ecan't
march once round the Jim without feel-
ing like & punctured football. Be-
sides, it makes me lose weight, and
that's a jolly serious matter, bekawse
I've always been a fellow of great
weight and inflewence, As for clubs
and dum-bells, I regard them as instru-
ments of torcher, and consider they
ought to be abollished. Drill-sargents
and dentists are my pet aversions. As
old Gosling says, “‘they sughter be
drownded at birth! "

BOB CHERRY : “I suppose the son
of a soldier ought not to speak slight-
ingly of drill, but I confess it doesn't
make the same appeal to me as a game
of footer or a bout with the boxing-
gloves.  Drill is too monotonous and
mechanical. It wants brightening up.
They ought to have a brass band in at-
tendance, playing selections. Then we
should march ever so much better. I'm
rather fond of the dumb-bells, but
they're jolly weightv things, as the drill-
sergeant discovered when I dropped one
on_his pet corn! He bellowed like a
bull in pain. Club-swinging is also good
sport, and it keeps the muscles from get-
ting flabby.  But as for marching and
doubling and goose-stepping, they don't
appeal to me a scrap.”
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WILLIAM GO3LING: “In  me
voung days, which is goin’ back about
sixty vears, I used to be rare fond of
drill. I belonged to the Volunteers in
them far-off days, an’ I used to spend
all my spare time doublin’ round a drill-
Fuhall, an’ learnin’ to 'andle a rifle, I

was born too late for the Battle of
Waterloo—more's the pity—an’' just too
early for the Boer War. I reckon I
should 'ave made a jolly good soldier,
Can’t you imagine Colonel William Gos-
ling leadin’ his men over the top? I
should 'ave won the V.C., as sure as
eggs. 1 thought of volunteerin’' for the
last big War, an' tried to pass meself
off as a man of thirtv-five;: but it
wouldn’'t wash. The recrootin’-sergeant
says to me, ‘Gosling,” says he, °‘the
country ain't so 'ard up for men that it's
got to call upon vegetarians of eighty !’
I supposa he meant octogenarians.
Anyway, he told me to run away an’'
draw-me Old Age Pension. But to get
back to the subject of drill, I econsiders
4 a migrht-y fine thing for the young
rips of Greyiriars. It keeps ‘em out of
mischief, an’ fits 'em to defend their
country, thus killin' two birds with one
Ystone, so to speak.”

— =

“D’ARCY’S BABY!”

The Most Amusing Yarn ol
Tom Merry & Co: ever told—
appears in this week’s issue of
our Splendid Companion Paper

“THE GEM" LIBRARY.

| DRILL SERGEANTS

- OF GREYFRIARS !

An entertaining article.

By GEORGE WINGATE.

= ——— =

DRILL and discipline go hand in hand.
Both are very necessary at public- schools,
although lots of juniors domn't seem to thiok
50. Undrilled fellows are inclined to grow
slovenly. They ceaze to walk with squared
shoulders and a light step. Drill keeps them
physically up to the mark, and is jolly good
for them,

(I suppose we must bow to your superior
wisdom, Wingate, old man; but drill is our
pet abomination.—Ed.)

W & E

BUT my sympathies are with the Grey-
friars juniors in the matter of drill-sergeants.
We have been very unfortunate in having a
succession of tyrants filling this post at
Greyfriars, A few years back we had the
notorious Sergeant Burrell, a martinet of the
worst type, who was 3o brutal to the boys
Ehﬂt he finally received the “order of the
ot

] ® L3

ONE hour's drill a day is quite sufficient
for the average fellow, and more than suffi-
cient for a good many. But Sergeant Burrell
believed in drilling the fellows whenever they
happened to be free from lessons. He kept
them on the march for hours at a stretch—
i state of affairs which rapidly became
intolerable. It ended in a revolt against the
tyrant, who, if I remember rightly, was
hooted off the school premises. His reign
of terror will not be forgotten for many a
long day.

L '3 E 3

GOING back still further into the school's
history, we come to another tyrant and
tartar—a Sergeant Burke. This inhuman in-
dividual was at Greyfriars in the early
‘seventies, There was a weak headmaster
at the time, and Sergeant Burke zeemed to
do pretty much as he liked. He practically
governed the school, On rising in the morn-
ing the fellows had to **fall in " in the Close,
amd the sergeant doubled them to and fro
till they were breathless. No doubt it gave
the boys excellent appetites for breakfast,
but they hated the Interference with their
leisure. In the afternoon they were given
another dose of drill. Then, if they hap-
pened to get into Bergeant Burke's black
books, they were drilled again in the even.
ing. Drill is a splendid thing—in modera-
tion; but there was not much moderation in
the methods of Sergeant Burke. His tyranny
led up to a mutiny and a * barring-out.” and
the. Head realised that the only way to
restore law and order was to send Sergeant
Burke packing. This he did, and Greyfriars
breathed freely once more.

& & i

NOT every drill-sergeant has been an in-
human monster. Years ago there was a
S3ergeant Joy—a plump, genial person who
was very popular with the boys, But he
neglected his duties in a shocking manner,
and when the governors of the school came
down to witness a drill display, they dis-
covered, to their horror, that nobody knew
any drill at all! Of course, there was an
inquiry, and Sergeant Joy had to go.

L L w

AT the present time Greyfriars is withont
a drill-sergeant, but there 13 a rumour that
one will shortly be appointed. Let us Liope
our lueck will change, and that we zhall get
n  decent sort—a man like Mr. Larry
Lascelles—instead of a brute who believes in
the mailed fist and the iron hand. Drill is
necessary, as I have said; but it 15 also
necessary to have drill-sergeants who are
jnst, a3 well as firm. and who are not whaolly

drained of the good old milk of human
Riminess.
(llear, hear! Wish you were our drill-

sergeant, Wingate. [I'm sure you would give
s an easy time!—Ed.)
[Supplement iv.
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(Coitinued from puge 12.)

afraid. And it looks as if we're in for
it, too, now, Franky. Oh, blow that
dashed wateh, and blow Dunter, and

blow Loder! lLet's get back for good-
ness’ sake! My clobber’'s about ruined,
and my hands are scorched all over. Oh,
blow 7

And Harry Wharton and Trank
Nugent started for Greyirars, dismal
and sore and full of forecbodings. They
<aw trouble ahead. Buat, at the moment,
they little dreamed what form that
trouble was to take.

—— e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Harry's Decision !

L ELL, I'm blowed!"”
That was Bob Cherry's
inelegant  remark when

Harry and Frank told their
story to the rest of the Famous Five
over tea that afternoon.

After a visit to the bath-rooms—a
much-needed visit—Harry and IFrank
had handed over the recovered watch to
Loder of the Sixth, and had lounged
about No. 1 Study, nursing their hurts
until their choms had returned from
their eycling =pin.

And now, over steaming tea and toast
and eggs, the chums of the Remove were
discussing afaire jn a far from cheery
manner,

Harry and Trank knew there was
trouble in store for themi. They had no
delusions on that point. Dr. Locke,

much as he cordially disliked the pom-
pous and arrvogant S Hilton IMopper,
msisted upon the baronet’'s property
being *“taboo,” and he came down
heavily on offenders,

“It means a dozen of the best, at
least!”  groaned Harmy. “And my
hlessed hands are sore enough, goodness
knows! And he won't take the story of
the watch as an excuse, you bet!”

Bob shook bis head,

‘' Hardly,” he =aid. *‘But—but, I say,
I"in thundering sorry about that poor
gamckeeper chap! The Chff House
wirls will be upset about it, too.”

“It's a thundering shame!” said
Harry. " Those cads deserve flaying
alive! They are at the bottom of
Rohinson’s troubles with old Popper,
and the more T think about it the more
certain I anmi that they caused that fire,
and not that poor kid.”

“Tt looks like it
Bull.

“We ought io do something, Harry !
snapped Bob Cherry, his good-natured
face angry and indignant. “ We ecan't
let an imjustice like this go on. It's up
to us. Right’s right!”

“We're gomg to do something,” said
Harry guietly. “1've already deter-
snined on that, yon chaps. DBut we've
ot to prove what we know, remember,”

“We've got that cigarvette-case—"'
hegan Frank,

“That’s not much proof,” said Harry
Jdowlv., “We'll keep it, though, for a
bit. We've got 1o stop that poaching,
cud we've got to make those cads own

agreed Johnny

1

up they caused the fire.” He paused a
moment, and then he went on quietly;
"1 think T know a way of doing both,
vou fellows, ™

" You dot?
"1 think so. I won't tell you what it
s yet, though, Are you fellows game
for an expedition into the woods again
to-might, after lights out*”

“Wha-at!"”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“It's risky, I'll admit,” zaid Harry,
smiling as he met his chums’ amazed

looks. “But I fancy you chaps aren't
the sort to funk 1it, in the circum-
stances,”

" No fear! We're coming,” said Bob
promptly,

“Yes, rather!"

There was an immediate response,
The rest of the Famous Five would
have followed their leader anywhere,

“"We'll do it, then,” said Harry.
“The idea’s this,

We've pot to get
clear proof about the pnafﬁing. And
with that in our hands we’ll frighten the
cads into stopping the game, and we'll
thundering well force them to own up
about the fire!”

“They'd mnever do that,” sniffed
Johnny Bull,
“1 fancy they will, though,” said

Harry grvimly. *The fire was an acci-
dent, and the punishment wonldn’t be
so sertous—that i, wunless there was

proof it was done malicionsly. But the
poaching’s different; it's frightfully
serious. Old Popper would bhave no

mercy on then.”
“That's so0."

“There's Skinner to be ithought of,
though,” =aid Harry, looking worried.
“He's not as bad as the others, T think.
And, after all, he's a Greyfriars chap. 1
don’t think he realizes what a serious
thing he's doing. I think we ought to
warn him.”

“What rot!” grunted Johnay Bull }

“The cad
deserve.”

“Perhaps so, but if they're caught it
means disgrace for Ureyfriars. That
won't do. I faney if Skinner knows
gomeone knows what's going on, he'll
jolly soon irop out. He's too big a
funk to ri:k things.”

“But Le'll warn the others,” said Bob
Cherry.

“Not him, he's too afraid of us to do
that. And Skinner only cares about his
own precious skin,” said Harry, his lLip

deserves what the rest

curling. * We sha'n’t tell him our plans,
of course, Anyway, I'm afraid of some-
thing going wrong to-night, and I'd
rather Skinner wasn't there,”

“1 don’t like it,” said Bob. " DBut go
ahead, if you veally think it best,
Harrv.”

“1 do,” said Harry, rising from the

table. * And I vote we zee Skinuer now.
You fellows had better come, too.”

Harry's chums made no further pro-
They saw he had made up his
mind, and they followed him to Skinner's
study. They found that junior at tea
with Stott and Snoop.

He locked not a little scared at the
entrafice of the Famous Five,

“We want a word with you, Skinner,”
said Harry curtly.  Will you come ont-
sidde a minute?™

Stott and Snoop looked at Skinner,
and then they looked at the Famious
Five. They saw there was trouble in
the air, and they decidad to keep out
of it.

“We've finished tea,” mumbled Snoop.
“We'll clear out, 1f vou like.”

And, without waiting for Skinner’s
views, Snoop got up from the table and
went our rather hurredly.
lowed him just as hurriedly.

Rtott fol- I

“ Look—look here,” stammered Skin-
ner, eyeing the juniors nervously, “if it's
about this afterncop——"

“That and something else|” snapped
Havrry.

“Tt—it wasn't my fault you fellows
were spotted. [T couldn’t help it,” mut-
tered Skinner sullenly. It was nothing
to do with me.”

“1 know that, Skinner,” said Harry.
“I've not come about that. I've just
come to give you warning, This poach-
ing game's got to stop, Skinner, 1 want
to warn you that if you don't chuck
away that airgun, and steer clear of the
Popper Court Woods in future, you'll
have good reason to regret it!™

Skinner's face went white, He stared
at the juniors dumbfounded.

he

“You—you know about
breathed.

“"Yes, we know!” snapped Harry,
“We've just come to give you a friendly
warning, Skinner, You've been playing
a dangerous game; but if you're wise
you'll stop it now. If you wvalue your
precious skin you'll stay at home to-
night, and keep clear of the woods, Wae
happen to know you intended going, and
we're warning you now to keep clear,
You understand "

Skinner stood, whitelipped. The
secret was konown now, and he trembled
with fear., How much the juniors knew
he could only guess, but he was conscious
they knew quite enough,

“You—you're not going to tell!” he

that 7"

whispered.

“We shouldn’'t have come lo warn
you if we intended that,” said
Harry.

Skinner drew a deep breath. He

naturally supposed that the keepers had
set a trap for them that night, and
he believed that the juniors knew of 1t
and were warning him.

