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THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Coker Comes & Cropper !

ANG! Roar-r-rrrr-rr!
Whic-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r!
Buog ! )
Harry Wharlon, the captain
of the Remove Form at Greyiriars,
stirred in his eleep, and raised iims&lf
in bed on one elbow.

He blinked round the ary Remove
dormitory.

“W-what the merry dickens—"" he
bogan sleepily.

Whee-e-¢g-¢-¢-¢-c-oge! )

“Hallo, hallo, hallo I"" exclaimed Bob
Cherry, sitting up with a jerk.

It was a bright summer morning, and
the rising-bell was due to zound within
about half an hour. ]

Generally the Remove did mot wake
up until the rising-bell sounded. Iut
on this particular occasion, something
alse was sonnding.  In fact, 1t was moro
than sounding, it fairly rang and echoed
through the lofty Remove dormitory.

It was the shaltering din of =
furiously driven petrol engine, and it
came from somewhera very near ihe
ancient Greylrinrs building.

Roar-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r!  Dang!

The occupants of the long line of
beds were stirring—sleepily  rubbing
their eyee—and looking round them with
looks of anger and annoyance.

“Why, "tain't rising bell—" yawned
Frank Nugent.

“Who—who i= it?"" mumbled Johnny
Bull.

" What—why—where is it?" asked
Mark Linlcy, glancing to and {ro, and
gtretching himself as he =at in bed,

“Echo answers where?” chueckled
Horbert Vernon Smith.
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Bang! Bang! Wheeec-g-e--c!

“It's somewhaore all right!” said Tom
Redwing, pushing down his bede¢lothes,

“The somewhcrefulness iz terrific!”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

“No harm in leoking.” remarked
Bob Cherry, tumbling out of bed,

Quite half a dozen %e'ﬁlnws, all in their
pyjamas, followed the energelic Bob's
lead to the dormitory window.

“I pan't ses the fellow!” remarked
Dick Penfold, leaning out and strain-

ing: his eyes.
“Not a giddy sign of him !
Roar-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r! Bang!
The noiee came nearer, and then
receded.  But  the origin never

materialised. Like Moses of old, the
juniors looked this way and that, and
like Moses of old, they saw no man.

“The blighter dotsn't seem like put-
ting in an appearance, o0 I vote we go
down and look for him!” suggested Bob
Charry. " Anvhow, it'll be quite 1m-
possible to slowp, with this row going
on.”

“ By Jove, yes!"

“ Come on, then !

Bob Chorry’s idea caught on. The
juniors made a dash for their clothes,
and started to scramble hastily into
them.

Roar-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r! Bang!l

Sound earried far in the still country
air, and the thunder of the furiously
driven engina reverberated and echoed
through the dormitory, as the jumiors
hurriedly dressed themselves. _

Fully a dozen of them finished dressing
together. They sprinted towards the
door in a body, and were soon out in
the open quadrangle.

Bang! Bang!
Bang !

Roar-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-rl

By Frank Richards.

“Come on! 'This wzly 17 shonted Dob
Cherry, running towards the gates of the
school.

Out on the open road, the noisc seemod
even mmore harsh and shattering. The
juniors looked: up and down the road,

ut saw nothing.

A crowd of fellows from other Forms
had now joined thom. They, too, had
been roused by the racket, and they were
equally curious.

Whee-g-c-c-c-c-2a Bang | :

“He's still at it 1" exclaimed Hoskins
of the Shell. “But where the dickens
is he? We looked out of our dorm
window, but couldn't see anything, and
wo can't see anything hore—"

“ Samea with us " chortlod Bob Cherry.

Roar-r-r-r-r-r-r-r! TPhut-phut! Bang!

“The din comes from that direction,
anyhow,” said Vernon-Smith, poinfing
up the Friardale Lene.

“That's right!" cxelaimed Fry of the
Fourth,

“Well, let's sce what -we can find
there 1" said Bob Cherry, starting off;
and in two's and threc's the rest of the
Greviriars {ellows went after him.

They sprinted along the TFriarvdale
Lane, in a ragged, uneven line.

The tall hedges, which bordered both
gides of the lane, soon eame to an end,
and the juniors came out on to a long
stretch of road, with nnlunmtl}rruptﬂt
view of fields on either side.

In the nearest, where the short grass
showed only’ in patches, they saw the
cause of all the deafening racket.

It was a helmeted, goggled figure,
turiously driving o motor-cycle ronnd
and round.

They halted.

*“ Hallo 1" .

“* That's where he is, then!”
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“What can be his giddy idea in riding
round thoe Geld!" X

“And at this hour of the morning,

I-ll'

“Goodness only knows!”’

Tho Greyfriars fellows watched the
mysterious  speedster. They  were
certainly not impressed by his handling
of the machine. :

He zigzagged along the far side of

ut jerkily and

tho held, swervil':__xg a
clumsily, though they could see that he

was more or less trying to keep to the
borders of the field.
Gung-g-g-8-8888g!

ngl

o IEI:; hat!’” remarked Wharton.
“That fellow would do some damage on
a crowded road! He's a rotten rider [V

" Hopeless!" .

They watched him as he furned a
corner at tho far end of the Geld.

“T¥you think he's practising for the
dirt track "' nsked Frank ‘N-._lgant.

“1 supposo ho must be,"” sai Ta:-rppith

“1'm! I don’t think much of him!
observed the Bounder.

“*Rather not!™

A dirt-track racing course had been
ppened at Lantham—a town about
twelve miles from Greyfriars—on the
ground of the Lantham Argyle Football
Club. Bovoral of the juniors had visited
it, and were fair judges of racing on tho
cinders, The rider in the field certainly
did not strike them as being a crack
on tho speedway. ;

He cams tearing and swerving towards
them, two hands gripping the vibratin
handlecbars, two wheels bumping an
bouncing over the rough, ir-
regular surface.

Roar-r-r-r-r-r-r-1 |
Bang!

He took the corner at full
tilt, ono leg serabbling on the
grownd to retain his balance,

Z-z-7-%-2-2ip !

Coker,

Bang!

The scrape of grinding
tyres and tha jarring rattle of the
machine fairly cut tha atmosphere.

“Oh crumbs!” exclaimed Hobson.
"Tho silly chump!”

“(Coker " welled Vernon-Smith sud-
denly. “Creat Scott! It's Coker of
the Fifth!"

*Wha-a-t 1"

“2s it is!™ howled Wharton, “Oh,
my giddy aunt! Coker! Good old
Coker, training for the dirt-track!”

“Yeo gods!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

The crowd of fellows shouted with
langhter.

The mere idea of Horace Coker on
his famous maotor-bike, training for tho
dirt-track was too funny!

Coker and his jigger wera well-known
at Greyfriars, and, indeed, to all the
police within & radius of fifteen miles
from the school.

Everyone who knew the pair were of
the same opinion—that the bike should

be scrapped and the mighty Horace
clapped into & home for lost idiota.

Of course, Coker greatly fancied him-
self on the jigger. Ho was quite con-
vineed that nobody in the wide world
could even hold a candle to him as a
motor-cyclist.

The juniors gazed ab him as he went
roaring and zigzagging away, a thick
clond of smoke trailing behind.

He rounded the three other corners of
the ficld and onco more came dashing
towards the juniors,

Roar-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r!

Over rocked the bike as Coker tried to
turn_ it round the corner, kicking and
dnvm%‘nb the ground with his left leg
as he did so.

But he had taken the corner at too

great a speed for a rider of his clumsy
calibre. His rear wheel lost its grip
of the ground, and, with it, Coker lost
his balance,

Cras-s-sh |

“Oh erikey I”

" The silly chump—"

The Fifth-Former rolled over and
over on the ground, while his machine
ricochetted along on its own, to finish
up in the middle of tha field, its rear
wheel still driving furiously.

Pride is said to go before a fall; but
in Horace Coker's casc, it scemed as if
reckless mntur-u::?*almg took precedence.

“0h, my hat!”

“The blithering——"

“Come on, vou chaps!”
Harry Wharton.

The captain of the Remove led a
rush of Greyfriars fellows into the ficld.

Horace Coker sat up shakily,

His neek, apparently, was still intact.

Hiz helmet had been knocked off by
the tumble, and his goggles liad been
pushed down into his mounth, wedging
it wide open wvery effectively.

“Grooooooh! Ugh!” gurgled Coker.

In another second he was surrounded.

Harry Wharton knelt l;?' his sido and
pushed the goggles out of the way.

"Don't crowd round too much,” he
said erisply. “Let him have plenty of
airl”

Coker leant heavily against his sup-
porting arm.

His oyos were nearly closed, his mouth
hung open, and he was breathing
jerkily. But by degrees Coker's robust

snapped

the ehampion chump, sets out to colleet
some Dirt-track prizes ; but all he does collect
is a prize assortment of bumps and bruises !

constitution began to assert itself. His
oyes opencd wide, and his breathing

became more regular. He blinked
round at the juniors

“Phew! rooch! Oh dear!” he
gasped.

“Take it easy, old bean,"” said
Vernon-Smith genially.

“Whew! Obh crikey! My head's

aching !” exclaimed Coker, practically in
his normal voice noew. “ W-what hap-
pened? Oh, I know! I crashed at that
blinking bend, didn't IT"

“You did I

“What about my jigger!” demanded
Coker suddenly. “0Oh, you've got it,
young Linley.”

“Guilty, my lord!” answered the Lan-
¢ashire junior cheorily. “How are you
freling now ¥

“0h, all right, thanks, kid,” replied
Cokor, rising to his feet with assistance.
“Is the bike much damaged ™

“Doesn't look it to me™

“Good egg! Well, thanks very much
for helping me, kids,” said Coker, in
hiz usual patronising manner. “ You
fag:bam gome nse now and again!”

13 h !J.'l )

The juniors could sce that Ilorace
Coker was now quite his old self. They
exchanged glances—and grinned.

“What was the idea of riding the bikoe

in the ficld, and at this hour of the
morning?"” asked Bob Cherry.

“Y¥Yes, and why didn't you use your
brakes at the corner? gueried Fry.

Horace  Coker regarded  them
haughtily.

*1 was practising for the dirt track
in that field,” Le said. *“So I decided
boaforehand not to use my brakes. Im

3

any aase, I'll have to take 'cm off before
I ride in the novices' event at the
Lantham Speedway to-morrow !

"What?"

“You're in the mnovices'
ejaculated Bob Cherry.

Coker nodded impatiently.

“Wes! Just that!" he snapped.

“Great Scott!”

Y My giddy aunt!™

“Oh crumbs!” chortled Bob Cherry.
“Coker on the dirt track!”

113 H.EI., h-ﬂ., hu!ll

The Greyiriars fellows—with the ex-
m:_r.tt-mnﬁnf Coker—chuckled loudly. The
Fifth-Former was naturally a funny
chap. He had looked funny while
riding round the field. But nﬂm mere
idea of him and his famous motor-bike
on the dirt-track struck them as being
evoen funnier.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What the merry dickens are you
fags cackling at?” demanded the
inighty Horace,

“You, old scout' chuckled Bob
Cherry. “On the giddy dict-traek ™

"1 reckon a scooter in the Greyfriars
%:;ad is about your mark!" grinned the

under,
egan Coker

cvent 1™

“"Why, vou cheeky—" b
wrathfully; and he made a stride at the
laughing crowd,

Tlfm,j' scoattered before his bull-like
rush.

In the normal course of events, they
would have swarmed over
him and bumped him in the
dusty field. But Coker had
had his full share of bumps,
for the present, nt any rate.
He did not pursue them very
far, and was cobviously quita
recovered, so they made their
way back to Gmyl"riars, leaving Coker
to look after himself,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Bumps for Bunter !

s SAY, Redwing, old chap ™

I “Well, Bunter 7%

“I've been looking for you
everywhere, Redwing !

Tom Redwing stopped and smiled,

“Well, here I am, Bunter I ho said
cheerily.  “ What's the, trouble t*

Billy Bunter blinked rather sorrow-
fully at Tom Redwing.

“I'm surprised and rather hurt, Red-
wing,' he said, shaking his head—" aftor
all I've done for you, too!”

“Eh—what have you done for me,

%Lcdwing, locking

Bunter " asked ]
puzzled, “I'm blessed if I can sce
what—"

“0Oh, really, Redwing——"
1'"If 3'{:}1'1'3 stopped mo to ask for a
oan————

“Nothing of the kind!" said Bunter,
with somo diqnity.

*Then if it's grub you're after—'

“It isn't grub!” saad Bunter warmly.,
“Look here, Redwing, old fellow, you
know jolly well what a pal I've been to
vou, old chap! I've backed you up
throngh thick and thin; I've stood by
vou when all the other fellows cut you
dead, you know."

“You fat ass 1"

“Other fellows,” went on  Bunfer,
Lblinking seriously at Redwing, " might
look down on you because you happen
to be the son of a dashed low-down
fisherman, but not me. I'm awiully
democratic, you know,"
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* ¥ou—yon fat ass|” exclaimed Tom
Radwmg. grinning. ‘*What's the game,
Bunter i

“Oh, really, Redwing, you know jolly
well what I meanl What about this

afternoon?” asked Bunter warmly.
“You're going with BSmit and
Wharton and his crowd to the Lantham

Bpeedway, ain’'t you "

“That's so. But—"

“¥ou'll be having tea in Lantham
afterwards.”

Tom Redwing langhed.
gtood now. )

Billy Bunter had “"’lde“ﬂﬂ. heard
shout the outing, and this was his little
way of fishing for an invitstion.

1 ecall it dashed ungrateful 1" went
on the Owl of the Remove reproach-
fully. “ You should have insisted on my
olning in” i
1% ﬂhE, my hat!” gasped Redwing.
#You cheeky porpoise! There's nothing
doiog ¥

Rodwing started to walk away, but
Billy Bunter grabbed him by the arm.

