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FRARK RICHARDS IS AT THE TOP OF HIS FORM IN-—

Introducing HARRY WHARTON & CO,, the Cheery Chums of GREYFRIARS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter on Guand !

L ET outt”
G “What 1"
“ Keep off 17

: “You fat dulfer—" .

“Clear |” zaid Billy Buunter. *“Don’t
jaw ! Just clear® :

Harry Wharton stared st Billy
Buanter, . He was quile su

Ho had come along fo Stady No. 12
in the Remove to give Mauleverer
o look-an, 3
tha fat figuro of William George
Bunter leaned on it ir & more or less
graceful attitude. Pumnder, as ko leaned
on the door, blinked through his big

epectacies, with snepicous i
ho ~wers
a

up .and down the
Bunter really looked as if
EWguﬂ'ﬂ over Lord Mauleverer

st

Beveral feliows who passed him stared
ak snd Bunter's muspicious blinks
Fol them till they were out of
sight When H Wharton ocamo

long and & nter waved him
;E with & hﬁﬂ. 1
“VYou burbling »mI™ satd Wharton.
“What the thump do you mean? Arc
: wanderng in r Tou've
ﬂm to F_Igdﬂl' m“
“0Oh, really, Whartan——-"
“Get away from that door, as "
“Shan't 1

“You fat ochump!”  exolaimed
Wharton. "I want tg eec Mauly—*

“I know that!” =aid Bunter, “1
know? Mauly doesn't want to speak to
you. He doesn't want to see yon. Just
clear off 1"
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Mauly's door was chut, and h

Harry Wharton liffed his foot—with
the idea of removing Billy Bunter out
of the way by the quackesi and simplest

. Billy Bunter eyed him warily,

“Look bere, besst, you get out!”
he exclaimed. Y teﬁnjnu E:H jolly
wdlnﬂgnqghhutt in! ¥ tHink you
ggﬂﬁ to jolly well ashamed of your-

Whartor lowered hiz foot again in
sheer astonishment. It really seamed to
him thet Bunter mtust have gome *off

is rocker,” It was well known in the
Greyliars Remove that ho had not far

to
“ﬁﬂl@. hallo, halle!” Bob Cherry gressing

down the passage with Johmny
Bull and Hurreo Jamset Rsm Singh.
“R.e:.dir, old bean?! Time wo got out!
Where's Frankyi”

* Adsum F;ha said 'Fra.nEH Nuagent,
up pessage. ave you
called E.!Ihﬂgy, Harry TEF

“Just going to,* answernd Wharton.
“Put there’s a fat slug sticking to tha
door———-=""

T e e

‘Bhift, you fat assi” sai ngent,
staring ot the Owl of tha Remove.
*What the thump are you sticking there
for, Bunter?™ ]

Bunter did not shift.

He remained, as it were, glued to the
door, Heo blinked wrathfully and indig-
nantly at the Famous Five of tho
Romove.

“1 say, you fellows, yon can chuck
it1¥ said Bunter - omphatically. Tt
won't wash, see! I'm going out with
Mauly this aftermoon. You're pot!
Mauly doesn’t want your company; and
I don't! I wonder you ain’t ashanmed
to bott in where you're not wanted.”

“¥You burbling ass—" said Bob

*¥You fellows just get out,” spid
Bunter, “You can leave Mauly to me.
I'm ‘him through. I've srranged
to walk- n to Courtfield with him,
Pm#tnid him =o. Heo docep’t wani
FﬂEHj- egteemed, idiotic Bunter—"

an Harree Jamsct Ram Singh.

ter waved = fat hand again,

“1I mean it,” he zeid. "I may as
well tall you plainly that I'm looking
after }.!:u}y this afterncon,. I know
what you fcllows are after, and ¥ rell
rou it won't wash, Disgusting, I call it

after a fellow for hizs money!

“What!” roared the IFamwous Fire,
with one voice,

u “Huﬂl 1 said Bunter contemptuousty.

“Why TOU—T O " asped
Johmmy Buoll, glanng at the fat gwipa_g
if he oould have eatem him. “Youy—

you—-= ;
“Get oatl” snid Bunter, “Mauly's

my pal-—>

“lﬁm ke know ?" asked Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha®

auly’s pal," roare unter,

“Mauly's my pal" roarcd Bunt
“and I'm looking after him! Keeping
off fellows who're aiter his tin, if }jﬂu
want to have it in plain Englishi I'm
not [ﬂiﬂﬁ'tﬂ son Mauly plundered, T exn
tell gﬁu . 1
“Alaughter him !" said Bob Cherry.

#*The slaughterfulness is the proper
on ' declared Hurree Jamgets Ram
Singh. “Let ws strew the idione
Bunter bonefully along the passage!

=1 , you fellows, be decent, yeu
know |"” urged Bunter. “Can't you sce
for yourselves that it's pretty rotten o
ha after Alauly lke thia bremwse hes
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going ;i-:.:wn to the bank to cash a
ue i’

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Wharion,
“Is Mauly going to the bank to cash
a cheque 1

The mystery was elucidated now. It
was olear, at last, why William Georgoe
Bunter waa keeping guard over Lord
Mauleverer’s  stody. When Mauly
cashed that chegque at the Courtfield
Baok Bunter wantéd to be on the scene
—and he did not want anybody else on
the scene. Bunter had a little way of

measuring other fellows by hizs own .

measura. Yhen the Famous Five
ﬁnthen:d round Mauly's study, Bunter
ad no doubt—not ¢ shadow of a

doubt—what they were after. Bunter
saw it all |
“¥ou didn't know, of course?™

sneered Bunter.

“MNo, vou fat chump! You sce, weo
don't spend our spare time at keylioles
or  reading other fellows’ letters!™
grinned Bu%

“0Oh, rea { Cherry! If you think I
saw Mauly’s letter from his uncle, you're
quite misteken. He didn't leave it on
Kis table, and I dido’t see it when I
went inte his study to look for the cake,
F never went into the stady at all.”

" Great pip1”

“I'm going with Mauly this afternoon
bocause he's my pal,” said Bunter, with
dignity, “I'm goi to see that le
gets the money safg home,” )

"It won't be very eafe if you're with
Mauly I” said Bob, shaking his head.

Tt Bﬂﬂ-!-t-lu

“Well, now you've done your funny
turn, Bunter, roll away from that
door said Wharton, “I
want to see Mauly "

“1 jolly well know you do.
and I jolly well know why!"”
snoered Bunter. “And T can
jolly well tell you that there's
nothing doing! I refuse to
allow my pal to be plun.
dered! You're not going to loot
Mauly, simply because he's got =
cheque for twenty pounds to cash at
the bank! I must say you ought to be
jolly well ashamed of yourselves!
Paltry, I call itl Well, you're not get-
tlnlg away with it, see? DNauly's got a
pal to look after Lim.*

“¥You benighted bandersnatch—"

“That will do!” ssid Bunter. e
waved a fat hand enee more, “shooing
off the juniors like a flock of geese.
“huck 1t1 I know what you're after,
ond I'm not baving it! Leave Mauly
elone |

And Billy Bunter, fi:rldingi
arms across & podgy¥ chest, le
Mauly's door, regarding the Iamous
Fiva with a devastating blink.

It was unfortunata that Manly
opened the deor from within at that
tioment—unfortunate for Dunter, at
Tedst. ;

Bunter’s weight was not light, Hae
leaned on_ the door rather like a sack
of coke. Thoe moment the junior jnside
turned the handle the door flew open
under Bunter's weight.

HGreat gad "

" Yarocoooh [

"“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five, .

Lord Mauleverer, in the study,
jumped back, hiz noble note narrowly
cscaping the deoor as it shot open.
Billy Bunter landed on his back in the
doorway, Toaring.

“¥a, ha, hal” shrieked the juniors in
the passaro,

t"'
H

hiz fat
aned on

“Great %‘?}1:'11” gasped Lord Maule.
verer,  “ What—what—  Why, it's
Bunter | What is Bunter up to? What
aro you doin’, Bunter? Is that a
game !

* Y arooooo 3

iF . hﬁ, .h-l ¥

Lord Mauleverer stared down at the
W“.“”“f Owl.  Bunter seemed to havo
heen damaged by the sudder impact on
Mauly's floor. is voige, like the voice
of the turtle of cld, was heard in the
land; and it was heard far and wide.

“Ow! Wowl Beast! ¥du did that
on purpose! Rotterl Wow (™ roared
Bunter, “Rotter ! Ow, my back!

Wow, my napper ] Whoooooh 1™

“Ha, ha, ha 1”

Lord Mauleverer stepped round
Bunter and cmerged into the passage,
He smiled cheorily at the Famous Five.

“Was Bunter leanin’ on my doori’™
ha asked.

‘" H.,’ ha! Yes."

“Well, it’s frightfully careless to lean
on & door that opens inwards when a
fellow might come out any minote.
What the thump did he pick out my
door to lean on ?nr?"

“Yaroooh! My napper! Whooo

“You fellows goin' oul?'" asked
Maunleverer., *“I've %ot to trot dewn to
Courtficld—got to call at the bank. If
you're goin' that way——"

Harry Wharton laughed.

*“1 was coming to root you out,” he
said. “We're going for a trot—and we
may as well po Courtheld way if vou're
going there, Come on!™

“Yaas, old bean. Jollr glad of rour
company !’ said Mauly.

And his lordship walked down the
Eemove passage to the stairs with the
Famous Five. Billr Bunter sat in the
doorway of Study Np. 12 still hooting.
He rubbed the back of a bullet-head

inr

Greyiriars School spells 3 new life fer the school-
hoy eracksman, ... but the menacing shadows of
the past haunt him at every turn !

and forgot for the moment evem Lord
Mauleverer’s cheque from his guardian.
The back of Bunter's head had smitten
ATauly’s floer. Bunter's head was hard,
but the foor was harder. The floor did
not seem to have suffered; but it ap-

ared that the head had, judging by

unter’s hoots and howls, which went
on and on and en like the *unendin
melody ” in Wagnerian music.  An
Harry Wharton & Co. cheerfully left
him to it and strolled out of the House
in the bright Alay sunshine,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Warm Work for Bunter !

i HUT up, Potter !

S Harry  Wharton & Co.

grinned.

Mot only the familiarity of
the voice, but the politeness of the
remark, told them that it was Coker
of the Fifth who spoke,

Bix cheery juniors had turned out at
the pates and were starting to walk
towards Courtfeld, when Coker dawnoed
on them.

_ Horaes Coker of the Fifth was argu-
it]g with his motor-bike. The motor-
bike was not arguing; it was stenily
silent, Potter and Greene of the Fifth
were looking on, offering helpful advice.

Harry Wharton & Co. stopped to look
on also. Coker was always entertaining
when he was starting up that stink-bike,

“1 say—"" began Greene.

“Bhut up, Greene 1

Helpful advice was
Horace Coker.

Potter and Greens exchanged a
glance. They wero sceing Coker off for
the afternoon on his jigger, after which

of no use to

they were going fto enjoy the hall-
holiday. They had been seeing him ot
for o quarter of an hour now, whilo
Coker srgued with the jigger.  They
were getting tired, and perhaps Coker's
polished politeness had a wearing effect
on them. After eichanging that glanco

thﬁf strolled away,

‘Harry Wharton & Co. remained.
They had plenty of time on their hands
on & half-holiday. As for Mauleverer,
he was always willing to come to & halt
—much mora willing to halt than to
start again, as a matter of fact, Hao
leaned gracefully on o tree end looked

oa sleepily.
_“Hn*nd me that spanner, Potter!
Yhere's that idiot Potter? land me

that spanper, Greenc!  Where's that
idiot Ureene!”  Coker glared round
with a fery eye and spotted the backs
of Potter and Greene vanishing into
space. “Poiter! Greene! Fatheads!
t:{':"mtie ﬂﬁﬁiﬁih Here ::! d
otter and Greene disappeared.
Coker breathed hard. s
“ Where's that spanner? Where's that
dashed spanner? Where the thumping
thump has that dashed spanner got to?
Where—"'
“You've got your foot on
bean,"” said Bob Cherry mildly.
“Oh!"” Coker removed a large Foot
and clutched up the spanner. You
fags clear off! I don't want cheeky
Eaa hanging about here! Bunk!”
ker sct €0 work wiih the spanner.
What he was doing with the spanner
was not clear to his audience. Perhaps
1t was not quite clear to Coker. There
was & clashing and a elinking, but no
gr-:-a.t effect seemed to be pro.
uced on the motor-bike,
A Bixth Form man wheeled
another motor-biko out of the
garage pateway,

it, old

It was Lancaster of the
Sixth.
Lancaster, the new fellow

mn the Greyfriars Sixth, was the heppv
FOEEDEH{:-I' of a8 motor-hike—indeed,
sbncaster scemed lo possess anything
he wanted. FEven Lord Mauleverer, the
wealthiest fellow ab Greyfriars, did not
scem better provided with tlat uscful
article—cash—~than the new man in the
Hixth,

"‘Hallu. hallo, hallo!" shouted Bob
Cherry os the now tenior eame in sight.
“Help wanted here, Lancaster 1"

The handseme senior glaneed round
and smiled and nodded to the chums of
the Remove; then he glanced at Coker.

‘;Angth:ng amiss, Coker?" he called
e

Horace Coker gave him a glare,
There was no doubt at all that Coker
needed help, but Coker was the last
man 1n the world to adimit as much.

But the cheery, pood-natured smile on
the handsome face of Dick Lancaster
was disarming, Coker’s rugged brow

cleared.
“0Oh, ne!"” he answered. T krow all

about motor-bikes. I don't faney
there’s any jigger that 1 couldn's
manage. Still, you might have a look
at it if vou like:"

“"Right-ho 1"

Lancaster of the Bixth left his own
machine by the roadside and came over
to Coker. Harry Wharton & Co. looked
on with interest. Lancaster had delt
hands with a machine—quite unlike the
great Coker, whese fingers all seomed
to be thumbs when he was handling
anything. The juniors had no doubt
that Lancaszter would =olve the difficuley
that had broyght perspiration to the
brow of Horace C'oker and a shary edge
to las temper.

Coker locked on rather grimly.
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He wanted that bike to go, but at the
same time he would be rather incensed
if another fellow got it to go when he

couldn’t. That wasa Horoce Coker zll
over.

Chug, chug, chug, chugl

Thag stin -hi‘iﬂg began to talk.
Lancaster gove tho Fifth-Former a
cheery smila,

“ A1) sereno now,'” he said., “It was
only—"

“I know what it was,” interruptca
Coker. "I shounld have had it all right
in another tick.” :

Coker glared at the Sixth Form man
hgrl &W.-_iltmqitg]im' But Lancaster only
nodded amiably.

“No doubt,”” he agreed. * Well, here
you are,”

“I don't want teaching about motor-
bikes 1I"* added Coker.

“Quite I"" agreed Lancaster.

The soft answer turneth away wrath.
Coker of the Fifth condescended to
gmile. -

“Thanks ! ho said—quite graciously
for Coker.

“Not at all1" said Lancaster, and he
walked back to hiz own machine,
rr}mmtﬂd, and whizzed away in o cloud
of dust. :

Coker followed om, chug-chugging off
at & great rate.

“Whell, that's that”* remarked Harry
Wharten, “Come on.”

The two motor-cyelists disappeared in
the distance, and the chums of the He-

move walked on, Lord Mauloverer
rather reluctantly detaching himself
from the treec.

Iﬂ'

“I say, you fellows .

A fat figure came labouring after the
Removites. Long minutes had been
spent in watching Coker’s performanco
—and delays were dangerous.  Billy
Bunter was in the offing again.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo] Bunter!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry. “Run for your
life, Mauly 1"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“0Oh, really, you beoast! T say,
Mauly, old man, don’t hurryl I'm
coming with you, old chapl®” goesped

Bunter.

It was not Lord Maulevcerer®s way to
huery, but if anything could have mado
the schoolboy earl put on speed it would
have been the menuace of Billy Bunter's
fascinating society. Lord Mauleverer
sighed.

“Y say, you fellows, wou ecan clear
off 1" said Bunter. “I'm going to
Courthield with Mauly. You want me,
don't you, Mauly #*

*Not at all, old bean.”

- 0, renll:'.'. old chap——"" Bunter
blinked at him reproachfully,. “I've
turned down Bmithy this afterncon for
yvour sake, He wanted me to go out in
a car with him. Lencaster of the 8ixth
wanted to take me on his motor-hike,
bng I told him I was sticking to you,
on 2

“Oh gad !

“H you'd like me to colear off,
Mauleveroe——" :=nid Bunter, with n
grent deal of dignity.

“Yaas."

“1 mean, come on, old fellaw! Like
io take my arm?” asked Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer grinned, and the
Famonz Five chortled. TAlauly was
rather tall and slim; Bunter was short
and anvthing but slim. Walking arm-
mm-arm  would have been & really
difficult process, and certainly worth
watching as a performence.

“Oh, no 1 gasped Mauly. " Oh dear!
I—I say, Bunter, if 8mithy really
wmnta& vou this affernoon——-=—="=:

I hope you don’t doubt my werd,
Mauly.¥
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“0Oh, minno! Buot there he is, just
coming out of Igatu.-a. Cut off and let
him hove it—1. mean, join up with
hirm 1"

“I den't care much for the Bounder's
company, Mauly. After all, you're my
best pal, ain’t you 1

“ A 197 groaned Lord Mauleverer.

“¥es, old chapl Come on 1™

Lord Mauleverer, not looking happy,
came on. Bunter trotted by his side,
giving the Famous Five ferocious blinks
as they followed on.  Although it would
have been quite incomprehensible to
Bunter had he realised it, IHarry Whar-
ton & Co. were not “after ™ Mauly's
cazh, and did not care a bean whether
ho was going to cash a cheque or not
that afternoon. They liked old Manlry,
and considered that it did him good to
yank him out of the House to exert
himself a littlee But in the Famous
Five Billy Dunter saw five rivals for
the erumbs that fell from the rich man's
tabla.

Bhinks having no effect on them,
Bunter' broke out at last into angry
and scornful cloguence.

“I say, you fellows, will you walk
gnother way? Mauly doesn't want you
to walk his way—do you, Mauly®"

“Yans "

“Well, I don’t want them to walk my
way 1” snorted Buonter. I say. you
follows, can't you take a hintt Clear
off I 1 tell you I don’t want you to
walk my way ™

“We couldn’t walk your way if we
tried I’ chuckled Bob Cherry. “You
walk like an over-fed porpoise | We
couldn’t walk that way.’

“Ha, ha, hal®

“I don’t mean ihat, you silly nssl”
hooled Bunter., “1 mean—*

“Nover mind what vou mean, old fat
mant Put it on Mauly—woe'ro going to
cover some ground beforo we get nto
Conrtficld.”

“¥aas, old bean.”

The Famous Five necelerated. Maul
accelerated to keep pace, Bunter ]mﬁ
to accelerate or to be left behind, Ho
aceelerated.

“1 say, Mauly, don’t hurry! Stop!
Hold ont I say, I'm getting out of
breath ! gasped Dunter. “Co slow, ald
chap 1

“I'm keeping up with the fellows, you
know.”

“¥ou don't want to keep up with
them.”

“1 do, old fat bean!”

“Look here, I shan't I{EEF
going to walk like a bli
horse ! roared Bunter,

“Tako a rest, old fat mon.”

T Oh, really, Mauly—"

_ Lord Mauleverer generally sauntercd
in a leisurely way. But thero wore
occazions when he could walk fast. This
w:ig {l;n?:: ;:E the ml:cusiara.

Bo wrry's long legs set the pace.
The other fellows Lept level. Bu:ﬁer’a
liltle fat logs kad to go like clackwork.

He trotted, ho panted, he puffed, and
he biew! It was a warm afternoon—
very warm for May. William George
Bunter began to feel that he would hava
earned these erumbs from the rich man’s
table by the time they fell to his share,

The cheery bunch of juniors turned
from the main road and followed the
Woodend footpath. As this took thom
several miles ocut of the direct way to
Courtficld, tho prospect was awful for
Bl.i_rlltl::r. lled on 3

e rolled on in perspiring pursuit, On
tho village green at den& Buntor
had reached a d;mint when flesh and
blood could stand no more. He halted,
gurgled for breath, and brushed fies

en if rou're
nking race-

THE MAGNET

from a face that sireamed with per-
spiration,

“1 say, you fellows! Stop! We can

et some ginger-pop at the inn heral

zay, it's my treat{ Stop ¥

Six juniors walked cheerily onward.

“ Mauly, old man——"

Lord Mauleverer seemed afillicted with
deafness. Thoe Famous Five walked
on, and Mauly walked on with them,

“ Beasts |” gasped Buntcer. _

Ey the way the juniors were going it
was several miles by leafy lanes to
Courtfield. Bunter gave it up. He stood
and mopped a streaming brow, and
glared after six disappearing forms till
they wvanished among grecen hedges,
Then he rolled to the Woodend Inm in
search of ginger-pop. And Lord Maul-
everer, after all, arrived at the bank
without Bunter,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Mooting !

ILLY BUNTER grunted.
B - He was feeling estremcly
irritated.

: He had walked over too
miles that warm afternoon. On a warm
afternoon two yards were encugh for
Bunter.

He was hot, he was tired, he was
perspiring. And Lord Mauleverer, with
hia guardian’s cheque in his pocket,
had disappearsd over tho horizon.

It was all the fault or those heasts,
Harry Wharton & Co. Buater felt syro
that they had deliberately walked a
long way round in order to shake him
off before Mauly got to the bank, Just
as if they suspected that o fellow was
after a fellow's tinl

They wero beasts, and Mauly was a
Least; in fact. Bunter felt, as he had
often felt before, that he was the onl
really decent fellow in o beastly world,

There wag still balm in Cilead, so
ta speak, Bunter had a few coppers in
his pocket, and thers was ginger-pop at
Woodend Inn, and in his present warm
and dusty state, ginger-pop was graieful
and comforting. Bunter rather disliked
spending his own money on it, but thers
was no help for that, and he rolled to
the inn, to consumae exactly ans much
ginger-pop as conld ba obtained for fivo
pennies and two halfpenniee,

Qutside the ivy-clad inn a motor-bika
was standing, aend Bunter stopped and
blinked at it. Ho was not in the least
interested in motor-bikes, as a rule, Lt
this one looked familiar In fact, he
rccognised it as the handsomo and

expensiva jigger of Lancaster, of the
Sixth,

" Lancaster's bike I  murmuored
Bunter. “Then he's hore,”

Hes had seer Lancaster of the Sixth
start on his motor-bike. He had nat
given him a thought since. Now -He
gave him some.

Dick Lancaster, evidently, had buzzed
to Woodend on that jigger, and stoppied
at the inn. He was there now, as his
bike was there. Coher of the Fifth
would cover unnumbered miles when hoe
was out on his stink-bike; but the new
man in the Sixth, apparertly, was con-
tent with a very short rumo.

If he was going back to the scheool
when he left the inn Bunter saw no
reason why he should not give him—
William Gicorge Bunter—a - lift. It
wonld save Bunter a lonp and woary
walk, which was a matter of the first
importance. And Lancaster was o gond-
natured chap, and might do it. Bunier
had met him in the holidavs, befors
he came te Greyfriars Scheol, and ho
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considered that that gave him some sort
of a claim on the Sixth-Former.

That was Bunter's first thought. His
second was thal Lancaste* had no doubt
stopped at the inn for refreshment.
What elsc could he have stopped for?
Bunter wondered whether he could get
on in that seene. After nll, he knew
Lancaster—had known him before he
came to Greyfriars—and the chap was
frighifulhr pood-tempered and civil for
a Bixth-Former. Anylow, it was worth
trying on. At the very worst, Lan-
caster could only kick him=—and Bunter
had becen kicked before, many a time
and oft.

Bunter rolled into tke shady inn,
with an eye open for Lancaster, behind
hiz big spectacles.