“Thanks for warning me,” he stams
mered. “I—I don’t know how you
fellow got to know, but it's true. We've
been fools! I wasn't going to-night,
though, in any case. I told those fools
it was getting too hot. I certainly won't

go now.”
“Right!” said Harry. “There's one
thing, though, Skinner. We don't.

want you to warn your precious pals on
any account. If vou do, 1 promise you
you'll be sorry for it.”

Skinner stared at them.

“1 won't,” he said eagerly. * Hang
them! It—it serves them right. They
wouldn’t listen to me. I wont say a
word, Wharton.” ;

“You'd better not!” snapped Harry.
“ Anyway, that’s all, Skinner.”

“1 say,” stammered Skinner, “I'm
grateful for this, you chaps, and I'm
sorry about the fire. T know you chaps
didn’t do it. But old Popper thinks you
did. Has—has he been here yet?”

“Eh? What do you mean:” :zaul
[Tarry suddenly.

Again Skinner stared.

“0ld Popper's raving,” he said. “The
fire did a Fut of damage—burnt ont the
pheasant enclosure, and some sheds in
which a lot of fruit-trees were placed.
And he's lost his pheasants—they ve
gone over into the Ravenscroft Esiate,
and he’ll find it hard to get them back.
He swears he won't be satisfied unless
you're sacked!”

“(Great Scott!" ;

“You—you don't mean to say the cid
idiot thinks we did it?” babbled Harry
Wharton, in utter dismay.

“Of course!” said Skinner, ‘ He
thought it was that keeper's kid until bhe
spotted you and Nugent. Then he faivly

Taeg Magxer Liprary,—No. 871,
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went mad. He thinks you did it to get
your own back for that thrashing the
other night.” _

*Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Harry, in
alarm,

The Co. were staggered. Such a possi-
bility had never even occurred to them,
though Harry realised now that they
might have pguessed it, knowing Sir
Hilton as they did.

- But—but that's too thick!” said Bob
Cherry angrily. “It waz you rotters
who did it—vyou know that thundering
well, Skinner, you cad!"”

Skinner, bewildered and scared asz he
was, did not attempt to deny it.

It was Gerald Popper who did it,"”
he muttered. “He threw a lighted
nratch down—I saw him. I remembered
it' afterwards. We were running at the
time —we heard someone coming through
the shrubbery. It must have been that
kid. Anyway, it was Popper’s fault. I
told him the match hadn't gone out, but
hée only said it would go out, and ran
oh. IHow—how did vou fellows find
out ?"

“We found Popper's cigarette-case
néar the fence,” said Harry %Jl‘ieﬂjh

wSkinner licked his lips.

*It'H all come out now !" he groaned.
“You fellows will keep me out of it,
won't you *"

Harry's lip curled.

* You'll be safe enough, providing vou
keep your own meuth shut!" he
snapped.  ‘““Remember about to-night,
though, Skinner., Come on out of this.
vou fellows.”

And Harry led the way out, a look of
disgust on his face. Tt was elear that all
the cowardly Skinner troubled about was
his own skin.

" Well, this looks like being serious,”.

said Frank Nugent, as they crowded out.
side. “What on earth are we to do,
Uarry "

I scarcely know,” said Harry, *“un-
Apsg——'"

He paused as Mark Linley, of the
Remove came up to him,

“Seen Wingate?' he asked, eveing
the juniors curiously, ““He's hunting
for you and Nugent. He told me to tell
you to report yourselves to the Head at
once, Wharton."

“Oh, my hat !

“Something’s up,” went on Linley.
“Old Popper’s in with the Head, bellow-
ing like a mad bull. Better look out!”

“Right, Linley,” said Harry. * We'll
get along at once.”

Linley passed along, and the juniors
exchanged looks of dismay.

“Can’t be helped!” grunted Harry.
“Come on, Franky—let's get it over."

And with their chum's good wishes
ringing in their ears, the two un-
fortunates started for the Head's study.

But before they had reached it, Harry
stopped. His face was set, and his eyes
gleamed with resolution,

“Just a minute, Franky,” he said
quietly. “I want to ask you something.
I think we can clear ourselves of this.
We can call on that kid to prove we
came up after the fire, and that we saved
his life. The Head knows we're not
smoking rotters, and I fancy he'll accept
our word, He won't let old Popper
have it all his own way, at all events."

" Well, that's so,” said Frank, looking
relieved,

“DBut you know what that means—if
we do clear ourselves,” said Harry
grimly. *“Old Popper is out for blood.
He's determined to find a scapegoat.
He'll immediately charge that kid again,
and Robinson will be sacked. Remember
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E@s sick wife, Franky. It means ruin for
1n‘lll‘

“Go on,” said Frank quietly.

“That mustn't happen,” said Harry
through his teeth.
shame. We can stand a flogging better
than that poor chap can stand ruin at

such a time. I want to know, Franky,

if you're game to stand the blame for

this—to refuse to defend ourselves for
that chap’s sake 7"

Frank Nugent gasped, and stared at
his chum. Many fellows in the Remove
called Harry Wharton *“soft.” But
Frank knew him as a loyal, generous,
and unselfish fellow, He knew it more
50 NOw.,

“But—but we know it was those cads
now,"” he stammered. “ Skinner's ad-
mitted—"

“S8kinner’s  word’s worth nothing.
And it will take more than our word and
Skinner's to convince that old idiot,
Popper. We can prove nothing.
useless charging them.” said Harry.

“But iz it necessary?"”  muttered
Frank. *“If wour plan succeeds to-
night——"

‘It may not—we can't afford te risk|

failure,” said Harry. *“If we clear our-
selves now, our chance to save Robinson
will ' be gone. We've got to decide here
and now, Franky.”

“It—it may mean expulsion!”

“It may. But that can't happen to-
night. 1'm hoping my plan to-night
will succeed, and then everything will be
all right. 1If it fails, we'll fight against
expulsion.  It's what's before us now
that counts. Are 'we to defend our-
selves and get the blame put on that
poor kid, or arc we to save him and take
the blame? If it means expulsion, it
won't matter so much—we'll have time
to clear ourselves. But if old Popper
insists on a flogging at once—and he

may-—are you willing to take it,
Franky ?"

“I see,” said Frank. He was silent
for & moment, and then he nodded
slowly. *Yes," he said steadily. “I'm

B‘ﬂ.me ! iy

“Good man!” breathed Harry, I
knew vou'd say that. I don’t think

you'll regret it afterwards. Come on!'"

And Harry, with his chum at his
heels, advanced to the Head's study
door, and knocked. and the deep voice
of Dr. Locke bade him enter.

re— a—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
On the Carpet !

EATED in the Head's study, with

S the Head, were Mr. Quelch, the

Remove master, and Sir Hilton
Popper,

Sir Hilton’s features were purple, and
his white moustache fairly bristled with
rage. Dr., Locke's kind old face was
pink, and his eyes held an angry light.
[t was pretty clear to the juniors that
the two old gentlemen had been engaged
in a more than usually heated argument.

Mr. Quelch wore an intensely worried
expression, and he motioned to Harry
Wharton to stand before the Head's
desk.

“Boys,” began Dr. Locke, turning a
searching look upon the juniors, * I have
sent for you to answer a very grave
charge. [ understand that you were
caught in the Popper Court Woods tres.
passing last evening, and that you re-
ceived a severe thrashing at the hands
of S Hilton Popper?"

“They did, begad!™ snorted the
baronet, glaring at the two juniors.
“These two Inds and three other voung

“It's a thundering

It's

rascals. Tt was a well-merited thrashing,
and I did not spare the rod. I imagined
it would be a lasting lesson. It was a
vain thought. The young villains—"

“8ir Hilton ! interrupted Dr. Locke
tartly. “Prav allow me to deal with
this matter.”

“Huh "

Sir Hilton subsided, grunting, and the
Head turned again to the juniors.

“I will not, at the moment, go into
your reasons for entering the woods
against my express orders, Wharton,”
said the Head, pursing his lips. * This
time the charge against yon is far more
serious. 8ir Hilton Popper now claims
that you trespassed again in the woods
this afternoon, and that you wilfully
caused a fire on his property—a fire that

has done a great deal of damage.”

Harry Wharton was about to speak,
but the Head waved his hand for
silence.

“The matter is far more serious than
you apparently imagine, boys,” he said
gravely, eyeing the juniors’ composed
faces. *““Sir Hilton is convinced that it
did not come about by aceident, but by
wilful design. In short, he claims that
you, Wharton, and Nugent caused the
fire to avenge yourselves on Sir Hilton
Popper for the thrashing he administered
to you last evening.”

he juniors remained silent.

“That is a very serious charge—so
serious, that Sir Hilton is acting gener-
ously,” went on the Head with a faint
cough, “in not wishing to bring the
police into the matter. I propose to
give you every opportunity of -defending
yourselves, Wharton. Do you admit that
You were in those woods this afternoon ?"
- “Yes, sir!" said Harry steadily,
though his heart was thumping fast.
“It's quite true !"

“Were you the bovs Sir Hilton saw
racing away from the scene of the fire 7"

“Yes, siv!"

“What were you doing there, Whar-
ton*"” demanded Dr. Locke in a hard
Volire,

His features had set grimly, and Mr.
Quelch was looking quite startled.
Obviously both masters had hoped the
juniors could deny the charge promptly.

There was a silence. The critical
moment had arrived. The silence be-
came deadly. Neither of the juniors
spoke,

“Do you hear me, Wharton?” said
the Head in steely tones, “ What were
you doing there ?”

No answer,

The Head’'s brow became thunderous.

“Does this mean that you refuse to
answer me—that vou have no answer?”
he gasped.

“I'm sorry, sir,” said Harry Wharton
quietly. “HBut we've nothing we wish
to say.”

The Head seemed to be dumbfounded.
He was obviously quite taken aback,

“You understand what vour refusal
to speak infers?" said the Head at last,
“I can only conclude that you are
guilty, Wharton. TUnless "—the Head
eyed the jumiors sharply—*unless you
are shielding someone, Wharton? A
possibility I can scarcely credit.”

“Shielding fiddlesticks !” hooted Sir
Hilton, quite unable to restrain his ex-
citement and wrath, “It's as plain as
a pikestaff, Dr, Locke. The young
villains haven't a confounded leg to
stand on, begad! They stand there sell.
condemned by their silence, sir., Huh '™

Dr. Locke ignored the furious
baronet's outburst,

“This 1s far more serious than I had
supposed,””  saul the Head, his voice
gtrained, “1 will give you one more



rhance, Wharton. You have adnntted
being on the scene of the fire—you do
not disclaim it. Yet you will not, or
cannot, give reasons for being there.
If you still persist in your refusal to tell
me, I shall deem you to be guwlty, and
condemn yon without further discussion.
I am waiting, Wharton !”

“I—I've nothing to say, sir!” said
Harry, a trifle shakily.
“* Neither have I, siv,” <aid Frank

Nugent huskily,

There was a dead silence,

“Very well!” exclanned the Head at
last. *“I am amazed and horrified that
two boys in whom I had hitherto reposed
the utmost confidence could have been
capable of such rascality. You are self-
condemned, however. You are guilty,
and must suffer the consequences. 1
will conmsult with Mr, Quelch, and to-
morrow I will pass sentence.”

Sir Hilton fairly leaped from his chair,
and thumped his fist on the Head’s desk
with a violence that made Dr. Locke
jump.

“That, Dr. Locke,” he choked, * will
not suit me! I demand that the young
scoundrels be sentenced here and now,
I insist that they he given no oppor-
tunity of devising lying excuses and
denials. I insist that they be publicly
expelled without delay! 1 say I insist
upon it, begad! Nothing less will
satisfy me, They have ruined my phea-
sant preserves, have done grave damage
to my property. My pheasants are gone,
My pheasants, begad! That is not all,
sir. Their rascality has all but caused
me to commit an act of injustice—to dis-
pense with the services of a valuable
servant. Ha!”

“Pray restrain vourself, Sir Hilton,”
said the Head with some heat. “1 can
nnderstand your anger and intense desire
that justice shall be done, But I must
point out to you that I am the head-
master of Greyfriars, and 1 insist upon
punishing my boys without interference,
&IT‘,!’

“Then,” snarled the baronet, “as vou
refuse to carry out my wishes, 1 shall
place the matter in the hands of the
police, sir!”

It was the Head's turn to leap from
his seat.

“8ir Hilton !” he gasped in alarm, “I
beg wvou to reconsider that decision. It
is impossible for me to deal justly with
such a matter as this at a moment’s
notice. It is also almost impossible for
me to get the boys together for a public
ceremony at this hour. To bring the
police into a matter of this nature would
do great harm to Greyfriars. As an old
‘boy, and a member of the governing
body, 1 appeal to you not to take such
a step. It would be a blot on the good
name of the school.”

Qir Hilton subsided with a grunt into
his chair again, The Head's appeal had
not been in vain. Sir Hilton had a great
deal of money sunk in the school, and
e was the last man to wish harm to it.