"ﬁﬂ, he, hel” ho cackled. I kn:::w
you're only joking, of course. You 11
stand by an old pal, won't you, old
{ellow? You'll put me down for this
afterncon 1”

Redwing halted. 5 v

“You really want to be put down?

“ Naturally, old chap.”

“ Then here you arel”

Redwing suddenly grasped Bunter by
his fat shoulders and sat him down in
the quad with a bump. :

i Varooooch ! roared Bunter. “ 0wl
Oh dear! Beast! Wharrer you do that
for 1" ,

“¥ou asked to be put down, and I've
put you down,” said Redwing; and be
strolled away, lnughing. :

Billy Bunter serambled to his feeb.

At the bicycle-shed, near the gates of
the school, Redwing joined Vernon-
Smith and the Famous Five.

He undcer-

“YT'vo pumped up your back tyre,
Reddy | called out the DBounder.
«“Hallo! Here's that fat ass Bunter 1”

Tha Owl of the Remove halted at a
safe distance from the juniors and
glaredl nt them through big
apectacles. .
p'?it say, you fellows, let me go with
you iﬂﬂlﬂﬂg of that beastly anholnrﬁmp
cad Redwing! Dash it all, you can't

be seen out with enybody, you know I™

“{Oh, my hat 1”

“ Buzz off, Bunter |

“TLook hers, you fellows,” protested
Bunter, “he's only the son of a low-
Jdown longshoreman! You've got to

draw the linc somewhere, after alll Let
me come with you in his place™

“&hut up, Bunter |

“ Oh, really, you know—" i

Vernon-8mith glanced at Redwing
Ho saw that his chum was not taking
the slightest notice of the fat Re-
movite's remarks. He admired him for
his restraint. His ayes glinted. -

“You can join in with us, Fatty, if

you like, providing you kecp on the step
of my bike!”

(L1 'l_illl

“Y say, Smithy—" began Harry
Wharton

But the Bounder gestured to him,
¢ Billy Bunter beamcd, all over his fat
e
“'That's awfully decent of wou, old
follow I" he said. “J always knew you
weren't ns rotten—1 mean——"

“0Oh, come onl!” interrupted the
Boundar. " Jump on bchind 1?

E‘lutchin% Vernon - 8mith by the
shoulders, Bunter placed one foot on the
step. He hopped slong clumsily for a
pace or two on the other foot before
ging];:r:'rj drawing it up on to the step
on the other side of the wheel,

Tus Maoxer Lisrapy.—No. 1,220

“"Mind your stepl”
Cherry.

1. say, you fellows,” said Bunter, as
they passed through the gates L o
don’t think 1'll ba vory comfortable
hero I
“Good egg I”

_ “Look here, you rotters, if that's your
idea of how to treat a fellow when
you're taking him out—"

gripned Bob

1% is 1"
“Oh  crumbs!” growled DBunter,
“Bmithy, old cha £

Eum[t:_o!

The fat Bemovite's words were cut
short by Vernon-8mith riding into a
pot-hole in the Friardale Lanc. He had
agl his work cut out to kecp om theo
step.

“Ow 1" gasped Buntor. “I s-say, be
& bit more careful where you go, old
chap 17

t-hole |

Bump! Another :

“Smithy 1" panted Bunter. * Bmithy,
old fellow ! I—I wish you'd try to g}gw
those rotten pot-holes a miss! ou
had me off that time!”

Naar
“Tnd If¥ observed the Bounder
calmly.

Ve, You jolly well did!” howled
the fat junior. “And if my glasses had
been broken, you would have had to pay
for them——"

Bump! Bplash] Bump!

It was more than a pot-hola this time.
It was a pot-hole full of water, which
splashed up and soaked Bunter as far as
LE:: knees.

“0Oh ecrikey I he wailed. "My _le?;a
are sosked, and they're gething jolly
tired |” o )

“They'll be dashed tired by the time
wo got to Lantham, then !”

di Eutlr?

“¥a, ha, hal™

Billy Bunter glared at the Bounder
and at the grinning Removites with a
glare that almost cracked his spectacles.

Bump!

“Owl! Oh erikey! Oh dear!”

Perspiring freely now, Billy Bunter
gingerly edged himself back on the ste
he had zo nearly fallen off. As he di
so he shifted his grip on Smithy's
shoulders—which was precisoly what
Herbert Vernon-Smith had been wait-
mg for. ]

He gave a sudden, savage drive at
his pedals. ‘The bike shot forward in
front of the other juniors, while the Owl
of the Remove's bulky person shob off
it. He smote the hard Friardale Lane
with a mighty smite,

Biff !

“Man down!"’ chortled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!l"

The Removites slowed down and
looked behind them., They saw Billy
Bunter zitting in the middle of Friar-
dale Laneo.

“Yah ! Beasts!” he hooted. * Smithy,
vou rotter! You did that on purpose I

“JT said you could come with us to
Lantham if vou could keep on the step
of my bike!” called out the Bounder
cheerily. “Well, you've fallen off!
You can’t come. Cheeriol”

“(Good-bye, old fat man!? thouted
Bob Cherry, waving his hand.

i cdals
riar-

Tha juniors dug at their
and went speeding down the
dale Lane. Billy Bunter scrambled
awkwardly to his feet. He shook a
fat fst at the retreating forms of the
juniors, and then rolled dejectedly back
to Groyiriara.
“Well, that disposes of Bunter
Harry Wharton, with & grim.
“ Yoz, ngreed' Smithy. " And a good
riddance, too! Come on, you chaps!
It’s a fair distanes to Lantham yot."
Cyeling was pleasant on that sunny
afterncon, end the juniors kept up a

™ gaid

THE MAGNET

good average. The ride was guite un.
eventful and the juniors were soom in
the busy streets of Lantham, pulling up
outside one of the entrances to the
speedway. They hastily parked their
bikes in one of the spaces provided and
hurried towards the turnstiles,

“By Jove!” whistled the
suddenly. “Look 1"

He nodded towards o cormer of the
entrance ground, to where a shabbily-
dressed, furtive-faced man was loung-
ing against e fence.

arry Wharton’s lip curled.

“One of Joe Banks’ hangers-on, at
the Cross Keyas!” he said. I cx’pnut
Banks himself is about somewherse.’

“T'm pretty sure the rotter’s not here
for the sport!” grunted Johnny Bull,

“No doubt about that,” said Bmithy,
with @ grin. * Banks has put him here
for the bettin’ 1" X

‘he words were scarcely out of his
mouth when the juniors saw anolher
man brush againsk the lounger.

They caught a glimpse of a white slip
of paper quickly changing hands, Then
the two parted, the man going on
through the turnstile while the lounger
slovched over to the other side of the
entrance.

Pounder

“Bettin' slips!” said S8mithy laconic-
ally, and the Eemu?itas passed through

the turnstile and hurried up to the top-
most step of the ferraces.

There was already a big crowd inside.
The juniors glanced eagerly about ithem,
their eyes sparkling with anticipation.

“We've got the finishing-post pretty
near us down there,” said Wharton, in
tones of satisfaction.

“(Zood 12

Vernon-8mith, who had been looking
behind him, over the top of the bank-
ing, turned, with a grim smile,

"That chap outside is doing a pretty
good trade,” he said. *An there are
five other entrances, The fellow here

has taken six bets in the last few
minutes 1"
“My hat 1%

“J don'’t like the—" began Wharton.
B

T::];Eauddm report of a finishing-gun
¢ut short the Remove skipper’s remark.

“(ood egg!’ exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“The meeting’s open. The parade of
tha riders is the first event,”

“Coker should be in this,” said Frank
Nugent.

“8o he 18!"” shouted Wharton, above
the sudden din of starting engines,
which came f[rom a near-by paddock.
“Blue slip, you chaps!®

A ragged bunch of riders, their
enpines roaring furiously, came swerv-
ing out of the paddock. ;

There was one in & blue slip, and the
juniors quickly spotted him,

“Here he is!™ bawled Bob Cherry.
“Good old Coker! I wonder if he'll
get past the fivet bend 1™

“Ha, ha! If he's lucky!"

Al

THE THIRD CHAPIER.
Foul Riding ]

ANG! Bang! Phut-phut! Bang!
B Roar-r-r-r-r !
The goggled, muflled figures
weore fairly streaming out of the
paddock and up the siraight, in =a
ragged, uneven line.
oker had been one of the first cut
of the pnddock, but his machine petered
out as he changed gear, and rider after
rider went shooting past him,
“Hard hick, Coker!’ shouted Dob
Cherry, ns the Fifth-Former strove
desperately to shove off with his toes,
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But Coker's engine refused to fire,
and in another minuts he found himself
completely * left."

Bome of the rowdy element among the
spectators began to get a bit derisive
as he savagely dug his toes into the
cinders, f

“Bhove up, mate!™

“Why don't you get someone to push
you 2

*“Haow, haw, haw ¥

It was doubtful whether Coker hoard
these raucous comments, but he soon
seemed Lo get desperate,

Lurching off his jigger, he jammed
the throttle wide open and awhkwardly
ran the machine a few paces up the
track. . :

With a spluttering roar the engine

fired.
Clutehing the handlebars, Coker
Bump ! Splash ! The Bounder rode

into a pot-hole full of water, which

sPlashed up and socaked Bunter.

“Ow-ow ! Oh ecrikey ! wailed

the {fat junior. “My legs are
soaked I *

made a wild leap into the air fo mount
the bike, his two long legs splayed out
like compasses. Dut the mueching was
simply torn from his grasp.

Away it went, carcering ncross tho
trock, while thoe unloucky T-%nranﬂ rolled
over and over in a smother of cinders.

*Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a ripple of laughter from
the watching crowd.

Horace Uoker sat up in the middle
of the track, his blue slip knocked
crooked by s tumble, end gazed
around him.

A marshal and a first-ald man hur-
ricd forward to assist him to his feet,
while @ grinning mechanic fielded the

jigger.

Bob Cherry turned a smiling face to
his chums,

“Poor old Coker!” he chuckled.

#He hasn't started too well”

“Ha, ha! Doesn't look like it!™

Even Coker's spirits secemed to be
slightly damped, to say the least, by
such a “debacle.” He was locki
very small as he dejectedly wheeled his
bike back to the paddock.

“Well, that’s tho first part of the
ontortainment,” sald Harry Wharton.
"What's next?”

“Byent No. 2,7 rend Bob Cherry.
“The First Heat of the *Lantham
News ' Belt Race™

"Who's in it1”

“Walter Hubbard, Bill West, Art

Fisher, mand 3id Snell,” read out Bob.

“I say, isn't Snell a protty big noise
here 7

“I think ho i3, replied Wharton.
" YWhat is hiz colour ¥

“Yellow.”

“Dh, that's the fellow, down there [
A loud-speaker began to announce
the event, and informed the crowd that
Bill West was having trouble with his

machine, The announcer wished pub-
licly to express his thanks to Doy
MaocLaren for the loan of his

“By Jove!” exclaimed DBob Cherry.
“That's jolly decent of him, whoever
he is!"

“Rather ! .

Four engines woke to life as the
riders wore pushed off. The Famous

Five watchod them ns thizly turned the
last bend of the lap, on approached
the starter’s upraised flag. FPractically

dead level the four speedirons swung
towards the motionless slfnu!. Another
second and it had sliced down.

Roar-r-r-t-r !
The din of four engincs accelerating

together fairly woke the echoes as the
riders jammed open their throttles.
Four clounds of flying cinders signalled
the rounding of the Brst bend, and
they swung into tho straight oppositoe
tho. juniors, with Bid Snell only o
length behind the - white-helmeted Bill
West, who was loading.

“By Jove!" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
They're going pretty well IV
The engines’ steady roar changed to
a mora irregular mote as the riders
camo raking round the bend nearest the
Bemovites. Almost level, 8id Snell,
Bill West, and Art Fisher blazed down
the straight together, Walter Hubbard
dropping behind.

Over leant the bikes at the next
curve, the riders scrabbling at the
ground with their steel-covered toes.
Sid Bnell loocked like coming out of it

i

the leader, but Bill West took a length
off him by a slightly quicker accelera-
tion for the stroght. And by a strik-
ing burst of speed Fisher passed Bid®
Snell, and drew level with DBill West
as he thumbed his “cut-out™ for the

next bend.
“Well played, shouted the

Bounder.

The yellow Hag soon signalled the
final lap. Side by side West and Fisher
blazed towards the first bend of 1t, with
Sid - Snell in hot pursuit just over a
length behind them.

Roar-r-r-r !

Flattened slong their tanks West and
Fisher strove to pass cne another on
the straight, but, in their eagerness,
aoverlooked to %o for the best position
on the hend. by entered on it, still
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level, but both in too near towards the
safety fencing.

Their two showers of cinders mingled
-in the air as they went storming round,
Near the end of the curve Sid Snell
drew level, thanks to the inside position
which was there for him to take.

It may have been lack of foresight,
or it may have been a deliberate move
to gain a mean advantage over the two
men who were seriously challenging
him. In any case, Snell also rode in
towards the fencing, almost touching
Bill West, who, in his turn, was forced
nearer to Art Fisher. DPractically
shoulder to shoulder the three riders
came out on to the straight. Thoy
were half-way down it before Snell gave
them proper space. e edged away
nuﬂshi&;an]ily towards the other side of the
track.

West and Fisher immediately fol-
lowed his example,

But, as was to be expected of men
who hod been restrictcd against their
will, they did so too eagerly. They
swerved sharply across the track, and
had to swerve as sharply back agasin
to avoid riding on to the grass-covered
centre. By the time they had recovered
their equi{ihrium, Sid Bnell was two
lengths 1 front of them both.