The Greyiriars senior was not to be

geen, @ond DBunter
quenched his thirst
with ginger - beer.

Having parted with
his coppers, he mnext

inguired of the  the Inside. The door flow open, and

?Ellm for Lanocas- the Owl of the Remove ;mal hack=-
“.F:iand of mina WhtllS; oaring |

tere ™ upiainad

E‘I.mte.h ‘Hi-s jig'

ger’s outside, I sup-
posé he's abonti”

“The young gen-
tleman’s in the gar-
den, sir,”’ anawered
t{;e woiter. * Both of
them at the table
under the oak, sir.”

“Both?* repeated
Bunter,

There was only one
of Lancaster, that
was cortain,

“The young
gentlaman and the
friend he met hers,”
further explained the
waiter.

EO0h M
Bunter.

Ho rolied inio the
long inn garden.

Lancaster, of the
Hixth, i1t seemed,
had biked over to
VWoodend to meot
gome body. Bunter
wondered whoe that
gornebody was, No-
body had wvisifed
the new man at the
sechool since he had
coma ab the beginning of the summer
{prm. [ the senior was meeting o
friend at the inn, it wes extremely un-
Likely thet he would want a fat Lower
School fag butting in. Buch conszidera-
tions as that, however, did not bother
Bunter. Ele was not a sensitive fellow.

He rolled along, looking for Lan-
gaster. Ile heard a clink of o ginper-
beer bottle touching a glaszs, and eavght
the scent of smoke.

The next moment he sichted Lan-
caster and his friend.

Ar a little table under a spreading
oak.tree, far down the garvden, the
hundsome Sixth-Former of Grayviriars
sat, with a glass of ginger-beer in lus
hand and a thonghtful moody look en
his face.

murmured

That moody leok drew a second blink.

from Dunter,

Lancaster. at  Greviriars, always
looked cheery and good-humoured; like
a fellow who had never a troubla on his
mind and never dreamed of having any.
Bp far as most Greyfriars fellows could
sce he had been specially favonred by
f%rtutne, and had nothing to grouse
about.

Bunter was leaning on the door of
Mauly’s study, regarding the Famous
Five with a devastating blink, when
the handle was suddenly furned [rom

Hand:ome, athletic, wealthy, popular,
& prest man at pames, o d man in
class, friends with nenrly everybody he
mek, Dick Lancaster seemed a pood
flea,f like a zpoiled child of fortuna; and
if thera was a Ay in the owntment, no
ong would have suspected it from his
looks—at the school.

MNow he locked as if black care =at
heavy on his young shoulders; es if he
had dropped a mask, now that he was
out of sight of the little world that
knew him day by day.

His companion at the table was a fat
man of middle age. with a shiny, greasy
complexion and bright, sharp, black
eves. He was smoking o large cigar.

He was zpeaking as Bunter came up,
and his voice sounded as oily and greasy
as hiz looks.

“I've come hers to falk sense, Dick!
I tell vou—>"

“0Oh, chuek it, Sugden!" eaid Lan.
caster, with & weary gesture, “T'm fod-
up with it—fed-up to the back teeth ™

T tell vou, Dick——"

Lancaster made a gesture. Flis eves,
over his glass of ginger-beer, had fallen
on the fat form of Billy Buntor.

sugden broke off instantls.

Ile glanced<-round, his black cyes
glintitg at the Owl of the Bemove.

“Is that a Greyfriars boy., Dick®"™
He spoke itn a whisper, which Buanter
wat not near enough to hear.

13 -5;"354”

“What 13 he doing here 1"

“ How should 1 know "

“Get rid of him!™

Mr. Bylvester Sugden, alias Slimy
Sugden, rose [rom the takle and strolled
awny up the sarden, Llowing out cigar-
sinoke, Bunter rolled on, and Lancaster
gim him & smile. Black care, if it

nated the Sixth-Former, wasz out of
sight now, as if the acocustomed mask
had been replaced.

That smile reassured Boanter., e

3

rolled on, and dvopped into Mr. Sug-
den’s vacank chair.

“Faney mnecting you bere, Laoncaa-
ter ! he I'r::m\nrl-:ﬂg1

“Taking a walk?" drawled Lan-
caster, with muoch more civility than
any other Sixth-Former of Grogfriars
would have shown to a fag who had the
cheek to sit down at Lis tablo unazked.

“"That's it,"” said Bunier. “I zaw
vour bike, and came in to look for you.”

Lancaster stared at him.

The new man in the Sixth had, per:
haps, s own reasons for adopling
pleasant manners, even fowards so in-
considerate o person a3 Bunter of the
Remove, DBut hoe was, after zll, a Sixth
Form man, oand Buonter's cheek was
really intolerable,

Loder of the Sixth, or Walker, would

have kicked the fat and fatvous Owl
acrpza the pgarden; and even good-
natured old Wingate would have given
him a look that wonld have sent him
scuttling away lest worse should befall
him,

“Did  you?™
deyly.

“Fes? T sav, T see vou've got gingee-
Eﬂ]p here,” said Bunter. “Alind of [
elp myself ¥

“Yes" said Lancaster brieflv.

This was rather dizconraging. It
seamed that there was a limit even to
Lancaster's good-natured tolerance.

“I was thinking you might give me a
lift back to zchool on vour jigger,” zaid
Dunter, with rather loss azsurance.

"Wera vou? Then the :ooner vou
Ieave off thinking znch impndence the
better, Dunter! You'd lLetter ent ™

OIt's rather a long walk back—"

siid  Lancoster, very

“Then the sooner vouw starvt, the
better [

“Oh, really, Laneaster——"
Sugden. at a little diziance. was

smoking his cigar under a tree. Fithor
by acoudent or intention, he kept his
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face turned awoy from tho Greyfriars
junior, and Bunter had only & vjew of
his portly back.

“1—I say, Lancasicr, as—as we mob
in the hols, you know——'"" stammered
Bunter, “i say——" :

Loncaster scomed to control his grow-
ing irritation. Tho smile rcturned to
hif Hc?. If to ¢ 1

‘He QUISC o the ginger-popn,
kid,” hg aiid. “H's a dry ﬁa E 'filfcn
you canscnt—you've interrupted my talk
with Mr, Robinsow.™ :

Bunter did not nced asking twice.
But as ho helped himscli to ihe gingex-
beer he blinked euriously at Lancaster.

Lvidently the Bixth Form man was
unaware that Bunter, as he came down
the garden, had heard him address the
greasy man as " Sugden.”

Laneaster, apparently, wished to keep
his “fricnd's " name a sceret from the
tattling Owl of the Rewmove, and Bunter
wonderad why.

He finished the +gil:rﬂ*iz::-'I:nm:‘r. and
bestowed an inguisttive Thlmk on Mr.
“Robinson.” Sogden still stood with

his back towards them, smoking.

It came as rather @ shock to Bunter to
realise that Lancaster was telling an
untruth. Dunter's own “whoppera ™
ware numberless as the sands on the sea-
shore; but they did not shock Bunter.
But, somchow, ho had taken 1% for
granted that the magnificent Lancaster
was far above such things.

“1 say——" he began.

Lancaster looked restive, Bunter rose
from the table, Good-tempered as Lan-
caster always was, Bunter was aware
that he was asking to be kicked; and
}1-5 did not want what he was asking
or.

“Cut " said the Sizth-Fermer.

Billy Bunter rolled away rather re.
luctantly. He was curious, and he was
inquisitive, Az Lanecaster's affairs did
not concern him in the very least, he

was, naturally, deeply interested in
them. But there was a look in Lan-
caster’s eyes which warned him that he
had better not try the good temper of
the Sixth Form man too far,

He blinked back beforo he left the
inn garden. Stugden had stepped bacle
to the oak-tree, and was seated at the
table again, in talk with the Greyfriars
scnior. .

Bunter would have given a good deal
to hear what they were talking about.
He wondered with intense euriosity wlo
this "greasy-faced man wasz whom Lan-
caster had come to Woodend to mcet,
znd whose namo he did not desire a
Greyfriars junior to know.

Az ho blinked back Lancaster glanced
afler him, a gleam shot info lus eyes
anid Lo half rese. Bunter jumped an
went Ins way in a hurry. It davned on
hiz fatk brain that if he lingeied o kick-
ing would be the next item on the pro-

ramme; and Billy Bunter depayicd in

aste, unlkicked.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Crooks !

LTMY SBUGDEN did not seem lo

e watching Billy Bunter, but a

corner of his keen eyo wos on

the fat junior till he disappeared.

Lancaster zat frowning: the greasy

man smoked silently and tlmuggtfu]iy

for a few minutes. He was the first to
speal.

“I'd hotter seo you farther from the
school after this, Dick. 1 supposo thab
young mug doesn’t matter; | )

“Heo is a tattling, cackline youn
gweop !” prunted Lancaster. ' Still, a
he can tattle is that he saw mo talking
with o man named Hobinson, I mone-
tioned the name casually.”

Slimjs':ﬁﬂugﬂm grinned.

“Y thought this little village was far

ut——
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chiouph to be out of the way of Grore.
ivinrs men,” said Lancaster. " 5till, wa
can't bo too eareful—if I havo to eee
1o nga,in, Blimy." o .

“If i repeated Bupden, raising his
eycbrowa. I don't see any *if ' ahbous
it, Dick. Wa have to keep in touch.™

Lancaster was silent. ,

The eyes of the “fence " watched him
stealthily. Bylvester Bugden; moncy-
lcnder, recciver of stolen goods, thief,
and trainer of thisves, was already well
awaro that tho schoolboy crock was
kicking over the traces.

Groyiriara had had on utexpeeted
clffcet on the “'Wizard ”; ho seemed to
bo forgetting that he was the light-
fingored cracker of safes, and to fancy
that ho was a schoolboy like the rest.
And the sconer Richard Lancaster gou
that idea out of his head, Slimy con.
sidercd, the better, He had not scut
Loneaster to  Greyfriara “for  lis
health,”

“We'd better have this plain, Dick,™
said Sugden. “You know why you're
at a Public school—ws needn't go into
that. It's a pood thing for you, ns well
as for me, anﬁ. belisve me or believe ma
not, I wwas thinking more of your
advantege than of my own when 1

lanned it. I may be a bad hat, Dick,
Eut I haven’t been bad to you.”

“You only made me a thief ond o
breaker of the law!’ said Lancaster,
with bitter sarcasm. “Only thatl”

“What else could I make of you?"

I supposs you could have lefb ma
alone,” muttered Lancaster, * Goodness
knows, I wish you'd leave me alone
now," ‘

“ Now that you'ro a Greyfriars boy—
or man, as you call it in your school
jargon,” ssid 3ugden, * now that you've
fmci all the bencfit of what I could do
for you, But if I'd left you slone when
* Handsoma Lancaster’ of the Loamshire
Regiment was killed on the Somome,
and you came inte the hands of o
drunken wastrel, your unele, what would
have become of you then? Who had
yau taught all you know, gave you all
that made you the splendid athlete you
ara now—fit to out a fine figure at o
school like Greyfriars? Could you bhavae
dresmed of entering the school without
Ty hrzl_p‘é If I've made you a crook,
Dick, I've made you everything else that

rou are, for without my help you would
wave sold papers in the gutter, and you
know it."

“X Lknow it 1"’ muttored the Greyiviary
scnior miserably.

“ And that was before you becamo of
any use to me or to the gang, Diek, 1
stood your [riend, for your uncle’s gake,
for many years before you warc ahle
to make any return, before I over dis-
covored that you had the power to moke
any return.’”’

“ T know it ! repeated Lancastor.

*Well, then—"

“I'm not ungrateful, Slimy,” said
Lancaster, with a sigh, "I know what
vou've done for me, and I know that it
wns unselfish, in the beginning, at least,
thowgh there are plenty who would
laugh at the idea of Slimy SBugden hav-
ing a human heart in s body., You
conld only train me your own woy, I
suppose, and at least you made me a
success, But——"

“But what "

“0Oh, it's no good talking ! said Lan.
eagter, with a weary gesture. “I'm
what T am. If I could change the future
—I can't undo the past! And I can't
chanpa tho future! Let it drop.” ,

* Tho sooner it drops the better," said
Sugden, *“This 15 only a 6%, Dieck, and
it w!iIi pags. Onea o crook, always a
crook.”
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“Don’t I know it!" muttered Lan-
caster bitterly,

He gave Sugden a sudden sharp look.

“Your coming hcre, Eugdcn&dues' it
mean that—that you want me? You've
got a job for the Wizard’s Bogers
arain?”’ He shivered. .

“No; I've business in this quarter—
near Courtfield, but you're not in if,

Dielk, It's up to Hatty."
“Ratty the Rogue!” muttered Lan-
cnster. His handsome face paled a

little. ® That means motor-bandit work.
"That's his lino.” -

““You need ask no questions about if,
Dick; it’s not your line, and you're not
wanted to help. You cannot say I've
ever asked you to take a hand in & job
where 8 gpun may be used.”

“.Ask mo if you like—I should refuse.”

“71 shall never ask wou, at any rate
You've kept clear of that, and you shall
always keep clear. But I camo here
chicfly to speak to you about the job
at the echool. You buited in and
stopped the Weasel."

Lancaster’s gyes blazed.

“I told you that the school had to
ba left alona! You promised me it
should bo cut out. 1 stnfped the Weasel,
and I can toll you that I came within an
ace of handing him over to the gnhce. '

“Friends of yours?” asked Sugden,

with bitter antire. ;
I tell yon, Sugden, I mean i1 I
cams very near Lo it, and if the Weasel's
told you all he’s told you that he came
near cracking my skull with a jemmy.
I don’t biame him—we're confederates,
and I turned on him. Buot I'd do the
samme again, and next time, SBlimy, if
there is a next time, the thing goos as
far as the police. I mean every word
of it1 Touch the school again and I
throw up everything, and shout out
the whele fruth,'

“What is the school to you "

“¥Tou wouldn't understand! To you
it's only a crib to be cracked,” said Lan-
caster. “I'm trusted there, but to vou
that only means that it's an easy job!
I'm liked there, but vou can't sce that
that makes any difference. I'm mnot
going to trv to make you understand.
But 1 tell you, fair and square, that if
the schoo! 13n't cut out, the game's up
for the wholo gang.”

“You=a squeaker!” said Sugden,
smiling.

“] mean it! I owe rvou a lot
Slimr, but I'll put Scotland ¥Yard on
you if you don't let Greyfriars alone.”

Supden waved a greasy hand.

“I'm giving you your head, Dick, so
far as that poes. Greyiriars is let alone.
But you've made an enemy of the
Weasel”

Lancaster laughed contemptuously.

“By the wav,” went on Eugﬂcn
casually, alter o pause. "There’s a
rather big place near Courtfield enlled
Hoghen Grange. If you get an oppor-
tunity, yeu might visit the place, and
lpok vound. Quite an interesting old
place.”

Lancaster’s lip eurled.

1 understand,’”” he said, in a low
voice.

_Sugden threw away the stump of his
cigar and rose. Ile looked at his wateh.

“Time I waz moving on” he ro-
marked. "“I've got an appointment a
bit later. Good-bye, Dick!™

They shook hands, and parted.

Mr. Srlvester Bugden walked away
with a portly, ponderous tread. Dick
Lancaster remained a leng time at the
table under the oak after his companion
hwd gone.

Grerfriars  schoolbow, TFirst Eleven
man, with a University carcer beforo
him on the one hand. Crook and

eracksman, the light-fingered Wizard, on
the other! It was a black and biiter
contrazt, and it was no wonder that the
kandsome face was clouded as the hap-
less boy thought of it

But he shrugged his shoulders at last,
and rose and went round the inn for
fis motor-bike,

I1is clonded face brightened as he rode
away. It was a good jigger, and he
handled it well. Ifle rode with breath-
less speed, enjoving the rush, covering
many 2 long mile of hill and dale, before
he turned homeward at last. His home-
ward way to Greyiriare lay through the
town of Courtfield, and he slowed as he
came into the old Iligh Streek

Hea smiled a little as he saw a burly
fizure on another moterbike ahead of
him. It was Coker of the Fifth, also on
his homeward way through Courtfield,
zigragging merrily in his well-known
style. Coker was o score of vards shead
of Lancaster as they came down the
High Street between the bunshop and
the bank., And when there came sud-
denly, sharply, through the hum of
traffie, a loud, whip-like erack, Lancaster
fancied for a moment that Coker's tyre
had gone. The next mement he knew
that it was a pistol-shot that he had
heard.

T p—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Bank Raid !

OB UHERRY chuckled.
“Nice walk, Mauly?" he re-
marked., =
“Oh, rippin’!" gasped Lord
Maunleverer,

“ Enjoying life, old bean®”

“Fine!” gasped his lordship.

Billy Bunter had been shaken off at
Woodend ; that was Mauly's only com-
fort, Miles had passed under the feot
of the walkers since then.

Harry Wharton & Co. were good
walkers. They enjoved that long ramble
by woody paths and leafy lanes in the
bright May sunshine. The beautiful
countryside of Kent was beginring to
put on its summer dress; sights and
sounds and scents were delightiul,
Mauly, no doubt, would have bLeen a
good walker had anyone ever inveated
a method of walking by sitting down
and not moving. What he did not like
asbout & walk was the locomotion. Long
before the juniors turned into the streets
of Courtfield his lordship was wondering
whether his noble legs were going to
drop off.

“Pity we had to cat if short!™ went
on Bob,

“Did—did you cut it short?” almost
groaned Maulcverer.

" ¥Yes; we'd have put on ancther five
mileg—=—""

“0Oh gad!™

“Orly we wanted to get you {n the
bonk before it closed,” explained Dob.
“That's why we cut it short.™

“Good gad! I'm glad you thought
of that, old bean! T'm jolly glad you
didn’t ent it long I ejaculated Maule-
verer.  “Not if that’'s what you call
cutting it short! How many miles have
we dene?”

“About five,” sald Ilarry Wharton,
[anghing.

* Leagues, you mean?"” asked Lord
Mauleverer. “1f they were milez they
were dashed long ones. DBut here we
are ab last.”

The juniors stopped outside the bank,

“We can get a taxi home when I come
ot of the bank, you men,” said his lord-
glip anxiously.

Bob Cherry shook his head.

¥

“ Waste!” ho eaid severely. “You've
got legs, haven't yout”

"I don’t feel az if I have!” groaned
Mauleverer. I feel as if I've got two
big aches. 8till, weo'll walk back, if ﬁo"
like. We can get tea of the bunshop
before we start back., It's just over the
way., ¥You fellows comin' 1o or waitin'
at the tuckshop %

“Oh, we'll bag seats over the way,”
said Flarcy.

*Right-ho 1"’

Lord 3Mauleverer went slowly up the
f,':ﬂmi'-‘-' steps of the bank. The Famous
1t 11.-+:=tcrusaed the pavement, to crosa the
streat,

As they did so, a dark bluc saloon car
drew up sharply. It was driven by a
small man whose ferret-eyes were almost
hidden by tho poak of his chauffeur's
cap. Another man was in the car—a
man with a pointed black beard and a
foreign look.

The car came up so suddenly, and
stopped so sharply, that the juniors,

nhout to step off the pavement, jumped
back,

The door flew open, and the black
bearded man jumped out, and ran up
the steps of the bank, disappearing in
at the swing doors at the same time as
Lord Mauleverer—his movements being
much swifter than these of bis lazy
lardship.

“My dear man, do vou want to Bl
the local hoepital?'’ said Bob Cherry
politely, to the driver of the dark blue
car. b had had a foot off the pave-
ment when the car rushed up. He had
jerked that foot back only in time,

The chauffenr glanced st him, with
sharp ferrety eyes under the peak of
the cap, but did not speak,” Bob’s
glance at him was casual, but the nexe
moment it became fixed in surprise.

HThe  jolly  old Weasel!"
cjaculated. .

Tha chauffeur gave & start,

All the Famous Iive stared at him.
They remembered that ferrety face;
the sly, shifty faco of the man they
had scen meet Lancaster of the Grey-
friars Sixth; the man who, had ther
only known it, was the burglar who had
entered Greviciars, and had been-
defeated by the new sonior, and had
escaped. The jumiors did not know
that. But they knew the Weasel's face,
and knew that he wos acquainted with
Lancaster of the Sixth.

The Weasel, from what Lancaster had
said, was an old servant of his family,
who was pestering him to get a job, It
looked as if the man had got & job
now.

Either the man did not, or did not
chooze to recopnise the juniors. After
that stare, they gave him no further

attention.
They moved along the pavement, ta
of the saloon car.

crosz round the con
cime chug-chugping

he

A motor-bike
aleng, distant, but very audible,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, there’s jolly old
Coker!" exclaimed Bob Cherry. *Lat
him pasz, for goodness’ sake! Nobody
in the road is safe from Coker on a
stink-bike—or on the pavement, for that
matter.”

Chug! Chug! Chug!

Horaco Ucker eame merrily on, At
a little distance behind him, the juniors
saw Lancaster of the Sixth. Both were
still at a good distance, but the juniors
waited.

Crack!

Bharp and whip-like, came the erack

of a revolver, from the direction of
the bank.
The juniors jumped,
Tax Maaxer y.~No 1,214,
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" “ Hsilo, hatlo, Hallol What theé
'Il.i.l'll?'_—
" *i¥as that a tyrel” exclaimed

Nugent,, ““It g0 |—

It was a shot " said Johuny Bull,

. “Who tho dickens is taking pot-shots
in Counrtheld High Street?’? ejaculated
Bobh., “What——""

“It's from the bank-—=—*! exclaimed
Havry Wharton.

' But what the thump—-==

Crack |

It was another whip-like report, un-
miztakably o pistol-shot, and un-
mistakably from the bank.

“It’s & raid " yelled Bob., *“A hold-
up at tho bank | Como on ™

“Oh, my hat!??

Bol started running for the bank
stops.  As ho did so, the swing doors
moved, and a man came running out,

It was the black-bearded, foreign-
looking man who had slighted from the
saloon car. Bob almost collided with
ILETTT,

“YWhat'z up in the bank 1" he shouted.

“Run!’® panted the black-bearded
man, “Run for you lifel”

IHe ran on, across the pavement, and
leapt into tho saloon car. In an instant
the Weasel had set it in motion, and it
shot sway down the High Street,
dashing at o reckless speed throngh the
traflie,

“elp! Police|™

Lord Mauleverer came racing down
the bank stcps. His lordship did not
look like a slacker at that moment,

“Policel Help! Stop him[? yelled
Mauleverer,

“2top whomi” shouted Wharton.

“Man with & pistel=—man with a black
beard I'* panted Mauleverer, “IHe's
ralded the bask, and wounded two
men——=""

“Great Scotk )™

i ﬂm; him 1"?

“Ho's pgonoal™® welled Bob, *“Ha
nassed me—I thought Le was running
away from the shooting——""

“He's ¢ in the cari* roared
Jobnny Bull, He pointed to the dark-
blue saloon car, vamishing at a terrific
speed down the streef,

“Oh gad! Polical” yelled
Mauleverer,

'Iwo constables were running up
from different directions. From the
open doors of the bank came a shouting
and calling. A hatless man ran out,
waving his arms and shrieking,

_ Harry Wharton & Co. made a dash
inte the road. Tt was hopeless to
attemmpt to reach the ecar in which the

bank-robiber was flesing, however.
Chugt! Chugl Chug! Coker was
arriving on the spot.

“ (et out of the way, you potty young
idiots " roared Coker of the %ﬁh.
angrity and ndignantly. o red atb
lllllgr'lfuinm in tho rua.g_ o

“Coker!"” welled Wharton, * Coker!
Aiter that dark blue car—" He raced
elong heside Coker, and yelled at him.
“Heo thet car—it's a bank hold-up—
they've shot {wo men—aflter that
car—""

Coker of the Fifth, as a rule, was not
quick on tho uptake. But he caught on
now. A score of voices shouted, as well
a3 Wharton's, and Horace Cokler
understood.