“Very well, Dr. Locke,” he grunted,
glaring savagely at the juniors, “1 will
take no action until to-morrow. Let me
tell you, however,” he snapped, “that 1
shall be satisfied with no half measures.”

“You need not fear that the punish-
ment will not be severe,"” said Dr, Locke
briefly. “If it is not expulsion, it will
be a public flogging, with other severe
penalties. The school will assemble at
nine to-morrow, and I will announce my
final decision then, Sir Hilton.”

The Head turned a hard look on the

juniors.

“Wharton and Nugent,” bhe said
sternly. “ you have heard what I have
said 1’
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“Yes, sir!™

“Very well, you may go.
boys, for your own sakes, that before
morning you will have arrived at a more
sensible frame of mind, and will either
answer my questions or confess your
fault. Should this prove to be the case,
it may influence my final decision con-
siderably.”

He nodded wearily, and the juniors
crept out, their faces white and strained
from the ordeal they had gone through.

They found their chums awaiting them
anxiously in the passage,

“Well,” demanded Bob Cherry, eye-
ing his chums' faces curiously, “ what's
happened? You—you cleared your-
selves all serene, surely 7V

“Come along to the study and we'll
tell you,” said Harry in a low voice,

Like Frank, he was feeling far from
casy and comfortable in his mind now;
indeed, he was deeply worried and
scared. They had come to their decision
to take the blame on their own shoul-
ders hastily, without ecareful reflection.
And now they were beginning to realise
what a serious posiiion they were in,

And yet, in their own minds, they
knew they did not regret what they
had done. Nor did Bob Cherry and the
otheérs when they heard the story a few

minutes later in Study No. 1, blame !

them, or attempt to influence their

1 hope, my | chums to act otherwise before it was

too late. They respected their chums’
generous mut{ves too much for that.
“It's awful, though,” groaned Bob
Cherry. “It simply must come right,
Harry. Supposing——" : :
“It's not really so frightfully serious,”
said Harry, trying to smile. “ We'va
got the bit of time we wanted. We can
do lots before morning. Just stop
worrying, and I'll outline my plan for
to-night. Shut that door, and listen ™
And behind the closed door Harry
Wharton outlined his plan to his chums,
the plan he fondly hoped would bring
about the downfall of Ponsonby & Co.,
and thus clear themselves, and save
Robinson, the gamekeeper, from dis-
aster,
And evidently the scheme met with
his chums’ approval, for they werE
smiling hopefully when he had finished,

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Night-Birds !

N addition to making plans for 1he

I night expedition, Harry Wharton

& Co. kept a close watch on Harold

Skinner that evening. They hardly

felt it likely he would leave the school
THE MAGNET L1BRARY,—No. @il
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to warn his r;hllI_ﬂ:!q but thf*_‘j. were taking
no chanees.

But Skinner made no attempt to leave
the school, and he was sleeping soundly
when Harry Wharton gave the signal in
the Ilemove dormitory.

The five juniors dressed quickly and
notseleszlv.  From Skinner they had
learncd that Ponsonby & Co. were moeet-
img at the big oak i the woods at ten-
tharty, and 1t was a little after ten when
they left the school by the box-room
window and started ount,

It wa~ a mopnlight night, quiet and
still. It was none too warm. but the
Juntors soon got accustomed to the chill
uight air,

“Uo easy,” warned Harry, “It's quite
early vet. remember, and there may be
masters prowling about,”

" Yes, rather!”

The juniors skirted the school build-
mgs, keeping well in the shadows: and
after an anxious few minutes they
reached the road in safety, and then they
breathed freely,

All the juniors were excited, and their
faces were tense and serious, A great
deal depended upon the success or other-
wise of the expedition. Harry and
I'rank had had plenty of time to think
things over, and they had no delusions
now as to the results of failure—to them-
sirlves,

Their chances of proving PPonsonby &
Lo. guilty were almost nil. They imd
o real proof, only Skinner’s word,
which was worth nothing at Greyfriars
or elsewhere.

Certainly the Head might support
Hiein, though even that was scarcely
likely, after refusing to defend them-
sélves that evening. And, in any case,
Sir Hilton held the trump card by
threatening to call in the police, which
he would certainly do should the Head
back them up against his nephew,
Lierald Ponper,

[t was a pretty dangerous situation. as
Harry admitted to his chums as thev
hrried  through  the shadowy fields,
creeping along the hedges like ghosts,

“The howling cads may not even turn
up to-night!” he muttered gloomily.
“And if so we're done absolutely, vou
tellows., 1 suppose we were asses in a
way for not defending ourselves to-
night: but—but—well, T felt so beastly
sorry for that gamekeeper chap. Aund
even now I don’t regret it.”

“Nor do L" said Frank quietly.
“But, to tell the truth, Harry, 1 don't
think it would havo made much differ-
CNCe, N ANy case, Old Popper came
to-night absolutely convineed that we'd
done it. It would have taken more proof
fHlan !11.1.1:'10 got to convince him other-
Wols,

“I'm afraid vou're right, Franky,”
said Harry, “ Our ease is pretty hope
less, unless this camera does it's work
well to-night, vou fellows. ™

And 1arry patted a box-like object he
carried 1n his hand hopefully, - It was a
cainera he had borrowed for the carry-
ing out of his plan from Dick Penfold,
who was the camera “fiend " of the
Remove,

“Yyou've got the flashlipht ribbon, I
hope " asked Boh Cherry suddenly.

“I've got it. Trust me not to forget
that " said Harry grimly,

Nothing more was said until the chums
had plunged into the Llack maw of the
Popper Court Woods, and then Harrv
called a halt. ‘

" We'll need to go carefully now,” he
saicl. " We don't want to muck up the
whole show by stumbling into  those
cad=.  We're early vet, of course, but
we can't take chances. Come on!™

THi MacKET LisrarY.—No. 871
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I Gerald Popper chortled,

IT MIGHT BE YOUR TURN TO WIN AN £8 BICYCLE THIS WEEK!

Treading cautiously on the carpet of
dead leaves, the juniors pushed on. They
were none too familiar with the woods,
and in the decp gloom it was none too

easy to take their bearings. Strav
ghostly zhafts of moenlight filtered
through the leaflless trees, but these

helped little. They had brought torcles,
however, and these were usetul, though
they  used them sparingly andl
cautiously,

In silence they crept on, and all their
scout's wooderaft was needed. They
found the spot at last, however. There
was no mistaking the giant oak, with
the curious slit in the hollow trunk.

On sighting 1t they breathed deeply
with relief. Thev sank down amid the
wet undergrowth, and Harry began to
get the camera ready.  This done, he
took a tin from his pocket, and, opening
it, revealed a length of what appeared
to be lead tape.

It was a plece of flashlight ribbon
used for night and indoor photography.
and this Harry handed to Bob Cherry,

“Got the matches, DBob?" asked
Harry.

“Yes,” said Bob, taking out a box
and examining it closely. ** All serene—
all O.K.»

“Good! Then vou know what to do.
Wait until I give the word, though.”

The juniors settled down to wait, They
were quivering with cxcitement now,
and their nerves were whipped up to a
high pitch. Where they crouched it was
deep darkness, but the giant oak and
the open space before it was lit up by the
moonlight, giving the place a ghostly,
mystic appearance.

It was intensely trying, waiting in the
deep stillness. Not a breath of wind
moved the trees, and a deen silence
rested on the woods., Tar in the dis-
tance a dog was barking, and the faint
bleating of sheep in the pastures bevond
the woods reached their straining cars.

Then came the very faint sound of the
Friardale Church clock sounding the
half-hour, and the juniors stirred
expectantly,

Another five minutes passed—minutes
that seemed like hours to the waiting
juniors—and then through the woods
sounded a rustling and crackling. It
came nearer, and presently several dim
ligures became visible to the juniors.
They were treading cautiously, vet the
sound of their approach came clear and
loud in the general stillness.

They moved into the patch of moonlit
clearing, and their faces showed up
clearly, white and unmistakahle.

They were Gerald Popper, Ponsonby,
Monson, and Vavasour.

The wait was ended, and the hiding
juniors tensed.

“Wait!" breathed Harry Wharton.

Evidently the eerie stillness of the
woods had got on the nerves of Pon-
sonby & Co., also, for they glanced
about them nervously, and their nerves
were twitching. They looked anything
but daring and hardened sportsmen.

Only Gerald Potter appeared to be at
all self-possessed, and be chuckled as he
looked at the strained faces of his com-
Darions.

" Buck up, you mouldy lot of footling
funks!” he grinned. “ You look as if
you're booked for wvour own funerals
instead of a giddy night's sport. That
funk Skinner hasn't turned up, T see!”

“He said he wasn't coming,” muttered
Ponsonby, still glancing about him. “1
don't biame him, cither, Gerald. T'm
about fed with this game. It's all right
in davtime, but these dashed woods at
night, in this moonlight—ugh!"

Ponsonby ended with a shiver. and
The hiding

juniors could not help admiring the
daring young rascal's nerve. It was
only too plamn that it was only Gerald
Popper’s coolness and arrogant self-pos-
scssion that had kept the cowardly
Highcliffe * sportsinen ' at the rash and
risky game,

“You funky owls!” he grinned.
“What the thump is there to be afratnd
of ¥ Nobody's likely to suspect us, and
that old fool Robinson is stumped. My
hat. though, I thought we were done
this afternoon over that fire! I thought
that kid had seen us run away.”

“But he didn't,” chuckled Ponsonby.
“And those Greyfriars cads got the
blame. 1It's too rich! It was a bit of
luck for us their turning up!”

*“Oh, absolutely!” chortled Vavasour,
his white face breaking into an ugl
grin. * That settles the rotters!”

“ It was their own fault,” said Gerald,
as it to excuse himself. **They shouldn't
have butted in. I didn’t want them to

be blamed-—just a bit too thick! 1 hate
the ecads, but—but—— Oh, hang
them!”

“You sound as if you were dashed
sorry. old man,” said Ponsonby, eyeing
his pal curiously, *1'm thundering sure
I'm not!” he snapped viciously, *“I
hope the cads are sacked!”

* Oh, shut up!” snarled Gerald Popper.
“What's the good of wasting time gass-
ing about it, anywav?! Let's got the
guns and make a start,”

And, pushing the chortling Ponsonb:
roughly aside, the baronet’'s nephew
reached into the hollow of the tree-
trunk.

Harry Wharton was amazed at the
attitude shown by Gerald Popper. 1t
was quite clear that the baronet’s son.
unlike the gloating Ponsouby & Co., was
far from easy in his mind regarding
their being blamed for the fire. He
scemed to be a curious mixture of goodl
and bad.

But there was no time for reflections
on the character of Gerald Popper just
then, The eritical moment was at hand.
and Harry, alert and watehful, kepi
his eyres steadily on the group before the
troe,

He was kneeling now, an open space
in the bushes before him, with the
camera held to his chest. On his right,
slightly behind him, knelt Bob Cherry, a
match ready in his hand to be struck and
apphed to the flashlight ribbon.

Harry gave the word suddenly and
abruptly,

The last airgun had been withdrawn
from the hollow tree, and the four young
rascals were facing them now, the air-
guns in their hands—an ideal position for
their purpose,

“Now !” hissed Harry.

There sounded the striking of a mateh,
sharp and clear. A tiny flame shot up.
followed instantly by a blinding glare of
white lizht.

It flared up with startling abruptness,
and a= the alarmed amateur poachers
stopped dead, and looked towards it,
there sounded a faint, quiet click.

Then the light went out. and sudden
blackness descended uwpon Harry Whar-
ton & Co. like a blanket,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Development !

e 00D gad!™

It was Ponsonby’s

hoarse and terrified.

Clearly visible in the moan-
light, they stood and stared, transfixed
like stone statues, into the blackness
where the juniors hid, Their white
fuces showed utter consternation and
frantic fear,

voice,



EYERY
MOMNDAY.

= e s

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

TWHPENCE. 21

For an instant they stood thus mmnidst
a dramatic silence, their palsied hands
«till ¢elutehing their weapone, their bodies
tense and rigd,

Then Ponsonby's mouth opened n a
tevrified gasp.

“Run for it!" he panted,
Run for it!”

He hurled his airgun away from him,
aned raced away into the darkness. And
after him went Monson and Vavasour.

They vanished into the blackness, and
their  plunging progress through the
nndergrowth died away.