“By Jove!” whistled the Bounder.

With twe lengths lead Sid Snell had
the track to himself at the final bend,
and he took it in a careful, well-regu-
lated broadside. Art Fisher came
m,n-rmin% after him, sprayed with the
cinders from Snell’s driving rear wheel.
It was the last effort of o gallant rider
but he had no time to do himself

roper justice. . Enell came out of the

nd still & length to the good, and
crouching over iiu Emndlubara,_inlg.zeé
down the straight past the winning-

Bang | _

‘The report of the finishing-gun
echoed round the Bpeedway, guickly
followed by a rolling wave o ap&ul-auaa.

“My hat!™ observed Bob Cherry.
g | ]{kﬂ the way they take _thosa
corners | Slightly differént from Coker
in the field yesterday morning.”

“Ha, ha! Yes!l"
“That fellow Snell—"  began
harton,

*“0h, you noticed it, then !” remarked
the Bounder, with a grin.

“¥es, I thought there was some-
thing fishy,” admitted the Remove
skipper,

“‘There was,” said Vernon-Smith.
“He deliberately rode close against the
other two in the last lap. And he
didn’t choose to give "em cnough room
until they were half-way down the
straight.”

[£3 l:!-

“My giddy aunt!” exclaimed Frank
Nugent. “1 dido’t think of that!”

“I don’t suppose you did,” replied
the Bounder coolly. “ An' nearly all
the crowd hero Ai'idn’t smell a rat
either, or they wouldn't have ap-
plauded the blighter so much when he
passed the winning-post [*

iF Hlm !JI

“0Of course, Snell would deny that he
did it duIiherateli if the authorities
wera to question him, or if the other
riders were to ask him what about i,
which I don't suppose either of 'em
would do. Anyhow, I've seen that
stunt done before. I went to a good
many meetin’s in_London durin' the
vac, That fellow Snell is a dirty rider
—you take it from me "

“Oh, well, he'll be bowled out
sooner or later!” remarked Eob
Cherry. " Let's see, what's the next

event?! Heat No. 2 of the *Lantham
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THE MAGNET
;ija' Belt Race! Boy MacLaren's in
1

At that moment the loud-speaker be-
gan to announce the event, and the
nemes of the riders. They were soon
pushed off on the preliminary circuit
for the fiying start, and coming swiftly
towards ’51& starter’s upraised Hag.

Roar-r-r-r |

Down slashed the Hfap, instantane-
ously followed by the-sudden thunder
of engines answering to wide open
throttles. Boy MacLarcn quickly took
the leand, but the other riders were
close to his back wheel. At the end of
the third lap MacLaren was still lead-
ing, but as he was thundering round
the first bend of the last lap he was
forced to ‘fxy for his %?enarqang in lend-
ing his ke to Bill West. ,

Some cinders must hm{:t into the
engine, then, for it b red as the
Boy opened his throttle for the straight.

In less than a minute, second and
third man had drawn level—and passed
him. The Boy was now third, and it
was the last lap of that closely fought-
out contest |

By this time the leadér had reached
the last curve. He took it at full tilt.

Over leant his bike, sending up &
thick cloud of dust from his driving
rear wheel. Kicking savagely at the
cinders with his steel-covered toe, the
rider fought to retain his balance. Bub
he fought a losing fight. TUnable to
turn his front wheel against the raking
slide of the back one, he lost his balance
and rolled over and over on to the grass-
covered centre, his machine careerung
after him.

Round thundered thes second man in
kot pursuit—and after him came Boy
MacLaren ! ]

Twenty thousand people held their
breath as the Boy hurled his bike at
that wide, curving bend. Throttle wide
open, rear wheel showering the cinders
amongst the crowd, he took it in a
slashing, blood-tingling broadside. -

Accelerating even on the bend, the
Boy took a length off his rival before
they came out on to the straight. Like
a bullet from a gun he shot deown it,
past the winning-post, amidst a rolling
wave of applause from the spectators.

“My pgiddy aunt!” gasped Bob
Cherry, turning & flushed face to his
chumns, and still clapping ‘vigorously.
“That was somethihg like !™

Wi Rﬂthﬂ!' I"
“The ratherfulness is terrifie I’*
“My hat!”  breathed Wharlon.

“That's Boy MacLaren when he gels
g, is it? We'll be secing him in tho
mal now, you chaps! What's the next
event 7
“Half a mo!"

Boh Cherey picked vwp the programme
from where he had dropped it in hia

exciternent. He burst into a shout of
langhter,
““Ha, ha! Oh erumbs!™ he roared.

Harry Wharton & Co. locked at him
questioningly.  They could sce npo
reazon whatever for marth.

“Ha, ha, ha!l” roared Bob. “Can’t
you gucsa?"

“Nol”

“"Coker " yelled Bob Cherry. “Tha

next event 15 the Noviees' Handicap,
and Coker’s in it! We're going to sce
Coker on the dirt track, you chaps!”

“Coker 1" chorused the others.

“Yes,"” said Bob Cherry, “the great
Horaca is actually in the next event
Look out for fireworks, you chaps., If
Coker doesn’t give the crowd o good
luth I'll eat my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

And at the mere thoupht the Famous

Five roared with lavghter,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Coker Cuts Up Rusty |

¢ w'LL bot two to ono in doughnuts
I that thoy handicap Coker the
most,™ said Bob Cherry, with a

grin.

“Ha, ha! No, thanks&!" :

The white-conted official wns bending
down 10 examine the last of the four
bikes in the Novices' Handicap., When
he had finished, one of the mmrshals
stepped forward,

He motioned to scratch, to first, and
to second. And he pointed out Coker a
place at the head of the line

The Famous Five chuckled,

“Told you so!" said Bob Gherrf'
turning to his four chums. *‘Poor old
Cokoy [ Eight ;rurds handicap !

**Ha, ha, ha "

Three riders quickly took up the
positions indicated to them. They did
not hesitate for a moment. But Horaco
Coker did—and for more than a
nioment. it

He twisted round in his saddle, to face
the marshal, a beefly young man.

“ Look hera!" he called out.

The Fifth-Former had a poweriul
voice, and it carried right up to where
the chums of the Remove were standing.

Tho marshal turned to look at Coker,
o trifle impatiently.

“I say, this isn't good enough, old
man " said Coker in a patronising
voice. :

“Eh? You mean you're not satisfied
with your handicap?” snapped the
marshal.

“No, I'm not!" said Coker. “Not
go much for myself, but for these three
other follows. I ought to start scratch.
Hang it all, old man, give them a sport-
ing chanca ["’

“Good gad ™

“ Ha, ha, ha "

“ Oh dear !"" chuckled Harry Wharton

breathlessly. “The one and only

Coker ! -
“"You silly wou fool | exclaimed

the marshal. “Why, you were only

allowed to ride in the novices' event by
the skin of your tecth! Look at the
show you put up in the parade!”

“What the—"" began Coker.

But the beefy youag man raised a
muscular hand in the air.

“You either get away first or you
-don’t start at all !"” he snapped, his cyes
glinting. ]

“Look hera, von erusty idiot!" pro-
tested the Fifth-Former.

“Are vou riding where I put you,”
demanded the marshal; “or are yon
dropping out altogether? Yes, or no!”

The mighty Horace glared et the
determined look on the young man's
heavy face.

But even Coker ecould sce the type

of man he had to deal with. He
ewallowed somothing in his throat.
“ All right 1" he growled. *I'll startk

where you wish

And he shoved his machine up to the
elght-yards’ mark.

The beefy voung man stepped back
and nodded to the grinning starter.

Phut — phut — phut! Pop — pop!
Lang !

The four novices were shoved off as
the flag elashed down, and they got
storted fairly soon,  An ironical cheer
from the crowd followed ITorace Coker.

The excitement of being in a real dirt-
track roce scemed ta go to the TFifth-
Former's head. He jammed opon his
throttle, Aattened aleng his
and shot towards the first
“a lo" Doy MacLaren.

Roar-r-r-r-r-r-r !
A reckless ass like Coker

end, quite

might

manage to approach a bend as fast as a
professional rider. But when it came to
rounding it—that was a horse of another
calaur.

His left leg slithered wildly among
the cinders as ho entered on the curve,
and his back whecl described a ragged
gemicircle,

Then Coker came down !
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rol-tank, ”

Tha chums of the Remove ecraned
forward to wateh their egregious school-
follow. : ;

They saw him skidding along on his
face and knees in the middle of the
track, while his bike finished up at the
fence.

By this time, Coker's competitors had
reachod the bend, and practically
dead-level, were ruundingh it 1n protty
good style, With thres bikes bearing
down on him abreast, the outloock for
Forace Coker looked rather unsettled,
so to speak!

qtill on kis hands and knees, lLeg
hastily made . bLee-line for the grass,
while the other riders swept past him.
MNeodless to say, he did not gain any-
thing in diguity by such a method of
rotreat. Coker, trying fo move quickly
on all fours, bore a rather too striking
resemblance to & well-known beast of
burden.

“Ha, ha, ho "

The Famous Five exchanged
plances, It was quite what the
cxpected of Coker on the dirt track !

But the Iifth-Former was not fo
bo put off by ono spill. As spon oz his
competitors were past, he was on his
fect and ficlding his trusty jigger.

Fool's luck scemed to come to him for
once. His machine fired after o brief
ehove-off with his toos.

rinning
had

Roar-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-rl

He blazed down the full-length
straight in & wild effort to make up the
two-thirds of a lap ho had lost. But
even the impetuous Horace restrained
himself at the sccond curve. He throt-
tled down for it, his cngine backfiring
furiously.

Bang |
Bangkil
Coker approached the second bend at
about o quarter of the speed he had
cssaved the first.

But he had simply a terrific struggle
to retain his balance.

] switched round

His back wheel
viciously, kicking up a cloud of dusty
Straining at his handlebars,

Baog! Wheee-egceceal

cinders.
and driving savagely at the ground with
his steel-covered toe, Horace Coker just
managed to keep on—but only just!

Hc finished up his raking slide, still
on the jigger, perhaps, but directly
facing the dircction whence he had
come [

Then his engine asserted itself, and
Horace Coker went swerving back
round the same bend once more! '

*Ha, ha, ha ™

A perfeet howl of laughter went up
from the crowded stands.

Then he suddenly realised he was
going in the wrong direction and
heaved his machine round, the engine
blazing away in neutral. He let in
hiz clutch too soon and bumped into the
safety fencing, which very promptly
bumped him back again.

But Horace Coker's bike was now
facing the right direction, and Horace
Coker let her rip!

He blazed down the straight in a
cloud of dust, and ringing laughter
went after him.

The yellow flag signalled the last lap,
with Coker still very much behind the
other entrants.

“Come on, Coker!” welled Bob
Cherry. “You've got o kick left

“Ha, ha, ha "

At the last bend but one, the third
man, already separated from the =econd
by ha:lf a dozen lengths, slithered over
on his side. He was up and had
restarted, though, very quickly.

But Coker was only about two yards
hehind him as they shot away together
down the last full-length straight!

Roar-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r |

At that very moment. the winner of
the event passed the post, with tho
second man in pressing attendance,

The burst of applause which grected
them, however, was continued as the
laughing spectators saw what a close
fight third man was having with the
egregions Colier,

“MMy hat!" chuckled Wharton, “1
wonder if Coker'll escape the booby
prize I

“"Ha, ha! He might !

The tail, so to speak, of the Noviees'
Handicap fairly hurled itself at the last
bend, obvionsly forgetting, in its excite-
ment, what little knowledse of dirt-track
riding it posscased. '

Third man had still a clear lead of
two yards, when he entered on it. But
in view of the speed at which he took
the curve, he did very well to keep his
balance for two seconds.

Over he rolled in a cloud of gritty
cindars, and, prosing close, Horace
Coker rolled over him.

“Ha, ha, hal®

Bang |

The beefy vounp man let off the
finigshing-gun at that.

He, apparently, had had his fill of the
Novices' Handicap, and did not think
it necessary for Coker and third man to
prolong the agony, as it were. any more.

Tyg BIAGKEP LABRARY.—No., 1,220,
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“1 hope Coker isn't hurt 1" remarked
Wharton, a trifle anxiously.

“And the other chap, as well I¥

Any doubts on that score, however,
were very quickly set at rest. The two
of them were soon on their feet,

For » moment tga Fifth-Former
locked at his fellow rider.

“Vou clumsy idiot " he bawled sud-
denly. ‘*What d'you want to make me
crash for? Why the merry dickens did
you get in my way I

“Th? What's bitin® you?" i

Horace Coker's bollow earried easily
right up to where Harry Wharton & Co.
weore standing. Some hundreds of people
must have clearlv heard this noisy and
surprising outburst. = The :'I‘llﬁ!ﬂ-}i"
Horace's voice was decidedly of the kind
that fairly demanded to be heard.

“W-what the thump—"" began Harry
Wharton.

“You howling idiot! You footlin
chump I'* roared Coker, udva.nﬁmg with
his handa up. * You—you

Words seemed to fail the furious
Greyfrinss jumor. He made a rush at

the astounded noviece.
The unlucky fellow was too utterly
taken by surprise to have a chance of

defending himself.

1

One of Horace's large fists, in its out-
size in gauntlets, caught him full on the
jaw — and the third
man went down as if
he had been poleaxed !

struggling furiously, but in vain, his
crash helmot knogked on one side.

By this timo another marshal had
secured Coker's oppenent and, panting

and gasping, the two of them were
drnﬁeg apark. )
. me gerrat him!" howled the

third man, plunging and kicking to {reo
himself.

“You wait, you rotters!” roared
Horace Cokor, apparently addressing
both his fellow-novice and the beely
young man.

“Who—why—what the deuce are you
iwo playing at?™ bellowed the latter,
He turned to Coker. “I'll bet you
started all this dashed hooliganism!