Mo did not :‘l:l:péy, but ha let out his
bike and fairly flew after the saloon
sar. Tho next instant, Lancaster was
n the spot, -
~ Harry Wharton & Co. J;Jeﬂeﬂ the news
o Lancaster as he shot by. He made
a0 sign, but they had no doubt that he
understogd.  Lancaster went whizzing
aftor Coker, both of them in pursnit of
the dark blue saloon car.
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Car and mofor-bikes vanished [rom of the saloon car had Jeft all other

sight, in the midst of a roar ond buzz
of excited volccs,

“My hat!” gasped Bob Gherrgl
“My only hat! Who'd have thought
itl I say, Coker will spill himself
somagwhere, but Lancaster will hang on
;Er’f-ha,t ear. Laneaster’s the man to do
it.

“¥What-ho I'* gaid Jolinny Bull

“Jolly lucky they wore passing,’’ said
Harry, “If they keep in sight of the
¢ar, the scoundrels may be run down.”

“Tho osteemed and ridiculous Lencas-
ter will not lose sight of the excellent
rascals,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Hingh.

“iLet’s sea what’'s going on im the
bank,” said Nugent.

“Let’'s!’ agreed Wharton.

Thoe juniors turned back. Two or
three cars wero already starti in
pursuit of the bank-robbers, though the
dark-blue car had so gmd a start, that
pursuit did not seem hopeful. But the
whizzing motor-bikes were close behind
the fugitives as they swept out of Court-
field, and there seemed a good chance
that they would be kept in sight and
stopped somewhers along the road. The
telephone was already at work.

The police wero in the bank now, and
tho juniors were not allowed to enter.
But they learned that two men had been
wounded by the desperate rascal who
had raided the bank, and that he had
escaped with a bundlo of banknotes for
8 large sum, The guiet town of Court-
field was humming and throbbing with
oxcitement ; seldom: or never was there
such a sensation in tho old country
"N Well, Tet'a b i hagged,”

“We a hope they get bhagged,
said Boh, “Th&;y!] pass Gra:.*in%r&, if
they keep on the way they've started—
we may pick up news of them on the
road.”

And quite fﬂrg'e-ftingFt&ﬂ at the bun-
shop e Famous Five and Lord
Mauleverer sinried for the school, with
¢¥ea and ears eagerly open for news
of the bank-robbers and their purswers,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
A Hot Chass |

ATTY THE ROGUE stared back
R from the dark blue enr as it
swept out of Courtfield.

. The Weasel, lraning over the
wheel with fixed gazo ahead, drove on
ot o furious speed. Onece out of the
town, there was little traffic on the road,
and the Weascl let out the car like
lightning, without & split second to
spare for n glance back, Buf from the
hittle window at the back of tho car the
man with the black heard watched the
road, and scowled at Horace Coker, of
the Greyirtars Fifth, coming on behind.
His glance passed Coker and fixed on
Lancaster of the Bixth, and his eyes
opened wide with astonishment,

“The Wizard!"” he breathed. * Dick
Lancaster, by thunder|™

Ha grinned faintly.

Lancaster’s pursuit, if he was purguing,
meant nothing to him, The Wizard

wi3 one the gang, though, to ell
appearance, & Sixth Form men of
Greyiriars Schoo

But Coker of the Fifth was coming
on as fast as hia maching could move:
Coker’s rugged face was sct and deter-
mined. o

Ratty’s hand slid into the pocket
whera his automatio lagy—tha antomatio
that had already been used twice

Leaving out Lancester, who did not
matter to the rogue, thero was only
one pursuer—the sudden, swilt Bight

pursuit hopelessly behind, Ratty's hand
gripped ths butt of the pistol that he
wag only too ready to use,

But he did not draw it. Colker was
coming on frantically, but the saloon
car was well able to émp him, with o
clear road ahead.

The Rogue watched tensely.

The Weascl drove on.

There was & wide, clear country road,
with cars whizzing i)y occasionally, and
now and then a country cart jogging
along. Grey old buildings rose imto
view beyond the trees; GGreyfriars
School lay of the road ahead. It waa
such a road as tho Weasel liked for
such a drive—net the first in his experi-
ence by many a one. Buf the chapter
of chances had to be reckoned with,

Suddenly, without warning, & cart
pulled ous rom o rutty lane, %nrsﬂ and
cart almost filling the high-road from
side to side. The stelid carter did
not even look towards the car that was
coming down on him like a flash of
thh#nmg+

f the Weasol had wasted a sccond
then, the ssloon ecar would have piled
up on the cart. But the Weasel was
the man for sudden emergencics; Lo
was 'an old hand at this game,

On his left was a ditch and a fence,
on his right the open space of Court-
field Common. The Weasel had one
chance, which he bhad to take without
stopping to think, at the mad speed heo
was going. lie swung to the right, and
the saloon car swept from the road
over the grassy common.

Bump, bump, bump, buunp the car
went rocketing over the grass, end
Retty the ogue spravled inside,
spitting out startled oaths.

The car cut across the grass; the
carfor staring round after it, his mouth
opening, dropping the straw ho had
been chewing.

Inside the saloon ear Raity the Roguo
sprawled and. pitched about like a nut
in a shell,

The Weasel had no eyes for Lim,

. Twice the car almost overturncd, but
it kept to its wheels and vocketed on.

* My hat I gasped Coker of the Fifth
breathlessly.

here a car went a motor-bike could
go. Coker swerved, too, and charged
seross the common after the snloon
car. MHow Coker escaped turning o
dozen somersaults, ono after another,
ha never knew. Dut Coker on o motor-
bike was always acrobatic, and he never
realised what narrow escapes he had.

Lancaster, bebind Coker, laughed.
He, too, swept off the road in unslack-
ing pursuit.

tty the Rogue scrambled up, Ho
was dazed and breathless, Ifis hat was
gone, and his black beard hung by
& single wire. He cursed fuently, held
on, and peered back.

With o bump snd & jump the saloon
cor lelt the grass and ran into a narrow
lane lined with oak-trees,

It whizzed on.

Behind it whizzed Coker: hehind
Coker, Lancaster. Coker knew that
i«iﬂﬂ, if t,;he “?’e%sel did :at;.m It ran ;3

12 gates o opper » 1B the
duecgﬂn of the rige-r.

Coker prinned.

The lane was narrow; there was no
room for even baby cars to pass one
enother, When two country caris met
in such & lane, one had to back till a
gateway or an embayment in the hed
was reached, to make room to let tg:
other pass.

A single vehicle of any sort appearmg
in that lane meant that the saloon ear
had to stop, if the driver had left him-
solf time to stop. Once driven off tho
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main road tho bank -raiders had to take
desporate chances,

“Got "em!” breathed Coker.

It did not cceur to Coker that ho
was running eingle-handed into danger.
Ho did not even know that Lancaster
was behind him. But Coker was not
the fellow to think of danger, or care
about 6. Ho had started out to run
main road the bank raiders had to take
going to run them down if he could.

What he was going to do after he
had run them down was on the knecs
of the ds. Coker left that to be
sottled when the time came. Meanwhile,
ho swept on in unrelenting pursuib.

The Weasel, desperate and reckless
«lriver s ho was, had to eass down 1n
fhat narrow, rutty, hilly lane. Over-
hanging branches tore and scratched at
the car as it rocked by; the windings
and fturnings were so sharp that at
every one there was danger of ovor-
turning or ¢rashing into o hedge or a
clump of trees. g ;

Any lealy corner might have hidden
a cart or a horse or a
barrow, which the
Weasel would not see till
he wes upon it. It was
sudden death to do fifty,
or even twenty-five, on
such o route, and the
Weasel, desperate as ho

as, wns not looking for
sudden death. _

Coker grinned chearily.

On a clear main road
the car would have
dropped him with case;
in this winding route
Coker hand the advant-
age. For he had a clear
road—so long as the ear
Lkept on ahead. It was
the Weasel who had to
watch for a block on the
road.

Coker, behind bhim,
had cnly to follow the
saloon car; and the
forced slowing of tho
fugitives enabled Coker
to keep them easily in
sight. Heo swept on
trivmphantly,

He did not know that
a foxy face with sharp,
rat-like  eyes watched
him, and that s bhend
was gripping an automa-
tic in the closed car. Ho
<lid not know that Batiy
thia Rogue was debating
whether. to stop his pur-
suit with a rain of
bullets. Not that Horaco
Coker would  have
stopped had ho known.
feared no foe.

There was a sudden, sharp hiss from
the Weasel. What he had feared at
cvery moment happoaned suddenly as be
swept round & cornel.

A wagon stood
filling the lano; two labourers were
wita it, one standing by the horse, the
other bending to secure a buckle in the
Liarncss.

Tihe Wensel jammed on his bralkes.

Ho could not turn from the road
here.  High, thick hawthorn hedges,
dotied with aneient trecs, lined the lane
on oithe- side.

IInd the Weasel been doing even
twenty &t that moment nothing could
have prevented & erash, which would
havo reduced the ealoon car and its
oceupants to shattered wreckage,

The Wensel was fervently glad, st
that moment, that ho had slowed.

Dut as it was, it was touch and go.

Horace Coker

by an open gatoway,

With a screaming of brakes the =aloon
car rocketed right on till it almost kit
the wagon. There was a yell of alarm
from the labourvers, a squeal from the
horse, For an instant it scemed that &
collision was inevitable., Dut the saloon
car stopped barcly in time. Once more
Ratty the DRoguwe was flung over,
sprawling on the floor.

The Weaszel glared round.

The two labourers stared at Lim
blankly, Across the field a farmer in
gaiters came running, Behind enme
the rapid chugchuz of a pursuing
motor-bike.

Coker of the Fifth eame sweeping
round, shut off, and escaped crasﬁing
into the back of the-car by the skin

of his teceth. Farther back, still out
of sight, Lancaster’s bike was still
chugging.

The Weasel, after that one desperate
glare round, leaped from the driver's
goatk. He knew when the game was up.

Unknown, wunseen pursuers were
behind him; two men were close at

up! They've s

hand, anether coming across the Beld:
and in that narrow lane it was im-
possthle to turn the ecar. The Weasel
did not need to think. Leaving the
car, he burst through the hedge and
ran, bolting acrozs & field like a rabbit.

It wos net the fGrst time that the
YWeazel had had to run, and leave a
stolen ear to bo reclaimed by itz owner,

Almost in o twinkling—while the two
labourers were still gtaring, the farmer
running breathlessly up, Coker clam.
bering off his machine—the Weasel
vanished across the field, without
wasting & second’'s thought on his com-
panion in crime. In Elimy Sugden's
gunﬁ,‘ it was every man for himself.

The Weasel was gone, but the man
in the car was not so fortunate.

Ratty the Rogue, dozed and dizzy,
struggled up and hurled opon the deor
of the ear., He leaped ocut, and as he
leaped, Colior of the Tifth reached him.

Had Coker known that the man was

9

armed and despernte he could not have
acted more promptly and effectively.
Coker's leg-of-mutton fist, with all
Coker’s weight behind ik, came on
Batty's jaw like a sledge-hammer, and
tho bhank raider pitehed over liko &

log,

%Iﬂ gave ono anguished squeak as he
went down in the dust.  The noxt
instant Coker's sinewy knee was on his
chest, pinning him down, And the next,
Lancaster of the Sixth came spinping
E:;r;;nd the corner and leaped from Lis

bk

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker's Capture !
DIEK LAKCASTER'S faco was

Hushed with excitement, and

his eveas were sparkling. He

) had thoroughly cnjoyed that
wild and breathless rush acress country.
He had entered fully into the spirit of
tho chase. In those wild and whirling

* Coker ! ** yelled Wharton ﬁxcite&l%. . ** Coker ! After that dark blue car ! Ii’s a bank hold-
]

two men ! After it—qulck ! ™

moimenta he did not rememuer that he
was & breaker of tho law himself—that,
had all been known, he himself would
have been in flight with resolute pur
suers on his track,

The truth was that at heart ho wos
no law-breaker. Heart and soul had
always been against the way of life into
which o strangoe fate had cast him.
When there was no time for thought,
and he acted on instinct, he neted like a
Greyfriara man end a law-abiding
citizen, forgetful that he was the
Wizard of Slimy Sugden’s gang.

Picking up the news of the bank roid
as ha rode through Courtficld High
Stroet, seeing Coker of the Fifth ohead
of him on the chase, Lancaster had
cntered into. it keenly, resolutely, hi:
yeal nature rallying instinctively to the
tide of law and order.

Ilad he known that it was Eatty the

Tae Micxer Lismant.—No. 1.214.
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Hogue in the car, that it was the Weascl
who was driving, he would no doubt
have taken thnug‘flt-.

But he did not konow ! All he saw was
a dark blue closed car speeding away
ahead; and a roar of voices told him
that the bank had been robbed, and
(wo men wounded by a desperate hand.
The hint Sugden had dropped at the
i at Weodend had passed from his
mind. He did not, st the present
moment, connect the bank raid with
Slimy’s gang at all.

It was with the fixed intention of
bringing a murderous villain to justice,
if he could, that Lancaster raced on
with humming motor-bike, heedless of
risks and perils. .

Not till he came spinning round the
last corner, and shut off barely in ime
to avoid clambering over Coker's jigger
and the halted car, did the truth dawn
on the schoolbey crook.

He leaped down, and ran to Coker’s
aid, &8 he saw him pinning down the
man who had sprung from the car.

Then his eyes fell on the foxy, furious,
upturned face of Ratty the Rogue, and
l:a knew.

He stopped dead.

Back into his mind came Slimy Sug-

den’s words, of the work Ratty had on
hand that afterncon at Courtfield. This
was the work! TLancaster, staring at
the sprawling man struggling under
Coker, could have laughed. The man of
whom he had been in desperato chasa
waz one of the gang—his associate and
confederate—8limy Sugden's right-hand
man, He could have laughed—with the
bitterness almost of death in his heart!
It was not for him to lend aid in bring-
ing the desperado to justice. Far from
that! It was for him to help in defeat-
ing the ends of justice!
, The Rogue’s ratty eyes were on him
instantly, Retty did not call to him;
his look seid epough., Ratty the Rogue
took it for granted that the Wizard had
been following to help the escape, if
needed. He relied on the Wizard's aid
ROW.

Lancaster could have groaned aloud.
His hand, slready raised to help Coker
tpdsﬂeur& the scoundrel, dropped to his
side.

Coker stared round. Ha was sur-
prised to ses Lancester of the Sixth on
the spot, though he had been diml
OWATe of another motor cyclist hehing
him. He was glad enough to sce the
Greyfriars man.

“You, Lancaster ! Look for the other
man! I've got this rascal; but the
driver's hooked it !

::Ha'a gone I said Lancaster dully.

Well, this ia tha villain whe raided
the bank, and we've got him.” said
Coker. *The other man was driving.
This must be the bank-robber, and
dare say he's got his plunder about him.
Keep still, you rascal!”

Raity the Rogue had begun to
struggle to get at his pistol-pocket. But
he relinquished the effort now. He
looked to Lancaster to save him from
this serape. Not a sign of recognition
passed between them. Roth were too
well on their guard for that,

“You've got me!” muttered the
Rogue. “I'm giving in!®
coxowd  better!” grinned Coker.
"I'll jolly well bang your napper on
the ground if you begin any funny
business. Lancaster, old besn, get
something to tie this chap up,”

Lancaster nodded. He took s strap
out of the car, and buckled it round
Ratty's srms, behind him, Coker allow-
ing him to sit up for the purpose. The
Rogue’s eyes glimmered for a moment.
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The strap was buckled so that he could
get his hands free at any moment he
liked.

“Now let him get up,” said Lan-
caster,

Coker jerked the foxy-faced man fo
his feet. The black beard was gone,
revealing a  clean-shaven, cunning,
sharp-featured face.

The farmer was on the scene now, znd
the two labourers drew round euriously.
The captured bank-raider scowled at
thent.

“Hold-up at the Courtfield Bank”
Coker explained to them. “Man shot
at the bank—and we've got the man
that did it! And we'ro jolly well hold-
ing on te him, what, Lancaster 1

‘Yes, rather !” said the Sixth-Former.
“I fancy we'd better shove him in the
car, Colcer, and I'll back the car to the
next turning, get her round, and run
the fellow back te tha town,”

“1 think I'd better kee? hold of him,”
said Coker decidedly. “I don’t doubt
vou'd be careful, of course, old bean.
Btill, tha master's eve, you know, and
all that.™

Lancaster laughed.

There was no doubt that Horace
Coker was greatly bucked by the cap-
ture, and his manner, always lofty, was
distinctly patronising. gﬂhﬂr rather
liked Lemcaster of the Sixth: but he
had no use, as he often said, for Sixth
Form swank. Cloker had made tha cap-
ture, and the matter was in Coker's
hands, and Horace intended to leave no
doubt on that point,

“AH eerene,” said Lancaster, “I
don’t mind in the least. How are you

mg to manage it, anvhow? We're a
ong way from Courtfield.”

“Well, I can drive a car,” said Coker.
“I’ll jolly well drive him into town and
hand him over. After &ll, T caught
him.” \

“Just as you like.”

Ratty's eyes gleamed. His “gun”
was still in his pocket, and once he waa
safe in the car with Coker, out of sight
of the farmer and his men, he had no
doubt of the result.

But Lancaster caught that gleam in

Ratty's eyes, and ho was aware of the
rasoal's thoughts. Lancaster, whatever
he was, and whatever he did, had no
idea of allowing a Greyfriars man to
fall into danger from the bank-raider’s
gun. Rather than that, the schoolboy
crook would have handed over the
raseal where he belonged, if he had to
face arrest slong with him.
_ "But first,” went on Coker, “we’ll
jolly well get the loot off him. That
will bo safer in my hands, They were
yelling out in Courtfield that he had
robbed the bank, and if he hed, he's got
it on him."”

*YVea hikely,”
carelessly.

About the loot the schoolboy erook
was not in the least concerned. He was
driven, or felt himself driven, to save
the rascal himself, but the loot was
nothing to him., Not that he could have
saved it without giving his whole game

assented Lancaster

away to Coker of the Fifth, :
Coker greped in the prisoner's
pockets,

Batty's eyes turned on Lanecaster,
But there was no help from the Wizavd,
even if the Wizard Ead cared to throw
appearances to tha wi“dﬁ and openly
help him. The farmer and his two men
werg there, more than ready to lay hands
on the desperate rascal if required.

“Here we arel” grinned Coker.

He jerked out a wallet, which was
crammed to the very brim with Bank
of England notes.

“That's a big sum ! zald the farmer,

THE MAGNET

opening his eves, as Coker held vp the
open wallet,

Horace Coker chuckled. .

“Huondreds of pounds!” he eaid.
“Beven or eight hundred, I fancy. I
say, Lancaster, the bank will ho glad to
get this back.™

“What-ho!™ amiled TL.ancaster
“What about one of us cutting off at
once with it, and the other looking
aiter this merchant and tho car? The
sooner that money’s pub in safety the
better, LI'll look after the man while
you take it.”

Coker considered slowly,

“It will take a jolly long time to back
this car up the lane and get her round,”
remarked Lancaster. *“One of us ought
to take in the money and the news.
You're entitled to do it, as vou mado
the capture, Coker. Still, lecave it to
me, if you hike”

“We'll stay together,” said Coker.
For a moment Coker had jumped at ihe
idea of carcering up to the Eanl: with
the recaptured loot, and the great news,
a3 Lancaster guessed that he would.
But sccond thoughts, Erﬁvarbinﬂy, wera
the best. Coker shook his head. “You
see, you may not be ablo o keep this
rotter safe——"

“Ay  dear
Lancaster.

“The master’s eye, you know,” snid
Coker. Ervidently Coker regarded his
own eye as the master’s eve. “1
caught him. He's my game ! zj'qu can
drive the car, Lancaster, while T keep
hold of this foxy-faced thief [

“Wimt about the bikes—"

“I'H have your machines run into a
shed, sir, with pleasure,” said the
farmer.

*That's all right,” said Coker. * Now,
shove this seoundrel in, and we'll got
E.ﬂiug.‘j?

Lancaster paused o second.

Had Coker consented to ride into
Courtfield with the recovered loot, and
leave him to bring in the priscner, the
schoolboy crook’s course would Te
been clear.

But Coker, in hia usual masterful way,
wanted to keep everything in his own
hands, having no great reliance on any-
body in the wida world except Horoce
James Coker,

After that second’s hesitation
Lancaster nodded assent. Thero was
nothing else for him to do, without an
open break with Coker and the end of
all things for him at Greyfriars. And
the sohoolboy crook was not ot the end
of his resources yet.

“Right you are!” he said Lightly.

Eatty the Rogue was placed in the
car. Coker followed him in and sat
down beside him.

The wallet of benknotes was on
Coker’s knees, and his right hand was
slipped through the prisoner’s arm. As
Ratty's hands were strapped behind
him, he seemed safe enough. Coker's
unsuspicions mind naturally had no idea
how that strap was fastened.

Lancaster sat in the driver's seat and
backed the car. The engine buzzed, and
the saloon car backed along the rutty
lane. The farmer and his men took
charge of the two motor-bikes, to bLe
reclaimed later by their ewners,

Slowly the car backed in the narrow
lane between high hedges till it reachnd
a wider space where it could turn.

Then Lanecaster swung it round and
drove on swiftly, Ratty the Roguo, sat
silent, his eves on the back of Lancaster's
head. Coker was grinning with satis-
faction. Out of sight of the farmer and
hiz men in the lonely lane, shut in by

clhap——"* murmured
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high hedges and fields, Lancaster slowed

down, 3

“Hallo! What ere jyou stopping
for?' asked Coker.

“ Bomething's u

“(h blow 1" sai

The car halted.-

Lancaster stepped down and opened
tho bonnet. Coker leaned out and
watched him anxiously, Moments were
precious to Coker, who was snxious for
tho dramatic arrival in Courtfeld with
the prisoner and the loot. As the
prisoner’s hands were bound, Coker saw
uo reazon why he should not take has
eyes off him for a moment. ]

Lancaster, affecting to  be husﬂg‘
cngaged with an engine that neede
no attention, waited tensely. He was
giving Ratty.the Rogue & chance to leap
from the &ar and bolt, little as Coker
dreamed of it.

The Rogue jerked his hands from the
steap. He could have leaped oubt and
run for it now, but that was not in the
Rogue's mind.

Coker gave a sudden, viclent starf as
something round and hard was pressed
suddenly to his side,

“ Keep quiet, you fool!” came the
Roguo's lﬁssinﬁ voico.

“Oh ecrikey !” gasped Cokor.

And Coker, realising that somehow
the prisoner was free with a pistol in
hiz hand, kept still.

with the engine.”
Coker.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Turning the Tables [

1 ET out! Drop that wallot and
get outl”’
The Rogue hissed the words
with a snarl. .

The muzzle of the automatic pressed
to Coker’s ribs enforced obedience.

Coker of the Fifth was not & bright
fellow., DBut he was too bright to raise
objections when it needed only the light
pressure of a desperate man’s finger o
gend v bullet smashing through him,
and he dropped the wallet at once.

He opened the door and stepped our.
His rugged faco was black with wrath.
Flo turned, and the sutomatic in the
hand of the man in tha car looked him
inn the face, Ratty the Rogue's cycs
gleaming over the barral.

* Stand back to the hedge!™

Coker, almost trembling with rage,
steppod back, _

Thero was no argument possible with
s levelled automatic. The villain had
used the weapon at the bank, and there
was not the slightest doubt that he was
ready to use it agmin if driven fo 1k
There was no fear in Coker’s stout heart
—only deep wrath. He could have
kicked hirnself for not having searched
the rascal for weapona, Coker thought
of that too late; it was not uncommon
for the great Coker to think of things
too late, when hoe thought of them ab
all.

Lancaster straightened up, a2 spanmer
in his hand. His handsome face was set
with anger. His eyes glittered at the
Rogue.