But Gerald Popper did not attempt to

* (Oh, gad !

iy. .
He stood staring inte the shadows

under the trees, his face showing
mingled rage and bewilderment. Then
quite abruptly he seut his weapon

whizzing into the bushes, and ran for-
ward, snatching something from his
pocket as he {liﬁT =20,

It proved to be a pocket-torch, for the
next instant a white stab of light shot
into the thickets, and blazed into the
eves of Harry Wharton & Co., almost
blinding them,

“0Oh!” he hissed, recognising the
juniors in a flash. “I—1 thought as
much! You—you sneaking, interfering
cads "

He glared at them, trembling with
rage, and his eyes glowenng with
suspicion. Then he spotted the camera,
and he seemed to understand then,

“ 830—=o0 that's the game!” he panted
hoarsely. **We'll sce about that, you
beastly outsiders!”

And as he spoke he flew for the
precious camera in Harrey's hand,

But they had anticipated such a move.
Bob Cherry's foot shot out, and Gerald
Paopper sprawled headlong. In a flash
he was held powerless in the grasp of
Bob and Johnny Bull, while Hurree
Singh and Frank Nugent stood by ready
to help if necessary.

“That game's no good, FPopper!”
snapped Harry., “ You needn't try it
again. We've taken too much trouble
to get this to allow you to muck 1t up,
my pippin!”

Flat on his back, his eves glittering

with fury, Gerald Popper glowered up
at Harry Wharton. Dob had fixed the
spring of his torch, and a steady light
shone on the scene.

Gerald Popper gazed fromm Harry's
steady eyes to the hard faces of the other
juniors. He read no weakening there,
and he became suddenly calm.

“ What are yom doing this for, Whar-
ton?' he muttered, through his {eeth,
“1 suppose that toad Skinner’'s done
this—he's split, the sweep!”

“ Nobody's split—at least, that wasn't
necessary,”’” returned Harry coolly.
“Wo already knew yesterday what was
oing on. We saw you here—we were
Eiding in this very spot. We followed
you later.”

“Well,” snarled the baronet’s nephew,
“what are you doing this for! It's no
dashed concern of yours, hang you!”

“T'll tell you!” said Harry., *“We've
bowled you out! We've taken a photo-
graph of the four of you—taken in Lhe
act! It shows you there with the air-
guns in your hands. It shows the guilt
and fear in your faces—the guilt and
fear of sudden discovery. It is evidence
of your guilt—absolute and complete !”

“Hang you!” breathed Popper. I
thought that was it. You—you're going
to show it to my uncle!"' he went on,
with a hitter sneer., ** You're going to
peach—to get your dashed revenge!”

‘““ Revenge did not enter our nunds,”
said Harry quietly. * We leave that sort
of thing to you cads. We're aftler
justice—we mean to sce justice done,
You know we're charged with having
causcd that fire yesterday, and you know
that if we clear oureelves that poor chap
Robinson will get it. That’'s not going
to happen, Popper!”

“It was none of my
Popper.

“You cauzed the fire, and yon know
it 1 snapped Harry. *“ We found your
gold cigaretie-case on the spot.  You
can have it back now—we’ve no further
neeill of it, I fancy that evidence, such
as it 15, won't be necessary. You've

dong !" said

vot to go to your uncle and confess that
you dropped a match and caused that

e

fire. If you don't, a print of this photo
graph—which ﬂug,h-t to turn out a good
one—will be sent, or taken, with explana-
tions to Sir Hilton, Take your choice
nﬂ-'ﬁl"'}

(rerald Popper stared at them, a euri-
ous look on his face,

“You—you're not going te show us
up, then—with that?” he gaiped.

“Not if you do the right thing,” said
Harry calmly. ““We're after justice—
not revenge. The only other stipunla-
Hon we mean to enforece 15 that yvou stop
this mad game, Popper. Not for your
own sakes, but for the sake of that poor
chap Robinson. You'll stop this peach-
ing, and you'll own up about the fire.”

“So that's it?”

“That's it. If you've any sense. yon'll
come to terms. I faney you know what
will happen if your uncle gets to know
about tﬂiﬂ game, It's thundering serious,
But the fire was an accident—careless-
ness, 1 suppese, but an accident. He'll
be raging with you, but he'll get over
it. Well, what's your answer?”

There was a silence. Tense and watch-

ful, the juniore gazed on their captive s

features and wailed. But the answer
never came— then, With startling
abruptness something happened.

The stillness of the autumn woods was
shattered by an ominous sound—the re
port of a gunshot. It was followed by
cries for help, and the distant sounds of
a desperate struggle.

“What's that!* gasped Harry
Wharton.

Gerald Popper’s face was scared.
“Jt was my uncle’s voice!” he panted.

. Hc:nmthing's wrong ! Quick—let me
gal ... . .
The juniors hesitated, their fares

startled, Then came the cry apgain—
fainter now:

“Help! Help!"

This time it was followed by the blasf
of a distant whistle—short and sharp, as
if abruptly broken off. :

Harry Wharton made his decision in a
flash then.

“(Come on!" he gasped. ‘‘We can't
ignore that! Let Popper go, and come
on!"

Gerald Popper fairly hurled himself across the clearing,
it desperately, but the gun swept downwards, for all that.

without a sound.

and he made a plucky jump for the scoundrel’s arm.
The heavy butt struck the plueky fellow’s head, and he dropped
In a flash Harry Wharton & Co. were at grips with the scoundrels. (Sce Chapter 12.)

He clutched
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[Te leaped away as he spoke, and his
chiums released Gerald Popper and
followed. That youth leaped to his
feet and raced after them.

With their torches lighting the way
before them they raced in the direction
of the eommotion. Their hearts were
thumping with excitement, The cries
had been urgent, appealing, and des-
perate, and they forgot all else at that
moment.

They could only guess what was hap-
pening, but they knew that somewhere
im the woods before them black work
waz afoot, and they did not falter.

They were dimly aware as thev
charged on blindly that Gerald Popper
was running with them. They could
hear his gasping breath. And when at
length they gurst out of the woods, with
open ground before them, the baronet's
nephew was the first,

In front of them was a stretch of
rough, open ground, riddled with
rabbit-holes, lit up by the -moonlight,
vlear almost as day.

Bevond thiz wai a dark spinney, and
it was from this that the commotion
came,

“Come on!” panted Harry,

They charged across the open ground.
It was but a short run, and in no time
they were under the dark trees again.

In a moment they were on the spot—
in a clearing lit by moonlight. Just at
first it seemed to be full of struggling
figures, and then a glance round showed
Harry that only five men were engaged
—three burly, rough-looking men, a
gamckeeper whom he recognised as
Robinson—and a tall, well-known form
in shooting clothes,

It was Sir Hilton Popper, and he was
bellowing and gasping hoarsely as he
struggled with one of the rascals. Even
as Harry glimpsed the scene Robinson
went crashing down, and lay still, Im-
mediately all three of the ruffians fell
upon Sir Hilton,

. “Y::}u scoundrels !" he panted. “I—
“Look out!" almost shrieked Harry
Wharton.

As the baronet struggled helplessly in
the grasp of two of the poachers the
ihird raised Robinson’s gun aloft, and
it came sweeping downwards. It was
ammed at Sir Hﬁtnn'a uncovered head,
but it never reached it.

Harry Wharton, with his chums at his
heels, raced forward, but another boy
was before them. It was Gerald Popper.

He fairly hurled himself across the
clearing, and he made a plucky jump for
the scoundrel’s arm. He clatched it
desperately, but the gun swept down-
wards for all that.

The heavy butt struck the plucky
boy’'s head, and he dropped without a
sound.,

What happened next none of the
excited juniors had any clear idea. Thev
were in the thick of it in a flazh, hittin
out right and left. Sir Hilton was Etiﬁ
bellowing, and the clearing rang with
a medley of shouts, gasps of pain, and
the smacking of fists.

“Go it!"” pgasped Harry Wharton.
1 Help's coming !”

Even as he fought his keen ears had
caught the thudding of heavy feet, and
voices shouting, aﬂ his eyes got a birief
glimpse of lights flickering through the
rees,

Then a heavy, brutal blow caught
Harry on the temple, and he went down,
his brain reeling. And when he stag-
gered dazedly up a couple of moments
later the fight was over,

II{'E!"iIiﬁF the approach of help, one of
the rascals had bolted, and the other
iwo were on the ground, still struggling,
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but safely held in the grasp of the rest
of the Famous Five.

Just then three startled menservants
dashed into the glade, and all danger
was past then,

At the same moment Robinson slag-
gered to his feet, his hand to his head.
He helped to take over the two prisoners
from the juniors’ grasp, and in a few
seconds they were bound and lielpless to
do further harm,

Leaving them in charge of the men-
servants, the head-keeper hurried across
to Bir Hilton,

“B? Fad 1" gasped that dazed gentle-
man helplessly, “ The—the villains !

He stood swaying for a moment with
exhaustion, and then he stooped over
the still form on the grass, while Robin-
son shone the light of the lantern on
Gerald Popper's white face,

“Good gad!” breathed the baronet
hoarsely, *Good gad! It—it's Gerald!
The poor lad——"

“ Stunned !* asped Robinson after a
moment’s examination. “ A tidy knock
he's had, too, Sir Hilton !™

“The—the scoundrels!” choked Sir
Hilton.  * They—they shall suffer for
this ! Get the poor lad up to the house
at once, Robinson.”

i YE‘E. Elil' !u

The burly gamekeeper stooped and
lifted the unconscious boy in his arms,
and Ilarry Wharton & Co. waited no
longer,

As yet the paronet had scarcely given
them a glance in his anxiety and excite-
ment, and they did not wait for the
bewildered old gentleman to recover
himself,

At a word from Harry Wharton they
dived into the trees and took to their
heels. Harry was the last to go. He
stopped behind to find the camera, which
he had dropped to the ground during
the struggle.

He found it at last. Tt was smashed
and utterly ruined. It had evidently
been crushed beneath the trampling feet
during the struggle.

Harry took the buckled-up camera
and raced after his chums. Dut it was
not until they were deep in the woods
that he announced the tragic discovery
to his chums,

As they stopped, panting and breath-
less, he turned the light of his torch on
the wrecked instrument,

“I've got bad news for you chaps,” he
said, a deep note of bitterness in his
tone. “ Look at that! Our night's work
ruined, We're done "

The juniors gazed at the wrecked
camera 1n utter dismay,

“That's our evidence, our proof,
EERE !:‘”he groaned. “ We've failed, you
chaps |

. There was a silence, and then the
uniors brightened a little, as Bob
herry pointed out something Harry
had forgpotten.

“Gerald Popper doesn't know it,

though,” he said. “He doesn't know
it’s smashed, and he may own up yet.”
. " But supposing he's too ill to think of
it?™ put in Frank Nugeut dismally.
“That keeper chap didn’t seem to think
he was badly hurt, but he may be too ill
to bother n]{mut that. And we don't
even know if he agrees to own up.”

“Oh, my hat!"

" Anyway, let's get back to bed now,”
said Harry gloomily., “It can't be
helped, and we must hope for the best.”

And the juniors went on again, deeply
depressed and with little hope in their
hearts. It was cruel hard luck! With
the proof in their hands—in the moment

DO YOUR EDITOR A SERVICE — INTRODUCE A NEW READER TO-DAY!

of their success—it had been snatched
from them. And as they climbed into
bed for the second time that eventful
night they wondered dismally what the
morrow held in store for them—and
especially what it held in store for Harry
and Frank,

Would Gerald Popper, ignorant that
the proof was gone, own up and accede
to their demands® And f z:0, would
his confession come in time to =save
them? Harry Wharton, at least, spent
many sleepless hours that night wonder-
ing.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In Time !

6 HARTON! Nugent!”
W Y eon Wingate!
('oming !"

The Famous Five were
standing in the quad the following morn-
ing after breakfast, when Wingate, the
captain of Greyfriars, came to tﬁe top of
I;:ua School House steps and called to
them.

All the faces of the juniors were white
and strained, while the faces of Wharton
and Nugent showed clearly the traces
left by a sleepless night.

“Now for it!” muttered Harry
Wharton. *‘That means the Head !”

The juniors had expected the sum-
mons. It still wanted some time to nine
o'clock—the time for the General
Assembly in Big Hall, and the two un-
fortunates fully expected to be called
into the Head's study before then to
hear  their sentences—indeed, Mr.
Quelch had warned them to be prepared
for that.

As he answered the captain of the
school, Harry ran over to him, and his
chums followed. Tt was, as they had
anticipated, the summons to the Head's
study,

Bob Cherry and the other two escoried
Harry and Frank to the study door, and
parted from them with many expressions
of sympathy and hope,

In no little trepidation the two chums
entered the dreaded apartment, and their
first surprise was to find Sir Hilton
Popper seated with the Head.

Both gentlemen eved the juniors with
curwously fixed looks as they marched in
and stood before IIr, Locke’s desk., The
Head's kindly face expressed surprise
and relief. Sir Hilton’s face was red,
but he looked strangely subdued.

The two juniors were puzzled.