“¥Yus! The blue bloke started it!™
called out a raucous voice, “ Assoon as
they got up after crashin’, e just made a
rush at the other chap and knocked "im
darn !

“That's right, guv'nor

“You hear that, you puppy!"” roared
the beefy young man. “You started
this dashed row for no reason whatever,

didn’t you?”

" I—l—was only sticking up for my
dashed rights in going for him |™ panted
Coker wildly,

L[] E‘h ?I#
“That fellow crashed first and pre-
E?:-T:Hd me winning the race ! spluttered
er.
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Eullingl off his gauntlet, Coker dubiously
¢ld his hand out to the other.
h_Fﬂr a moment the novice looked at

111,

But it was soon evident that he was
made of the right stuff. For, with a
good-natured grin, he stepped forward
toa grip the Fifth-Former's hand in his
WL,

“0Oh, it's quite O.K., old sport!” he
sald gonially.

"Gpnﬂ man!” bawled Bob Cherry,
clapping vigorously.

And, under the sxuborant Bob's lead,
there was a round of applause from the
uttuné,imly watching and listening
COOWA,

“Well, that's that!” remarked HHarry
Wharton. " Next event's a match race
between last scason’s riders of the Lan.
tham Speedway "

“Good eggl™

“8id Bnell, Tom Hunter, and Ron
Bishop are in it,” continued the Hemove
shpgmn *1 wonder what sort of riding
we'll see now——"

Roar-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r!

The riders swung into the full-len
straight of the course for tho fAyving
start, and levelled up into an even line
as they camo swiftly towards the starter.
Then down slashed the flag, and the
thunder of accelerating engines burst
out once again.

Roar-r-r-r-r-r-r-r!

Showors of cinders
loomed up at the first
bend as the riders went

THE FIFTH CHAPTER. ; 7 : raking round and lost
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ﬁtraiiht.
Ron Bishop had taken
the lead, and, flattened
along his tank, tore
towards the next curve.

“That chap's acceler-

ardinary outburst,

The chums of the Re-
move ware flabber- ;
gasted. They fairly blinked at each
other in utter bewilderment.

“(3-great Scott " stuttered Wharton.

“Ya gods |* gasped Johnny Bull.

“M-my only hat!” ejaculated Frank
Nugzent,

“ He's eracked 1" shouted Bob Cherry.

“The ecrackedfulness is torrific!” ex-
claimed Hurree Jomset Ram Singh
blankly.

The first one to recover himself was
Coker’s fellow-novice. Sorambling to
his feet, ho went for the mighty Horace
like a tiger, and the Fifth-Formor
recled away under his savage attack.

As it happened, the beefy voung mar-
shal, and his fellows in authority, had
migsed the first part of this unofficial en-
tertainment. But it wag not very long
before it caught their attention,

They very promptly decided to inter-
vene. 1hne beely young iman, and
several other marshals, sprinted towards
the scene of the combat. They ap-
parcntly felt their presence was needed.

Horace Coker quickly recovered from
the other's furious onslaught. And by
the time the suthorities arrived on the
sceney, ho and his fellow-novice were
going at 1t hammer and tongs, in a
cloud of dust kicked up by their tram-
pling feet.

The beefy vounz man singled out
Coker for his special attention! Knock-
ing up his driving arms, he grasped
both of the mighty Horace's wrists in
a grip of iron, and with a powerful
jerk swung him to his knees: on the
cinders.

#Legro, you rotier!” bawled Coker,

49999 399594399V AV AUV N

The beofy voung man's heavy face
turned nearly purple.

“You silly, bumptious, swelled-
headed young cub ! he roared. “D’'you
rcalise what you're saying? You—you
talk of being prevented from—from
winning "

“Yes, I jolly well do!*

“G-good gad! You—you pin-headed
cuckoo! You and this other fellow were
nearly & lap behind when the first and

socond finished 1™

“Eh!™ gasped Coker.

“It's quite right, you dangerous
maniaa!™ shouted the IFifth-Former's

compatitor,

Coker’s jaw dropped.

He blinked at his fellow-rider, at the
beefy young man, at the other marshals,
and at the laughing ecrowd of people
near by.

“"DFyou mean to say we wercen't the
leaders when we crashed ! ho cjacu-
lated, gazing round him blankly.

"Of coursa not, you—you—->="

“Ha, ha, hal"

Tha chums of the Remove, and the
erowd on the banking were almost
helpless with lavghter, as were the pro-
feesional riders who had turned out of
the paddock when the row started. The
group of marshals were all chuckling
noisily. Even tho beefy one's heavy
features were now twitching a little.

"I—1 eay,” exclaimed Coker to his
late opponent, in great concern. “I've
mado a jolly gilly mistake! I'm awfully
sorry, old man! I hope—I hope you
don’t bear me any ill-will!”  And,

ation 18 pretty good,™
remarked the Bounder,
watehing him keenly.

He came broadsiding round the next
bend, right in the middle of the track.
The juniors watched him until he was
charging down the straight, and then
turned to see how the other two were
getting on,

Snell and Hunter were almost dead
lavel as they rounded the bend, and, still
together, they blazed down the straight
after Bishop. The riders swept past
the juniors again and into the zecond
lap, still in the same positions, Ron
Bishop riding hard, though carefully,
confident in %lia lead, while Snell and
Hunter kept level, always within & few
yvards of each other.

Their cngines’ steady roar changed to
a more irregular note as they took the
first bend of the third lap. 'The
Removites could not see properly, but
Ricd Snell scomed to handle his bike
very boadly on the bend; for Hunter
charged into  the st!-n:giﬂ; two clear
!cngﬁ:s in front of him.

“Go it, Snell!” eame o shout from
behind the Greyiriars pacty.

“He must be a bit off form—m—"
began Dob Cherry.

Ho broke off as Snecll canght up to
Hunter at the end of the straight.
Level -once more, the iwo riders come
raking round. But for o second time
#nell lost distance on the bend, Hunter
coming out of it with two Iengﬁm’ load.

But 8nell ngain drew level and passed
Tom Hunter on the last full length
straight, to the accompaniment of a
storm of cheering; for the crowd appre-
ciated his plucky effort to catch Bishep,
apd it swelled to a steady roar as he
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Taken by surprise, the astounded mﬁq}ﬁ
1

had no chance of defending himself,
One of Coker’s large fists caught

full on the jaw, and he went down as if

poleaxed.

came raking round the bend, gradually
getting nearer to the leader.

The engines' harsh, irregular note
changed to a shrill, rising drone as the
riders swung their machines out of the
broadside and jammed their throitles
simultaneously open. Like bullets from
a gun, they shot towards the winning-
post,

“0Oh crikey !

“Will he—"

As they flashed post the EBemovites
Snell's front wheel was dead level with
Bishep's rear one, and they wore forty
yards from the finish, The yelling of
the spectators now completely drowned
the din of the furiously driven engines.

Bang!

It was the report of the finishing-gun.
The race was over,

“Who woni"” demanded Bob Cherry.

“T couldn't sea!” roplied Wharton
tensely. “Nobody eould from here,
But it'll be announced in a jiffy.”

“I'm pretty certain there wasn't much
to choose——" began Johnny Bull.

“Result of the Last Bcason's Riders'
Fyent ' interrupted the lcud-speaker.
** First, Ron DBishop, winner by eighteen
inches, Time—=%

The announcer was interrupted by
another wave of shouting from the
.E!',H;"ll::l.-lfil.f.i.';IZI:‘E1

“Fifteen minutes ioterval mnow!"
bowled Wharton, finding diffieulty in
making himself heard above the noise.
“What about geoing down to the re-
freshment buffet for a glass of pop and
a bun before the crush comes?”

“Ciood idea |

“Come on, then

And the Greyfriars parly threaded

‘!JI

him

- .r:;?;fﬂrﬁ:miﬁ-;f,w{ R efffw
L R & " Tagd L

their way along the packed terraces
towards the refreshment bulfet,

L * n L

"W here's Smithy "

Tom Redwing asked that question
as the Hemovites sat down round a little
table in o corncr.

Harry Wharton glanced round the
room.

“Cuan’t see him 1

“Bmithy |  Smithy !” called out Bob
Cherry. “Bhow a legl We're waiting
for you I

But Herbert . Vernon-8mith was no-
whera to be scen. E

“0Oh, he'll lurn up!™ said Wharton
ob length, shrugging his shoulders.

“Ginger-beer and buns, please, miss,”
he went on, turning to the waitress,

“Well, not a bad afterncon, chaps™
romarked Tom Redwing. “I hope
you're enjoying it as much as I am,”

“We i1s—we arc ¥

The juniors chatted about the racing
as they drank ginger-pop and ate buns.
Fully five minutes went by belora
Vernon-Smith put in an appearance,
howaover.

“ Hallo,
Tom Redwing, as he entered.
cgg ! ;

“Where have yon been wandering to,
my infant?"” asked Bob Cherry, as the
Founder sat down with the rest of the
juniors.

“Dh, just havin' a look round,” was
the corcless reply. “Strollin® about an’
keopin’ my eyes open.”

“Who's going to win the * Lantham
Hi]zws’ Beli‘:l'i’” ﬂﬂkﬂdIFrﬂnl; Nugent, after
a long pull at his glass of ginger-pop.

“ Boy MacL

here's Smithy 1"  exclaimed
“Good

aren,” said Bob Cherry.

’I _-,.rl:.'i_-pl!',, .‘-.ij"l
il

iy Bie :I-rrf F'.i' ]

-

’

L I think Sid Snell
standz a jol good chanco 1f he can
get bauk] to hizg old form a bit"
remarked Frank Nugent.

b Bishop ought to be well in the
running,” put in Johnny Bull. “He
put up a fine display in the last event.”

“¥es, that's true.”

“I'll tell you & chap who'd sweep the
lot of 'em before him, only he hasn't
cntered for this particular race,” said
Bob Cherry.

i ‘"Thn?“

“Coker,” grinned DBol.

“Ha, ha, hal"

" Oh, hat 1

The juniors chuckled luudl{.

“1 sup the struggle will really be
hetween ﬁauLuren. Snell, and Bishop,*
said Harry Wharton. “By the way,
whe's the fourth man in the final 7%

Bob Cherry pulled the programme
out of his pocket.

“Chap named Forbes,” he said.

“Oh, I remember! He won one of
the earlier heats, didn't he? DBut I
qlzlqn't" recollect anything particular about

1T,

“What do you think, Smithy " asked
Tom WIng. .

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“Wouldn't like to say, myself,” he
gaid. “But the bookies oulside are
givin' the shortest odds on MacLaren,
anr: ]?‘}ﬁ next shortest on Ron Bishop,'

“The bookics?”
Wharton,

Smithy chuckled. ]

“You saw Joa Banks' crony hangin'’
about ouiside the entrance, didn't you?
Woell, there are five other éntrances to

Tug MagNET LIBRARY.—No. 1,220,
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this s ae::lwag.lan‘ those chaps are at
, doi

all of 'em n' a pretty good trade,
too. Joe DBanks himself is at an
entrance on the other side. Directin’

aoperations, 1 suppose.”

" Phew !” whistled Bob Cherry.

“Great Scots |” "

"Iz that what you've boen finding out
while vou were away from uws?" asked
Harry Wharton,

"I.t- i-E [+

"You've " been
Fﬂls?l?

“¥oz, if you don't mind.”

“Wall, I think you'd have been much
better occupied i{} ou had staycd with
us,” said Harry bluntly. -

The Bounder grinned.

“0Oh, all right, old bean! Don’t get
worried,” he replied airily. * I
knocked aeross some other interestin’
things, apart from what I've just told

ow.”2

talking to Danks'

“What were they?” ]

“YI'm pretty sure that Sid Snell is in
leagun with the bookmakers.”

“Ehi”

“Binithy ! ejaculated Tom Redwing.
“What do you mean '

The Removites were looking startled
now. They stared at the DBounder.
He chuckled sardenically.

“1 mean exactly what I say,” he
roplied.  “You remember the fivst heat
of the ‘Lantham News' DBelt race?
3:153% won 1t, didn't he?2

LA

“As I told vou fellows at the time,
he won it by shovin' West an® Fisher
up against the safety 'fencin’ at the
curve, s0 that they wobbled about an'
lost distance when he gave ‘em room,
Snell went all out to win that race, by
foir means or foul. An' he won it by
foul I2

“1 don't see how that proves any-
thing,” grunted Johnny Bull.

“1 know it doesn't prove nn;,rr;hin' by
itself,” said Bmithy calmly. * But fot's
consider the race between last scason's
riders! Tho ono just before the
interval.”

“Well 2V

“Bnell lost it deliberately, in my
opinion, by easing up on the bends,
thongh the crow tphnught- he was
making a plucky effort to overtake
Bishop. Doesn’t that strike you as
bein’ fishy? A man who is so absolutely
all out to win one rece isn't so keen on
winnin® another,”

llH!mIJJ

Vernon-Smith paused. He saw that
tht juniors were following hig line of
reasoning. He continued:

“1 went round to the bookies just
now, got inte conversation with “em.
In the first race they had been givin®
the shortest odds on Fisher, an® the next
shortest on West. Those two were first
an' second favourites. But Snell won.
The bookics raked in the giddy
ghekels !

“0!1 EIJ_

“In the other race,"” went on SBmithy,
“Snell was favourite. But he lost. Joa
Banks an’ his crowd make money again.”

“Phow *'

“In the first raco he went all out
to win. In the other he went all out to
loga 1"

“"How d'you mean, he went all ount
to lose?'’

“Yon admit that the bends are the
only places where you can't tell whother
a man is ridin’ all out or noti" de-
mﬁnﬂednﬁmilh:.r.