He had given the rascal his chance
to escape. Against the grain, driven to
it by his own association with the law-
less gang, he had given Ratty that
chaneceo.

Ratty, instead of toking it, waa
taking the upper hand. His intention
was to recapture the loot and the ear,
and to drive away with both. With the
automatic in his hand, Coker could not
stap him, and the farmer and his men

had been left o mile behind, Indoed, it
was probable thai Ratty supposed th.%t
that was Lancaster’s plan as well as his
own. So long as appearances were kopt
up, he concluded that the Wizard was
with him, not against him.

On that point he was mistaken. The
sight of a deadly weapon, threatening
the life of a Greviriars man, an
effect on the schoolboy crook of which
Batty never drecamed.

Lancaster’s face was almost pale with
passion. His grip on the spanner wus
convulsive.

:I']m :Rnguﬁ made & motion towards
him with the auvtomatic. It was his
game, of course, to treat Lancaster, so

A
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| ANOTHER * MAGNETITE "
WINS
A PEMNKNIFE!
All he did was to send in the |

following joke :

D R e e LL SR
bt

A spactator at a cricket match
was very disgusted with the
playars and, turning to the man
naxt to him, sald :

" Fane putl:lnq on & rvotien
bowlar llks that 1"

it yall,”! returned tha listener
an&;rlly. 1t jt'a better than your
old straw, anywayl"

Congratulations to G, H. Ceth,
of 5, George Road, South Ching~
ford, E.4. Hope E'iml Il find the
penknife useful.—Ep.

far as appearances went, as if he wero
a schoclboy whom he had never seen
before.

“ Stand back with the other I"* snapped
Ratty. o

Lancaster stood rigid.

“ Oh, you idiot 1" gasped Coker. * You
silly ass, Lancaster! You fathead ! You
nover fastened him properly ! He's gotb
looze! Why, a silﬁr fag could have
fastened him safely with that strapl
You howling ass "

“ That’a cnough [rom you !’ snarled
the TRogue., “Here, you, close that
bonnet and stend back from the car |

Lancaster stepped back from the car.

Ratty the Rogue dropped into tho
driving-seat. As he did so, Lancaster’s
arm moved with tho ewiftness of a
qu;i\l_tning-ﬂash.

“hiz]

1§

_ Before Ratty knew what was happen-
ing, before it dawged on him that the
Wizard was not -with him but against
him, the heavy spunner struck lhirm on
the temple.

With a sharp ery the Rogue reeled
over sideways, his right hand, with the
automatic in it, dropping to his side.

Lancaster was on him the nexb
moment with the spring of a tiger.

The automatic was torn away and
tosscddl bhigh over the hedge beside the
lane. Ratty, crumpling up in the

powerful grasp of the Groyfriars Sixth.
Former, was dragged headlong from tho
car and flung bodily iato tho road.

He crashed and sprawled.

There was a roar of delight from
Horace Coker.

“Good man " he velled,

Ho rushed towards the sprawling
roscal. Diswrmed, the bank-raider was
seareely oo match for the hefty Horace,
no match at all for Lancaster of the
Sixth.

But in that moment, ss Coker of the

Fifth leaped to sccure the rascal,
Lancaster barged clumsily into  his
way,

Coker crashad into him and reeled.

It was a brief respite, but 1t was
cnough for Ratty the Rogue.

His temple was bleeding whera the
spanner had struck him; he was still
dazed from the shock, The look he gave
Lancaster was that of 3 demon. But ho
knew that his liberty depended on
seconds; that if Coker's powerful grip
cloged on him now that the Wizard was
against him, he was booked to pay for
his murderous erime at tho Courtfield
bank. The Roguo lcaped to his feet,
and while Lancaster was helping Coker
up he sprang away through the hedge
and fled across the fields, :

“You apss!” Coker was spluttering.
“You dummy! Hre's getting away!
My hat! After him!” :

Coker scrambled to his feet, panting.
He hurled himself at the hedps after
the escaping Rogue.

But 3 few szeconds had been enough
for the man who had ten years of penal
servitude hanging over his rascally head.

Ho was voanishing in the distance
acrosa the field, and he disappearcd
bevond a clump of willows as Coker
burst through the hedge.

Coker ran  a little distance and
stopped. It was uvszeless to chase the
elusive rascal mmong the fields and
hedges. Dizappointed and angry,
Horace Coker tramped back to the car.

Lancaster wag sitting in the driver's
seat, waiting for lim. There was a
faint smile on his face.

“He's gone '™ growled Coker.

“Bad luck,” satd Loncaster.

“Your fault1” growled Coker. “You
hnrgd into me !’

“Didn't you barge into me?” asked
Lancaster mildly.

“No, I didn't1"” roared Coker. *Vou
barged into me, you clumsy Sixth Form
nss ! I'd have got him if you hadn't.”

“My dear chap—=" ;

“And he'd never have got loose t__'f
vou'd fastenod that strap properly ™
hooted Coker. “I thought he was safe.
OF course I did!  Auy fosl ought te
have been able to buckle n strap safe,
The silliest fool could have done it!l’

“1 ought to havo left it to you, then !V
soild Lancaster. )

Cloker, fortunately. did not ecatch tho
drift of that romark. He tock it at
face volue, as it were.

“Well, if you'd left it to me I'd have
made him safe.” he grunted. *I can
tell vou, it made me jump when he

Tuz Macucr Lierany.—No. 1,214
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jabbed that revolver into my ribs. He
nearly got away with the car and

loot ter all.”
"inuckﬂy, I got in the with the
ancaster.

spanner | said

Coker's frowning brow cleared. He
bad to admit that it was Lancaster, with
bis prompt handling of the spauner,
who had zaved the situation.

“Well, that was lucky,” said Coker.
‘1 must say you handled him a treat,
50 far as that went, Lancastor.”

“Thanks,” said the Sixth-Former,
"*1f you think so,
m%rﬁkt_n be amﬁ%*:ﬂ 1 doad

cEer was blind and dear to sarcasmi.
He nodded quite amimhly,

“Wall, after all, we've got the car
and the loot, though the thieves have
gob clear,” he said, “I fancy they'll be
Jolly glad to sce us at thaqgmzh. And
we can give a description of that
villain with his beard off. That ocught to

usaful to the police.”

"“Yes, rather!” said Lancaster.

His gaze dwelt curiously on Coker.
Not the faintest suspicion was in the
Fifth-Former's mind of any collusion
or connection between the, Bixth Form
man and the bank raider. That Lan-
caster had deliberately nllowed Ratty
the Rogue to get away did not oceur
to Coker for an instant.

In point of fact, it could hardly have
occurred to any cbserver. Lancaster’s
wction in bowling the rascal over with
the spanner placed him above suspicion.

“Let's got going,” snid Coler.

" Weiting for you.”

Coker stepped into the car and picked
up; the wallet of b:;nknat;:m Lancaster
£ engine going, the ‘‘trouble ™
that had caused the halt having dis-
&}?pa&md now in the shaps of ?Ra.tty
the Rogue, if Coker had only known it.

Coker, there's nothing

There were no more halts, Lancaster
tooled the saloon car swiftly along the
lane and turned into the Courtfield Road,
Swiftly he drove on to the town, Coker
sitting in the car, nursing the wallet
of banknotes on _fm knees, and once
more grinning with satisfaction.
THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Thrilling |
Ciar 3AY, you fellows!”
Billy Bunter fairly hurled open
the door of Study No. 1 and put
8 fat face, blazing with excito-
ment, into that q:e]ebmteg apartment.
Hnrr% Wharton & Co, were finishing
tea. They had been discussing ihe
startling episode at Courtfield. On the
way to the school they had seen and
heard nothing of the fugitive car, and
they were wondering, with the keocnost
interest, whether ker or Lancapster
%}:‘i succeeded s keeping in toueh with
- raiders, and whether the
mg:.fla had bﬂ;}:h ta.lmﬁ |
say, you fellows, have you heard 1%
spluttered Bunter. ™I say, it's fright-
full%e;mtmgl You fellows heard #”
'U]: hich and wheat?” yawned Bob
ﬁrr?‘
"There's been a raid on a bank at
Courtfield 1" yelled Bunter.
The Famoys Five grinned.
_Billy Bunter rather prided himself on
being &ﬂ}nlla “iltc?ft?f news  On this nlrnca-
sion w & Hemove was »
way behind. o

“Honest Injun!” gasped Bunter. "1
say, you fellows, I've just got in frdm
Weodend, I've had a icu.r[ui lovg walk
back, owing to you beasts. I say, I
heard it as goon as I got in. Smithy
Was saying—"

wGo hon!” gaid Beb Cherry.

Smithy told me. He's heard it from
rome follows who were in Courtfield this
afternoon.

Tee Miaser Lizganz.—Neo. 1,714,

“Ha, ho, hal”
“Blessed if I see anything to cackle

at. It's true! HBmithy was telling a lot be

of fellows. You chaps nover hear any-
thing,"” said Bunter. I say, from what
I hear, some Remove men were right
on tho spot. I don’t know whao tgu?r
were, but they were right on the spot.”
Now, 1 wonder who they could
boeb % said Frank Nugent.

" wonderfulness is  terrifie |”
chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Fellows in the Remove?™ asked
Hﬁr%v Wharton, laughing,

—r,ﬁht- on the spot,” eaid
Bunter. “They hesrd the firing and
the %creaming, ond saw the dead
bodics.™ '

“The whichi”

“Dead bodies—rolling on the bank
stepa, I understand that four men were
I!.I'!Dt dﬂﬂ&.”

"E‘;?int' Fip 11:

A s bobby ‘or two,” said Bunter.
“‘One bobby had his brains blown right
out in the street!”

. i Poor old bobby I said Johnny Bull,
“What o comfort it must be to him that
it never really happened I*!

“iHa, ha, ha '™

“I tell you it did!® roared Bunter.
“Three bobbies shot dead, as well as
the bank manager and five or six
c‘.te:vf?hﬂa I

f Bunter had heard the stery from
Smithy, he had evidently improved on
it since. Cold facts never satisfied Billy
Bunter.  Every  story related by
Williamm George Bunter was as prelific
as the little peach in the orchard—it
grew and graw and grew. The present
story seemed to have grown at a really
alarming rate. Bunter was spreading
himzelf over the bank raid.

" You_fellows never hear anything!”
sniffed Bunter. “ Why, you've been in
Courtfield yourselyes this af

BYVO

_ {ternoon—
sctually been to the bank with Mauly,
end you naver eaw anything!”

“We didn't see o jolly cﬁd IMASIACre
of the Courtfield police foren,” admitted
Bob Cherry. "“Not a single body was
on view while we were there,.?

“Tell us some more about it, Bunter,”
said Harry Wharton. “I suppose you've
got the whole story ?2

“¥Yes, rather| It seems that a car

drove up to the bank, and a gang of

masked men jumped out—-"

“A—a—a which?” gasped Nupent.
*“A gang of masked men. About a
dozen, I think. They rushed into the
pank, shooting right and left. The bank
manager was pleked up  afterwards,
riddled with bullets. Thousands of
pounds were taken, and the bank left
swimming in bloed. On fire, too, I
think I*

“Good 1" said Bob Cherry. *Sure it
wasn't blown up sky-high with a barrel
of dypamite which one of the masked
men had in his waistcoat pocket ¥

“Ha, ha, ha1*

“I tell you some Romove men were
on the spot and saw it alll” declared
Bunter. “Ten or twelve people were
shot—"

“{o it I*

“Everybody’s talking about it,” gnid
Bunter. “Home Greyfriara men got
after the bank rvobbers, hear, on
motor-bikes. A dying policemen called
out to them, I wnderstand—"

“Pile it on "

“T tell you it's true!” hooted Bunter.
“¥ou can eackle as much az you like.
:.:‘.?hn.t?ﬁﬂ you koow about it, I'd like to

now

Ripping School Stories of Tom Mirry & Co.

in ithe GEM

Every Week.

THE MAGNET

“Well, we know a little,” chuckled
Bob' Cherry, “You sce, wo happen to
the Remove men who were on the
epot.”

“Hsa, ha, ha!"

“Oh!" gasped Bunter.

L Y¥ou'd bave n on the :
if youw'd coma on from Woodend, in-
etead of I}rea.]'.:mg down t-hem;’.’ grinned
Johnny Bull. *Hea what you'va misszed,
you fat slacker]?

“I—I say, you fellows, if you were
there, tell a fellow about itI? gasped
Bunter, ‘““Mean to say Smithy got ic
from you?!

“Ha, ha! Just that.”

“Well, tell & fellow. Did you sce the
bodies? Did you—m"

“Borry, mno, There weren't any
bhodies,” -

Bunter's fat face fell. Evidently tho
fat Owl had Emtuﬁd somothing, in his
podgy mind, like a crock film. DBodies
wera required to make the picture
complete,

9 Two men were wounded at the bank,
if that's any comfort,” said Bob Cherry
kindly, “but npeither seriously. Tho
bank raider wasn't asking to be hanged.
But he got away with some banknotes—
anything from five to eight hundred
Eunds! from what we heard —aud

ker and Lancaster got after him on
their stink-bikes. They happened to be

ot, too,

passing through Courtfield at the time.
And that's th% lot 1™
Billy Bunter snorted. Evidently he

vagtly preferred his own version thae
atu:_'isr,_ which undoubtedly was the more
thrilling of the two, a rolled away
from 8t No. 1 to pour the thrillin
tale into other ears that were less well-
informed on the subject.

The chums of the Remove chuckled as
ha went.

But thore was a rpather thoughtiul
look on Wharion's brow. He had
been thinking, since the juniors had
returned to the school; snd the rather
uncomfortable subject of his reflections
was the fact that it had been the
Weasel who drove the bank raiders’ car.

. .Thers was no doubt of the man's
identity ; all fiva of the Co. had zeen
him at tho wheel of the dark blua car.
For the Weasel himeealf, of course, the
juniors cared nothing; but the fact that
o was acquainted with Lancaster of the
Bixth was disturbing. It would cer-
tainly cause a great deal of comment
if it came out that thera wos even o
remote connection between Lancaster
and the bank raiders.

If the man wes caught there was no
necd for the juniors to speak. But if
he was not caught it was their obvious
duty to tell the police all they knew of

him, They had his accurate desorip-
tion, and knew his nickname—a nicg-
name by which Lancester had been

heard to call him. They could not pos-
sibly keep such information to them-
selves if the man escaped; yet
shrank from the idea of dragging Lan-
caster’s name into the affair.

“Tet's get down,” said Haerry,
“Coker or Lancaster may have got in
by this time. I'm rather anxious for
news.’ ,

“ Let's!" zaid Bob.

The Famocus Five left the study.
There was a sound of knocking =slon
the Remove passage. snd they glanee
up the passage.

Outside Study No. 12 Billy DBunter
was thumping on the door.

“Mauly! I say, Manly!”
was hooting.

There was no reply from Study Neo.
13. If Lord Mauleverer was at home,
he did pot scem to want Bunter's
company. Apparently be had locked his
door when h3 heard Bunter comnng.

Bunter
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“Mauly, old chap! I haven't come
to teal I just want to speak to you,
old fellow! Open the door, old chap1”

No answor. DBunter thumped again.

“I say, Mauly! Did you cash tho
cheque, old man *

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
Bunter blinked round.

“I say, yon fellows! Como along
héral 1 think Mauly must be-illl He's
locked his door and doesn't answer. I
aa¥, you ask him to open the door,
Vharton. Ha will open it if you ask
him, I wan! to know whether he's
cashed that cheque—I mean, whethor
thie poor old chap’s ill.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Bleszed if I seo anything to cackle
at! Poor old Mauly being ill isn't a
laughing matt2c 1" exclaimed Bunter

indignantly., *“I say, vou fellowsl|
I}id he cash that cheque after all? You
koow, a3 you were with him.” -

L
“The knowiulness is terrific|”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Well, did het” asked Bunler
anxioualy.

“Botter ask Mauly t” chortled Bob.
“"The boast won't answer. I ©Bavy,
Mauly ! Do opon the door, old fellow.
I'm afraid you're illl I'm awiully
anxious about you, Mauly 1™
Billy Bunter's anxiety did not seem
tonech Mauleverer's stony  hoart.
no answer from Study
No. 12,

I say, Mnulv! Leook here, old
fellow, I've been disnpﬁointﬁd about a
postal order!” %nspnd untor, through
tha keyhole, “If you've cashed
cllﬁquu, old fellow——>"

arry Wharton & Co, went down the
Remove staircase, loaving Billy Bunter
still at Mauly's door, like & fat Peri at
the gate of DParadise. A stentorian
voice downstairs reached their ears, loud
ahove a8 buzz of other voices.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! That’s Coker 1
gm?iﬁmfl, Bob Cherry., “Ho's got

ac

And thoe Famous Five hurried down
to hear the nows.

to
Mhera was

that

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
Coker in all His Glory!

ORACE COEKER was
H olemens.

Coker, was enjoying life.
Limelight was the due of =0
rcal o man as Coker of the Fifth; but
ie geldom or never got his due.
Now he was gebting 1t in abundance,

. Fellows hung on his words. A buzz-
ing crowd surrounded him, all anxious
to hear what Coker had to say. This
sort of thing never happened when
Coker was talking cricket, or anvthin
else. But the bank raid at {Jnurtﬁelzg
and Coker's-part in the pursuit of the
bank raiders, had brought Horace into
his proper prominence for once. For
once, though itively for one occasion
only, Coker had a [argo and eager
audicnee, hanging on his words as if
they were pearls falling from his lips,

For ¢nce Potter and Greeno wero

in  his

?uite proud to be Coker's pals. Coker,

or the moment. was the goods !

Even Blundell, the captain of the
Fifth, listened to him with respeet.
Even old Wingate, the captoin the
school, gave him attention, acknow-
ledging that for onco Coker had acted
otherwise than az a born idiet might
have been expected to sct. Juniers and
seniors, fogs ond prefects, surrounded

er and henrkened unto him as he
held forth, Harry Wharton & Co.
swelled an already numerous audicnce as
they arrived on the scene.
. " ¥es, they got away,” Coker was say-
ing. “1 never even saw the driver's
foce, worse luelt: but I can give' a jolly
good description of the other man. I've
iven it at the police station. Toxy-
aced villain | hoy'll get him all
right. Inspector Grimes i3 telephoning
all over the shop. They'll rect sll over
the country for the rotlers. They've lost
their car, you see. It turns out it was a
gtolen car. We've got that, and got
back the loot! Hundreds of pounds in
banknotes!  You should have seen old
CGrimes’ faco when I handed over that
bag of money! A picture!”

* Brave, Coker 1 said Wingate.

Coker grinned cheerily. The eaptain

of the school was acknowledging that

he wos the poods! [t was liko the

lﬂ‘l‘!% conung into his own at last!
“Lancaster  helped,” gaid Coker
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enerously. “I'm bound to admit thay

ancaster helped.™

“Laneaster?” sgaid Loder of the
Sixth.

“Yes, It was his fault the man got
away—he barged .into mo when I was
collaring tha brute |”

“(h!" said Loder.

“But, all the same, the villain would
have cleared off with the car and all, but
for Lancaster. Loancaster knocked him
out with a spanner when he had the
vovolver in his hand. It was frightfully
plucky 1™

“Oh1” zaid Loder again.

“8till, Lancaster will toll vou him-
sclf that he omly helped. @ wal
behind me all the time, chasing tho

votters. I ran them down and got the
thief in the fipst place. 1 pot the bank-
notes off him. He would never hava

ot at that pun if Laneaster had tied

is hands safely. I must say he was
caraless there. But he knocked him out
with the spanner all right when he was
handling ths gun, Plucky chap!
Barged into mo like an ass, and let tho
man get clear. But awiully plucky.”

“Where's Lancaster now?" asked
Potter.

“ Blessed if I know., He came back, 1

The bank raiders® ear went
rocketing over the grass to
avold the farmer®s cart. The
siartied farmer looked round,
his mouth agape!

thinlk, aftor wo were through with the
police, Of course, Lancaster only
ﬁlnz;ed second fiddlo all the time. Dut

e was plucky.”

Lancaster, apparently. was not keen
on an audience like the great Coker.
He was not to be scen.

“He's rather an ass, too,” went on
Coker. "I mean, he seems to have no
eyes. I mean, about Enrmg- the descrip-
tion of the man, I had him down all
right—foxy face, with & sharp nose, and
greenish eyes, about five feet five. Lan-
caster thought he was toller, and had
brown eyes—wo had quite an argument
at tho police station about it Old
Grimes geemed to thinl that Lancaster
had got it right, and I'd got it wrong.

“Ass, you know. Why. I can sgee the
man's foxy face now, with greenish eyes
like a cat's. Can't make out why
Lancaster thought they wore brown; but
he thought so, and said so.  Ifs
awkward, you know—may prevent the
bobbies from getting him, tho deserip-
tion being mixed hLike that. I helieve
Inspector Grimes has put brown eyes in
the description—he scomed to listen to
Lancaster more than me all the time.”

Some of Coker's audience grinned.

Thag were not surprised that the
Courttield police-inspector had  given
more attention to Lancaster

{Continued on pape 16.)
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Sixtk than to Coker of the Tifth.
Coker was the only fellow who was
surprised at that.
“Then tho driver
called out Harry Wharton.
“They both got =sway,” - answered

“No description of the driver?”
“No, I never maw his face, and
Lancaster never saw him at all. He
bolted first thing, I fancy they'll get

them both, now thoy've lost CAT,
ﬂtilg:.r get on tha railway they'll be
er, of course, was unaware that
Mr. 8limy SBugden had bean waiting at
a coertain sgpot, in another car, in case

of accidents. 3

Coker, and everybody else, remained
unawara that the Weasel and Ratty the
Rogue were packed in SBugden’s car, and
were already many a long mile distant
from the scene of the bank raid, doing
forty or fifty m.p.h. on the rosd 4o
London. If anyone keew that, it was
only Lancester of the 8ixth! And he
was not likely %o nfnleak on the subject.
. “Well, I jolly well want my tea,” said
Coker; and he started for his study.

Horaca Coker’s study, that tea-time,
swarmed with fellows; and; for once,
1t was not on acoount of the
things provided by Coker's Aunt Judy.
For onece, Coker himsdlf was tho
attrackion, -

Herry Wharton & Co. withdrew from
the buzring crowd of Groyfrizrs fellows,
Their faces were serious. Tho Weasel
had escaped; and his deseription was
unknown, Obvionsly, the time had come
for the Famous Five to tell what they
knew,

“It's rotten awkward!” maid Harry.
“Aftor that yarn Loder of the Rixth

was spreading about Lancaster, it’s
beastly awkward, ~Loder's taken it all
back, I know: bijt—"

“We're bhound to spenk out,” .zaid
Jolinny Bull decidedly. “We can’t let
& criminal escape.”

“Impossible I said Nugent. - Bot
what about speoking to Lancaster first?
He can advise us what to do, In fact,
as he knows the man, he can help to
geb hold of him, very iik&ly.'“

Han?r Wharton nodded.

“Let's go and ses Lancaster,” he said,
“Coker. says ho's come in, so I suppose
we shall find him in-his study.”

The Famous Five proceeded fo the
Sixth Form passage. or's door
was opén, and a b of voices camg
from the room. Five or six Sixth Form
men wers there with Lancaster, asking
quostions sbout tho pursuit of the banl
raiders.

. Tho handsome senior glanced at the
juniors in the doorway, and smiled.

“¥ou kids want anything 1 he ssked.

“Well, we wanted fo speak to you,

Lancaster,” said Harry, and paused.
Ho did not want %o k about the
Wessel bafore a erowd, “We'H wait
till you've pot time.”
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t away, Coker?™ 1

Lancaster nodded, and the Famous
Five withdrew:. 'ﬁm;r waited by a
window in the b.mugo‘ till the fellows
in Lancaster’s study drifted out at fast.
After . weTe gpogs thes mew man in
the Bixth gl out of the deorway
and smiled at the juniors.