“Boys,” began the Head quietly, “Sir
Hilton Popper has hurried here at this
early hour in order to prevent what we
both now know would have been a grave
mistake—a miscarriage of justice. He
has related to me a story that has filled
me with amazement, and no little heart-
felt relief,

“To begin with, he has told me of the
happenings on his estate at a late hour
last night, and how you took a plucky
part in rescuing him from the hands of
desperate ruffians. DBut for vour timelv
intervention, he is convinced that nothing
short of grave injury could have hap-
pened to him."

" Begad, that's true!” rapped out Sir
Hilton, giving the juniors a very peculiar
look. *“The scoundrels would have
finished me! Huh!"”

" What your reasons were for being in
those woods at such an hour,” went on
the Head grimly, “I am utterly at a
loss to imagine, I shall desire to know
them later, however. I will first tell vou
what it has delighted me beyond measure
to hear, and that is that vou are inno-
rent of the charge brought against vou
yesterday. The boy who caused the fire

(Continued on page 28.)
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The Twins' Contribution!

HERE was ap air of finality in
George’s words that choked the |
appeal rising to Sir Humphrey's

lips. He turoed and gazed at Sandy
Nubson miserably.

The old trainer seemed too stunned for
words. Gone in a flash were his dreams
of springing on the public a heavy-weight
champion—a white hope! His eyes turned
appealingly on George Melton, but he read
no comfort in the battered and angry face
before him—saw no relenting. He shrugged
hig shoulders, and commenced to pack up his
traps.

Ferrers Locke engaged BSir Humphrey
Dallas in a whispered conversation, and then,
with a =mile of farewell to George, vacated
the dressing-room. Within half an hour the
latter was attired in crdinary dress; am
attache-case was in his hand containing his
“ props.”” Then, with that characteristic
impulsiveness which in the past had earned
hizm many friends, George turmed to the
baronet.

“1 am sorry to disappoinot you, sir,” he
said quietly. ' But may I remind you that
the disappointment hits me as much as it
does yvourself. No, wo; there's no relenting,”
he added, noting the hopeful expression that
sprang to the kindly featugres of his bene-

factor. *“ But—but I must thank you for
what you have done for me—done for all of
uH!‘.“!‘

He extended his hand, and almost

mechanically the sporting baronet took it
apd wrumg it.

“1 don't think we've seen the last of you
in the ring, George,” he said. 1 dare wager

you 2 hundred that before another year
has passed you'll be back im it. But, as
for thanks—tush, old friend! They're not

neede:d. Now, about the twins and—and the
cottage——""

“0f course, =ir,” said George hurriedly.
“ We  will leave the cottage immediately
Dicky is out of danger, and——"

* But, my dear boy, that's just what I
don't waut you to do!™ broke in the baropet.
“* You are weleome to make the place your
home for as long ag you like. After all, it's
no use to me,” he concluded lamely.

“ Apain I must thank vou,” zaid George
quietly. ** But, really, sir, we could not pos-
¢ibly take advantage of that generous offer.
Besides, we must fall into employment of
gome kind, and Cobham, 1'm afraid, won't
provids any work for us. No, Bir Homphrey,
it's London for ws—London !"

And with a cheery smile—a smile that he
felt far from feeling—George slipped quietly
out of the dressing-room, gripping Sandy’s
goarled fist on the way.

PRICE
TWOPENCE,

As goung Dicky cheerfully remarks, ' pride goeth before an

L

iy |

Four Against the World!

By HEDLEY SCOTT.

“Bo end vyour dreams, Sandy!™ com-
miserated Sir Humphrey. ‘“He's gone!”

Apd Bandy, wsually above reproach in the
matter of transports, muttered amn impreca-
tion that relieved his feeliogs.

HOW THE STORY OPENED.

GEORGE MELTON—a powerful, well-built
fellow, approaching lwenly years of age.
Boxer of greal promise.

MATTHEW MELTON—a clever
two year: his junior,

DICKY anwd MARCUS MELTON—known a#
the twing. Fourteen pears of age.

JUSTIN MAHONE—the Meltons' guardian—
who refuses to assist his wards., Some-
thing of a mystery man.

SIR HUMPHREY DALLAS—Eknown af the
Sporting Baronet. Saved from a terrible
fate by George Melton, Sir Humphrey
shows his gratitude by starling George
on a professional boxing careeér, at the
saie time allowing his brothers the free
ute of a cottage belomging to him in
Cobham.

SANDY ROBSON—a ceteran pugilist, who
trains the Sporting Baronet's pupils.
FERRERS LOCKE—the world-famous deélec-

tive.

footballer,

In course of Qlime George iz malched
against Johrny Cavendish, the British Heavy-
weight Champion, While he iz training for
the fight, Matthew, thanks to Ferrers Locke's
influemce, securées a job with the Pendlebury
Rovers. Hiz life az a professional footballer,
however, it very brief. He gets mired up
in a brawl on the footer-field with an oppos-
ing player, and unintentionally strikes the
referee, who iz atiempling to separale the
comibatants. Deapite hiz real innocence in the
whole afiair Matthew is suspended by the
Football Association for life.

The day of the big fight comes round. Just
before (George enters the ring Sandy receives
a telegram from Ferrers Locke warning him
against foul play. George susprises everyone
with hiz wonderful knowledge of the noble
art, and practically has the fight in hand.
Then he receives a telegram hetween rounds
saying that his brother Dicky, who is just
recovering from an iliness, hag suffered a
gerious relanpsze, and 2 asking for him.. In
those few agonising moments George goes
to pieces., and Cavendish ' puts him to
sleep.”” To crown it all, George hears in the
moment of his defeat that the telegram iz
a fake. When he comes to, the elder Melton
declares that he will never don boxing-gloves
again. “’'Tis here, Sir Humphrey, that you
and I must part!’ he says hltttr]g. “I'm
through with pugilism! It will always be
tainted for wmel!"

(Now read on.)

The first train back to Cobham saw CGeorge
Melton on board. He had slipped quietly
out of Belcher's, noting, with a cynical smile,
great crowds of pe;:-pl’a who were waitio
to ““get at " the boxer who had betraye
them. But their very eagerness proved thelr
nodoing, for George, unnoticed, unrecognised,
walked under their very nposes uutll he
reached a waiting taxicab.

“He gave his destination as Waterloo, and
leaned back im his seat, trying to calm his
troubled thoughts. On the way to the
station he heard the shouts of the news-

boys.:
Alleged foul play!

“ (Great fight result!
Special !

And then a fast-moving train waa bearing
him away from London to those in the world
who best understood him—those who believed
in him. His early arrival at the cottage in
Cobham came as a shock to the Meltons
gathered there.

* Well?”’ queried Matthew anxiously, while
from the bed room adjoining came the same
ejaculation, only voiced more feebly.

(ieorge smiled sadly.

“It's all uwp!™ he said, with a hopeless
shrug of the shoulders. “hut tell me first—
how's Dicky?”

““Right as a trivet!” came a small voice
from the room adjoining. “1f you havent
won on a knock-out to-night, George, prepare
for a licking from me as pér promise!”

But, instead of the chafing reply Dicky
expected, there was an irksome silence.
Then, with a bound, George was in the bed-
room, his lomg arm braced round Dick{_i
upright figure. The whole story came out--
the easy victory in George's grasp until the
fateful telegram had arrived, and then the
disgrace.

“The rotters!* piped Dick, patting his
elder brother on the back. - The dirty cads
~to think a Melton would play them false!
I‘d_”

“And so would I!"™ chirruped Marcus
wrathfully, hitting out right and left at an
imaginary public.

Mutthew gave his brother a smile In
which sympathy aod understanding were
blended. No npeed for him to speak. Had

not muech the same fate overtaken him 'on
the football-fleld?

-A very silent and unhappy [family of
Meltons sat down to their supper that night;
the two eldest were thinking of the future—
always the future!

“ That explains now why Ferrers Locke
came hustling here to find out whether Dicky
was all right,” said Matthew, breaking the
ominoua silence. “He didn't stop to say
much. It's a deuced pity he didn’t arrive

at fhe ringside earlier!™

! T MagxeEr Lisrany.—Ne. 8T1.
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““Let's forget all that now,” said George.
“It's part of a past that hurts to think
about. We must start afresh.”

The subject was dropped—was put behind
them, 50 much so that not one of the
brothers picked up as much as the next
morning's paper to read the diverse opinions
of the “big*» fight. And thus a nasty
wound began to heal.

In & Tortmight Ivcky was declared by the
doctor to be fit and well. In conseguence,
George wrote to Bir Humphrey Dallas, in-
forming him that they wonld be leaving the
cottage that same day. Without walting for
a reply from the baronet, George superin-
teonded the packing, got his young charges
in readiness, and caught the frst train to
London. In Ruossell Square he engaged a
Jarge * combiped " bed-room and sitting-
room at the rental of one pound a week,
pid in this dreary, shabby semi-basement
voom the Meltons spent the next few weeks
of their lives.

All of them paid periodical wizits to the
Lahour Exchanges, and every morning found
them at the * library " ecaoning the adver-
tisements., Luck was not with them, how-
¢ver.  Interviews they had in plenty, but
no employer of labour seemed to think that
they supited him.

“* Kids,” said George, after a particularly
froitless day, “we've got to ent down our
rations; the cash is running out. Unless one
of us gets a job of some sort during the
week we shall have fo seek cheaper lodgings,

cheaper food! It's cheap enough mow, 1
!&tmjw!” he added bitterly. < DBut there
it ist™

“Cheer up, old boy!" gaid Dicky affection-
ately. * We'll pull through, mark my words!
You leave it to me and Mareus'"™

The twins exchanged koowing glancez that
puzzled (George and Matthew at the time,
tnt neither paid much heed to them after
that. Neither kpnew, for instance, the next
morning that Marcus and Dicky were out
of bed extra early, nor did they see Dicky
come out of a toyshop with a tin-whistle
tutked away in his ragged pocket.

Had George been in a certain quarter of
Oxford Circus half an hour later he would
huve received the shock of his life. For the
twins, 1n their eagerness to assist, had put
their pride in their pockets, had donned their
ciieeriest smiles, bagged a * good pitch " at
the entrance to the Tube station, and were
endeavouring to amuse a stream of amazed
pedestrians.

(O the pavement in front of Marcusz was
a cap that had once borne the colours of

St. Bart's. Marcus looked at Dicky ner-
vously, and, receiving am encouraging nod
from that imperturbable youth, began to

BRAVO,

NOW ON SALE!

sing. He was accompanied by Dicky, who
was something of an *“ expert ' on the tin-
whistle, and before five minutes had passed
these two Meltons had collected a  huge
erowd around them,

A kindly policeman had looked the other
way when he had poticed the youthfulness
of these initerant musicians; perhaps he had
kiddies of his own, Be that as it may,
Dicky and Marcus had collected a capful of
pennies, occasionally brightened by pieces of
silver, before he intervened.

“You can't do that kind of thing here,
sonnies!" he said kindly. “ Move on!™

““Let them stay!"™ begged one dear old
lady, dropping a couple of half-crowns into
the tattered cap. *“The poor darlings!"

Dicky and Marens winced at  the
“ darlings,”” but their face: shone with grati-
tude when they spotted the generosity of
their patron,

“What will George sav?" eaid Marcus
anxiously. *“ He'd never forgive us If he
knew we had done this.”

“ Mustu't say amnything about it,'” replied
Dicky. “1 don't like deceit, but im this
cas¢ there's no alternative. We shall have
to tell him a white fil.*

“Don't much like the idea.”
nervously, * You—you know,
George is fearfully pround.”

“ But pride won't earn us our bread and
butter, will it?" exclaimed Dicky logically.
“Let's see!” he added, as he counted their
“takings." “Not so0 bad, Marcus, old
scont !

“ How much?" queried Marcus nervously.

“Ten-and-sixpence!" was the reply. * Gee'!
That's top-hole! You leave the explanativn
to me."

Marens was content to leave that part of
the affair to Dicky; he was better cut out
for it. After all. he argued, they had not
been begging; they had entertained the
public and had been paid for their services.
Thus, with cheery faces and pockets jingling
to a lively tune of coppers and silver, the
twins showed up at the * combined room *
in Ruasell Sguare,

“ Hallo! Where on earth have you kids
been?" demanded Matthew and George.

“#Hhnt your eves and——"! began Marcus.

“He's got it wrong!" grinned Dicky.
“ Open your month and shut your eyes, aod
see what the twins have brought you! Go
on!" he roared, az the elder brothers stared
at him in amazement. “ Do as I tell you!"

Humouring Dicky, Matthew and George

said Marcus
Dvicky, old

shut their eyves, and waited for further
instructions, 1 .
“You can open them now!' saild Dicky,

with the air of a showman.
Two pairs of eyes opened wide in amuse-

ESSEX!

u LY nt GII,“

for the following line :

THE MagxeET LiBrarY.—No. 871.

Result of MAGNET Characters Competition

(Frank Nugent).