[ £ :
“Well, didn't Snell drop behind on
the bends?l
(L8 ﬂh 3!1
The juniors were silent,
Tag AMrgrer Lisrary.—No. 1,220,
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- THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Proves Right ]

HEY remembered the Last
Scazon’s Riders’ event perfectly.
As Smithy had said, it was on
the bends where Sid Snell had
lost distance.

“But he jolly ncarly beat Bi.ﬂimg,, ou
know,” 'said Igrub Cherry. * Loo gmw
close a finish it was "

- YOf course it was a close finish,”
replied the Bounder, " Snell i3 as good

- a rider as Bishop, an' a better ono than

Hunter. He meant to lose the race,
but he didn't want to make it too
obvious. He rode his best in the last
part of the last lap; that's why he
managed to cateh up to Bishop, almost.
%ﬁf he was clever enough not to overda
1

“Qh ¥ ;

“The fellow goes all gut to win when
the bookies want him to win, an' goes
all out to loso when they want him to
lose,” said the Bounder evenly., * D'you
think he is so accommeodatin' for
nothin' #*

“M-my hat!"

“Fine game !” prunted Johnny Bull.

“Of course it's a fine game—from
Snecll's an’ the bookics' point of view,”
chuckled Smathy. -

“But wouldn't the authoritics tumble
to his little tricks?" asked Harry

~ Wharton.

“Or wouldn’t the backers smell a
rat§'’

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“The bookies aren’t allowed inside
the speedway,” he said; “go, officially,
the authorities here don’t know of 'om.
Anyhow, you can be sure that Snell
an’ his confederates don’t always let
things look so obvious s they looked to-
day. An', after all, the backers are
nni; a small part of those who come

here.*

“¥Yes, that's true—=2

Clang, clang, clang !
" Haﬁﬂ-, hallo, halla!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “There’s the bell for the end

of the interval. Come on, you chaps!”

In a thoughtful mood the juniors
quitted the refreshment-room and went
back to their places on the terraces.

Thoy watched the four competitors
in the final of the “Lantham News™
Belt Race as they went round the pre-
liminary circuit of the course.

“MacLaren is the favourite,” said
Sinithy, with o grin. “ 8o you can
sure that Snell will be ridin' like the
dickens, all out to win. If you have
tears prepare to shed 'em now. No
more of the sportin’, unsellish display
which we saw in the last event.” And
he chuckled "Joudly.

The riders reached the last bend of
the preliminary lap. There was a hush
over the crowded stands as they swept
along in perfect line to the starting-
point, : :

Their engines’ throbbing drone
swelled in volume as they drew nearer
—to burst out into o deafening roar
when the fag slashed down. In another
second the leather-clad, helmeted figures
had reached the first bend. They went
raking round, and jammed their
throttles simultaneously open for the
straight.

Snell and Dishop blazed down it neck-
and-neck together, one length in front
of Boy MacLaren and two in front of
Forbes, Still  level, tha leaders
thumbed their cut-guts for the next
bend, and came storming round.

Boy MacLaren entered on the bend
when Bnell and Bishop were half-way
round, and he took it in a2 smashing,
blood-tingling broadside. Bike leaning

-8nell comin’ round the ben

Ete:é]] over, padded left knce and steel-
sh E'u-ut serabbling: among tho cinders,
he quickly "overhauled tho leaders, in
spite of his cutside position. A roar
went up from the spectators, o roar of
apgntanmua appreciation for o galland
FIoier.

“By Jove!" whistled DBob
“That’s the good

umne

Cherry.
g, my DbDippins, thea
tﬁnuds. as Fishy would sayl!
'Nl tell the world !

“Ha, ha! Rather!"

E_vrm]f and MacLaren were the first to
swing their machines out of the broad-
side. They stormec down the straight
past the Removites, and with a rush and
?hma.r. Bishop and Forbes stormed after

eIm.

3till level, the leadors took the next
bend. 8nell had the inside position, but
tho Boy seemed to go much nearer the
safety fencing tham was necessary, He
came out of the bend o length behind,

“Oh, my hat!" cxelaimed Bob
Cherry. “ What on earth’s the matter
with him 1"

“Can't' you see?” exclaimed Smithy
derisively. "I told you! ESnell's out to
win, an' he doesn't care twopence how
ha does it 1"

ii"‘th_il

“Look !” interrupted Smithy. * Wateh
near us,
then vou’ll sea (™

The juniors did as thoy were advised.
They gasped as Snell and the Boy camae
raking round the bend, By a stroke of
luck 8id Snell had won tho inside
position carly in the event; and he was
cxploiting it to his own fullest
advantage. He was hugging the udga
of the grass now, and at tho curves he
sent his back wheel out in great swing-
g slides,

o avoid collision the Bov was forced
to keep well away from him, right in
the middle of the track—precisely what
Sid 8nell wosz atming at !

“By Jovo!” breathod Harry Wharton
tensely. “ What a Jow-down game I**

“ Some :ﬁmrtsmnn, Sncll " grunted
Johnny Bull,

The race now settled down to a closely
fought-out battle between Snell and Boy
MacLaren, the former bent solely on
using hiz position to its utmost, the
latter fighting superbly to discount it.

It was not until the beginning of the
third lap that Boy Maniamn showed
his splendid mastery of racing on the
cindors,

He took the next bend in such a
smashing, blood-tingling broadside that
Soell led at the beginning of the
straight by barely Iml? a length, At
the end of the next curve the
barely a foot behind his rival

“MacLarten’s already got him beaten
on the straight, an’ he looks like beatin
him on the bends!" said Bmithy, with
a grin. “ It secms as though old Banks
won't make so much over this event [™

The twenty-five thousand spectators
soon began to think the same as Vernon-
Smith. The roars of applausa for the
Boy quickly drowned the thunder of
madly driven engines.

The sudden hush, as the riders hurled
their bikes at the first bend of the last
lap, was almost uncanny in its sudden-
nesa, But the roar of cheering went up
once more when the crowd saw that Doy
MacLaren came out on the straight
dead level with Sid Snell!

Every single person in that vast
assembly held their breath as the two
apecdirons wont storming into the last
bend of the last lap. E:ﬁlaust spouting
flame, machine bucking and kicking like
a wild animal, Boy MacLaren took thab

(Continued on page 12.)
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THIS WEEK * Old Cricketer” lets you into a few secrets
concerning ALAN PEACH, a “live wire” of the Surrey C.C.

Smile that Won't Come OIF!

Y first mecting with Alan Peach was, 1n s way,
M romantic.
One very dack night in October, 1901, I was
out with a ﬁart_-,r of garmckeepers and fellow-
guests of Lord Cornwallis, down at his place in Kent. We
were trying to catch poachers. TFor what seemed an infer-
minable period we crouched in the undergrowth. The night
was by no means cold, yet as.we waited for things to happen
I began to shiver and was on the point of giving up the
game when suddenly the neighbourhood was in a commotion.
A boy's vell started if, then there bolted thres hulking
pmhe:aé who ran across a small clearing where the moon
shone. Shots were fired, dogs barked, we all shouted, and
then o small boy of about ten or eleven years of age, whom
I had collared, looked up at me with a grin, which, by
the way, has now become famous, and said: “It's all right.
You can let me go. It was I who gave the alarm! Pleaso
lat me slide off home! I''m supposed to be in bed, and
my father mustn't know I am here I
“Who are voul" I asked.

“Alan Peach!" replied the yvoungster. And I let him go
because I knew he must be o small son of the head keeper.

The following summer I came across the boy p]ayinﬁ
cricket with some of his schoolfellows. He was wort
walching, and after I had scen him throw the wicket down
from a distance of about forly yards, I went up and asked
Lim if he remembered me.

“Vez,” he replied. “VYou're the gentleman who helped
to hunt the poachers.” And then he proceeded to tell me
that while we were all crouching in the darkness he saw
something move, and, having a big stone in his hand, he
had let Hy and hit the poacher on the head. " When I
velled 1t must have been * How's that?' " he said, -with
that wonderful smile of his.

“Little Tich."

HAT smile has probably made Peach one of the

i most popular ericketers in England ; indeed, I have

compared notes with other batsmen, and we have
agrecd that he is the one bowler to whom one never
seems to mind sacrificing one's wicket. -

The next time I saw young Peach was in the summer of
1906, when he was in his sixteenth year. I had ?'c:-_ne down
to the Tonbridge Cricket Nursery to see my old friend, the
iate Tom Pawley, and 1 found him watching the youngsters
at practice. A short, stout lad was batting, and was deing
his best to hit tho cover off the ball. I suppose I locked in &
questioning manncr, for the boy grinned in reply, and 1
Lknew it was Alan Peachi:

“YVau've got a promising young ericketer there!™ said T
ta Pawley.

“If you can put three or four inches on his stature, he'll
probably make ono of the best in England,” remarked
my companion, “but at the present moment he is what
Trank Wonlley nicknamed him, * Little Tich *—and won't be
ruch wood as a cricketer. He's loo small 1"

And that was as far ags Peach got in Kont, where ho
was born. After two months in the Nursery he packed his
Lag and went back to pamekeeping. T saw him soon after
ke left Tonbridge and offcred my sympathy.

~ “What for, sir?"” he asked, with & grin. Without wait-
ing for & reply ho went on: “If I had good enough
to play os & professional I'd have worked in my spare
time, 20 perhaps it’s easier as it is.” And right up to to-day
;@inn Peach works in, what he is pleased to call his “spare
imp."” -

A Sound Worker!

N 1910 and 1811 Peach was employed near Godstone, in
Burrey, where he got quite & lot of local ericket. It
was not long before the enthusiasts in the neighbour-
hood got to know of his prowess, and both batsmen

and bowlers in the village teams against whom he played
began to fear him. Ho had & nasty habit of scoring 50
and 60 in half an hour, and his bowling often caused bruises.
~ He tells many interesting stories of willage cricket,
mecluding one about an old umpire who had given sight
men “out * when they were “mnot out.”" At the conclusion
of the match and when nearly everybody had left the
ground the caplain of the side who hudv employed the
unfair umpire, went up to him and said: I gay, Smith,
your decisions to-day were pretty bad, weren't they?
However, we won, and here's an extra hslf-a-ecrown. Don't
fail to turn up next week, we're playing against an extra
strong side !

Mr. H. D. (. Leveson Gower, the old Burrey captain,
who lived in the distriot of Godstone, soon heard of Alan
Peach's string of successes, and so he invited the young
gamekeeper to play for his side against Caterham Barracks,
This was late in the summer of 1911, and when the pame was
%m:i Alan was asked if he'd like to have a trial at the

il

Then came the turning-peint of Peach’s career., Hbe
played for the Young Professionals against Young
Amateurs, got two wickets and scored 7 and 62 not out,
“E“:IIQ Igaa asked to join the ground staff for the season
G 5 .

He did very little up to the poriod of the Great War,
but' in 1819, when county cricket was resumed, he was
drafted into the Surrey cleven, and has since been one
of the match-winning factors of the tcam.

Alan Peach's biggest score was 200 (nob out) against
North Hantz in 1920, and his best bowling performanco
was soven wickets for 15 runs against Gloucestershire in
1922, I was present on both occasions, and when I con-

ratulated him he merely grinned snd said: “Thank you;

ut luck was on my side.”

Pcach's value to his side does not merely consist of fine
individunl performances. Ho 15 a Enl.tn‘:T worker every
moment that he spends on the field. He smiles at adversity,
he puts fresh hoart into the other players when things are
going wrong, and in his own quiet and good-humoured way
‘gingers up ¥ the others when they begin to show evidence
of fatigue. ; :

“I think I've strained my back,” said a bowler to him
on ono oocasion. “ Sure it isn't your heart?’ asked Alan,
with a smila. The bowler looked at him inguiringly, “Geb
to it, old boy!"" said Alan. "Bowl at the stumps!” And,
strango to relate, the other fellow got a wicket—clean
bowled—in the next over. : ;

. ‘m‘:’::-l:i:d that thore were more first-class cricketers like Alan

LEFL L
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SPEEDWAY COKER!
(Continued from page 10.)
last curve in a mighty, darodevil broad-

side. )
The cloud of flying cinders went

rattling over the spectators at the
funcing. The two riders swung their
]iig'gurs level. Doy MacLaren led by a
epgth |

un, Hattened

Liko a bullet from a
towards the

nlong his tank, he hurtl
winning-post !

Bang ! o

It was the report of the finishing-gun.
The raco was over. Boy MacLaven had
won by a length and a half. .

Roar after roar of frantic chwrmg
swept over the crowded stands an
terraccs, Hats and caps were flung into
tho air by the throngs of shouting
people, and the thunders of applause
swelled louder as Boy MacLaren came
riding round the track, the glittering
* Lantham News ' Belt fastened about
his waist.

But there was one person who showed
not the slightest sign of joining in that
richly deserved acclamation.

From the entrance to the riders’ pad-
dock Sid Snell watched the {:hmrlng
crowda and the trivmphant rider; an
he watched with a bitter snecr on his
face and & malevolent glitter in his eyes.
Ho did not sce Boy MacLaren as the
victor of a hard-fought struggle, but as
the interloper between him and the
Lanthom crowd, and the spoiler of a
shady arrangement with Mr. Joseph
Banks of the Cross Keys.

TBE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Not According to Plan [

W wr T'S rotten !' said Joe Banks, chew-

I ing tho end of his fat cigar.

“Rotten ain’t the word for
it 1" growled Sid Snell.

The meeting at the Lantham Speed-
way hod finished nearly half an hour
ago. Bid Snell and the rascally book-
maker were lounging together by a stile
in a quiet part of the Lantham road, a
few miles from the market town.

The two of them were deep 1n con-
versation.