“You can come in,” he said.

Harry Wharton & Co. came in.

“You fags were on the spot, I remems-
ber,” said Lancaster. *“¥You called out
to me in Courtfield High - Street. But
what did you want io see me fori”

“I¥s about tha driver of the thisves'
car,” gaid Harry, planging into the
matter ot once. “Weo saw him outside
the bank, and recognised him.

The smile left Lancaster's faco ns if
suddenly ¥iped off. For a second he sat~
perfectly still. For that second the
colour wavered in his handsome face,
It waa an utterly unexpected blow, and
it needed &1l the nerve and presence of

mind of the schoolboy crook to hide its
_effoct, But it wae only for a split second
that he wavered is voice was cool

and oven a® he epoke agsin:

“That’'s rather - curious, Wharton !
Sure of what you say?”
hi“(.‘;uita,“ said Harry, “We all knew
m,"”
“The knowlulness was terrific!™

“8ome local character?” asked Lan-
caster carelessly. _

“Oh, no!"” said Harry. “Wo've only
S88T man twoe or three times before,
Lancaster., You know him, too.™

"My dear kid—"

“It's
Weasel,” seid Wharton. “The man
who was hanging about in Surrey in
the holidays, and whom we saw near the
school a or two ago."

“That’s rather odd.”

“You remember you told us he was
an old servani of your unecle’s, bother-
inﬁ- you to get him a job,” said Harry.

I remember 1" Lancaster nodded.

“Welh that’s the man,” said Harry.
“We're bound to tell what we know ;
but we thought we'd speak to you first.
You'd know the man’s real name, of

course, and perhaps where he is to be
iﬂunda.}"

“The fact is, I know very little of
him,” said Lancaster slowly. *His
name is Smith—George Smith, Ha was
a servant of my e, who died years
a%n, and I'd never seen him for years
till h» turned u;zl that time in ﬂurregé
I helped him with a little monay, as he
was in hard luck. T had no idea, of
cﬁ:lllt'l'ﬁ?é that he hﬁf ona 'h::hthu had.

ut, 1 u are right, ho muost have gone
to the ﬁd with. & vengeance.”

“There’s no doubt that he was the
man driving the car,” ssid Bob,

*Unless {au’re absolutely certain of
thet it would be hardly cricket to drag
the man into this.”

“We've absolutely certain!”
Harry.

“T mean, are ‘you prepared to swear
to it as witnosses . against the man in
s court of law?®"

“Quite!” said Wharton,
B o auitefulness i terous !”

i quitefulness iz preposterons !’

“*Then there .is only one thing to be
done,” said Lancaster quietly " You'd
better come with me to the poli

said

without

: ce
station, and you and 1. will tell Inspector

Grimes &ll we know about the man.”

Every membar of the Co. felt a senso
of relief a3 ho spoke. They would never
hava admitied, or even realised, that
their faith in the fellow they Hked and
sdmired was wumring. But they were
conscious of relief when Richard Lan-
caster took this link, The Sixth-Former
roso at once. :

“"You'd bettor explain to your Form

that fellow - nicknamed the of
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master first, and then get out your
bikes,”” he said. “Better lose no time
i & matter like this.”

“Right-ho !" said Wharton.

The juniors left the study. When they
wero gome, Lancaster stood In silent
thought for some minutes. There weas a
;mru and harassed look on hizs handsome
aco.

Lodor of the Sixth susrpnzcted; but he
held the black sheap of Greyfriars in
the hollow of his hand, and Loder had
to be gilent. He had hoped that that
wad the end; but it was not the end.
The ahaﬂn:-v of the underworld, the
world of crime, was &till dark upon him.

Lancaster's mind and heart wers
wavering.,  Two waya lay beforo him,
and he could take neither definitely.

_ His nﬂiaiadt_haﬁ ﬂitgmt.iﬂl hndﬂfb&ﬁn
1nconsequent, disjointed—the sign of the
uncertainty of hila mind, A breaskor of
the law himself, he had "hel tho
escape of another bresker of the law.
Yet at the asight of the automatic in
Ratty’s hand he had struck the man
down without compunction, associato
and confederate as he was. From
moment to moment he was Lancaster of
the Bixth, a Greyfriars mon, and the
“mrd; the lawless member of SBlimy
BSugden's gang. How was it 10 end?

ow was it to end? That was &
question he pould not answer,

With a weary shrug of the shoulders

he left the study. The future was on the
koees of the gods, and he could only
leave it there,
Half an hour later Lancaster and the
uras of the Remove were in Inagac(:ur
Grimes® office et Courtfield Polieo
Station, telling what they knew., What
Lancaster told was not likely to help
pursuit on the track of the Weasal {

When they roturned to the school
Harry Wharton & Co. said nothing of
the matter. The;lv had JJI&EE& the infor-
mation in official hands, as was their
duty, and that was enough. Thero was
no naed to make the matter the talk of
Greyfriars, if it could be helped. No
need to let the school know that a man
who had been connected with Lancaster
of the Bixth was mixed up with the bank
robbery, .

Yot the juniors hardly knew why they
ka]pt silent. They would naturally have
told the othor fellows ell about it. And
they'told the other fellows nothing,

D down in their hearts, perhapa,
& doubt was creeping in. They did not
realise it; they would not realise it.
They would have repudiated the bars
sugpostion that they did not belisve
Lancaster of the 8ixth to bo the splen.
did, straightforward fellow thgg had
always deemed him. But the chill of
doubt had crept in,

-

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Begs for It ]

INGATE of the Sixth stood at

W his stu window, looking

out into the quad. It was tea-

time; and Harry Wharton &

Co., coming along to the House, noticed

the captain of Greyiriars at his. window.

Wingate signed to them, and they came
up.

EI# was several days since the exciting
affair at the bank at Courtfield, and tho
matter had ceased to be discussed ns
Greyiriars. Some fellows kept their
eyes on the newspapers, to note whether
the bank raiders were arrested, that was
&ll. But there had been no such news, a0
far, The two rascals had vanished as if
ints space, _

Harry Wharion & Co. were talking
cricket &3 -they came along; the bank
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raid having faded to the back of their
winds by that time,

“8een Lancaster sbout?” asked the
Greyfriars captain, looking down at the
cheery fve from the study window.

Five hends were shaken, :

“The seefulucss has not been terrifie,”
answoered Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But I thinkfully opine that the excel-
lent Lancaster went out on his excerable
and absurd motor-bike this afterncon.

“I know that,” said Wingate. “But
he was coming to tea with me. He's
not in yet, I suppose.’”

He nodded to the juniors and turned
from the window. They heard his veice
iEn the study speaking to Gwynne of the

“I hope Lancaster hasn't_had a ﬁlpili
on that stink-bike of his. . It's not like
him to be late.”

“Oh, he's all right!” answered
Gwynne. “He's not Coker, you know,

The juniors heard the two seniors

laugh. = They walked on towards the
door of the House. Tea was in Bob
Cherry's study that da

8
*

Famous Five proceeded to %tud;r No. 13
in the Remove. Mark Linlcy and little
Wun Lung were already busy gething
tes, and the doorway was adorned by
the fat fgure and fatuous face of
William George Bunter.

Bunter blinked at the chums of the
Remove thro his big spectacles as
they came up the passage.

“1 say, you fellows—

“Roll away, barrell ,

“0h, really, Cherry! I haven't come
to tea,” said Bunter with dl%mtf' I m
going to tes with Mauly! Only I eant
find him.*

:cH ha’ 'ha_ i‘ll- .
Bunﬂtﬂer anified. He could scc nothin

tertaining in the fact that ho coul
ﬁgt ﬁn:l Lgrd Mauleverer. It was far

from ecntertaining to Bunter ab tea-
time,
Ever since Lord Mauleverer had

‘his cheque at Courtfield benk
e e i bean his faithful shadow,
I1ad Mauly been Robinson Crusoe and
Bunter his Man Friday he could not
have stuck to him more faithfully.

8o far from appreciating the de-
votion of his Man Friday. Mauly canscd
considerable paiety in the Remove by
his endeavours to dodge his shadow.
Mauly geldom or nmever used the plain
English that was ourrent in the Lower
Fourth at Cireyfriars, and he hated
kicking a fellow—even Bunter. Bunter
was the man to take mthﬁeﬁ advantege
of his lordship's irreproachable manners.

Haow ;anlnanse%unter had already
had out of that cashed cheque onl
Bunter knew, but apparently he wante
more. DBunter was still in a state of
disappointment about an expected postal

order. :
‘Y zay, you fellows, you needn't

cackle iii:e & lot of hens,” said Bunter

K;fmlshi;; “Look here, have you =zeen
au

1 :

""5'1’333, rather 1" said Johnny Bull

“ Where 1" asked Bunter ea.ger’%h

“Keep it dark, Johnny " said ATe
ton, leughing. “Poor old Mauly is
5 ing thlﬂt fat bounder! Don't give

inm aw

“Yduq:hut up, Wharton!” roared
Bunter indignantly, *“I suppose Bull
ean tell me where to find a pal if he

!ihﬂ-ﬂh.{ Iin-:;k here, Bull, where did you
gea Mauly 1"
“In E‘ha Torm-room,"”  answered

Johnny Bull. )
“The silly ass!” ezclaimed Bunter,
“ Dodging & fellow; he jolly well knew

I shouldn’t think of looking in the
Form-room,"

And Dunter rolled awny down the

Remove passage in o great hurry to the
stairs. '

Johnny Bull's comrades gave him
grim looks. :
“You slly chump!” said Bob.

“*What the thun{f: di
Bunter for, if Ma
Form-room
“Has he 1’ asked Johnny Bull.

you want to tell
uly’s taken cover in

“Well, you told DBunter he was
there ! grunted Bob.
“I wasn't awara of it. I told him

I'd seen Mauly in the Form-room,”
answered Johnny Bull placidly.

“Well, if you saw him there, he's
there, I suppose.’

“I don't see why.
school this morning that I saw him
there,"” answered Johony Bull, <1
think it's jolly unlikely that he's stayed
there ever since.”

“Ha, ha, ha " roared the juniors.

Billy Bunter had rolled away to the
Form-room in search of Lord Maul-
everer. In the circumstances, it was
highly improbable that he would find
Mauly there.

Bunter being happily occcupied in a

It was in third

vain search for an undiscoverahle
Mauly, Harry Wharton & Co. setiled
down cheerfully to tea in Study No. 13.

There was a tap at the door a little later
and it opened, to reveal the arfstocratic
countenance of Lord Mauleverer.

“Trot in, Mauly I'" said the tea-party
all at once.

“The trotfulness in
caper, ’ csteemed and ridiculons
Mauly,” said Hurrez Jamset Ram
Singh, with a dusky grin of welcome.

Lord Mauleverer trotted in.

Ho closed the door carefully behind
him and =ank contentedly inteo a chair
}ha.tl Wun Lung pulled up to the table
or him.

“Hope

is the proper

T'm not

i7

“"Oh gad!" wurmured Lord Maul-
everer distressfully., * Is Bunter comin’
here, you men 1

“Alost likely, as we're having tea,”
grinned Boh.

Grunt, grunt, grunt| sounded neator
and nearer,  Lord Mauleverer rote
from the teca-table, His Man Friday
wag after him again.

M AN serene, old man,’’ =aid Bols;
T Lll kick him out if he puts his noswo
in here.! :

“XNo, don't kick him,” said the good-
natured Maunly, “I hate scein’ a icllow
kicked, Besides, Bunter squeals when
he's kicked, and it’s o dashed unpleatant
row, Horrid, in fact!™

““Ha, ha, ha |’

The door-handle turned, and the door
opened. As it opened Lord Mauleverer
backed belind it.

The open door hid him from Bunter's
sight as the Owl of the Remove blinked
into the study.

“Maunly here ™
sourly.

“Didn’t vou find him in the Form-
room " asked Johnny Bull blandly.

“XNo, he waen't there,  Look_here,
when did you see bhim in the Form-
room '

“This morning."

 “Beast I romnred Bunter. '"You
rolters can, cackle 1"

“Thanks, we will. Ha, hs, ha!" _
_ "That beast Skinner told me to look
in the Cloisters,”” grunted Bunter, I
went over to the Clmesters, and Mauly
vwasn't there; and Loder and Walker
of the Bixth were there, and they kicked
me beeause I saw them smoking. I zay,
vau fellaws, Mauly's let me down after
mging me to coms to tea with him—
:qigg'.iing me, in fact. I'!l tea here if you
ike.

demanded Bunter

(Continued on néxt page.)

buttin® in?" ha re-

marked.

“YWelcome as
flowers in May, old
bean!” answer
Bob, “Find another
plate, Markr. ZBhove
sonte mora water n
the pot, Wun Lung.
Inky, hand over the
sandwichea. ™

“Soamebody  asked
me to tea,” explained
Lord Mauleverer.
“J mecepted, bub
can't romember who
it was., If
¥ou, Eﬁb,
right.”

Bobh Cherry
chuckled.

“ Tt wasn’'t ma, fat-
head, But I'Il ask

the

it's all
. or Hobbies branch
or any good
ihEPll

vou now. Pile inl”
T Eurﬂ' Eﬁu d':'n,t
mind 1" \

“Fathead 1™

TLord Meauleverer
smiled cheerily and
piled in. It was a
very cheerful tea-
party in Study No.
13. Tea was nearly

tHons

“AEROBOATS

Rumour is right—the new launch which Bowman have
fected is (at anywhers near the price) the FASTEST MODEL
BOAT AFLOAT! The sleek, mahogany decked Aercboat,
master of specd and distance, is Bowman's latest and greatest
invention, Its new powerful rubber-tension drive

will drive the Aergboat for
350 yards non-stop; or caa be tuned to
I |hurl her across the water at a record-
breaking speed that will win any
it wWasirace. Aeroboats can be ine
spected at any Halford

]

New patent Hobbiles-Bowman

fﬁdﬂ illusirated
3
only 1216

per-

pine minutes——

THREE
DASHING
.?EROBGATS
Aerchoat No. 1. 32" x 3}, 18/-.

Aerchoat Mo.1I, 30" x 3" beam, 13/6.
Jusicr Model, 30" length x 3* beam, 68,

FOR FULL DETAILS

of this new super-fast invention and illustrations and specifica-
of all the famous Bowman productions—sieam-boats,
clockwork boats, double-power steam loco: and <tationar
engines, the famous patent track, and working models; an
for some interesting articles on modl

el englneering—

over when foatsteps/9END 3. in STAMPS FOR THE LATEST BOWMAN BOOK.

and a sound of grumt-
ing approached along
the Remove passage.
The {footsteps might
have been anyone's,
but the grunting was

BOWMAN

William George Bun-lpowMAN MODELS, :
ter's own; he had soln pp ARTMENTM.2,
raens i EE models
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“The likefulness iz not terrifie.”
Ok, really, Inky! -As for that cad
Maply, I'm done with him!" said
Bunter, The long hunt for the clusive
Mauly seemed to have told on Buator's
temper a little, **] think he's a rotter
snd you can tell him I said sol Il
‘;Eﬂﬂ:r well punch his zilly nose next timo

sea him I” .

“Ha, ha, ha|” reared the Removites,

Buntar, had he turned his head, would
have seen Lord Mauleverer behind the
door. Put Bunter did not turn his
head. Ile stood blinking at the grin-
ning juniors round the table.

“The ally, footling ass!” went on
Bunter. “Anybody would thiuk I
wanted to borrew money of him, tho
way he dodges a fellow! ‘Buspicicus
end, you know ! After all I've done for
him, too! Next time ¥ ses that =zilly,
soft, footling ass I'Il jolly well kick
him [

“Hao, ha, ha !

“You ean cackle snorted Bunfer.
“You can make up to Mauly for his
money. Jun not that sort of follow, I
hopel I'll jolly well show him what I
tlgnk of him, too! The silly, =soft,

iy
!

spooney, foozling, footling——""
“Oh  gad [’ET ejnculatod Lovd
Mauleverar.

Billy Bunter spun round.,

“Oh!1” he gasped, a3 his big spee-
tacles discerned the elegant figure of
Lord Mauleverer gracefully leaning on
the study wall behind the deoor, “I—I
say, 15—i3 that yow, Mauly? I—I say,
I never koew you were thera! I mcan,
I knew you were there all the time, old

-.'rhai. and I was—was j-pjoking! He,
he‘, ol I say, Mauly, old chap—"
‘Get on with it, elj.":l bean," said Lord
Mauleverer,

“"Eh? Get on with what

“* Woren't :,tnu.ng}:in? to kiclk me "

“N-n-no, old chap! That was—was
my little joke!" gasped Bunter,

But you ss8id you were going to kick
me, old fat bean,” persisted Mauly,

“I didn't mean it, old follow.”

.. Well, T never said s0; but I do. mean
1k," said Lord Mauleverer. “Turn
ronind, Bunter,®

“Oh, really, Mauly——"

“Turn round?! ~Don’t give me the
trouble of slinging you roundl You
know I'm tired.”

“I1—1 say, old chap—"

“Will one of you fellows sling lLim
round ?"* asked Lord Mauloverer. #I
hato touchin’ Bunter. Ha's so sticky.”

:IHB, ha, ha” felliws .

say, you fellows—leggn, Do

Qherry, ¥you )baa!t. I gay, Mggulj'——
Yaroooooooh 1" roared Bunter as, slung
into & favourable position by Bob's
hefty hand, he received what was com-
mﬁ.tﬁ him. *Whooooooop 1*

illy Buntor departed from Study
No: 15 roaring, The door closed on linn,
and Lord Mauleverer sat down to finish
his tea. For the firat time since he had
cashed the cheque Mauly was rclieved
of the faithful attendenco of his Man
Iriday.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Wizard !

*ARRY WHARTON & CO.
gtrolled down to the Rag after

tea. Thero woro o good many
feliows in room, and the
buzz of voices showed that some topip
of unusual interest was under discus-
sion.  Vernon-Bmith ealled out to the
I'amous Fivo as they came in.
“You fellows heard about Lancaster P
"I say, you follows,” BRilly Bunter
chimed in, *“it's awful,- you know!
Toe Mioxer Lisrary.—No, 1,214,

Frightfull You fellows never heoar :m{'v
thing. Guzeling tea in & study, while
cor old Lancaster

illed—"

“What?" yelled Bob.

“Well, not exsctly killed—"
amended Bunter hastily,

_axactly,” . Erinm-d Bkinner.
“Only shightly killed.

“Ha, ha, ha "

*“Oh, really, S8kinner! IHc might have
been  killed, anyhow,” said  Bunter,
“huried off his motor-bike when it ox-
ploded—

“My hat!l Did it explode? rjacu-
Iated Skinner,

“It did! 1 heard Wingate telling
Gwynne and Sykes. It blew up with a
frightful report——"

“Ha, ha, hal* )

“¥ou fabt chump, cheess it 1" exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “Has anything hap-
pened to Lancaster of the Sixth, you
men N

* E:Il on his motor-bike,” answered
Smithy.

“Hurt?” exclaimed Nugent,

The Famous Five felt a sharp shock.

“Not badly, I believe,” answered the
Bounder, *“ But he bad to be carried
into Hogbon Grange, and & doctor sent
for. 1 got it from Wingate. Fe was
oxpecting Lancaster to tea; but the man
never came in., Bir-Julius Hogben tele-
phoned tothe Head about it.”
B“lif'ﬂu;;anid if:mmterl" gaid ﬁ]'oimﬁw

ull. “Fa im getting a spill on his
ﬂtznﬁjﬁkain??‘knr’u thg man ﬁgﬂﬂmlﬁ”ﬂ

% .what happened exact asko
Wharton, i

was getling

“Lancaster was coming back from
somewhere, from what I hear,” an-
swered the Bounder. “Something got
in the way just as he was passing the
gates of Hogben Grange, over by Court-
field, He crashed into tho gates, HI::

Eoo.

must have been a bit hurt, as the
him in and got a medical wa!th;.h to
him. Cld H-::-Piuen*s a decent old johnny,
and a pal of the Head's; so Lancaster
being & Groyfriars man, I dard say he
thought it was up to him. . Anyhow,
Lancastor’s thore, and it seems that he's
going to stay the night.”

The Famous Five felt duly concerned
and sympathetic. The news that Lan-
caster had beem hurt in an oceident
made them realise more than before,
how much they liked their friend in the
Hixth Form.

“Jelly odd,” remarked Skinner.
“That ass Coker carecrs around like a
giddy lunatio on his stink-bike, and
nover gots damaged; and Lancoster's a
splendid rider. Rotten luckl”

*The rottenfulness is terrific.”

“1 iolly well hope he's not hurt
much,” added Skinner, which was (i_uit
unisual from Harold Skinner. liven
S8kinner rather liked Lancaster,

HWall, he will got off Greek in the
Sixth to-morrow—I dare sny that will
b & consolation,” remarked the
Bounder.

“I say, you follows. T wonder if that's
tho  little e!” remarked Billy
Bunter, He bestowed a fat wink on the
juniors,

“What do you mean, you fat asst”

“Well, he gets out of classes,” said
Bunter. “Greek with the Head is no
oke, is it? I'd rather have a spill on a

ke, than a day in class with old
Quelch, I know timt,"™
. “¥You wouldn't mind telling liea about
it,” grunted Johony Bull. “0ld Lan-
caster’s ratheér different.”

“Is he?” grinned Bunter. “That's
all you know! WNot that I'd tell whop-
pers myself-—I'm above it, 1 hn?a.- But
if you think Lancaster couldn't get a
arammer off his chest, you should have

heard him the other éup—-—-—-"”
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“0h, shut up, Bunter I

“I say, you follows-——"

“* Zhut up!” roared Bob Cherry. And
a3 ho whizzed a cushion at the Owl of
the Remove, to cnforce tho command,
Billy DBunter shut up, sad rolled away
with a snort.

Thero was no further news of Len-
caster of the Sixth by the time tho Re-
move went to their studics for prep,

Aftor prep, Bob and Hurrce Singh
end Jobnny Bull joined Wharton and
Nugont in Study Neo, 1, where there was
a bag of doughnuts to he disposed of,

Naturally; their talk ran on Lan-
easter, and the spill on the motor-bike,
They could not help feeling a little
anxious.

“It's too bad, you know,” said Bob
Chorry. “Can’t understand Lancaster
coming a* poucker like that, It's in
Cokor's line, not his. 1 hope ho's not
Epocked about much. ¥t  wouldn's
matter if Coker knocked his chivvy out
of shape—any altoration would be an
improvement.”

The juniors chuckled.

“The hopefulness i3 great that the
ostoameod Eancastr::r hns not dama

his ridiculous and good-looking chivyy,”

remarked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

His bencficent countenance is a thing
of beautifulness and a joyfulness for
ever, a8 Foet Keats romarks.”

"We'll ask Wingate at lights out,”
szid Harry., “Me's bound to know.”

“I say, you fellows—"

“Oh, my hoat!” excloimed Nugent.
“}Eﬂ did Bunter know we had dough-

“0Oh, reslly, Nugent! Can’t a pal
drop in, without a fellow thinking that
a fcllow's after a fellow's tuck? de-
manded Billy Bunter. “I1 nover knew
you had any doughnuts, I never saw
Wharton get them at the tuckshop. I
wasn't there at the time. Wharton
knows, as he saw me.”

“Oh crikey "

“8till, I don't mind hm'i.uq; one,"
said Bunter, helping himself. I say,
you fellows, don't you worry about Lau-
caster. He's all right.”

“Any news?’ asked Wharton.

“0Oh, no! But he's sll rightl Talke
my word for it,” said Bunter, with hia
mouth full. “It's gammon, you know,
I say, you fellows, Lancaster’s gotting
off closs with the Head, and I've boen
jolly well thinking—->"

“You silly owl 1

“I've been jolly well thinking that it
might work with Quelch,” said Bunter,
blinking at the Famous Five serigusly
through hiz big spectacles. *“ What do

Ou llows think? Do you think
éuelv:l] would be sympathetie, and all
that, if a fellow had a spill off his bike,
and—and couldn’t turn up for class?”