In this competition the prize of a Gent’s * Royal Enfield ”
Bicycle, worth £8, has been awarded to:

RONALD W. GOODWORTH,

Belfairs Drive,

“Aptly named Frank.”

ANOTHER RIPPING CYCLE OFFERED AGAIN THIS
WEEK, CHUMS. GO IN AND WIN!

Leigh-on-Sea,
ESSEX,

ment. But the amusement faded out guickly
enough when two piles of copper and silver
came into line with their vision,

" Wewhat——"" began George.

s Hluw-what—-—-ﬂ gasped Matthew,

“ Little uws!™ said Dicky, striking up =
dramatic attitude. “ Don't ask any morc
questions, you two! That's our contribu-
tion! We said we'd help you out last night.
didn't we? Well, here we are delivering the
giddy goods!*

it all

““B-but where has
stammered George.

*“That's our business,” spoke up Dicky,
kicking Marcus surreptitiously as a command
to keep silent. “It's honest money, if that's
what you are driving it,” he added in-
dignantly.

“I know that, kids!” said George, with a
El:mle. “Good lord, I'd never doubt you two
kids, cheeky as you are.”

“Well, cut it out,” retorted Dicky, “ We've
never asked you where the monev came from
when you subseribed, did we?” he added, as
an afterthought. “Well, we're all on a leve!
now."

It was a bold stroke, and it silenced the
hozt of questions that sprang to the lips of
(reorge Melton, much to Dicky's relief and
more to Marcus’,

“Well, I think we ought to celebrate the
occasion in a modest sort of fashion,” said
{-lutﬁhe“'. “I'm feeling ready for breakfast,
0.

“ Good idea!” agreed George,

Five minutes later four kippers were being
““toasted ” in front of the small grate in the
semi-basement at Russell Square. Four
hungry appetites were soon after appensed.
Thus was the order of the ** celebration ™ in
honour of the twins' first contribution to
the Meltonz' exchequer.

come from?®”

The Wanted " Man ! "

IE same programme was carried out
by Dicky and Marcus for the next

few days, and although Matthew
and George pondered over the
affair, they refrained from asking the
“kids " by what manner of means the:
brought in the money.
Then came another stroke of luck. Dicky

was interviewed by a City gentleman who
needed an office-boy, and was engaged on
the spot. Even with this “leg up” eame
tha usual drawbacks that the Meltons had
experienced.  Although Dicky was usually
liked wherever he went, he continually fell
foul of the cashier’s chief cierk—a pimply-
faced young man of about twentv-one, who
seemed to think that he owned all the earth.

“ You'll have to put up with his swagger.”
afdvised George, when Dicky had been at hi-
new job a week. * MHe'z got hiz knife into
¥You for some reason, but if vou don't let
Your temper get the better of you he'll find
it's poor fum trying to take a rise out of a
chap who won't get offended.”

“All right, George,” said Dicky cheerfully,
“I'll stand him, It means a quid a week to
u“. anrwar-n

That was the princely salary for which
young Dicky slaved from eight o’clock in the
morning until six at night, running about
with messages, addreszing envelopes, total
ling long lists of figures, keeping the offices
clean, and filing Innumerable stacks of
correspondence. He stuck to hiz job, how-
ever, with all the tenacity of purpoze that

formed s0 big a feature in his elder
brother's make-up.
*“Beems strange,” confided George tn

Matthew, one day, “that the advertisement
young Dicky answered should have been
worded so queerly."

“PDon't get you, old
Matthew. “Can't remember
seen it. How did it read?*

““Like this.” answered CGeorge thounzht-
fully. ** Public schoolboy, ase about four-
tien. required in City office as junior eclers,
ete." ™

“Well," gsald Matthew,
with that?"

It was on the Lip of George's tongue to
explain what he meant, but he refrained.

- *“0h, nothing,” he said lamely, *“But—
but—"

His words trailed off uwnintelligently, ana
Matthew looked at him with concern in his

scont.”  said
ever having

Wwhat's wronz

eyes.
“You're all right. old boy?" he asked.
“You're mot worryving about things 1toeo

much, are yon?”

“Good Lord, no!" smiled George.  Who
should 1? Rather fancy that I shall bag
that job as gymnastic instructor I wrote
after to-day.”
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“That would be prime!” exclaimed
Matthew. ‘" And 1've got a feeling that

something is in the wind for me.”

He was right. That same evening the post
brought two welcome letters—formal com-.
munications from business people to the
effect that George could comsider himself en-
gaged as a gym instructor to a well-known
polytechnic institute, and that Matthew was
desired to be present at a London newspaper
office for an Interview,

“Hurrah!'" exclaimed Matthew excitedly.
“I'm going to get a job as a glddy
reporter.”

Only Marcus' face fell. He was the only
one in the family who had not suececeeded in
finding a situation. Matthew noted his
downcast features, and slapped him on the
back.

“ Cheer up, Marcus!" he roared heartily.
“You can work for me. If 1 get this joh
as a reporter you and T can tootle rownd

together. You can be my employee—savvy 7"
Marcus' face brightened conziderably.
“That's a go!" he exclaimed. *“1 can

use a typewriter, and I've been mugging up
shorthand. You mean that we can fill the
jobh together, eh, Matthew?"

“That's the idea,” agreed Matthew. "“No
one nesd know anything about our private
arrangement. Gee, we're in clover!™

And in clover it seemed the Meltons were.
The next meeting of the family—the evening
meal for the next day— found four cheery
fares gracing the supper-table. Matthew
and George had started work that s=same
day. hoth had earned golden opinions from
their respective emplovers, while Marcus had
made himself useful in a hundred ways to
hiis reporter hrother,

“Evervthing in the parden's lovely!”
chuckled Dicky, tucking into some cold meat
and vegetables at a dangerous rate for his
digestive powerz to keep pace with. “ Even
old pimply face at the office was human
to-day.”

Undoubtedly the luck had changed. Every
one of the Meltons was earning his sait,
was doing well in his respective capacity.
Then came the hombshell.

(Georze wa3s the first one home, about
three weeks , later, and he set to with a
will to prepare the evening repast. Matthew
and Marcus, arriving at the basement shortly
afterwards, assisted him; but of Dicky there
was no sign.

‘““He's jolly late,” said George, looking at
his wateh, “1 suppose we had better wait
and—"

He broke off abruptly as there came a
sharp rat-tat at the door. In answer to his
call the landlady of the house appeared,

rank disapproval written in every line of
her coarse features.

“Nice poings on!” she rapped, arms
akimbo. *“ Didn't know 1'd been sheltering

a gang of crooks!”

*What do you mean?” demanded George,
starting to his feet.

“What I says!” came the ficrce retort.
“Think of me reputation as a respectable
landlady! Who'll come to this 'ere place
when they know the police ’ave raided it?"

“ Bats!" muttered Marcus, tapping his
forehead: but his action roused the good
lady into a fary.

“Yes, you can snigger!"” she growled,
turning suddenly on Marcus.  ““It's your
twin brother they're after. He's a low-down
little thief—wanted by the police! Shouldn’t
wonder that you're not all thieves!" she
added vindictively.

It dawned on George that something was
amiss—something serious. He strode for
ward., and, in his agitation, almost shook
the skinny figure of his landlady. A torrent
of words rose in his throat, but they were
never uttered. For at that moment the
door of the room was suddenly thrown open,
and two tall, military-looking men strode in.

o need for George to ask who they were.
Ploin-clothes officers was written all over
them. They eyed the Meltons grimly.

i What—what are von doing here?” aszhed
George faintly, instinctively knowing what
the answer would be. “Who —"

“We hold a warrant for Richard Melton's
arrest,” sald the taller of the two new-
comers ponderously. “We are police-officers
from Secotland Yard. Richard Melton =
wanted on a charge of embezzlement,
Where is he?”

For a moment dead silence followed those
significant words. The hbrothers looked at
each other in horror and amazement. The
question was repeated, this time with less
elvility.

" Where is he?"

: each other

iy
i

"

f!_f

Marcus looked at Dicky nervously, and receiving an encouraging nod from that

imperturbable youth, began to sing. He was accompanied by his brother, who

was something of an expert on the tin whistle, and before five minutes had passed

the ragged cap on the pavement began to fill with coppers and an occasional plece
of silver. (See page 24.)

S

“I'm here! Pleased to I'm
sure !

The occopants of the “combined room™
started violently as that boyish voice pealed
forth, and all heads were turned in the direc-
tion whence it proceeded.

“0h, good gad!” exclaimed George In-
voluntarily.

“My hat!” ejaculated Marcus.

v “Well, my heye!” gasped the skinny land-
lady, seratching the back of her head.

From beneath the large double bed in the
far corper of the room appeared a shock-
headed youth, with an expansive grin on
his face—Richard Melton, by all the saints!
On hands and knees he grinned out at that
amazed assembly, not a whit abashed hy
the ponderous, disapproving glances in the
faces of the two police-officers,

meet  you,

“Pleased to meet you!" he repeated,
making a mock salute.
Avenged !

& HAT'S the giddy game?" de-
manded Matthew, recovering
from the shock.

_ “ GGamel"” echoed Dicky
cheekily. “Why on earth are you all looking
like smilly owls?"

The plain-elothes men moved forward and
ranged themselves on either side of their
diminutive echarge. Still, Dicky's Iimper-
turbahility was as strong as ever, He stuck
his fingers in the armpits of his waistecoat,
bent his knees policeman fashion, and put his
tongue in his cheek.

(George had to laugh—the
tableau was strikingly original,

“ Young fellow,” grunted one of the police-
officers, *‘you've got to come alnng with
us. Where's the four hundred pounds you
stole from your firm this morning?”

“In the bank!" was the cheeky response.

“ Ah!" The Scotland Yarders winked at
knowingly. But Dieky's voice
again broke in on their complacency.

“In the bank,” he reiterated, * placed to
t.hﬁ ﬁtﬁc.l_it of the firm's account,”

impromptu

The Meltons and the plain-clothes officers
voiced the ejaculation in unison. Over the
faces of the former spread relief, in those
of the lutter blank astonishment.

“What—what do you mean?” growled the
taller of the two officers, * The managing
director of Simpkins, Watson & Riley ap-
Fliﬁﬂ for a warrant for your arrest two
iours ago. You've heen missing from your
office since ten o'clock this morning. Like-
wise four hundred pounds!™ he added.

“ That's right!” grinned Dicky, winking
at his brothers. “It's a long story, and if
ou sit down a moment—before you run me
n," he added, ‘““we'll have it out over a
bit of food."”

It was an nnusual request to make to two
Scotland Yard men, but both were good
judges of human nature, and pow mneither
read anything but innocence in that cheeky
face before them.

“Well, young shaver,”” one of them re-
marked, “we'll let you have your head,
providing, of course, that you can shew us
proof of this four hundred being paid in
yoyr firm's account before we waste apy
more time chinwagging.”

“ That's eaey,” answered Dicky.

And, fumbling in his pockets, he withdrew
a signed credit pote for that amount om a
well-known London bankers.

“ That's genuine enough!' muttered the
police-officers.

“*'Course it is!” said Dicky. *“ Er—we
sha'n't be wanting you any further, Mrs.
(Ogbin,” he added, indicating the door to
the skinny landlady. ¢ These gentlemen will
be staying for a bit."

“ Well, my heye!"” The landlady’s vocabu-
lary was limited. Bhe made reference to ber
“heye * hundreds of times in the coursze of
a day, and there was nothing particularly
attractive about that bleary, watery optie
either. “ Well, my heye!™

“ Glad it's yours,” whispered Dicky, wheon
the good lady had made herself scaree.
“Looks ag if it's been ‘dotted’ a few
times.*’

Tae Macxer Lisrary,—No. 87TL
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There was a general laugh at his words,
for Mrs. Ogbin's ““heye ' certainly looked
mi if it had encountered trouble recently.

“ Well, you young imp,’” said George at
last, “let's hear all about your guings on!™

“1'll start at the beginning,"” said Dicky,
[ 17 Hﬂll—-”

* People usually start at the begioning,
don't they?" interrupted Marcus.

“Take no notice of young Marcus!™ said

Dicky loftily to the police-officers. “ He's
ignorant, you know! He'll grow out of
it—*

“For Heaven's sake, get a move on with
your yarn!®” exclaimed Matthew impatiently.

“1'm coming to it. This morning 1
srrived at the office half an hour earlier
than wszual,” commenced Dicky, seriously
now, “ Thornton—that's the pimply-faced

chap who thinks he owns the earth—seemed
tr be [rightfully busy. He mentioned to me
casially that he wouldn't have time to run
up to the bank to pay in the previous day’s
takings, and hinted that I should have to go
for him."