Vernon-8Smith, of the Greyfriars
Remove, had made a shrewd guess
about an arrangement which existed be-
tween them. And the Bounder had
guessed right in every detail.

As one of the best riders at Lantham,
8id Snell was often in a position to
arrenge the results of races—winning ov
loging according how it suited Mr.
Banks in his eapacity of unofficial book-
maker to the track. In return, Snell
received a share in the profits.

For some time now this shady scheme
had been working quite successfully.
Banks and Snell had felt thecir way
earefully, and were cunning enough not.
to always let things appear too obvious.

But the takings for that particular
afternoon, which they had just finished
reckoning up, were far from satis-
factary.

Joc Banks blew out a cloud of acrid
smokae.

“¥ou won vour first "eat, an’ you lost
the Last Season's Riders' event, as
arranged,”” he said; "but neither o
thosa didn't take the hackers' faney.
Thore wasn't much doin’ in them, Sid !™

8id Snell grunted.

“But the race where we should 'ave
made the «cash,” continued PBanks
gloomily—* that went all wrong! The
backers put the money up all right!.

Tee Maigxer Liraki.—No. 1,220.

But the wrong bloke won the bloomin®
thing "

With his hands driven deep in his
pockcts, 8id Bnell kicked savagely at
the ground with the toe of his boot. But
he did not speak. He was still bitter
over his defeat.

“0Of course,” went on Banks, “we can
%’0 on as we're goin' on now, an' ‘o
or the best. But I don't think we'll
maks anythin' worth mentionin' out of
it. In fact, I'm sure we won't. That
fcllow arcn’s taken the fancy of
the crowd. Tho Bpeedway bosses’ll keep
im on. No doubt about that. With 'im
a member of our little partnership, we'd
'ave & lot more control than we "ad
before. We'd make more money. Deon't
you think so 1"

i Pl‘rrnps l”

“YWell, wot about soundin® 'im at the
firat chanee? 'E'll see which way 'is
bread’s buttercd, The feller’ll jump at
the offer. ! you an’ me'll make a
darn sight meore moncy than we wero
makin' i:}fum 'e came along.”

; “]Wa might,” admitted Sncll grudg-
ingly.

“Might 1™ exelaimed MAr. Banks
heartily. “I don't think there’s much

‘might’ about it. Wo will, 8id, old
man. Do you agree to soundin’ 'im at
the first u:wx:rh;mt-y T

Bid Snell hesitated. He swallowed o
lump in his throat. Having a hated
rival in the partnership went against the
grain, but he nodded.

““All right 1” he said.

"Good man!” exclaimed Joe Banks.
@ That's wot I like to sec! A real sport
you arel Bhake!”

The precious pair shook hands.

“P'raps we'd better be gottin' back
to Lantham," said the bookmaker, glanc-
ing round at the slowly thickening
twilight, " Lot's get a move on 17

They walked down the Lantham Road.

As they proceeded, Joo Banks talked
glowingly. He dwelt on and expanded
on the rosy prospects in front of them
with Boy MacLaren as s third member
of their rascally partnership. At the
end of ten minutes Bid _Em:::lfl was quita
won over. The glowing visions of
opulence which were painted for him
acted as a perfect salve to his wounded
vanity and conceit. Very soon he was
as enthusiastic as Joe Banks himself.

'Illimy turned o bend in the Lantham
road.

“Alle I* cjaculated the bookmaker
suddenly. "Look 1"

Sid 8nell glunced up the road.

“ MacLaren I he gasped.

Boy MacLarcn was striding towards
them, swinging along the road with easy,
athletic grace, apparently taking exer-
cisa in the cool evening aar. The
rascally pair stared at him and at each
other.,

“Wot luck I gaid Banks delightedly.
“Now's tha time! Strike while the
iron's ‘ot 1"

The Boy came up to them,

T lvenin' 1Y said Mr. DBanks affably.
" Nica avenin’ for a stroll |V

Boy MacLaren halted.

“'Evening 1" he replied,
enongh.

He had a sunburnt, square-jawed faece,
He looked at the pair with his steel-blue
eyes, and 3id Snell shifted unecomfort-
ably, He did not vet know what lus
follow-rider might have to say about his
tactics in the final of the “Lantham
Newsz ” Belt Raco.

"“&8id an' ma wera just talkin’ about
vou,” went on Jop DBanks in his most
friendly manner. “We ’ave a little
proposition which might interest you™

The Doy looked as though he wonld
bhave liked to pass on to continue hia
walk. Banks' eily words certainly did

civilly
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not seem to interest him. But the book-
maker’'s bulky form stood in his path.
“It’s a little arrangement which 8id
an' mo 'ave to make a little bit extra,”
said Mr. Banks, with a great atlempt

at h@in{f jovial,
Boy MacLaren frowned,
‘I don’t quito get you,” he said.
Joo Bonks coughed,
. He was a mﬁs E in theunéfycf Eﬂum‘.-
I0g & man. e knew ex what o
sey, how to show his bhand. Years of

practice in plucking downy pigeons had
made him expert in this particular
branch of the world's work, He put his

very best into it now. 8id Snell listencd
wm_appreciative silence,

Ho was 20 taken up with the way his
colleague went about the thing that he
forgot to look at Boy MacLaren's sun-
burnt face. He did not mnotice the
tightening of his lips, the frown thas
gathered on his brow. But his awaken.
INg Came ahruptIir.'

“¥ou worms!”
suddenly,

T Eh .‘-. 1]

" You couple of low-down bounders {"

" Look 'erel”

You want mo to join in with a shady
wangle like that!" exclaimed the Boy,
with withering scorn. * 8¢ that’s a side-
line of yours, is it, Snell? By Jove
:ﬂe Lantham track must be a ﬁ:iekana i

ere arc any more specimens like
attached t.ﬂ-rHI” ¥ o

“Half & minute—"

“I thought you were a dirty rider
after that final, and now I jolly well
know it! The less I have to do with
FDE 1.33 ﬁ““ﬁ: g

And the Boy brushed past them and
strode down the Lantham road, his face
flushed with anger,

“Here! Half a minute!” protested
Snell, following after him, with nar-
rowed eyes. He caught him by the arm,
*No need to go off the deep end | Don't
try to make us believe you con’t be
squared—"

Smack !

There was a sound like a pistol-shot as
Boy MacLaren struck him across the
faeo with his open hand.

Sncll staggered back.

“Why, wot—"" ejaculated Mr, Banks.

Sid Snell quickly recovered himself,
He made a rush at Boy MacLaren, his
hands U}J, and his ejes glittoring over
them. In another sccond they were
fighting furiously.

amp, tramp, trarap |

To and fro across the Lantham road
the combatants swayed, Joe PBanks
watching them, open-mouthed.

“My heye |" He ejaculated.

That Boy MacLaren might take his
suggestions this way had never oceurred
to_him, : ]

MacLaren soon begm to gain the
upper hand,  8nell’s  breath camo
quicker and quicker, his punches more
wild, He rapidly gave ground before
the other’s determined attack.

Banks lurched hastily out of the way
as Snell was driven backwards, He saw
that his shady pal could not last much
longer, and his little, piggy oyea
glinted,

Heo cast a %uick look round him, drow

th,
be

cxclaimed the Eoy

a deep breath, and gprang at Boy Mac-
Laren from behind.

The winner of the * Lantham News "
Belt Raes nevor had a chance to ward
off that cowardly attack. Fighting like
a tiger, he was borne to the ground, with
Joe Banks and the panting 8id Snell
sprawling over him.

] - .|. ® - -

Horace Coker puzhed open the gate
of the main entrance to Lantham Specd-
way and strode out into the road. ere
was & dork frown on Coker's brow.
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After having had tes at the Pagoda
Cafa in Lantham High Btreet at the con-
clusion of the meeting, he had returned
io the apendwa.g to get fixed up for
another trinl. But the Lantham: ﬁsad-
way authorities had had enou of
Coker—too much, in fact, It had been
pointed out to Coker—very bluntly—that
the speedway wasn't a traim’n% school
for novices, and that he was the last
person to whom they would think of
Fiving another trial. Whereupon Coker
wad _lost his temper and had had to be
forcibly ejected. Hence the heavy frown
on Coker's brow as he trudged along the
road to the garage where his bike was
stored. .

Five minutes later he had retrieved
his machine and had started back fo
Gireyiriars. i

His rugged features were grim and sot
as he hummed along the Lantham road.
Horsce Coker had come to a decision,
and on those port-
entous oocasions ho
always looked the
part.

Ho was finished—
utterly finished
with the dirt-track
and all ideas of
making his mark
in that direction.

But, of course,
Coker was still as
confident as ever of
his ability. His
ambitions might
have altered, but he
was still quite con-
vineed that it was
lucky for the
present stars of the
oinders, eo to
gepealk, that hoe had
changed his mind.
He had abandoned
lis ochject, not be-
cause his faith in
himself had been
shaken, but solely
bocause he met
with such objection-

oble and unpleasant
people 1n the
achieving of it

Coker had firmly
decided that it was
boneath his dignity
to argue with the
speedway Fmpla
pny more. It they
had pone down on
their bended knees
and implored him
to reconsider the
matter, the mighty
Horace would have spurned them.

The Fifth-Former was getting a bitter
sort of enjoyment out of the vision of
himself in this mental picture’ when
s thoughts were divertod by something
ahoad of him in the Lantham read.

As Coker drew nearer, he saw that
three people were having a bit of a
rough-and-tumble by the side of the
muﬁ, and as was to be expected, the
odd number was getting very much the
worst of it

Coker shut off his engine and slowed
down. As he drew level with the trio,
he suddenly recognised Joe Banks,

“ My hat " he gosped, and braked to
a halt. Coker quite forgot his porten-
tous deelsion now. Hastily jecking up
his machine, he sprinted iowards the
gcene of the combat,

Boy MacLaren, struggling in the
grasp of the low-down bockmaker, was
putting up the best defence he could
against o furious onslaught by 8id
Snell. Coker's temper, alrcady pretty

Coker, a weird figure in his dirt-track outfit, rushed to
Boy MacLaren’s ajid. Next moment Coker and Banks

ragged, fairly boiled over at the sight
of that grossly unfair and uneven
pontest,

He rushed towards it.

“You rotters!” he bawled furiously.
“You cowardly worms! Give that chap
B ;portmg chance [

oo Banks half turned a bloated and
heated face towards him.

*¥You ’op it!"” he snarled breathlessly.
“XYou ain't wanted 'ere! Ow! Leggo,
you—"

With one jerk Horace Coker pulled
Banks away from MacLaren, and
the next moment they were fighting
furiously.

Despite the fact that his movements

were hampered by his padded leather
suit, Coker quickly began to get the
upper hand of Joe ks, and drove

him steadily up the lane,
is gauntleted fists thudded home on

the bookmeker's bulky person. Banks

were fighting furlously 1

guieklﬁ decided that he had had his
11 e turned and ron wheezily and
¢lumsily up the Lantham road.

Clump !

Coker let fly with his boot at the
psychological moment, and Joe Banks
got a free lift of about two yards. He
took it with a sort of gasping howl

*Yaroooogh I

Since the odds were now the other
way, Sid Snell apparently decided that
discretion was the better part of valour.
He also turned and broke away from
Boy MacLaren and sprinted after his
low-down confederate. The two of them
disappeared in tha thickeneing dusk.

“Phew ! gasped Boy MacLaren; and
he sat down heavily on a grassy bank.
“That was pretty hot while it lasted !
Phew [ He pulled out a handkerchief
and mopped his streaming brow.

Col:er regarded him curiously.

“They set on you, I suppose,” he
gaid. EI knew one of "em by sight.
He's one of the rotters who hang round

the Cross Keys, you know,"

13
“What, the elder one?” asked the boy
breathlessly.
Coker nodded.

“Oh, ia that so?” Boy MacLaren had
more or less q‘ot hia breath back now.
He stood up.  Well, thanks awtully for
chipping in. I'm sure I'm very much
obliged to you. 1 was sorapping with
the younger chap " when the elder
blighter wont for me from behind.”

“My hat!” exclaimed Coker. “Did
he really 7%

The Boy nodded, his face set.

“¥You live in this district?" he asked,
looking at Coker closaly. The Fifth-
Former waa in the full glory of crash
helmet and leather smi. The boy
thn::ufht there was something ra
familide about him.

“¥Yes,” replied Coker. *I'm at Grey-
friars School.”

“0Oh, of course 1” said the Boy slowly.

I

There was a slight twinkle in his eye.
“Your mamo’s Cokoer, isn't iti"
replied Coker, with a stare.
vou knowi"

£ It 'm-“
“How do

ngf MacLaren grinned. ‘

“You were riding in the Noviges'
Event at the Lantham Dirt-Track thia
riternoon, weren't you?” :

o ﬂhi:[}:s * admitted Coker. His face
fell. had finished with dirt-tracks.
*You were there, too, I suppose?”

The Boy nodded, still grinning.

“Well, you've got the advantage of
me,” satd Coker grufly. “ What's your
name "

“Boy MacLaren.”

Coker jumped.

“Eht* he gasped. “You're
MacLaren, are véu? My hat!
meeti rou [

“Well, I'm very pleased, at any rate,”
said the Boy, with tho same cheory grin.
He extended his hand. “You'll shako
on it, won't you?"

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

*0Oh, certainly {*
They shook.
Boy MacLaren’s steel-blue eyes looked
at Coker a&nrnhmglf. The Fifth-Former
o0

gave him look for look. The Boy liked
this brawny, plain-spoken fellow.

“Well, I suppose I musta't keep you,”
ho said. “And I should be getting
back. Well, many thanks for your help
just now. Cheorio !”