“You benighted ass,”™ said Bob
Cherry., “Quelch 18 too downy for
that. You'd better not try it on”™

"Well, Lancaster scema to bo getting
away with it,” argued Bunter. “1
don't see why it shouldnt work with
Queleh.” '

“You frabjous cuckeo!® said Johnny
Bull. “Lancaster deesn't want to cug
classes. If he did ho wouldn't tell lies
about it.*

“That's all rot,” said Bunter, “Any
fellow would draw the long bow o bit
to get out of elasses. That stands to
reason. Besides, I jolly well know sthat
Lancaster can stretch it & bit when he
likes. He jolly well told me & whopper
the other day at Woodend.”

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at tho
fot Owl.

“What the thump do you mean?” de-
manded the eaptain of the Remove.
¥ Lancastor wasn't at Woodend the
othet day when you were there. Ha
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was out on his jigror,
of the bank raid.”
“He jolly well waos there, t]:l'l.‘.l'l.i.gll'l;.":I
said Bunter. :lllwent intﬂe the ilm,t for
ginger-pop, and he was there, mecting
a m&n?ﬂ Greasy-looking, shifty sovt of
blichter, too, if vou ask me.”
unter help himself teo another
dounghnut.
tald me a

“And he jolly well .
erammer,” he went on. *I heard hm

call the man Sugden, as I cama down
the garden; and he didn't Jmow I'd
heard it; and he told e afterwards the
man's name was Robinson. If that
wasn't a whopper, I'd jolly well like to
know what is”

The Famousz Five stared blankly at
Bunter. The fat juniar masticated
ﬂm:@nut, and grinned,

“What utter rot!” said Wharton at
last, “If Lancaster told yon a man's
name was Robinson, it was Robinson.”

“What did he call him Sugden for,

It was the day

into his mind came an incident of =
fow weeks before, slmost forgotten.

“Lancaster knows a man named
Suﬁden," he said abruply. * Blessed if
I know how DBunter got hold of the
name unless ha heard it, as he says.”

*How the thump do you know, Bob "

“Well, T do,” said Bob uncomfort-
ably., "It was some time a he day
you men catapulted er's study
window, bumped into Lancaster in
the Sixth Form passege, getting away
from Lodeor, and he dropped a letter.
I picked it up for him, I sufpusu I
needn't tell you fellows that I never
looked at 1t But picking it up I
couldn’t help sceing the name written
on it. It was Sylvester Sugden.”

“Oh!" said Harry.

Thera was a brief silence 1n the studsy.

“Well, if Lanecaster met a man named
Sugden he npever told Bunter that the
man’s name was Robinzon,” said

19

reply was reassuring—Lancaster had
had & fall and a sheking, the doctor
had zeen him, and he was rcmaining the
night at Hogben Grange. But on the
morrow he would be back at Greyfriars,
and in the Sixth Forin room, a3 usual.

Which was a relief to Lancaster’s
young friends in the Lower Fourth.

Thay did not see Lancaster till dinner
the following day, when he was in his
wsual place at the high table. He
looked very much his wsual self; though
some fellows noticed that he scemed to
limp a httle when he left Hall

That limp, however, could not have
been severe, for it left Lancaster
entirely when he strolled sway after
dinner, and Greylriars woz out of sight
behind him.

At a distanca from ithe school he
dropped & letter into a letlerbox—a
letter which was addressed to & name
now known to the chums of the Remove
—that of Sylvester Sugden.

As Ratty the Rogue dropped Inte the driving-seat, Lancaster’s arm moved with

e T ey 3
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then, befora he saw me?” ohuckled
Bunter. %I sav, I wonder who the
fellow waa! Looked a rank outsider
to me. I say, do yon fellows think
Lancaster gocs in far blagging, like
Loder of the Sixth7: Think the man was
& bookmeaker 1%

“¥You fat chump |* roared Wharton.

“ Ok, really, Wharton! ¥You needn't
vell at a chap! I'm not going to give
Lancaster away, if he was putting a bit
on a horgoe like Loder or Carne. Dash
it all, I'm a bit of a dog myself] Any-
how, he was trying to keep the man's
name dark. I say, any more dough-
nuts i

“No, vyou boz-constrictor,”

“If I gaked a fellow to a study supper
1 should have more than a eouple of
doughnuta to offer him. I wonder if
Smithy's got anything in his study.
Borry I can’™t stop, vou fellows—I've
got to sea Bmithy.”

Billy Bunter rolled out of Btudy
No. 1.

“YWhat has that born idiot
his silly head now?” growled Harry
Whartonn. “Spying, as usuwal, T sup-
pose, and getting it all wrong.”

There was a rather strange expression
on Bob Cherry's foce. he name of
Sugden had struck him at once. Back
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the swiftness of a lightning flash, ;
the alr and struck the rogue on the templa!
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Nugent st last “Hea
Bunter fancies these i:.'hing;s."

“He couldn’t fancy that,” said Johnny
Bull. “Either it happened as he zays,
W]‘hﬂ;a made it up., It's the truth or
s iel”

“Well, he's always telling lies,” said
Frank., *Or—or Lancaster may have
siufled him, as he was prring and
spying.”

“That's rot, old ¢hap,” said Jolinny
Bull. *Btuffing s fellow is one thing,
telling lies is ancther. Blessed if I
can make it out.”

“Oh, let it drop!” said Wharton.
“Let's go down ¥

And the wnoomfortable subject was
dropped, and the chumsa of the Remove
went down ta the Rag. The juniors
did not refer to the matter again, But
it Jeft an unpleasant Havour behind it.
There was nothing—nothing, thcy wero
agsured—against that splendid chap,
Lancastar of the Sixth. Only trifles
light as mir—trifles that no doubt could
easily have been explained away. Yet
those trilles seemed to be accumulat-
lrag. aod had, a3 il were, a cumulative
eftect,

woildn't.

Wingata eaw lights out in the Removo
dormitory that night, and = dozen
voices asked him sbout Lancaster. His

The heavy spanner flew through

Had Harry Wharton & Co. been
aware of 1t certamly they would never
have guessed what was in tho letter.

They would never have dreamed how
the "invalid ¥ had been engaged, vnder
the hospitable roof of Hogben Grange,
while all athers slept, o1 that a complele
plan of the interior of that mansion
was now in the post on ita way to

Slimy Supden.

The ﬁimrd. repentant or__half-
repentant, had earried out Blimr's
orders, and he had not forgotten his
cunning,

But as he walked back to the schoo!
after posting the letter, with a black
brow and a bitter heart, the scheolboy
crook asked himself again how it was
to end. More and more it was berne
in upon him that it could not go on—
it conld not!

So Near and Yet So Far!
i LEASE, Wingate—""
P “Cut it short!" said the
hl Yesl 1 say, please—
pip-pip-please—"
“Well i

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gi:fgriars captain.
Tae Maicxer LierieT.—No, 1,214,
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Wingate of the Ei,{;h stared al Bunter.

The fat figure of Willlam Georgoe
almost filled the deoorway of his study.
Bunter hod come there, apparcently, to
ask something from the head prefect of
Creyiriars, That much was cleer. But
the Owl of the Remove seemed to have
some difficulty in getting it out.

“I—1 say, I mean—"" said Bunfer
lucidly.

Wingate reached for his ashplant.

Lancaster of the Bixth was in the
study with the Creyiriars captain, It
was after prep, and
WoTe king cricket, ' discussing the
prospects for the St Jim's mateh, theo
next bip fixture in the list.

Discussing a topio like that, Wingate
naturally did not want to be interrupted
and botherad by a stammering fag.

*I—I want leave out of the Houss,
Wingate,” gasped DBunter, getting it out
xt last. i

“What ?” ciaculated Wingate.

As it was nine o'clook—only half an
hour from the bed-time of the Remove,

Billy Bunter’s request was rather
surprising.

“You=—you sgo-—" sgtammered
Bunter,

“I don't|* contradicted Wingato.

*1I mean, you spe—that is—it's got
nothing to do with .a piel” gasped
Bunter ﬂespernta!y.

“A pial’

cxcleimed Winﬁnta blankly.
¥ Yes=-I mean, no! Nothing at all f"
sai! Bunter anxiously. "I wasn't even
thinking of a pie, Wingate. I—I hope
vou behava me,”

“IHa, ha, ha!” roared Lancastor; and
Wingate grinned.

“¥You sec, this ia how it was” pur-
sucd  Bunter, encouraged by the
laughter of the great man of the Sixth.
“I left 1t in the 1vyp—>*

"You left a pie in the ivy?” stut-
tered Wingate,

* Yeg—no—oh, no—I mean—not at alll
I—I-1I left my Latin lgl.‘emmm:r in the
ivy., I=I'# taken it for a walk with
me, you know, being frightfully keen
on muggihg up doponent verba—I—I’m
vather fond of deponent verbs, Wingate,
and—and I dropped it—I mean, I hid
it—that is, T left it lying about. d—
and I forgot it, so—so I want leave out

the two seniors E

of the Housc to go and feteh if in, Win-
gate, mloasg ™

“Mo Lower boy can have leave after
lock-ups, as Fou j-::li_:.' well  know 1™
snapped Wingate. *If youw've left any-
thing out of deors, it can stay there.
Now cut ! *

“DBut —but I shall tho
dictionary—"" ]

“The what ! gasped Wingate,

“The—the dictionary—I shall want
it in class in the morning '™ gsta@:d
Bunter. *I mecan, the prammar, Win-
ate [ ] )
“Well, you can get il in the morning,
boforo class.” _ ‘

“I—I mean, I want it to-night! Yonu
see, I—I want to mug up some verbs
‘—-d'upuncnt verbs. I—I'm going to it
and read that dictionary—l mesn
grammar—till dorm——" £

“Come into tho study, Bunter,” said
Wingate, picking up his cane. 1 don't
know wly you want to get out of the
House after lock-ups.
up to some mischief or other. I'm
going to cano you for telling lics. Bend
OVer.

“0Oh doar ™

Hwish |

“¥Yarooooh [

“Now cutl” said Wingate,
down the cane.

“Dwl Wow!" 2

Bunter cut.  Whatover might be his
mysterious repson for wanting to get
out of the House before dorm, he did
not pursug tho subject with the Grey-
friars captain.

Wingate and Lancastor resumed
cricket *jaw"; and speedily forgot the
cxistence of the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter rolled awasy disconsolately to
the Rag. Ho blinked from one of the
high windows of that apartiment into
the quad.

_ The May evening was yet light., Dut
1t was & strict rule that no junior
should leave the Honse aftor lock-ups,
without special leave from a master or
a prefect, Plenty of fellows, mrt&inl;r.
managed to get ont of House bounds 1n
one way of ancther when the spirit
moved them so to do, without troubling
about the formality of leave. Bui
William George Bunter was not of a

wank

laving

R e ——

the crash of battering rams and the biss
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venturesome mature. e hated ihe
prospect of “six ™ from A prefect’s
ashplant,

“Oh dear!” grosned Dunter, as he
blinked from the window,

A heavy smack desconded on his fab
shoulder and he gave a yelp and
blinked round.

“Hallo, halle, hallo:" boomed Bob
Eh?zr:.n “Enjoying life, what!”

“Oh, beast! I mean, I savy, old
chap,” eaid Bunter cagerly. “How'd
you like & feed in the dorm to-night®”

“No_objection,” grinned Bob. “Has
f'nu:- jolly old posial order come at
ast, Bunty”

“Nunno! But thero's a pie—"
Ha, ha, hal” poared Beb. “I
fancied it was you! I've heard that

Mre. Keobble has missed
the pantrey.”

“It—it's not that pic,” gasped Dun-

& pio from

ter, “It—it's a special pie sent mo
from home, specially made by our
cook at Bunter Court. I—I hid it in

tho ivy under the Sixth Form windows,
old chap, I-I thn:ught it was safer to
keep it out of sight till—till they'd
given it up s a pad job, you know.
If—if X was scen with that pie tho
house-dame would very likely make out
that it was the pio she's missed—jyot
know what women wnre, silly and
obstinate—*

::H:-, ha, ha!” yelled Bob.

Oh, don’t cackle,” grunted Buntor.
“I can tell you this is jolly serieus. I
hid it in the ivy under the Sixth Form
windows and it's quite safe thero.
Only—only when I went back to get it
that beast Loder was sitting at his
study window and I—1I couldn’t get it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Bob agsin.

“I—1 left it till just before lock-
ups,” mosned Bunter, “and whes [
went again, blessed if Wingate wasn's
at his window and I had fo chuck it
apain ™

Bob Cherry wiped his cyes.

“I've asked Wingate for leave out
of House, to fetch a dictionary I left in
the gquad,” said Bunter, *He's refused
mie ve. He didn’t zgeem to believe
me, somehow.”

“Now, I wonder why!” grinned Bob
Cherry.

“ Woll, he's rather a rotter, doubting
& fellow's word. I say, Bob, old chap,
you go and ask leave to fetech in a bat
or something—a bat or a hat or some-
thing you've left out——=>"

“But I haven't left anything ont, old
fat bean ™ e pe

“For goodness' sake, don't wander
f‘mn} tha point,” said Bunter peevishly.

Wingate will belicve you and givo
vou leave, Then you can bag the pio
and hand it in to me at thiz window,
sea? I'll whack it out in the dorm,
honour bright. It’se splendid pie—you
know what Mrd, Iiebble’s pies aro ﬁEu
—sho made this one herself for the
masters’ tables.”

“And then it was sent to you from
Dunter Court!” roared Dob.

“0Oh, I-1 mean—"

I know what you mean, porpoise !
You want a jolly old caispaw,” grinned
Beb. "Well, you can cut out and get
the pic yourself, if rou want it, And
if gnu‘m spotied, scrve you jelly well
rig

t.ﬂ
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Bob walked away grinning. hillr
Bunter remained blinking dolorously
from the window,

Several times it crossed his mind to
drop from the window, scoot round to
the Sizth Form studies and chance it.
The mere thought of that scrumptious
pie made his mouth water.



SVERY SATURDAY

But Ie dared not risk if. The fine-
ness of the May evening had tempted
masters out of the Housc: Mr. Quelch
was walking under the clms; Proub
and Ur.tppe:: were chatiing neny thoe
tdoor.  Without offieial leave, Bunter
dared not venture,

And the minutes wero passing with
awful ewiftness, Soon it would hbo
dorm—after which, it was farcwell to
the pie. True, Bunter would bo ablo
lo recapture it afier prayers in tho
morning. But the morning secmed
centuries off to the hungry %n Ho
Jdid not want jam {o-morrow, so to
speak,

It had secemed to Billy Bunter quito
n strategic stroke to conceal that pur-
loined pio in the quad till the hue-and-
ory was over, as it were. Now ho
wished that lie had not been gquite zo
strategic.

From the Rag he could sce tho
lighted windows of the E‘uth FForm
studies, with the thick old ivy mantling
round and under them. kEnew ex-
actly where ho had packed away the
pie. IHe knew still more precisely
where ho was now longing to paeck it
away. It was really awiul for that
pic to be almost within his sight, and
vet out of hizs reach. XReally, it was
u*ueH‘y to ammals!

Half-pgst nine came all too swifslv.
Bunter, still pmlt"-.s, and feeling within
him an aching void that could only be
lilled by & serumptions pie, had to
maveh off to the dormitory with the
rest of the Remove.

He turned iu, in the lowest spirits.

Walker of the Sixth put out the
lights and (he Lower Fourth were left
m repose. But for once, Billy Bunier's

for somo minotes lmtltatmr

was m::i: so jolly certain that it weuld
e zafe till the morning.  Semechody
might find it--or suppose Gﬁ-;h:l]{n, s dog
zob loose and ronted it out and de-
voured ik o netinieg that beastly dog
did get loose; amd if ik noscd ont that
pie, precious little was likely to bo left
{for Lunter in the tmorning,

Runter dozed at last,

But it was a fitiul doze. He woke,
and woke again. He was hungrier than
ever. He sat up in bed,

Tho deep strokes of midnight boomed
throughh the still night. Buunter sat
Then
he rolled out of bed.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Tries It On !

ARRY WHARTON rasped.
H "Ow! {oooh'™

He awoke quite suddenly.

“Oh! Ow! What—mny hat—
who —what—" stuttercd the ecaptain
of 1he Removea,

He was startled. A fellow suddenly
.n'l.:-:l-.l_.m':l aftey midnight, by a clutch-

hand in the dark could hardly lLiclp
h&mg startled.

In the darkness of the dormiter
could net see whe was by his bedsido
bending over him. Bomeone was, like
2 black shadow, that was all he knew;
wricd a hand was groping over his face.

Wharton stmt{rﬁ up, Zasping,

Crack!

“Yaroooogh ™

“{h!” pasped Wharton,

His head, as he suddenly sat up, came
into violent contact with the head that
was bending over him,
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and Llinked dezediy in the glown.
Bunter, clazping his fat lLittle nose in
anguish, howled,

*You potty idiot!™ purpled Wharien,
“You—you—you—what are you up to?
Hove you pone dolty? What are you
ont of bed for P

*Yow-ow-ow-ow
“What were yoa grabbing at wmy faco

for, you Dblithering idiot?” howled
Wharton.

“Wow! My nose! Wow! It's
smashed!  Wow ™

**Hallo, hallo, halle! What the
tlhimp——" eame Bob Cherry's drowsy
volee. “Is that Bunfor? “ hat's up?”

“That idiet, Buuter, i5," answeored
ITarry. “Goodness knows what for!
I'm going to turn out and bolster him.”

“Owl Ow! Wow! I suov. old chap
—pow ! Oh  erikey! My pose's
sprshed P Ow! You silly idiof, what

}]:d you bane your nappcer ob iy Noso
or ?

“\What were von grabbing at me for,
vou howling ass$”

“Ow! I was going to shake vou, to
weke you wp, wvou fathead, - gmmmd
Buntor.  “Now you've sinashed my.
nosc ! Oy 1Y

e smaah
minute,” gasped Wharion.
1 got out of bed, you frubjous foozler.’

“Yhat on cerili'z the game?"” azked
Poter Todd. Nearly all thoe Hemaove
had been awakened.

“ I say, you fellows, you can B
io sleep!” gasped Dunter, “That asa
Wharton had to wake the lot of you,
of course! He alwoys was a mlly
tdiot! I say, you shut up, you fellows!
Wa don't want s prefect berel
Wharton, old chap—-="

“"You fat villaip—""

the rest of vou in a
SN ait till

&

% snore did not awaken the echocs
l::nf the Remove dormitory.

Punter, for once, could not sleep.

Ho closed his eyes; but they re-
opened, Clozed, they saw only the
vision of & scrumptious pie.

He was hungry! Bunter generally
was hungry; and the thow &gh!: of tha
rio made him feel famish

Bunier's nose,
and sharp.

through the Rem

Wharton's forehead erashed on Billy
The impact was sudden

Wharton's head was rather hurk
Bunter's nose was frightfully hurt, to
judge by the fiendish yell that rang
ova dormitar
Wharton sat and

“Do listen to a chap!" urged Bunter,
“I zay, old fellow, I left & pie in the

gquad——""
“He, ha, ha!” came from Bob
Cherry,

“Da shut up that row, Cherry! I
left it hidden in the ivy under the

rubbed giﬁ head
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You krow that thick clump ot ivy jusk
under Loneaster's window? Well it's
there. I—I say, I'm frightfully hungry.
1 mean, I want to stand you a dormitory
feed, old fellow! All you've got to do
ia to nip out and bag that pie for
me—"" i

“What "' gasped Wharten.

“That's all, old chap,’” said Bunter.
“You can get out by the Sixth Form
lobby, The key's alwars left inside the
lock. Easy as falling off a form, Get
the pie here—-"

“{iet the 5 pia
Wharton dazedly.

" #VYes, old fellow, and I'll whack it
out. It's a scrumptious pie!’ sald
Dunter cagerly, "1 say, you'll do 1,
won't vou, old chap, for a pal?™ .

“Ta that what you woke me up for?
gasped Wharton.,

*That's it, old fellow."

Harry Wharton slipped oub of bed.

He had wondered why Bunter had
rooted him out of the embrace of
Morpheus after midnight! Now he
knew! He was to break bounds at
night, to fetch in a Eurlﬂ-lned ie which
Bunter had left hidden in the quad?!

Words were inadeguate onm such an
oceasion! ¥arry Wharton did not
waste time or breath in words.

He grasped his bolster, 3

“T say, old chap, you're going to—
whoooooop [** roarcd Bunter.

Swipe!

Bunter rolled and_roared.

Swipe! Swipe!l Bwipe! Ewipo!

S Yow-ow-ow-ow—wwooop |

“Ha, ha, baf” .

Billy Bunter uirmed frantically
under the swiping of the bolster. f

The captain of the Remove put all his
beaf into it, ;

Swipe! Swipo! Bwipe! Swipel

“Ow! Oh erikey! Oh crumbs! Wow!

here?  repeated

Stoppit! Wow, wow, wow!” howled
Bunter wildly. )

Swipe! Bwips! Swipel

*“Ha, ha, ha!"’

Rilly Bunter rolled under a bed.
Thers was & chortle along the dormitory.
Bunter gasped and squirmed ond

naked under the bed, as the captain of
the Remove bent down heside it,

. “Come ont, vou fat villain!*®

“ Yow-ow-0w "’

“] haven't finished yet, you potty
porpoise.”

“Yowl Wowl"

“Ha, ha, hal" . )

“Well, perhaps that will do!" said
#harton. “You won't wake me up
nig'ain. in & hurry, to go after your
blessed pie!™ ]
“*Yow-ow-ow! Oh crikey! Owl"

The captain of the Romove returned
to bed. Bunter erawled out, groaning
and gasping. Ho sat on his bed, and
gosped and groaned, till Bolsover major
whizzed & boot at him, after which he
was silent.

The” Removites chuckled, and settled
down to slecp again. DBut thers was no
sleep for Billy Buanter. If he had been
sleepless before, he was doubly g0 since
that emphatic beolstering.

He did not go back to bed. He
walted dolorously till the Remove were
guiet again. Then he dressed in the
dark.

It was clear now, even to Bunter, that
catspaws wora at a discount in the
Remove. If he wanted that pie, he had
to fetch it himself. And he did want it
—hia fat heart yearned for it, Bunter,
deg«wed of a pie, was like a lioness
robbed  of her cubs, only more so.

Somee of the juniors, who had not
yet dropped off to sleep, heard the
dormitory door open and shut.
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v only hat!" murmured Nugeant.
“That fat dummy's gone down,"'
“Serve him i{}ﬁ’j' well right if he gets

lngged "' growled Wharton.

The lagiulness will probably be.

terrific ' yawned Hurree Jamset Ram
Bihgh.

o

| WHO WANTS
A
POCKET WALLET?

|
|
. Then send me & Gre:,.rfriarﬂ i
| limerick gs good as the one illus-
| trated below, and the postman will
! bring yol one! i

Then

porter) ;

A

He was dranched to the akin,

And shouted : " Yeou rlp, I'll
yar 17 e e e

The above winning effort
sent in by R, Arnott, gf 53? C!l:s‘:f
nut Grove, Acomb, York, who

gets a  toppi feath k
Rl T s e TR
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And tha juniors wenf to sleep and
fﬂr%*c:tr Bil}{, Bunter.

Meanwhile, the Owl of the Hemove
was creeping cautiously, by dark stair-
ﬂfsi?i: and passages, through the stilly
nipght.

nly the lure of the pie could have
drawn Bunter alonp thoso dark stair.
casas and passnges,

Thero had been a burglar at the school
some time previeusly, and Dunter
remembered . that burglar wvery un-
comfortably, as he stole along.