“That's unusual for a chap of your age,
isn't it?” queried one of the police-officers,

“Hold on!"” said Dicky. * There was a
motive for that. As soon as he mentioned
thie stunt to me I began to get wise. The
strict rule of the firm is that no one under
twenty should ever be entrusted outside the
building with any large sum of money—
thieves or somebody might relieve them of
it on the way to the bank. Funny, wasn't
it, that a fellow of fourteen should suddenly
e pitched into the job? Well, old pimply
fauce and I had always been at loggerheads.
1 kunew he was only waitpig for a chance
to do me a dirty turn, and I became sus-
pleion:,

1 didn't let him see that I suspected
anything, however,” cootinued Dicky. ** But
a Tew minutes later, when he was out of
the room, a telephone call came through for
him. 1 answered it, little knowing that I
was talking to a nice gentleman who had
planned to relieve me of the four hundred
gquid. The fathead asked if he were talking
to Thoroton, and before I could answer in
the negative he was telling me that he recog-
nized my voice.'

“And you played up?" asked Marcus
eagerly.

* Bet wvour life!"' grioned Dicky. % The
chap seemed a bit excited. He said that he
was prepared to carry off the stunt if that
young fool of an office-boy—that was me—
took the money up to the bank.”

“ Well, what happened 7"’ asked George.

“ {h, Thornton handed me the quidlets,
and ordered the commissionaire to hail me
a taxicab. The money, by the way, was in
a stroog leather bag. Thornton, urging me
to pay in the money without lingering on
the way, waved me off, and told me that I
peedn’t come back that day.”

“ What next?"

“Loming to it,”” said Dicky cheerfully. "1
made the taxi-man pull np at a leather sho

where they sold bags etcetera. I  bough
another bag—one of black leather.”

“Good gad!"™ exclaimed George. * What
ever for?"

*Coming to it!" chuckled Dicky. 1 alzo

got on the phome to Mr. Ferrers Locke."”
“ What, the private detective?'*

This time the two police-officers inter-
rupted.
“ Sure thing ! replied Dicky. “ He's a pal

of mine, you know. 1 told him the phone
measage I had received by mistake, and sug-
gested a counter plan. He agreed with my
tden, and promised to help. Right! I re-
entered the taxi, and of we went to the
hank. Outside the door of the bank a swell-
dressed fellow of about middle age smiles
upon me, and addresses me by name. He
Informs me that he is a director of the
fArm for which T work, and follows up witl
a command for me to haml over the bag.
Had T not known of the plot, ten to one
I should have handed over the blooming bag,
B0 convincing was  this  swell-dressed
meérchant.”

.T_H:l;y pauste;:d‘

**As a matter of fact,"” he added, “I di
hand him the bag.” o

“ What——"' began George.

“ But it only contained a short message,”
eontinued Dicky, with a grin. “The bag
with the ‘oof ' in it was Iying on the seat
in the taxicab.

] R —_—

DON'T MISS IT!

“Great Scobtt!" exelaimed one of the Scot- |
land Yard Wen. * You're a smart young-
ster ! 1

“Thanks!" gaid Dicky., “But wait tiil
¥ou hear the end of it, There was a sur-
prize in store for our swell-dressed i.’r:;i.m:[.1
You see, I had taken the trouble to write
to him. This is what I wrote: * Ferrers

Locke, the detective, is watehing you read ‘

this.' **
‘““Oh, my hat!" roared Matthew,
was Locke at hand, do you know?"
“Bure thiog!”’ chuckled Dicky.

 And

lair. He copped him all right,'”” he added.
“The ‘chap's at Bow Street now!"

“ But why did you come back here?"” asked
one of the police-officers,

* Because Mr. Locke advised me to. He
pebmed to think that there waz a big plot
behind this stunt. He reckoned that pimply
face Thoroton would give the alarm at the
office after a few hours had gone by, and
that a warrant would be issued for my
arrest, That was why I paid the four
hundred into a branch office of the bank.
And Mr. Locke was right,” he added. ¢ He
thinks the whole affair was a put-up job
to get me into trouble.™

" Well, Mr. Locke seldom makes mistakes'"
muttered one of the Yard men.

“He doesn't,” said licky, * He reckons
that no charge will be preferred against this
chap at Bow Street when the firm hears

that the four hundred i= safe. But at
present, though, no one kuows that the
bogus director has been copped. It's me
they want to stand in the dock.™ 1

The Yard men looked incredulously at the
cheeky-faced youth before them. What pos.
sible motive could anyone have in wishing to
place him in the dock?

They rose to their feet at last.

“Well, it's the strangest story I've heard
for many a long day!”’ remarked the spokes-
man of the two. * But you had better come
along with us to the station. 1 believe in
you,” he added. *“But I'm not the law:
I'm only a part of the machine. We still
hold a warrant for vour arrest, remember.”

""I}h, that's all right!* grioned Dicky.
“I'll have it framed afterwards, Are we
going to cab it to Bow Street?*”

“Yes, young shaver!™ was the
reply. “ Will you come quietly?*

““Like a bird!"™

And, leaving his brothers sorting out their
counfused thoughts, young Dicky sallied forth
with his “captors.”” On arrival at Bow
8treet he found the superintendent in a
state of indignation and wrath.

““80 you are the young fellow they are
playing about with—eh?" Le rapped, eyeing
Dicky up and down. “I dou't know what's
the matter with the boss at your firm. He

smiling
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was sharp cnough to ask for a warrant to
arrest you for embezzlemeut, bul when he
discovers that he has made a mistake in the
matter of the thief bé mildly espressed his
d!‘iEil‘-ﬂ to let the matter drop.”

‘What! Has the swell-dressed lellow been
released?* roared Dicky indignautly.
i He has,” was the superintendent’s reply.

Your manugmg;-dlﬁ:ctﬂr came in here lalf
an  hour a?} withdrawing the warrant he
had asked to be issued agninst you, sayiug
that the money alleged to have been stolen
hud been paid into the firm's account. I

arranged to be present at the bank when | made him acqual i i

] arT : uainte L -
this fellow approached me. Then he wat | told me hy IH: FIE'TT(EIriwiﬂ!lz_‘killthi::'?:’:*gﬂ1tli;:
going to shadow our bogus director to his | the *swell-dressed ’ chap, as ju:-u call him

Young shaver, who had trie Ol -
e ites o d the old con
“And he didn't prefer
himli'i” roared IJir]-::,rI..
N0, sald the superintendent. “ We were
bound to releaze him. But we've got him
under surveillance,” he added grimly, * He

a charge agalnst

[ won'l go scot-free again'"™

“ But Mr. Locke——" began Dicky

I"Mr. Locke has got something up his
sieeve, young man,” smiled the superin-
tendent. * For reasons best known to him-
E_uglf he wants you to forget this pasty in-
-:.;dent. Beturn to @your office to-morrow as
;Hc]:ilcﬂ;htll:g d}:lﬂdi happened. You'll get the
i > i 1] 1 W t,
i A d, with a =ly wink, “but don't

“Get the sack'" hooted Dicky wrathfully
“ What—after savin Ieadrs
it g the firm four hundred

“ Yes," said the official.

“ But t 'y
leave affairs with Mr. Locke. IITIEJEI:E H}ﬂ:

big surprise coming along for a certain

party, and Mr. Locke want t1 i
tn{ I{]ﬁfﬂ a little more mp;r‘ AR Y
“Oh, does he!'™ grunted Dicky “ B
what a : i
nuthing?ﬂﬂt my salary? I caw't exist oo
“Ah, Mr. Locke has arran ke
: h 5 ged that !
replied the superintendent. * He has J]u-l'l.*

a4 note here for vou,™

Dicky took the letter

Mol wonderingly. It

“Dear Dicky,—In less than one week from
date you and your brothers will he :vlfjri.ll;m:-
quarter of a million apiece. * That being so
You will allow me to advance ou . the
enclosed amount as a loan. Your job, by the
way, will terminate at Simpkins, Watson &
Riley to-morrow sure as eggs. Doh't be sur.

prised; simply accept the inevitable Leav:
the rest to me.—Yours, FERRERS I:-::n-u:*.liu.“1h

Enclozed with th .

a hundred p-nunﬂs.e ¥ P
astonished eves
cnpaﬁcriti\i. :

“ Well, T'm hanged!" he - :
dﬂ;ﬂ};:]_heat tln:fﬁand i _—

ing as if. on air, he wvac
Street Police Station, and mnmatﬁfi E’;‘:-
home to the combined room in Bloomsbury.
And when his brothers heard the latest new-
::-?E ﬂu:r tl::i;-, l]etter frt-clrm Ferrers Locke, with
enciosed cheque, their astoni
nu“l:rﬂundm hq nizhment konew
t can't be true! muttered
IFaﬂmg the note through for fihr tcnt-ﬁei?iﬁg'

A million quid between us in a week -
:{I;gfl't ilt al.:l{:allh EI-:r off my rocker if 1 think
sy R uch longer. There must be some

“Mr. Locke never makes a mis B
minded Dicky. *“ Anyway, here’s tﬂ:f ‘ Iu:‘:-
dred." :

The Meltons retired to rest that night in

such a state of excitement that sleep did not
come until the first grey streak:s of dawn
glowed on the horizon. Despite their pris-
mised change of fortune, however, each o
them went to his respective job, as if nothing
out of the ordinary E:ml happened,
. But Dicky Melton was soon home aguir
in the combined room. On arrival a
fimpkins, Watson & Riley's, he was eculle!
into the manager's office. He attended the
summons with promptitude, curious to se-
whether Ferrers Locke had [orecast cor-
rectly.

Ferrers Locke had not made a mistake.

Dicky waa - churlishly commended for
having outwitted the man who had fried
the confidence trick on him, but was severely
censured for having taken the remainder of
the day off. Had he returned to the office
straight away, the manager informed bLim
and explained matters, no warrant wou'ld

: L'hl!'{ﬂi[‘ for
At sight of it Dicky's
opened to their fullest

“If thi=
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have been issued for his arrest. But his non-
appearance at the office had led to inquiries.
The bank had bheeén telephoned, and, accord-
ing to their books, no cash had been paid
into the firm's account that day. No one,
naturally, had thought of phoning the
branch office of the bank.

“Why did you pay in the money at ihe
branch office?” asked the manager.

“Becaunse I was afraid that someone else
might be on the look-out for me at the
main offices,” lied Dicky gllbly, not wishing
to explain that Ferrers Locke had prompted
him to take this course.

“* Indeed!” was the manager's comment.
“But why didn’'t you return to this oftice
afterwards?"

“ Becanse Mr. Thornton tald me that 1
could take the remainder of the day off,”
retorted Dicky.

“* Mr. Thornton denies giving you such per-
missiom,” said the manager.

“Then Thornton is a liar!” declared Dick
heatedly. *““Bring him bere and ask him
before me——"

» Mr. Thornton is otherwise engaged,” said
the mapager coldly. ““In any cvase, Richard
Melton, vour conduct leaves a lot
desired. After careful consideration I bhave
come to the reluctant conclusion that we
shall require your services no longer. You
will bang this chit to the cashier ou the
way ount. He will give you a week’s salary.
Good-day !

Chuckling inwardly, Dicky took the chit
and sailed out. Whistling a merry tune, he
stalked ioto the cashier's office, drew his
money, and looked about him. At the far
end of the room was “‘pimply face” e
seemied anxions to avoid a meeting with the
youngster he had tried to disgrace. Dicky
walked up to him.

“Hallo, you pimply-faced scoundrel!™ he
greeted. ** What have you got to say for
vourself?"

Thornton turned a savage glance on him, ]

arid pushed back his cuffs,

“You young cub,” he hissed, “I'll tan your
hide for you us a parting present.”

“ Will ‘you!" returned Dicky, his ulange
wandering to the large inkpot on the desk.
“You ought to be in guod, you scoundrel!”

Thernton made a grab at the ruler lying
beéside him. At the same instant Dicky
jerked the 1eg of his High stool from under
him.

Crash!

“ Pimply face " descended to the floor with
a loud crash and a roar. But his troubles
Jdidn't end there. Young Dicky snatched up
the large inkpot containing black ink, and
with eool deliberation emptied it over
Thornton's head. Then, leaving his old
enemy velling and gasping at alternate inter-
vals, Dicky sauntered out of the office, still
whistling, and took the bus to Blopmshury.
Me had derived more satisfaction from
emptying the inky fluid over Thornton’s [ace
than if he had seen old “ pimply face,” com-
plete with handeuffs, on his way to gaol to
serve a " streteh”

Dicky had avenged his wrongs in iz own
way, and was elated at the satisfaction it
had given him.

. =

The World's Champipn !

s F must celebrate the occasion!”

declared Matthew emphatically.

“ Hear. hear!” from the twins.

It was the following day—a

day that was likely to be remembered for

gl time, so far as the brothers were cou-

cerned. Ferrers Locke had paid the

Meltons a visit, had conlirmed the contents

of his short note to Dicky, but had refused
to explain anything further.