“Don't metich 1" said Coker shortly.
!‘Eurln:;&!'.'-

Boy MacLaren watched him until he
had roared away out of sight. He was

ateful for Coker's timely serviee, but

o did not dream_of “the far greater
service which the Fifth-Former was to
do for him soon.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Best |

i H crikey !
O Harry Wharton uttered that
exolamation.

; Ha uttered it in a tone of
surprise and annoyance.
“What's biting you?” asked Baob
Cherry.
“But look at my back tyre!" replicd
Wharton, “Flat as a giddy pancoke ™
It wag the following Saturday, and,
cricket being off, the Famous Five,
Smithy, and Redwing had decided to
pay ancther wvisit to the Lanthow

pecdway. -
Thoy had just reached the bike-shed,

and were preparing to get their
machines out for the journey, when
Harcy Wherton had - discovered that

thore was o puncture in his rear wheel,
_“0h, hard luck!” exclaimed Frank
humtl ;s X

“The hardluckiulness is terrifiet™

" Hallo, hallo, hallo I” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, with a chuckle. *“Look at your
front wheel, Smithy 1"

The Bounder turned.

“Oh, help!” he ejaculated.

His front tyre was as flat as Whar-
ton’s rear one, :

“Ha, ha, hal” chortled Bob Cherry.
“Look at their faces, you chaps!”

* My osteemed Bob,” remarked Huorree
Bingh, “if you will look at your own
ridiculous machine you will see that your
absurd front tyre is also flatfully.”

“Eht? gasped Bob.

All eyes were turned on Bob's
macline. His front tyre was in a similar
unsatisfactory state as the other two.

Il M-my hﬁ.l’- !u .

“Oh crumbs [

“What the—>"

All the juniors, with the exception of
the Bemovoe skipper, Bob Cherry, the
Bounder, and [E‘I!:wrm Singh made a

Liasty examination of their jiggers.

“"Hard cheese, Smithy!” said Tom
ERedwing sympathetically. " Mine's all
right. thank %mdnessi”

‘And mins!"

“Mine, too!”
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* Cherry's,

T Good

egg! I'm all right!”
“My gi

y sunt!”

The inquest, so to speak, quickug" fin-

ished, amidst many and varied ox-
clamations, It did not turn out as bad
as it might have been, as Johnny Bull
. Only Harty Wharton's, Bob

and 8mithy's bikes were
found to have suffered. But, in the
opinion of the sufferers, it was three
too many.

“There's somethin’ fishy about this,*

said Vernon-Smith ﬂm*ugel;, eeri
clogsely ot his front tyre., “Gad! T
like to have a fow moments with the
rotter rosponsible for it!™

“Rather |

“Woll,” suid Wharton, looking round
at his chums, “there's no time. to mend
thesp punctures.. Will you chaps go on
bikes?! We'll follow on by train.”

Thers was a general chorus of dis-
agreament. -

“QOh, no!" . _

“] go the same way as Smithy,” said
Tom wing.

.“And we're hanging on to you and
Bob,” spid Frank Nugent.

“There's no bikes we can
suppose 7 remarked Wharton, huﬁﬁ
fully looking round the gloomy sh

“ Very few|”

The juniors saw that there had been
quite a run on bicyeles on that particu-
lar afternoon—a fine one, so it was not
surprising.

“And the owners of those left are all
out,” put in Redwing. “You can't
tnke a man's bike without asking his
permission, We'll all have to go by
train.” .

“1 suppose so0,” anid Wharton, with
a sigh. " Oh, well! Can't be holped!
As you fellows are willing, we'll all
cling together.”

':‘liil-m tho ivy on the old garden
wall,” chuckled Eub Cherry.

“Ia, ha, hal” :

The juniors gquitted the bike-shed,
and walked briskly towards the gotes
of the school. |

“I wonder what sort of riding we'll
sop this afternoon?” said Redwing, as
they strode.down the Friardale Lane.

“It ought to be pretty good,” re-
maoarked Vernon-Smith. *“Thore'a a
match pace between Boy MacLoren and
Sid Bnell.”

“{zood egg!”

“One of 'em is," went on Smithy.
“But the other's a dashed bad egg!
Sid Snell, I mean.”

“Ha, ha! ¥Yes!”

“A [ew riders from other tracks are
visitin’ Lantham,” pursuecd Smithy.
“There'll be some pretty good sport.”
H';:Thcr},"re not all Beells,” remarked

ob.

“That's truel” admitted the Dounder.
“ Anyhow, it would be a pretty rotten
game 1f they were.”

Roar-r-r-r-r! Bang!

“Look out!” shouted Dob Cherry.

Az one man the Romovites jumped
into the side of the lane. LThey knew
the sound of that engine too well
With & rush and & roar Coker of the
Fifth charged past them, and dis-
appearcd in a cloud of dust.

“The one and only Coker,” remarked
Harry Wharton, as they proceeded.
“Out for a spin, I suppose. I hope
he won't do too much domage.”

“1 heard he'd chucked up his idea
of doing great things on the dirt-traek,”
said MNugent, “His pal Greene zaid so,
I think.”

“Porhaps the dirt-track chucked
Coker,” prunted Johnny Bull

“Yesz, that's more likely,”
Smithy. “Well, I suppose the
story will get round in time”

“Ha, ha! Yesi?

row, I
B=

rinned
full
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The Removites arrived at Friardale
Station, and Wharton went to the book-
ing office and gof. tho tickets,

As they walked on to the platform
thoey capght sight of @ fat figure adorn-
ing one of the seats,

“Oh, my hat!”

1] H’Uﬂtﬂf!”

The fat junior blinked at the juniors
through his big s F

“IHallo, you fellows! I say, Fve
been waiting here for you some time!
I—-I was beginning to think you might
miss the train.”

“How did you know we were goin

train, you fot bounder?” nskeﬁ
arry Wharton.

o I—I guessed that, old fellow!"
replied the Owl of the Remove guickly,
“1'm wide, you know. He, he, hg!"”

“Yes, you're wide, all right,” gruated
Johnny {iull. “In more senses than
one."”

“He, he, he !* cackled Bunter {eebly.
“1 can t:ﬁo a l-little joke.”

There was & nervous sound in Bun-
ter's giggle, which, fortunately for
him, the juniors dl::f not notice. Per-
haps Billy Bunter, in conjunction with
o pin, knew more. about the annoyin
punctures than the Removites g ;
'They 'did not suspe luckily far
Bunter, that this might be another
sanple of Bunter's unigue methods in
gaining his own ends.

The train steamed in. .

Before any objection could be raised,
Billy Bunter scrambled in the same
compartment as the rest of the Re-
movites, The train moved off.

“Rally round!" snid Bunter impres-
sively. ' .

“What the merry dickens is the fab
cliump burbling abouti” asked Harry
Wharton blankly.

“Oh, really, Wharton,” protested
Bunter, “I'm only telling you to rally
round me, in case of any trouble !”

e Whg_.__ﬂ* .

“You put me
to the speedway,

off last time you went
ou know,” said tilla
Owl, wagging a fat forefinger at the
astc-niaheﬁg ;lfninrs. “But you're not
going to put me off this time.

“You podgy bounder— ]

“ And 1f therc’s any trouble with the
ticket collectors, I expect you to rally
round, I only got a platform ticket
at Iriardale.”

“(G-great Scott!”

William George Bunter was one of
ihose citizens who regarded the railway
mmp:]v.lnir_-? aal témr gﬂizm.l Hﬂﬂﬂ:ﬁﬁ:

aid his legal fare unless he was -
]F;:ﬂlled to—unless he failed to dodge the
servants of the company in the per-
formance of their duty.

“I1#’1l be quite ecasy, vou know,”
rattled on Bunter. “They don't collect
tho tickets until wo get to Lanthem,
and then I'll rely on you fellows to
hustle through the barrier. If you Etn
it properly, and all get round me, we'll
manage to get through the barrier all
right. And the same.coming home.
ﬂgmurm, if you bungle it, and I get
spotted, it's up to you fellows to pay
for me. As I said. rally round!”

And DBunter smirked.

The Removites' expressions were a
study.

They knew Bunter for what he was
—a fat, unscrupulous idiot. But this
fresh example of his unscrupulousncss
and check fairly took their breath
nway. ]

“You fa} swindler 1"

“Vou low-down bilk ™

“Af.-my giddy aunt!” : .

*Oh, “really, you fellows,” said the
Owl, in an injured tone of voice,
blinking &t the juniors. “I call that
doshed ungrateful! Hang it all, I
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thought the whele thing out for you!
You can’t deny that! All you've got
to do is to pay for me et the speedway
and rally round in case there's any
trouble with the railway johnnies!"

“Is th-that all?"’ stuttered Horry
\Whnrton.

“Yes, that's all,” replied Bunter.
“1'tnn giving you the pleasure of my
company at the lagoda Cafe lor
wothing "

" Ye gods!” i

Vernon-Smith jumped to his [eet.

*Just a little more of thet fat worm,"
ho snapped, “and I'll eipledel Come
on! DBump him!"

"0 really, Bmuthy—I say, yow—ow!
Leggo!' roared Bunter, as some of the
juniors rose and laid violent hands on
s fat perzon. The others l.‘-h]:igmgl}f
stood on their seats to meke room for

bumping DBilly DBunter. The fat
Removite was swung 1o the ar.

Bump |

£l Dw Jl!

Bump! Bump!

*Yaroooooogh 1"

Bump, bump, bump |

“Ow! Help! Fire! Murder!”
howled Bunter, struggling furiously but

“Jepgo, you rotteral

meffectively.
W hoooooooop 1"’

'The juniors eventually released the
panting and breathless Owl of the
Remove. He flopped back in his seat,
snd glared at them with a glare that
almost cracked his spectacles.

“You rotters—"'

“Bhut up 1"’ _

*If that's what you ecall gratitude for
my being elever—"*

“SHUT UP!” roared the Remove
skipper.

unter relapsed into sulky silence.

The Removites eat looking at each
other, and breathing bard. They did
not yot gquite know how fo take this
latest example of Billy Dunter's un-
paralleled nervo and audacity.

The train clattered to a halt at Couri-
field, where the juniors would have to
change on to the main line for Lantham,
They streamed on to the platform.

“Look here, Bunier,” said Harry
Wharton as he rose to his feet. “This
sort of thing won't do at alll We're not
going to pay for your fares, we're not
going to pay for you at the specdway,
and weo're not going to stand you tea
sfterwards—"

“l should dashed well think net!”
exclaimed Smithy wrathfully.

“1f you like,” continued Harry, “'I'il
pay your fare back to Friardale. And
that's a jolly sight more than you
deserve "

'I;Eh, r'ua.il , Wharton—"

cep ! eep |

“Halle, halle, halle!"” shouted Bob
Cherry from tho platform. “There's
the whistle for the Lantham traim.
Buck up, you fellows!"”

Doors were slamming, flags were
waving, and porters were shouting on
the Courtfield platform, as the main line
train prepared to start. The remaining
juniors made a dash for it—DBunter
included—and were just in tune.

The fat Removitle had mnot jyef,
apparently, given up hope.

“Phew! My hat!" Eas.plzd Wharton,
when he was inside the compartment.
“That was pretty close!"

“And all through DBunter!”™ grinned
Boly Cherry. .

The main line train was a corrider
one. Glad of a chance to streteh their
legs, some of the juniors were out in the
corridor, walking up and down it, or
gozing through the long window at
the rolling Kentish countryside.
Wharton, Smithy, Redwing, and Bob

Cherry were the only ones left in
the compariment with the Owl of the
ve.

Harry Wharton locked at him.

“"I've made you a fair offer, and you
haven’t accepted it,”" he said bluntly.
“If you get caught bilking and have to
tramp back to Greyiriars, it°ll be your
own funeral. Nomne of us'll help yvoul”

Billy Bunter blinked at him furiously.

A POCKET WALLET
is
ALWAYS HANDY! - |

Send in a Greyfriars limerick.
and win one like Harold Clark,
of 78, Queen’s Road, Peckham,
S.E.15, whase effort is illustrated
below.-

And the rest looped the loop by the acore !

i Set your m_ind on wiﬁn{'n One
of thess USEFUL PRIZE
to-day | 1

¥)
“¥ahl Mean beast!™ he lLooted
defisntly, “If that's what you eall

being grateful for plannimg how to
Eave you expenseg—""

Frank Nugent put his head into the
mmfﬁrtmunh ot-call

. There's a ticket-collector coming,” he
sn}:ﬁéhniﬁh a glance at Bunter. B

Billy Bunter stiffened,

He had not, thought that they might
collect the ticicata_ en route, insyt.endscf
at the end of the journey. He bit a fat
hp. It wasn't fair, It didn't give a
bilk a sporting chance, ;

He blinked at the juniors in the faint
hope that they might show some signs
nf“rnlunung ot the eleventh hour.

I--1 say, you fellows—* ha began.

Four voices answered him simul-
tancously, and they answered in toncs of

- finality and decision.

“ Nothing doing !"*

“Oh doar "

Billy Bunter rose to his fect.

He blinked along the corridor, and
glimped o uniformed figure coming out
of one compartment to disappear into
the next—one nearer to Bunter.

The Owl of the Romove did not like
that uniformied figure. He felt repelled
by it, and rctreated away down the
corridor,

Passing an empty compartment, he
had a sudden brainwave., It was a
first-clnes compartment, and the seats
were high from the floor, and well-
cushioned,

Bunter dodged inside, and dropped to
the carpeted floor.

Slowly and poinfully, he squeezed his
bulky person under one of the seats,
and hoped for tho best; which wasn't
much to hope for, in Bunter's opiniowu.

THE NINTH CHAFTER.
Bunter In 8 Fix !

i ICKETS! All tickets, please!™

Lilly Bunter quaked, as

nuich as was possible in that

cramped position under the

soab in the first-class compartment. He

had heard thoe wvoice of the ticket

i?qllmt-nr i the compartment next to
i,

“Tickets! Al ti—"" :

As the oflicial pushed aside the

next sliding door, his call rose auto-

matically to his lips. But it died away

- when he saw that the compartment was,

seemingly, unoccupied.