-But he kept on, lured by the pie.
Park -corners and shadews were horrid,
at midnight's witching hour, but the
gm waz scrumptious, when at long last

o should get hold of it.

'Ho stepped on tiptoo past the doora of
Sixth Form stodies, whers the great
men of Greviriars slept., - He grope:d
into the lobby at the end of the passage.

Thers was & bright spring starlight
outside, which wasz 8 comfort. It
ghmmered in throtgh the lobby window,
 Bunier groped over the door, unlocked
it, and opened it. He blinked out into
a starlit quad. =

All was silent and stillt

Leaving tho door ajar for hia return,
the fat junior stepped stealthily out,
and rolled across to the windows of the
Sixth Form studies,

All of them were dark, at that hour,
eave for the glimmer of the stars on
the pades. Greyfriarz was wrapped in
slumber.

With a beating heart, the QOwl of the
Remove reached the thick eclustering
ivy on the wall under Lancaster’s
window., That was where he had
hidden the purloined pie—quite a safe
hiding-place.

Eneeoling, he groped in_ the thick
tendrils of the ivy for the pie.. His fal
fingers came into contact with the
hidden treasure.

He drew 1t out. ¥His hitle round cyes
gloated over it through his big round
spectacles. It was a scrumptions pie!

A few moments more, and Bunicr
would have been on his homeward wov,
with the pie. But even as he dragged
it out and gloated over it, there camo
a creak from the window above him.

Bunter's fat heart almost missed a
beat,

Lancaster's window was opening.

What a Sixth I'orm man was opening
his window for st half-past midnight
was a mystery. It wasa hag ning :,ﬁat
no fellow could have possi ll;afumseam
But it was happening now.

Bunter crouched low.

He ¢rouched into the ivy as far as he
could, the pie in hiz arms. If the
senior looked out ho was not likely to
see the crouching ficure below, unless

~ he bent down and specially looked for

it, which surely he was not likely to do.

Bunter waited, silent, quaking.

Faintly, but quite audibly to bis
straining ears, came the soft sound of
the lifting sash. Perhaps the beast could
not sleep, and was going to sit by an
cpen window., DBunter suppressed a

roan! If he had to wait there £1]l tha
E‘mte went back to bed—

That apprehension, at least, was
grq:.rlldiuss- Bunter had not long to
YWilll :

It did not even oceur to his fat brain
that Lancaster was goines to leave his
study by the window, He could, not
have imagined any reason why the
Bixth-Former shonld do eo, even if ho
had thought of it. TFaintly, softly, ho
heard the window close down, and
then—

fizure dropped from the high, broad

sill
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In the darkness of the dormitory Wharton could not see who was bending over

head came info vielent confact with someone’s nose.

Crash! Bump!?

Billy Bunter's frantic yell awoke every
echo in the old guadrangle of Grayinars
as Lancaster of the SHixth, dropping
from the =ill, landed on the hack of his
neek, knocked him over, and sprawled
breathlessly over hin.

— ey

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.

Chance !
: ILLY BUNTER sprawled and
B yelled.
There was a gasp from Lan-
caster.

Thao lithe, active sanior was on his fect
in a twinkling. His face was white
and startled as he stared dewn at the
squirming Owl in the starlizht,

“Yaroooh!  Help! Keop off 1V
roared Bunter, *“0Owl! Wow! I'm
E}ilis‘igl Owl You beast, Lancacier!

w "

Lancaster gritted hia teeth. _

The glitter that flashed into his eyes
was ong of deadly rage. That starry
night he was no lnn%‘?r Lancaster of the
Sixth=—he was the Wizard; he was tho
crook, with a wallet hidden under his
cont containing the tools of a crook.
In the dark grounds at Hogben Grango
tho Weasel was waiting—waiting for tha
Wizard to join him; waiting till the
light-fingpered Wizard was there to crack
the safe. The Weasel was waitine, and
he was lhikely lo wait long |

“Bunter I'* breathed Laneaster,

“"Ow! IKeep offI It wasn't mae!l”
hawled Bunter. “Osw! I zay, keep off,
you beast, Lancaster ! I never knew you
were breaking bounds, did 17 1 came
heve for my ple! Ow! Lemme alone!”

“ Quict, you fool ™ hissed Lancaster

“* Yaroogoh 1 **

But that warning came too late. Half
a dozen Sixth Yormr men had been
awaokened by Bunter's frantic vell oul-
zide their windows, Wingate's window
was heard to creak.

“What the thump—
Wingate. -

Three or four other windows spened.
3vkes, Gwynne, Loder, Walker, stared
ont into tho starlit quad. Loder's eycs
gleamed with suspicion at Lancaster.
Tha other fellows only looked astonished.

Bunter staggered up, the pie in his
hands. Ile blinked apprchensively at
Lancaster.

“I—1 say——" he starymersd. 3

“Is that a junior? exelaimed Win-
gate. “Bunter! Ay hat! What—-"

Lancaster burst into & laugh. He was
Lancaster of the Bixth again now; the
\"Fg’a;:.r-:l, for the moment, had censed to
CMI5T.

“I's Dunter,” he said. * Sorry to
have woke all yon men up. That young
ags seems to Love come ont after o
l]]_e—-n-l--!

“I—Y say—" stammered Bunter.

“My hatl Then that's what he
wanted feave for, after lock-ups1" ex-
claimred Wingato. *“The young rascal!
Is that Mrs. Xebble's missing pie
Bunter

"Yes—no—I mean—1"

“I heard somethinz,* =zaid Lancaster,
“and losked out of my window, Wo
had a burglary last week, vou know—
I foneicd 1t migzht be sameihtng of the
kind. I jumped out to sec—and londed
on Bunter——"

“You voumg villain, Bunter!” ex-
claimed Wingate. “I'll give vou six for
this to-marrow ! How did vou get out?”

“I—I got ovt by the lobby,” groancd

called out

his bed. He sat up suddenly and his
**Oh ! gasped Wharton,

Punicer. . “I—I say, Winga‘:e, this—tiis
i3 oy pie, you know—'

1N give you piel” ?l‘ﬂ'ﬁ']ﬂﬂ Wingate,

It was not Bunter's lucky nicht! Ho
was marched in with Wingate’s hand
on his collar. The pie was left in Wi
gate's study, to be returned to its ownoe
in the morming, DBunter was marched
back to the Remove dormitory, pieless
and palpitating. The Remove awakenod
ONnoe moTe, chuckled heartlessly aver
tho outcoma of Dunter's adventure,
There was no pio for Bunter, hut thees
was “six ™ to come in the morning, atl
it was a dismal Owl that fell azleep at
Iast and svored till the rising-bell rang.

* | 4 L - »

Taneaster of the Sixth did not sleep.

in the dark grounds at lissben
Grange the Weasel waited—in vain, o
waited ti]l the dawn glimmered, when
e stole away with rage in his heark,

Lancaster was not thinking of hine.

Was it Fate, ho asked Limszelf, as Ie
lay sleepless through the night. Ile
had come to Greyiriars a croock, but
that night crimo would have stzined
him for the first time since t.: had bezn
at the school. He had been saved from
that. lIlad Fate intervened to save him,
{o give him another chance? Was thero
a chanco for him?

Ho could not tell, The future was
still on the knees of the pods!

3 THE END.

Mhatsver you do, don’t misr the
sect waei in this spanbing new eeries,
cofifted “rr FREYFRIALRY
PRETENDERP  You'il find Frank
Nichards at the top of kis form.)

Te Masxer Lisninv.—No. 1,213,
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CHAPTER 1.
Kidnapped [

L was o cold, wet might; and, with
ﬁ no thought of danger other than
the possibility of a chill contracted
from piloting a heavy plane across
thie Channel in a bad gale in the
aftetnoon, young Bill Lyon, chiel pilot
of the Trans-Contivental Airways Co.,
swung, with brisk stride, into the
E’ﬁ‘::-eh wherain lay his small bachelor
at.

Hiz immediate thoughts were princi-
pally concerned with the prospect of
hot bath; later, & hot meal, followed
by a comiortable relaxation after his
arduocus day’s duty. If he'd noticed
the shiny black car that had passed
at the end of the street as he swung
round the corner, it hadn't impresscd
him much, beyond vaguely wondering
why the fatheaded driver wanted to
crawl on such a foul evening as this.

He had no warning of an attack,
beyond the swift purring of the car,
the pgentla sqnish-sﬁ of wheels on tho
wot-surfaced rond when she was braked,
and the click of a swiftly opened door.

A pilot i3 blessed with a subtle
perception of danger: he smells it,
teels it Consequently, Bill Lyon waa
half-way mound to meet the Dblack-
hatted man who leapt out of the car
at hin, @ short truncheon raised above
his head.

. 5till, a pilot doesn’t go around with
'his fists clenched ready to sock the
first suspicious-looking stranger on the
jaw,

Bill's hand was open as he flung
up hiz arm to ward off the blow he
sensed, rather than saw, coming.

Next moment & numbing pain down
his loft shoulder told him, without his
exerting too much brain-power, that
this ugly-locking merchant meant
bustness. He heard o soft curse as
hiz attacker raised the truncheon again.

With his good right Gst, Bill slapmed
home & wallop to the man's jaw, and

unted with satisfaction as he felt his

nuckles praze against s lean, shaven
chin.

From the corner of his eye he saw
another fgure leap fram the epen door
of the motor. He whirled to meet i,
lashing out furiously.

Bill gronted again, thiz time with

-
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pain, as the first man recovered while
he was meeting the second and slapped
hard with the trunchcon on the top of
Bill's head.

A mist enveloped the piint. Bright
stars flashed fore hiz eyes.
crumpled at the knces, and would have
fallen filat and wunconsciowsz to the
chining wet pavement but for the fact
the second man caught him in his arms
as he pitched forward.

Next moment Bill was heaved inside
the car; ars slicked in, with =a
precision only achieved by an expert
driver; the door slammed, and the car
Inrehed round the corner and was soon
threading its way through traffic.

Tho street wherein was housed Bill's
flat was oz empty 23 the minute before
the pilot had swung round the comner,

A matter of mnutes—ten or zo—
passed before Bill Lyon regained
conscionsness. It had been a parlicu-
larly hard bat with the truncheon
delivered scientifically : but Bill’s h&:é
was tongh. He nned now, struggled
to a sitbing position, attempled o raise
his hand to his throbbing brow, and
realised he was handeuffed.

~Memory returned with a suddenness
hke a cold douche. Bill's chin jerked
upward.

“Whut evactly iz the game®™ he
demanded, peering threugh the ploom
—the interior ﬂ% the car was in
darkness, although headlights knifed o
clear white bheam in front.

“Shut up!” clipped the man in tho
black hat, 1n an ugly voice. * You pack
a nasty wallop, and it wouldn't take
much for me o give you
another sock.”

Whila the fellow was talk-
ing Bill took a rapid survey.
Thera were three men in the
car-—gno driving, one scated
each side of him. Through
the front window he caught o

limpsa of an infrequent
amp-post, and gathored they
wera rapidly leaving the town,

“Let me tell vou, I'm due for duty

at——" began Bill botly.

“Shut up!” snarled the man in the
black hat.

Bill's temper snapped. He lunged

forward suddenly, raised his manacled
hands bhigh, and brought them down
viciously on the head of the man

driving. The next moment he jabbed
with hiz elbow at the glass of the
window. It went through as the car
lirched. There was the tinkle of glass;

Bill was about to yell when ho felt
another terrific wallep on the head.

Thereafter darkness enveloped him—
far more completely than it had done
before.

A Sirange Offer!

ILL LYON awoke with a nasty
B taste in his mouth and the smell
of leather up his noze. Opening
his eyes carcfully, ha found
hirmgelf staring at s white expanse of
ceiling. Ha  moved  gingerly—his
handeuffs hm‘ing been removed—and
discovered that he wes lying prone on
a comfortable couch.

The young pilot sat up silenily,
observing he was alone in a small room.
A single light gleamed from the centre
of the cetling. Heavy, drawn curtains

ave him & glimpze of a window.

seides the couch there were a couple
of srmchairs, a small table, decorated
with a vase of flowers. A rich, soft
carpet spread over the floor.

Silently Bill dropped his feet to the
soft [;’l}ﬂ of the carpet, stood up and
stretched his arms. His head buzzed,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

and he was badly puzzled, besides being
wnnoyed.

"1 don't koow what the gpame is,'f
he muitered to himself, “but I'mn
willin® to play.”

He glanced round for a weapon; an
electric fire burned in the fireplace, so
fire-irons were ruled out. His glance
fell on the vase of flowers, and with
hig left hand he extracted the flowers,
his right 'ﬁrippin the heavy cut glass
with a feeling of satisfaction.

“T'll pin these to that black-hatted
guy's chesk with an appropriate verse,”
he thought.

Placing the flowers on the table, he
padded across to the window. Pushin
the curtains aside, he found himsec
staring at blank shutters.

“Hm! Not so good!”

Bill next moved guietiy across to the
door, his right hand clenching the vaso
so fiercely thet he spilled some of the
water over his wrist. He glanced at
tt, tempted to fling the water across
the carpet, but having an orderly mind
refrained,

And thus Bill stood, facing the door,
when the handle moved, and it swung
open. Framed in the opening was o
Eale-f:med man whom Bill recognised

the bruiss on hiz chin as the man
who had worn the black. hat.

A squat automatic was levelled at
Rill. Like the young pilot, the fellow
seemed disinelined to waste words,

“Come on!" he said Lriefly.

For answer Bill flung the vase of
water in the man's face, ducked at the
satne momoent, and felt the wind of o

Through the ether came a mysterious
from an unknown worli—a voiee which was
ultimately identified as that of a famous airman
who set out to fly the mighty Atlantic and was

never seen again,

bullet, a2nd heard the bark of the
automatiec. He fhmpg himself in a
tackle at the man's knees. Arms em-
bracad him, but not fondly, and he
quictened as he recognised o ju-jutsu
hald on his right arm that wﬂ-ufd =nap

it like a candle if he went on struggling.

Straightening, the young pilot realised
the usclessness nl}r continiiing  the
struggle. Twe men the stee of heavy-
weigit policemen held his arms. One
was woaring & handage ever his head,
go Bill guessed him to be the chauffeur
of the car. The whitedaced man was
fuming, and wiping his face with a
handkerchief.

“Tha Chief wants to sce vou,” he

snarled. “And mind he doesn't kiil
you. All right, fellers, march him
along.”

Curiosity was stirring in Bill Lyon

hesides, thera was that nasty hold on
his arm. He wont guietly. e realised
that the tweo whe held him had been in
the shadows of the prssaze along which
they were walling when the pale-faced
man had opencd the door.

They haltcd outside o massive, white-
peinted door a matter of twenty paces
along the corridor. Bill noticed one
window ; that, teo, was heavily shut
tered. Thon the white-painted door
wes opened.

Tha fGrst thing that took the pilot’s
aftention was a colleetion of valves,
tubes, and econdensers occupying one
corner, which told him that here was a
rezlly d wircless outhit. Then his
cyes fell on the occupant of the room,
scated st a table turning over the leaves
of & natebook.

At first sight he was a very ordinary

25

looking litile man, with a round, red,
good-huinoured face, upon which was
perched a pair of rimless pince-nez.
Then, as Eiﬁ gozed at the eyes hehind
the pince-nez, he received a distinet
shock. They were groy, cold, hard, un-
smiling. Despite  tho =mile which
wreathed the little man's lips, the eyes
teok in every detail of the young pilot's
zomewhat dishevelled appearance with
i'm alert, almost cold-blooded, dissecting
0. 1
“Ab, Mr. Lyor ! zaid the little man,
who was apparently the Chief, in an
unexpectedly deep, melodious veice.

“Yaou said it,” answered Bill. " And
new, perhaps, someona might hava tho
decency to tell moe what the blazes all
this iz ahout? And call your men off,
will you? My arms—"

“He's dangerous, Chief,” said whito
face. “I'd keep him—"

“Never mind, Doak,” onswered tho
Chief. "I don't think Mr. Lyon will
de emnything to me. Tt would be—er—
regrettable to end suddenly so promising
a carcer. All right, Keek, Weiden, lct
nim go.”

It had been in Bill Lven's mind io
make an inztantanecous leap at the Chicf
the moment his arms wera released.
But he caught a glimpse of & gun close
to the little man’s hand; and he alao
felt the cold glare of these grey eyes on
fim—killer's eyes, if ever such things
werg set in o man's head, Wisely, he
desisted, and stood still.

“YWell 7 he demanded truculently.

“All right, men, you may go,” suid
the Chicf. “Bit down, Mr.
Lyron, in that chair by tho
wall. No; no traps, I pro-
mise. But den’t make anv

&

unexpected moves, or I shail

voice

kill wou 1
“I'm inelined to  believe
vou." snapped Bill, as o

scated himself in the chair.

He jerked his head as the
door closed behind Doak., * Your whito-
faced ally there seemed inclined to have
a shot ot it some time agoe. Is this
heart-to-heart talk going to take long?
Becauze I'd like some dinney, and thon
be goin’ on my way.”

“Dirner you certainly shall have,”
promiscd the Chief. " But, hencofovtl,
our way shall be MY way.,  Liston,
Bt Lyon. I want a first-class piloi.
There are few as high in your profession
az you. You are young, vet chief pilot
te a reputable air-liner company. A
month age you received a letter offer-
ing you & li.:;:ft:r to last yow about =ix
monrths, with a =alary of one handred
pounds a week, providing you aszked no
questions, You were told to meel o
man ot a given spot. You did nothing.
‘Twe woeks ago you recoived o similar
letior, the offer being raised to ono
hundred and fifty pounds o week., Yon
Liirew away s mafter of three thousend
five hundred pounds.”

“Tho chap who has a business that
can't beer being guestioned sn's my
pagat,” said Bill brusguely. “1 slueg
the second letter where I did the frst-—
in the W.P.B. Bo vou wrote 'cm, hub?
Whet's the mystery ¥
The Chief leaned forward.
sleamed intently.

“How would wou like te fly the
Atiantic from cast fo west, with the
almwst positive certainty of reaching
land ¥

“Nol" said Bill decimively. “Amd I
don't mesa yes! It can’'t bo done.
Not yet awhile. Not until the problem
af fuel-weight has beon satisfactorily

Toe Aagxer Lisnaryr.—No, 1,213,
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As the door opened BIU lot iy with the Sower vase and then ducked as a bullel whistled past his head !
surmounted ; wind charts surveyed with

definite accuracy.
gi:h.mat fying. It's my job, and I know
it

“I had a message from Shane Dexter
curly this morning,” said the little, red-
faced man, in a guiet voice.

A moment of silence hung in the
room. Bill's eyes grew large and round.

“You "—he burst out at last—"you
had s message from Dexter—Dinky Dex-
ter, the American fiyer? You'ra mad!
Balmy! Dexter was lost fying the
Atlantic four months back, That wiso-
eracking nilot was a pal of miue, mister,
and, gun or no gun, I'll sock you one on
the jaw if you're bein’ fummy! Why—
why, dash it, he was lost without &
trace, like—"

“Like half a dozen others who've
attempted to By the Atlantic,” nodded
the Chief. H};- seernad unmoved by
Bill's outburst  *“Dexter, the
American; Poineau, the Frenchman;
Von Hassen, the German—these three
are alive, despite the fact they were lost
without trace. No wrecknge Ffound
Aoating on the waves, In other cases
hits of wing-stull, NPIEDEB of fuselage,
have been found. Not zo those three—
:]eicﬁusn they didn't hit the Atlantic at

“¥You're basing your eunpposition on
the fact that because no wreckage was
found, they must have landed some-
where!” snorted Bill. *As I eaid,
mister, you're stone cuckoo. Hatcha, as
the Indians say——"

“I told you,” said the Chicl seriously.
“that I'd had & message from Dexter !”

There was an air of quict certainty
about him—a def!hltr& assurance, Bl
took & hold on hlmaﬂf._ Then—

"“Let's hear it," he said. " Although,
mind you,” he sdded, as s vindichive
afterthought, “I expect you're lyin’ I°*

“T'm not,” smiled the Chief, “and,
what's more, young man, you know it!
Noj; I won't telk to you now. ou're

Don't talk to me Wh

hungry, and wo must keep you well {ed,
il you're eating, you shall read =
few notes. And, if you value your skin,
and have any regard for Shane Dexter,
whom _{nu spoke of as a friend of yours,
you will not make any false moves.”

He took two or three pages of foolsca
clipped together, covered in small writ-
ing, and fossed them acrozs to Bill
Then he pressed a bell on his table.
After n morment the door opened, and
Doak looked in.

“Food for our young guest,” said the
Chief. "And don't you two get
fighting.”

A Wonderlul Story!

ILL was back m the small room

in which he had firsi awoke, A

quick %‘lunm showed him that

every likely and unlikely weapon

had been taken. No cut-glass vazes of

flowers; not even a picture on the wall,

And Doak had his pun bandy, and from

the gleam in his dark eyes, he woul

use 1t on Bill with all tho pleasure in

the world at the first move which would
warrant if.

“Food, brother Doak,” =zaid Bill, as
he fAung himself into a decp, leather-
E&dded armchair, ““The ros-bif of old

ngland, plenty spuds, greens, York-
shire pudding, and a drink, laddie, fo
help wash it down, and I pray the
removal of your face while I eat. It—
the face—makes me feel 11l 1"

Doak’s white teeth Bashed in a crooked
prin. It was nesréer a snarl perhape.

“EBhut your trap!” he snapped, and
slammed out of the room.

Bill heard the key click in the lock,
nnd chuckled gently to himself. Then
he started to read the papers the man
referred to as the "Chiel had given him,
From the wery first his atfention was
riveted.

‘1 Bhana

Dexter  calling—forty-five

d broken up, and I don't ¢

thousand feet above sea. Canght in
tremendous wind—too powerful o dive
low out of it. No perceptible motion,
but carried like & feather on wave.
Bstimate force of wind at anything over
one thousand miles an hour. Bheerest
Inck had hands on controls when sighted
green land beneath. Plane smashed to

atoms when landed, but escaped with
bruizes,”

Bill Lyon was absorbed. Subcon-
sciously he heard the door open; snifficd
the irsgrapce of hot food.

“Blick it on the table,” he said to
Doak over his rhoulder, “Thanks!
Now leave me in peace [”

Doak muttered something unintelli-
gible, and slammed out of the room
again. Bill started on the meal—a
fairly large one—propping up the papers
in front of him.

“Poineaun, the Frenchman’s here,” he
read. “Broken leg. And Von Hassen,
the German pilot. He's E::J‘l"ﬂﬂ-j" badly

think he oan
last long. I've fixed up this wireless set
from bits out of the three busted planes,
Not very strong, but there's & possibility
soms can hear me. We take it in turns
to send out signals, Poinesu gending in
French. Von Hasson too bad to send.
Strange country ; but weather warm and
mild, probably on account of the
atupendous wind which blew us here.
Disoussing it with two other pilots, have
come to the conclusion 1t 1s a belt, or
zone, hko an aerial Gulf Bfream.
Caught us up in it: dropped us in this
strange land off the map. Lindbergh
and others missed it, presumably because
they were flying st lower altitude, In
eaﬂ casa we three were flying at same
altitnde in same latitude.

“Jowels are all right, Found them
intact in case in smaashed cockpit. Nok
much good to Prince of Levania now,
but suppose insurance was hesvy for
them, so Levania got the money alter
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ell. Anyway, there are encugh riclics in
thiz country to mako a nation wealthy,
Strange people, not more than two hun-
dred in the tribe, A golden white
eolour, fair haired. Have fantastic
ornaments of gold; everything gold;
and jewels epough to make & duchess
sick with envy. i

“Not afraid of us, but suspicious,
Ouly weapons, a short throwing-zpear,
with hoad of very sharp stone. Wonder-
ful shots; can throw tremendous dis-
tanco. Hope someone gets these mes-
sages. Tried building up plane out of
old ones, but too badly i

"f'N-::- chance of getting ﬂi'rai'y unless
relief party can break through here some
wey. Surrounded by weall of mountains,

waetes beyond thoso. Comppss behaves
in extraordinary mapner, 20 no telling
where we are. .
“Von Hassen died to-day. Tertible
this. Only Poinean and me eivilized
Leings, Beems a0 monotonous, hopeless
sending out these maessages, never know-
ing if our world can hear them or not.