« Possess yourselves In patience,” he said,
a5 he rose to go. “T1 cannot afford to let
my plans be koown in a certain quarter.
Not that I distrust you," he added swiltly;
« hut what you don't know you camn't very
well talk about, can you? Remember the old
saving, ' Walls have ears.""”

‘i Geems genuine enough,” remarked George
cheerily, when the famous sleuth bhad de-
parted. * Gee, it was the finest dav's work
we ever did when we met Mr., Locke. I'm
burning with curiosity to know the end of
it all.” '

«dame here!” agreed Matthew. “In any
¢ase. 1 think we ought to °splash’ our-
selves to-night. What about a feed up
West, and a show? Great Scott! Tt's ages
gince we did ourselves well”

e we're on!' came the snpport of the
twnins,

'THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

e —

to bhe |

i

PRWE
TWOPENGCE..

21

“Right!" grinned George. ‘“"It's a go!™

For the first time since the reception at
Rir Humphrey Dallas’ house in Mayfair
the Meltons donned their evening clothes.
A taxi came round for them at seven o'clock,
and the party drove off to the Criterion, in
Piccadilly., George had *“booked” a tahle,
and the Meltons sat down to the most
sumptucns dinner of their lives.

From the Criterion the hrothers drove to
the Haymarket Theatre, where a box had
been reserved for them.

“ This is something like!” muttered Dicky,
as the curtain fell on the first act of the
piece. ““Bit of a change from the usuval
evenings in Bloomsbury.”

“ Hear, hear!” exclaimed Marcus.

George did not answer. He was gazing out
across a sea of faeezs to the box directly
opposite. In it were two men. Long and
earnestly George looked into that box, and
then he :uddemly plucked Matthéw by the
arm. :

“Hay, old boy,” he whispered, “ do you see
who's in that box opposite?”

Matthew gave one swift glance, and then
he turned to George.

“Sure!” he exclaimed, “It's Anton
Moreno—the heavyweight champion of the
world—the Mexican half-breed the papers
are yelling about!”

“ Thought I wasn't mistaken!”™ muttered
George. ‘*He looks all they say of him,
doesn't he, Matthew?”

“ All that and more!” grunted Matthew,
frowning. **Conceit is written all over his

ugly diall!”
Matthew spoke correctly. The dusky-faced

fellow sitting opposite was a type anto him-
self. Arrogance, conceit, and bLrutality
seemed to fght for supremacy in  his

battered features, and conceit easily came
out on top. The only redeeming f[eature
about Anton Moreno was his natural gift
a3 a fighter. For two years now he had held
the world’s title, beating, usually on koock-
outs, all the opponents sent against him.
American heavyweights, French, German,
British—representatives from every boxing
country, had fallen ingloriously before that
arrogant Mexican half-breed. Bo easy Wwere
Apton's conguests, that, like many another
coloured man who has achieved fame and
fortune in the ring, he began to believe him-
self the first person in the world.

“What's he doing over here?” asked
Matthew, gazing scornfully into the dusky
face opposite.

_“Why, he’s meeting Johnny Cavemndish in
five dayz' time at Belcher's,” said George.
“ Thought you knew.”

“ Oh, great Scott!"” exclaimed Matthew,
“ Jie'll knock spots off Cavendish!”

1 rather think he will!" =aid dGeorge
thoughtfully. * Cavendish, if 1 know him
rightly, is li|:'|11;ir|$I for the purse—not the
glgr‘}r of beating thia dusky-facred merchant.
Gee! 1'd give something to take Johnny's
place on the big day. 1 "

“Thought you had packed up the ring and
its rascality,”’ said Matthew.

< %0 I had,” replied George slowly. * But
do yon know, Matihew, the sight of that
tellow opposite has tired my blood again. I
feel it in my bones that 1 could beat him.
That's not conceit,” he hastened to add,
i [—eould—beat—him !

“1 believe you could, tob,” said Matthew
stoutly. *1s this coming fight a champion-
ship affair?”

“Yes. And the Mexican will stroll away
with the fight,” answered his brother.
“Haven't we a white hope anywhere in the
country?” asked Matthew, glancing scorny

fully at the coloured man npposite.
“ Crumbs! British boxing prestige has fallen
low.”

‘Tt has,” camme George's answer, " As low
as it has ever been =ince the time Jack
Johnson carried all before him.” -

The hrothers dismissed the Mexican half-
breed from their minds, und returned their
at®ntion to the play. The curtain Tang
down to the accompaniment of a storm of
cheers, and the Meltons, gatheriog their
coats and lhats, streamed out of the theatre.

“ What about a little refreshment?” piped
Dicky suddenly. *[I'm feeling a bit peckish.”

s dame here!” chimed in Marcus.

(leorge turned to the twins in_amarement.

“ tdood lord ! he exclaimed. *SYou kids are
regular Bunters! Remember the fat chap at
Greyfriars 1T told you about? Well, you're
pearly as bad as he is!” :

ol Wow Grunter, or Blunter, or what-
ever his =illy name is,” said Dicky. "Let's
have & snack at the Criterion.” :

e

“Right!"

Gieorge winked at Matthew, and then
hatled a passing taxicab. The Meltons piled
into it, and were swiftly driven away to the
Criterion Restaurant. They entered the
place; and selected & spot away from the
rest of the crowd. Inside five minutes the
twins were ‘' piling in.” Matthew and George
contented themselves with two coffees, fillin
in the time by gazing at the mixed crowe
around them. Suddenly George leaned over
to Matthew,

“ There's that Moreno merchant!” he wut-
tered, indicating a table to his left. * Looks
as if there's going to be trouble shortly.”

Even as he spoke, the heavyweight cham-
pion of the world laughed uproariously. His
coarse and ungentlemanly behaviour drew
the attention of the crowd upon him., One
well-dressed lady, who had the misfortune
to be sitting at the next table, glanced at
him contemptuously. Then, unable to stand
the insolent glare Moreno returned. she
gathered up her belongings and moved over
to a table farther away.

The incident sent the coarse laughter out
of the champion’s face. His dusky features
grew livid with wrath. Not zince the obscure
days when he had been a waiter in a cafe at
New York had he stood such ** insclence.”
He rose to his feet, and, throwing off the de-
taining hamds of his friends, who foresaw
trouble, and wished to avoid it, Anton
Moreno swaggered away from his table, and
approached the lady who had offended him,

Unconsclously George, a few tahles away,
clenched his big fists, and rose to his feet,
He saw the champion make aome leering
and insulting remark to the well-dressed
lady, saw her eyes flash scorn and contempt,
as she pulled in her garments as though te

this coloured man at a distance; saw
her lips move quickly as she rebuked him.

Still gripping those big fists of his, George
approached the scene. Within striking
distance he paused. The champion was
speaking. The torrent of abusive words he

uve utteranee to sent the hot blood cours-
ng through George's veins. ,

He jumped forward, and gripping the
Mexican by hia sleeve, swung him round
fiercely.

“You vile scom!” ground out George, his
face as hard in expression as stone. * How
dare you speak to a lady like thut! 1I yom
don't apologize I'll take you by the scruff
of your dirty neck and pitch you into the
roadway.”

“What*" The Méxican hall-breed shot the
question contemptuously. Was he not the
champion heavy-weight boxer of the world?
“ You putta me in the roadway' Ha, ha!™*

And, advaucing a pace, he snapped his
fingers under George's nose, In an instant
fieorge had lashed out with his fist, It took
the champion full between the eyes. Down
he went, clutching at a table as he fell,
dragging with him a small pile of crockery
and silver. People were on their feet now;
waiters were hovering at a sufe distance,
urging George to “ quit.”

“Jjle's Anton Moreno!” whispered the head
waiter nervously. * He'll kill you!” '

(leorge laughed easily.

“] don't care if’ he’s the Crown Frince of
Pruossia!" ke replied. “No man offends a
lady in my hearing like this cur did.” 1le
bent over the astonished figure of Anton
Moreno. ‘* Are you going to apologise, you
scoundrel?" he growled. _

“ Certainly not!” gasped the champion.
“] maka wveu sorry for that, my bantam.
I'll change that baby face of yourn! I'll—"

His worda ended in a yell of rage, for
George, with scgot eeremony., reached down,
gripped the half-hreed hy the collar, and
jerked him to his feet, Then, to the cheers
of the Rritishers present, George trundled
the champion out of the  restaurant,. hall
carrying him, half pushing him.. He reached
the pavement, and saw that the road was
clear, and then, swinging back his right foet,
planted it on the seat of the Mexican's
trousers.

Crash!”

Anton Moreno, uttering a wild string of
invectives, sailed out through space, and
finally landed in a sprawling heap in a poot
of water. As he sat there, gasping for
hreath, the cheers of the Criterion patrons
fluated out after him.

(Look out for next week's thrilling lustal-
ment of this powerful serial, chums. There's
w punch in every line of ')

Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No. 871,
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was Sir lilten Popper’s nephiew. as 1
strongly  suspect vou were  aware,
Wharton.” '

“{h,

“The bov, as vou know, was injured—
happily not seriously,” said the Head
auietly.  “ Ile has confessed all—not only
hiz vespons=ibility for the fire, but in re-
garvd to the poaching in the woods with
ar-puns. - Other boys, not  connected
with tlis school. 1 wnderstand,  whose
names Sic Hilton Popper’s nephew re-
Moz to dvalee, were®conerrned: also,’
That is all we know. Wharton.” “ T am!
howiter,” convineed that you two boys |
can  clear  ap o several  extraordinars
features of the affarw. T wish vou to tell
me all youtknow, and c-peecially why von
entered the woods Inst night, and vour
reasons for not denving the charge, or
attempting  to  defend  yourselves last
evening. I am waiting, Wharion."”

The juniors were staggered,  Their
hearvts were filled with joy and relief.
But therve was no earthly reason for con
cealment now, and the next moment
[Tarry was telling the story.

He finished at last, and the Head ex-
changed a glance with Sir Hilton, e
was obviously amazed, but stitl puzzled,

“One more question, Wharton,” he

sty 1
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have not vet told me what puzeles me
excecdingly, Why did you not tell e
all this lust.evening? Why did vou re-
fuse to defend or excuse yourselves 7

Both jumiors Aushed red, and it was
some moments before Harry answered.
Then Lis voice was low,

“"We—we  heard Sir Hilten  sack
T-iulrin-.:nn."_‘ he  stammered. * We—we
felt sorey for hin,. We—wo thought——"

“Good pad !

S Hilton Popper was thundersirnek,
The Head gasped.

“Bless  my osoul!™ he  ejaenlated.
“You mean to tell me that you were
willing to ri-k what yon must have
known. 16 mean severe punishment in
order to =ave a man who was practically
utknown to vou, Wharton 77

“We—we—wp-— the junior stam
mevcd and stopped, his face erimson,

Siv Hilton Popper crashed his fist on
the table.

“Of course they did!™ he hooted.
"By gad! And dashed fine fellows they
are, Locke! I'm a erusty old stick—I

know it ! But 1'm not such an old fool
as to fail to recognise and appreeiate a
dashed act of generons unselfishness when
[ see one. By gad, Locke! You were
talking of punishing them for breaking
bounds last might ! T won't hear of it—1I
tell vou I won't héar of 1t !
“Sir Hilton——"

“They saved the Life of my eonfounded,
head-keeper’s san, and never breathed a

word of it! They came to my rezeue
last night hke the gallant fellows they

_ PRICE
TWOPENCE.

are, " went on the bavonet excitedly, “ T
have forgiven the voung rascals—I have
forgiven my. own nephew, Locke. You
will forgive them, of course, Locke "

The Head’s face broke:into a smile.

He rose to his feet, and grasped the
juniors by the hand in turn,

“We will not discuss punishments at
this moment at all events,” he said, smil-
ing. I am proud of von, bovs—proud
to know that bovs of nume are capable of
siich an act of generons unselfishness, 1
will say no more now. I must hasien
to cancel. my ovder for a General
Assemibly., You may go, my boys!”

Harry's chums heard the news with
amazement and joy. and the faces of the
IFamous Five were bright as they entered
the  Form-room that morning. The
clouds had roled awav, and even lessons
were o Jov and a delight to Harry and
Frank. =0 great was their relief. Ounly

‘Harold " Skinner spent an anxious hour

until-Iavry told him that he was =afe.
And, hLttle as they deserved it, Pon-
sonby & Co. were safe, too. Gerald
Popper bore all the blame of the affair
himself.  The fend between . Harry
Wharton & Co. and Gerald Popper was
ended, and for the remainder of his stay
at Popper Court, Gerald Popper was finn
friends with the Chums of the Remowve.
THE EX,

(Paon't miss next woeek’s grand long
complete story of Hoavey Whaetan o
Co., ecwtitlied “The Mystcry Wreeel!”
A real winner, boys!)
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