Bome sort of feast coming off soon.
Natives getting moro and moroe sus
pleious of ws™

Bill reached the last lines on the last
pago. He leaned back in his chair and
breathed deeply.

“Well, if thet iso't the strangoest
yarn 1" !tl_u muttered. ‘

His mind flashed back to the time
when Shane Dexter had attempted his
Transstlantic flight. Thera had been a
lot of publicity about it, far more than
usual, for the crack American pilét had
been 50 sure of his success that he was
carrying a vast fortune with him to the
States. .

The Crown jewels of Levania. The
Principality was negotiating with the
dtates for o loan of two millions for the
jewels, and they had been entrusted to
bezt&r when he had flown. The tre-
mendous publicity enhanced the value of
the jewels in tho eyes of the Ameriean

ublic enormously. The insurance had

een doubly heavy, but would have been
worth it.

There had bean an outcry when
Shane Dexter was reported missing, but
the insurance company paid up
without a murmur, so the Prineipality
got its money, anyway. And now light
was beginning to dawn on Bill Lyon,

Ha fiung himself down on the sofa and
sgain the tﬁ:p&rs earnestly. The
inore he read, more fantastic did it
seem that Shane could still be alive:; bt

there it was. And Peineau, too.
Dexter had flown alone, like Lind-
be ‘but the (German and the French-

man had had observer companions. No
word was =zaid about them in the
journal, and_Bill concluded they must
i'mwa boan killed, or hurled out of the
planes in that terrific flight with the
thousand-mile-an-hour wind. !

Relaxing on the couch, Bill realised
suddenly that he wos dead tired. He'd
heen goi home, tired enough then,
when he'd been attacked. He had no
idea what time had passed since that
fight in hia street; but it eeemed a
dl’ﬂ'erent age azltogether. Actuslly, he
supposed, it couldn't be more than four
honrs or eo. : :

Thinking thus. his mind began to
wander; the papers slipped from his
hand to the ﬁg-ar, and in another few
moments Bill was snorifdg lustily.

“T'H Do IE 1™
H E awoke to find Doak leering at

him over the barrel of his gun.
Bill scowled at him distaste-
fully.
“ Chief wants vou ! snapped Doak.
He backed away as Bill swung off ihe

soln,lris durk cyes shapping mengcingly
watehful of Bill's every move. Ho ad
coma to respect the flying man's swift,
unﬂ?ect&d moves; the strength behind
the fist that had socked him some hours

proviously,

. But Bi l:.mit no iﬁnti:m ﬂtin ntﬁp!t-
ing escape—ryet. was nly
illtﬂr&ﬁt@(?ei; what had happened so far;
hearing about Bhane Dexter. There
were other things he wanted to find out,
too. 8o he was quiel, and preceded
Doak down the corridor, till he again
found himself facing the Chicf.

“Feel better, Lyon?” asked the little
marn, Smiling cheerfully. )

“Physically, yes,” drawled Bill
“And I must confess my curlesity 1s
aroused., What do you want me to do@”
; "tgh!” *ETtth face .é.?i avis
action. *8it down agaid. Aif g
Doak, you ram ya Now then, L:.rau]TE}
he said; a8 the dsw closed behind Doak.
“*] want you to fly a plane for me to
where r is. You read those papoers
I gave youl” .

“¥es,” repited Bill. "If they're not
o fale, it’s & wonderful sl:n;r‘_‘;:. I'd be
willing enough to take the risk and try
to get a crate there, too: but I don't
understand all this gunplay of yours, all

enrrssnnnsapunnanannnannsnenannns Illl\‘-ﬂi“'!

One of This Week's TOPPING
BOOKS goes to:

Stanford Jacohs,
4, Coventry Street,
Kidderminster,

whe submitted the following
Greyiriars himerick:
Tewo tmen, looking doton _from
the moon,

Spied Bunter —thal faf, clbby
{oon.

Then one cried: *Greal Scolt !
It's o boy—no, it's not,
It's just an inflated balloon! "

Step in and win one of these
useful prizes, choms, while there's
time |
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the secrecy. Why didn't you approach
me ¢p';l"?¥r make the proposition,
instead of thisy melodramatic kidpap-
ping 1"
The other gave a short, sardonic
laugh.

“And have you snooping round the
internutionsl police? Is it likely?
My dear fellow, you don't seem to have
got hold of my point of view. I am
no mors inbteres in Shane Dexter,
humenly, than I am in zou. It is the
Crown jewels of Levania which interest
me, hey represent two millions of
Faunda.- Their face velue iz one and a
valf millions to anyone. Baid quickly,
that dessn't sound a lobt. But linger
over the figures, and you will find they
are—well, say, worth contempleting.”

Bill did so—and he found thet fiftcen
hundred thousand pounds representoed
something more than the price of & good
dinner.

“Y tried to get thoso
before,” went on the Chief; *but my

jewols once

little coup just missed fre. I thought

they wore lost for good and all when
Dextor flew the Atlantic with them nd
was reported missing. But Fate gave
me news of them in a corious way.

]

om scienlificaily minded, deeply intor-
csted in wircless and flying., Next fo
money, I regard those two things as the
most interesting life has to offer. But™
—ha smiled crookedly—"I'm & bad pilot
for the simple reason that I suffer
incurably, from airsickness.  Beems
silly, doasn't it?

“61:.5_111;1:%, some weeks ago, 1 was
tuning in on my wirelems szet, when I
discovered I was on & sirange wave-
length, but thet I was getting signals.
'They were very faint, but fairly clear.
Insbmqbwel{lcle opoted them down. ¥You
have just n reading them.”

“¥ou picked up the mesaag}m Dexter
was sonding oub1” grunted Bill, " (Gosh
—what & break for youl®

“An amazing coincidence, cousidering
my interest in the jewels. I could not
got the messiges coherently. They
came at odl times. Bometimes elearer
than others. But gradually I pieced
together what had happened. And as I
did so the scheme suggested itsclf to mo
—to got the jewels back. And, asecord-
ing to what Dexter says, there are
riches there enough for a nation. Even
if he its mistaken there, the jowcls
glone arc worth attempting to get—-"

“¥You rotten crocok!” snarled Bill,
choking with rage. “You'd let & good
man like Shano Dexter lie thore and rot
in some unknown land until you were
dead sure that you'd first ba able to got
the jewels for yourssli! If you thoughs
thera was nothing in it you wouldn'
lift—" :

“A finger,” agreed the Chief. His
eyes were glassy grey. “"Well, you can
rescue Dexter—if you will help pilot the
plane—and I get the jewels, I you
refuse "—he shrugged his shonlders—"1
shall have to shoot you I

He leaned forward, fixing his cold
eyes an Bill's face.

“ And you know,” he said wory
steadily, “thet I wodald do just that
thin if I were killing a kitten !

Bill did know it. He could read men.
He'd knocked about the world a lot.
And he was anxious to knock about it
for a_ while longer. Incidentally, he
was the only -chance of saving Shane
Dexter and Poineau. ;

“Have you—arranged about this?"” lie

" have b reparing for
ave heen preparing for two
months,” was the reply q"fI have a
plane, built.to my own design. some-
what specisl, to cope with what we have
coming ageinst us. You will pilet, and
Dosk and I will secompany you. I
have all the data as to whers we are
likely to find thiz wind belt; everything
shell be placed at your disposal.”

“Uh-huh 1" grunted Bill, deep in
thought.
“A word of advice. Y no doubt will

be very ill while we are flving. But
Doak will accompany us, as anid,
That man would take & definite pleasure
in putting s bullet through you, If
you have any fantastic ides of landing
somewhere in order to atfempt escape,
he will do so. Your Eﬂb is to pilot that
pé?ﬁm to the wind belt—and through

I

“Tlt do itt” said Bill rising. “ And
if T gee half o chance to  break
vour rotten neck on the way, you can
bet your sweet life T willl  Where's
this plene of yours?"

(Prorils, thrille, ond adeenturi=—our
new gzl Hill 4z in the thick of them ol
nexrt week! Wateh out, then, for instai-
ment fiwo af thiz powerful serigl. To
avoid disappointment oll * Magnélites
should make a peint of ordéring theiy

I ropy well in adeanee.)
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Engines, yachts, cameras, electric
torches, sheath knives, wallets, rac-
quets, boxing g'oves, Boys all over
the country are getting these things—
freel Mobs of other useful giftsas well.
They're sending for this wondeiful
new Nestlé’s Free Gift Book. The
widest choice ever offered of things
you really want, Ewvery Nestl?'s
packet carries Free Gif¢ Coupons.
Even a 2d. wrapped bar carries one.
Send for this Book and siart collect-
ing now, With it comes a vouche+
for five coupons, just to Zive you a
start, Write to-day!
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NESTLE’

CHOCOLATE

To Nestlé’s (GifiDept.), Silverthorne Rd. Battersea, Lond on, S.W.8 8
Plea:: send e Voncher for § FREE COUPONE and NEW NewléPoesanrasian Lise,
47123 5-31 "
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A CHANGE IS GOOD

maore |

study-matea, change

Write or

Agency, Bemove Passage.

FOR ONE—

Not fo mention two or three or
If you're bored with youmr
your
Long waiting list of refined clienta
awaits your inspection. Don’t delay !
call.—Mrckx Dzguonn’s
Study Exchange and Transfer

study !

No. 48.
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LAUGH A{f) GROW FAT.

(renfiavs Hevald

Faliled by
HARRY
WHARTOXN,
FG.R.

May 23rd, 1931.

LATEST
EXTRA
Goor
ED\T\ON

Much

fellows,
gtimulat

Rag.

PLAY CROQUET!

brutal and barbarous pastirnes !
you join my Croguet

4 Let me tap you for the
__ subacription I—Avrowzo Toom, Croguet |
ond Ying-Pong Headguarters,

better than cricket and aﬁwmm f
I
Iub, my dear
I can promise you beneficial,
ing, and upliftise exercise,
fivat year's

he

AT L FTaTErS

THE JOYS OF COLLECTING

Natural and Unnatural Objects
DOORSTEPS AND MANTELPIECES FIGURE IN

This ia the time of the year when

callestors of all lands feel apain
urge to get busy and add to their
lectiona. Afl

hands. Some carry glass

and bent pins; some lassos

butterfiy-nets; while others are armed

with packsta of aalt te put on

taila of their intended specimena.
Apart from these ocollectors of

natural life,

of unnatural objects. One or

who have atiracted attention _Emw___.
Thera
This entor.

priging youn nius has become o
n.ﬂ? of Eﬁuﬂmﬂ&ﬁm. To ses him pounce npon o
bike during the owner's ﬂﬂﬂj absonce an

to work unserewing the handle
how strong the collecting craze can become.

Vernon-Bmith has started a fashion by initiating

peem warthy of memtion.
Tom Brown, for instance.

s ¢ollection of doorsteps. Iie hea
hobby with &
vant wealth bahind him.
gliould not in tima

eagily trips up at it.

fellows at Greylrikra
are sallying forth with grim, fixed,
determined expressions on their faces
and the imploments of war in their
H_mumr etring,

thore sre aluzo ecolleetora

ical enthusinam and with his pater's
Thers ja no peagorn why he
become the world'a foremost
doorstep colloctor. We need hardly say that deorstep-
collacting is & job for a gpecialist.

COLLECTIONS

the
l.

and

the

two

1

: get
ra, 18 to realiss

taken up this new

Mioky
wiba,
he novice very

Peter Todd, who used to collect

fopsils, note goes in for bigger game
by takin

up boulders metead., He
g  already accumulated &
masgs of weighty information
regording hie new love, and
intends to leave mno atone
unturned in his endeavours
to acquire & really good col.
lection. Hia brother Alonzo
has become interested
in scarecrowa, and aftar
raveral weeks of ex-
ploration round the

aide, has socured a
dozen fine apecimens,
This wumber, be it

noted, does not include himsslf.

Dvick Rake, we hear, has sold his albums of foreign
atamps and intends devoting the rost of his life to
foreipn gamps. Ii's & uniguo hobly, and we should
 be the last to darop his enthueissm.

All gorts of odd collections are eropping up. Bul-
strode has begun <n manielpieces ; ing I
seouring the fields in ssarch of spiders’ nests ; ‘while
srnond 13 locking everywhere for birds'

dwing is

_ Really, thera ara no limits to the enterprise and
mngenuity of thess enthusiastic colleotors !

FROM THE
MASTERS’
COMMON-ROOM

Strange tales
of the Beaks

Our Masters’ Common.room
Correspondent sends va the follow-
OEWE :

. Locke has fortunataly re-
coverad from his recont attack of
LOCKE-jaw.

Mr. cker has developed =&
HACEING cough. o

By rubbing in plenty of oing-
ment, Mr. Quelch has menaged
to QUELL CHilblaina on his
hands,

After 8 course of electrical
treatmont, Mr. Prout s aPROUT-
ing eeveral haira on the top of his

@ can only say that our

correspondent deserves condi
I'UNishment | B

SWIMMING SUGGESTIONS

Don't walk inte the water;
dive in. If you're not a good

not to dive out of your depth.
For the beginner, I suggest a dive
of about 12 feet into, say, 2 Inches
of water,

Having arrived saflely in the
water, start swimming. If you
can't swim, roll gently over on
vour back and lift the feel into
the air. This should make wyou
float, -If you fecl a Eu_a._uw
menastion in your eara snd see B
ewimming about above you, you'll
know that something hes gone
wrong, and you're not floating,

Provided you don't drown, you
can now try to roaster the breast.
stroke. Simply imitate the grace.
ful movements of an alligator
and you'll find yourseli swimming
like & duscle.

The next problem to be faced
iz that of the stream or eurremt,
L If you find yourself toiling men-

awimmer, of course, teke oare .

HELPFUL HINTS By H. SKINNER

fully and advancing st the rate
of 18 inchea anr hour, you can
rely on it that you're swimming
againat the stream. If, on the
other hand, you observe the trees
on the bank whizzing psat you,
and & roaring sound growing
Iouder every second, the siream
ta with you and you're heading
for the wateriall.

This leads to the question of
what to do in such an emergency.
I cam only recommend you to hang
on to the weeds at the bottom
of the river, If posaible, E_Em
on by the toss, keeping the hea
above water. Some experts advise
hanging on by the teeth and

a3 o signal of distr but this
entails drinking mmammMn_ uantities
of water, which iz not to be recom-
mended unless you feel thirsty.
Une last tip to swimrcers:
if youn want to avoid colda and
rheumatism, don't got wet !

naighbouring country- |

ollowing the feet to wave upwarda § ;

i

THIS WEEKS LECTURES

One of our sub-sditors hes g} the names of the lscturers all
mixed np somehow, bot we've pii ‘em down in the order he left
them in and only hope we've pt it right !

RipiaxT ExERoY
TEE ART oF Syoo2IXG .. ., o
Tue Por-Herm reEoa HERD w BTEwroT
My Lue as 4 QGay Dos ., e
DAY Pravo-Pravixe .. ..
Myserr—Tas Houaw Tices i
How 7o Live oy Falty Mz & Day
Drevixe ror HEaLth

By Lord Mauleverer.
By Bob Cherry.

By H. Skinner.

By Alonzo Teodd.
By P. Bolsover.

By Clauds Hoskina.
By Poter Todd.
By W. . Bunter.

Y & "
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L
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FEROCIOUS HOIND AT LARGE
BREACHES ?.a BREECHES

Gross Exaggeralin of Prosecutor

A peene in the guad, somy
wecka ago, had ils soquel &t
the Common-room Assires v
terday, when Ricuarn Nooos
—a wall-known ing author o
journalist, an to ha

il to apnewor & change of allow
ing at large, & ferocions animuy,

to wit, one tripehoupd, therehy

littls less defiant, and he con-
sented to explain that the
dog in question was a roongrel
e had found straying in the
tmds Ho submitled 1hat the
prosscutor was puilty of gross
exageeration in describing the
mmitkal m3 being of the zame
] spb a3 a young eleplinnl: as
causing & breach of the peam|s mattor of fact, it was quito
P. Boleover, Esq,, H:E_“_..-. normal tripehound einnding
deposed that at 13.85 ﬂ.-. & cdbout two hands high.
the 32nd ﬂ.—.ﬂ,u_ he AR B rolli Judre: * Bri fortl
aseross  the quad, peaceln Y il siil iy
; . = amimal, ond we
parsuing his daily octupatia uﬁ._? the trath1 "
of finding fogs to torture, whal . B A

tho
sew who's

a huge dog, the size of a yo Erwsoner thereupon produced
olephant, bounded wup ed{en  insignificant-looking pup
leaped at his throat. Forls|ffom his coat. Having ex-

nately the brute hsissed by|dmined it :Hé_mr a pair of

throat, but succeeded fo bitiy| Beld-glasses, Mr. Justice Whar.

about & square vard of meterlsd| ton ondered the prosccutor to

from the seat of his trovwears. |ome hour’s solitary confinement
Mr. Justice Wharton mlﬁﬂ_ﬁ. in ghaine for porjury,

“ Prisoner at the bar w :

bave you to say abaub 1% | Bguover had. beon” dreses
 Prisoner: " Rata ! (Semer below by six burly policomen,
tion.) fhe  judge Emﬂaﬂ% prisoner

On being lammed for teved | With these words :
minutes with a police-trinchepg |,  “Seeing that nothing is known
prisoner's attitude beeawre arageinst you, my lad, you will be

i discharged under
the First Offenders’
Aet. I warn you,
however, that if
your dog persists
m ¢ausing breaches
of the ace by
biting out another
piece of the broeches,
yvou'll suffer. Gol™

Prisoner was
assisted out of the
dock.

The tripechound in
question hos sinos
been claimed by its
rightful gwner, and

Nugent is sll amies.

1

BEAUTY KING OF T

CLASSIC PROFILES

Billy Bunter Beats Remove Beauties

Great interest was aroussd by the
Ramove Beauty Competition, which
tock place in tha Rag, a fow

evenings ago. Judging was in the
| hands of the sudience, which turned

up liberally supplied with wall.
sosgoned eges and rips tomatoes.

H. Wharton
contest, aaid it

Esq., in opening the
went without Bay-

ing, that the Remove was the best-

looking Form in the School. {Crios

of “* r, hear |

followed by an interval of five
rainutes for a pitched battle between

" and “ Rot ! '"—

the Remove and the Fourth).

Continuing, Mr. Whaslon said
that up till then, nobody had had
the idea of settling who

best-lookin
been

cenfidence. Mr.

Wan

barrage of antediluvian eggs.

Amid continuous cheering, counter
chearing, cat-calling, an
bardment of eggs and tomatoos,
the candidates proceeded to
themseives one by one.
below, & descriptive suvmmary of

the procession.

PercYy BoL3ovER.~A tall, mus-
entleman of the Carnern
Blemishes : One
black eve, two cauliflower ears, and

cular

iype of beauty.

o semi-brolken noge,

HaroLp

SEINNER.~—A

the
chap in the Remove.
That problem, however, had nowspecimen of the porpoize
oght before them to beior barrel style.
eottled omee and for all,
the decizion in their hands with
Wharton then

bowed and retired hastily under &

Ho left|

& bom-

,.._u_w mm.ww

lean,

hungry-looking specimen, with a
pallid skin and furtive eyes. Style
of beauty': Rat-like,

Prrers Tovr,—Peachcomyplexion,
strawberry lips, almond eyes,
banana noes, rosset hiair, rhubarb.
stick mneck, fig-shaped eava. A
typical fruitarian beauts.

BD MAULEVERER—The Sleep.
ing Beauty. Alangoid apecimen with
closed eyes, open mouth,
and & mbowy fgure.
Frsaen T. Fiam.—The
maoda ﬂ..,.._ i wagrm.??@m
t it-li Ay
H_wm ﬁ..mm_u,wm__nu. 5 levnishes -
A bit cross.eyed, and
stight!y flapping ears.

W. . BUNTER—A fing

Gracefnl
a3 an olephant, with at-
tractive ﬂﬁﬂm ayes and
peveral very fine chins.
There was consideralle
difference of opinion in
the audience as to which of
the competitors deserved
the title of Besuty King
of the Remove, Mr. Wharton there.
fore, suggesied that the parads be
repeated. The sugpestion unhap-
pily lod to an outhrealk of dizorder
among the competitors, who even-
tually ssttled down to n free fight—
withtheexceptionof Mr. Bunter, who
temporarily retired bohind a chair,
At the conelugion of the serap 1t
was found that the beauties had

HE REMOVE

undergone facial alterations which
had turned them into excellent
condidates for a Black-aye and
Thick.-ear Competition.

In the circumstances, the Beauty
Crown, and prize of d4}d. was
regented 1o the =cole sucviver,
r. Buntar,

Interviewed alferwards, tha

Beauty King said that he escribed
his success to the use of Lilly-
white’s Famous Vagishiog Cream.
He further etated that anyone who
suggested that Lillywhite's were
giving hinr one-and-sizpence for
aaying go, was & jealous

agt.

Ingpired, no doubt, by tha eream
in guestion, 3Mr. Bunter then
vanished—in the divection of the
tuckahop [

The Besuty Crown, however,
waos too emsll for Buoier's head,
and Bob Clvery tried to force it
¢n with a shge-horn, He failed
in the attempt and rammed it down
the fat junior's oeck inatead.

Harrowing Scenes in
Editorial Office

The Lditorial

Offica was this

morning the scene of an amezing

epigode. A

dishevelled youth

known as Alonzo Todd stagpered

in, weeping

hysterically.
asked the reason for

On being
hig gricf, he

informed the editorial atxzff that
hie Form-master had just remon-
gtrated with hima for not doing his

prep. gatisfactori

ving finighe

1y,
.m«.u:,n tragio story,

the youth borrified the staff by
ﬁdmﬁaﬂ g & beok-firing pes-shooter.
tt

ETINE hoayed

cries, sub-editors,

reporters, and compoesitors rushed

forward and
Iitle weapon
could do b
Todd has been
care of relatives,

ed the deadly

bafore the youth
gelf an injury.

handad over to the

__

BE THRIFTY, BOYS

Be thrifty, my brethren ! Don't
forget the jolly old rainy day that's
coming olong soomer or Ialem
Lota of fellows do forget; the
amount of waste that goes on
among Greyiriara chaps is simply
frightful ] Only this morning, 1
noticed Snoop eating a doughnut.
Think of it: a whole doughnut!

Any fellow with a thrilty mind
ought to find it easy 10 exist on &
few inexpensive odds and ends.
For instance, Alonzo Todd tells me
that sawdust mixed with water,
makes sn excellent substitute for
orridge, For those who prefer a

avier breakiast, a penny Lundle
of wood will be fouvnd most nu-
triticus, and full of wvitamins.

Tabloid Sermon By Fisher T. Fish

at first, bub it soon kbecomes o
babit that sticke,

Ba uﬂ._wmum in your tips. I've
seen Vharten and Vernon-Smith
give & wailer a peony or Lwopance
with utterly reckiesa abanden. Why
wasts money in this way, when o
gimple ruse will obviate the need
for a tip altogether!

Try iripping uwp the wailer or
throwing cupa of tea at him, till he
go far forgets himseli oa to addreszs
veu impolitely, You ron then tell
nim his impertingnes will cost him
his tip. Easy!

And now to turn to ithe wasta.
fulnesa of dregsg——

{Sorry, Fish, but we've jusk
decided to be thrifty with the

Eating wood goea against tho groin

remainder of our spaco !—ED,)