Billy Bunter scarcely dared to draw
the small amount of breath that was
possible. Ho waited for the moment
when the olflicial would depart.

Byt Bunter's expectations were nob
realised.

The tickel-collector sat down in e
corner seat, and put his fect up on the
other one. Bunter heard tho rustle of
the leaves of a book, and tha click of a
pencil.  The collector, having come to
tho end of a coach, was making official
entries of some kind; and he made him-
aclf eomfortable while he did so.

The Ow! of the Bemove fairly fumed.

He mado up his mind, there and then,
to roport the tickot-collector for check
and incflicieney directly he was out of
the present compromising situation.

The train jogged on.

An acho camc to Billy Bunter’s fat
head, cramp to his body, and pins and
neoedles to his throbbing limbs. In spite
of the risk, he tried to shift his position
a little, in the hope of getting a little
relicf, But ho fcund that he was un-
able to move his bulky person, no
matter how little. Ho was too firmly
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wedged. Stifling e groan,
the attempt. ;

The ticket-collector began to whiatle.

Billy Bunter gritted his teeth. 7 .

At that moment the ticket-collector
abandoned his comfortable position and
rese to his feet,. etill - whistling. The
train began to aslow down, and. soon
drew to a halk ~ B T

The Owl of the Remove heard -the

he. gave up

name of the station called out, but was

not interested, ' He  waited anxiously
for that obnoxious. ticket-collector io
fade away.+ '

He heard him open the door and get
out on to the glatform. .But the beast
did not do the thing properly, and clear
off. Bunter knew he was still stending
putside the compartmont, for he could
hoar his whistle. '

Just as the train was ebout to move

off two passengers got into the compart-
ment. And to o matters worse, to
add insult to imjury, as it were, the
tickot-collector got .in as well. He
walked across the compartment to the
corridor, and stayed there, leaning
against tho window.

illy Bunter almost gave up the ghost.

One of the passengers leant across the
compartment and slammed the slidin
door shut. But the ticket-collector di
not take the obvious hint, if one were
meant. He stayed where he was,
admiring the view, for Bunter could
gtill hear the beast’s beastly whistle,

“All safe now,” said a gruff voice,
“That feller can't "ear, with the slidin'
door shut " ;

The other passengoer grunted.

Billi]ra Buntor pricked up his ears.

He had recognised that gruff voice.
It was Joo Banks, of the Cross Keys
And from what Banks had just said,
EBuntor deduced that he wanted privacy
—which was a wvery good reason for
Bunter to make up his mind ot to miss
a word of what would follow.

“Bmoke 7" asked Banks.

il nﬂ.ﬂ'ﬁﬁ !II

Bunter heard the scratch and splutter
pf matches, and smelt the pungent smell
of cigar emoke.

“ Well, let's 'ear it," said Danks,
settling himself comfortably in his
corner seat. “Let's ‘ear your little
scheme for gettin® rid of that "—his
voice grew venomous—'‘that perisher
MacLaren !

Bunter’s little round eyes widened be-
hind his big spectacies. ;

He had heard that name mentioned
several times in the last day or two.
And ho romembercd seeing it in the
lacal papers, and placed the connection
at once.

“Well, Boy MacLaren—burn him,”
said the other wvoice, which, of course,
Bunter did not recognise as Sid Snell’'s—
“he’s borrowed a car an' gone over to
Contorbury to see somo rolatioms. [
know he won't be back in Lantham for
the meetin' until protty near the time
when it’s due to start !” .

Joo Banks drew deeply at his cigar,
blew out & pungent cloud of smoke, and
nodded. '

“Yus!’ he said.

“He left his speediron in the pits at
Lantham, and I was lucky enough to get
+» fow minutes there by myself, just
now,” went on Bid Bnell. “And I've
loosenad the nut inethe valve stem of his
front-wheel tyra!"’

“That i3 the bike '&'ll be ridin' this
arternoon, I suppose?’’ queried Joe
Banks.

Bnall nodded.

“Him an' me will be ridin’ together
in a match raco early in the meotin’,”
he continued, leaning forward, * Before
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two 1 of it are up, at the m what
“with € téa,t-inq.’ and pullin' eﬁﬁﬁf the
cindérs on the tyres, the blinkin' valve
will be wrenched clean out of l_;"l'na inner
“tube I : Ko :
« Joa Banks ramoved the cigar from his
miouth and sat up-erect in his seat. His
‘bleary eyes glittered "as he listened
intently to what Sid Bnell was saying.
Y His front wheel tyre will burst at
_m‘m:e-&' an’ he'll come sugh a cropper!
I'll keep behind him till that bappens!
And then I'll ride inte him as he falls
over. And I know how to ride into a
‘man who's ¢rashed, and injure him, as
“well as I know how to fall myself
The scoundrelly dirt-track rider was
breathing heavily now, and his vicious
face was flushed. i 28 :
“1 guess that'll settle Mister Boy
MacLaren's hash!"” he snarled. * Wo
can reckon on him bein' crocked badly,
and kept out of it for the rest of the
season, or my name’s not Sid Snell 1™
. Bunter recognised that name, too.
But he did‘ not see Sid Bnell lean back
in his seat, nor his malicigusly satisfied
Erin; and quite as well, for it was un-
ealthy to look at,

=

The fair sat in silence for the noxt
few minutes, ngrpuraruth en Dsrluﬁ the
contemplation of their dmtnrilrm ame.
. The train slowed down. :

" H'Alle 1 remarked Joe Banks.

" Billy Bentar breathed a sil
tly Bunter breat a silent prayer
of thankfulness, ¥

The obnoxious ticket-collector had dis-
appeared, outwitted by the Owl of the
Remove.. Harry Wharton & Co. could
soarcely refuse to stand by him now !

The train stopped. Joe Banks and
8id Buoell got out and walked away.

The Owl of the Remove tried to
follow their example. But he couldn't!
He was stuck ! .

He writhed and struggled and
twisted his [at person in & savage effort
to crawl out from under the seat. His
spectacles dropped off, his podgy face
EI‘EW >d, and his swelling: neck almost

urat his collar.

“Oh d-dear!” he panted. “Oh log*!”

Whistles shrilled along the Lantham
station platiorm, and porters shouted.
Only too well did Bunter realise the
difficulties under which bilks travelled
on tho railway, )

The engine gave a puff, and the train
began to move. Bunter gave one of a
series of puffs, but did not begin to

move,
The train steamed ouwt of the
Lantham station, rapidly gathering

aﬂeed. Harry Wharton and the rest of
tho Removites did not think of Billy
Bunter as they passed through the
barricr.

Bunter's struggles got frantic. The
scat 1n  that first-class compartment
creaked and groaned, the wall ereaked
and groaned, the carpeted Hoor creaked
and groanced. William George Bunter
creaked and proaned,

With a final movement that split his
coat up the back, Buntor writhed from
under the seat !

He staggered to his feet and col-
1gpse-d——nu the right side of the seat this
11k,

“0Oh dear!”™ he gasped, foeling as
though he had iEOnl' a long time passing
and repassin rough a mangle,

He ficlded his glasses from under the
scat, set them on his fat little nose, and
blinked around him.
~ He eould not wait until the next
station, and leave the train in the con-
stitutional way. That would bring him
in collision with the ticket-collectors.
All Bunter had was & EOI'EII-F platform
ticket which he had bought at Friardale.

L
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Even Bunter hadn't got the nerve 4e
roduce that—for a journey from Friar-
ale to past Lantham. Besides, he had

no money, to pay for a proper ticket.

The beast who might have paid for him

had left the train at Lantham, now some

distance hehind.
And Billy Bunter wasn't going under

Ahat seat again. He had finished with

that method of travelling for the rest
of his life, ns & railway bilk.. Wild
horses wouldn't have made him repeat
his recent - experiepce. let alone mere
ticket-collectors.

The train slowed down, almost fo o
walkihg pace.

Bunter blinked out of the window.
A road ran along beside the railway-
line, . thirty yards away. A wire fence
separated the two, The permanent way
was. scarcely six [eet above the level of

the road.

The Owl of the Bemove came to »
sudden decision. He gingerly opencd
the door. But on the brink so te
speak, “Bunter hesitated—until he
thought of ticket-collectors and travel-
ling under scats again. Then he drew a
deep breath—and jumped.

Crash |

"Ow ! gasped Bunter,

Any active fellow could have done it
without any trouble, the train was mov-
ing 80 slowly. But William Geor
Bunter wasn't an active fellow, 9
slipped as he landed, fell on one side,
and then rolled down the banking to the
level of the road.

The train rumbled past him, one door
hanging open.

“"Waw! Ow! Oh dear!

Billy Bunter slowly sat up in. the long
grass, and dizzily blinked at the train
until it disappearcd from sight.

4

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Coker In a Crash!

ILLY BUNTER halted.

B Ha bad eolumsily surmounted
the wire fence, and now stood
on the road which ran boeside

the railway line. Once at Lantham,

Billy Bunter relied on being able to

attach himself to the Remove party.

Although ho thought he could not be
so very far from the marcket town,
Bunter didn't at all fanoy walkiog
there. He was now looking round for
some Good Bamaritan who might give
him a lift.

The Owl of the Remove blinked up
the road, and down the road. Like
hoses of old, he looked this way and
that, But, like Moses of old, Billy
Bunter saw no man.

“Oh dear!” he growled.

Eunter had no thought for the raszcally
plot which he had overheard in that
first-clazs compartment, nor for the
rider whom it was directed against. Ile
was far too much taken up with his
ownt plots for hooking himself on to

“Harry Wharton and his chums, and too

discontented with the way they weore
working out.

Bunter gradually realised that it was
no good standing still, weiting for some-
onc to come along who might give himn
a lift to Lantham. The best l:hin%n
under the circumstances, was to walk
towards the town and hope to mect
somebody en route.

ﬁ“"ith a snort, Billy Bunter started
ﬂ +*

The road soon turned awav from the
railway line intp a dircction at right.
angles to it. The road was a nioe,
guiet ona, lined on both sides with high
trees, The air was crisp, and the sun
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ghome brightly.  But.
Bunter quickly got

rod.

He rolled slowly
and disconsolately
along.

Owing to his short-
sightedness, the fat
junior did not see o
motar-cyelist on  the
otherwise  deserted
road in front of him
until he was only
about fftcen wyards
away. ‘The motor-
cyclist had jacked his
machine up by the
side of the road, and
was vigorously pump- !
lu%}ljp the back tyre.
- Billy Bunter's fat
face cleared. :

“Good cgg!” he
exclaimed, and quick-
ened his pace.

The motor - eyelist
pumped away vigor-
ously.

Bunter came up to

Sl
e ek

e
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e

hin.

“I=I say, exzcuse
me——"" he gan
nervously,

.The vigorous

umping stopped. A
elmet hEuEf with
goggles pushed up on
to the forchead,
orked round and

aced the Owl of the Crouched under the seaf, Bunfer hardly dared
to breathe, as he walted for the licket col=
lector to depart. But the man sat down and
calmly placed his feet on the opposite seat !

R

I & a [JE-L'I.
It was ]ﬂsl’nﬂﬂ
Coker of the Fifth |

“Hallo! What are you deing out
here, you podgy fag 1" demanded Coker,
“Up to some mischief, I bet [”

“0Oh, really, Cokexr—"
Bunter breathlessly.

In spite of his pride in his short way
with feags, Coker was a kind-hearted
fellow, and he permitted himsed to feel
some elight sympathy for Bunter's
tattered and bedraggled condition.

“What have you heen up to, young
shaver 7 he asked almost ﬂE‘ﬂlﬂ-i]}', eye-
ing Bunter., “Some fag pranks, 1
suppose I
h_’[‘hu Owl of the Remove blinked at

Im'

He saw that Coker was in onec of his
genial moods, and his cycs glimmered
behind his higb spectacles, A certain
amount could bs got out of Coker on
such occasions, in spite of his prejudice,
if one went the right way about it
William Gearge Bunter decided to be
very careful to go the right way now,
to tell a tragic tale, as it were.

He counghed discrectly.

“0Oh, I was going to the Lantham
Specdway with Wharton and that
crowd,” ho said nervously. * Dut—"

The fat junior breke off when he saw
that Coker's face changed at the men-
tion of the speedway. He wondered
whother he had said anything
imjudicious.

“No place for fags, the ILantham
Specdway ! said Coker gruffly,. “ Any-
how, vou se¥ vou ware goiug there with
Wharton and his palsi”

I 2 ¥

“\Wall, I passed them near Friardale
Station about half an  hour ago,”
observed Coker, “ and you weren't with
them then——"

“Oh, really, you know—"

“Como on, fat man, stick to the
truth!" said the Fifth-Former, in hia
mnst grandiose manner. '

“(Oh, I mean—not exactly—" gasped

protested

= ——
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Bunter. "I meant to say I joined them
at Friardalo Station, And then I—I
lost my ticket, and they wouldn't pay
for me, the rotters, so—so I had to
travel under the seat in an empty com-
partment because the collector was

EL]

COming-—

“You lost your ticket, did yeu?” in-
h:-rrujat-!d Coker magisterially. “I've
heard that one before! Huh! I sup-

posa that's how your clothes got go
messed up

“Yes, that's it!1” eaid Bunter eagerly.
“It was awful, I can tell you! And
then that rotter Banks got in, with
another rotter. The two of them talked,
you know, and there was the doshed
ticket-collector still outside in the. cor-
ridor—*"

"“And, of course, vou listened to every

'm:wd:{lmt« was said,” remarked Coker,
in

stall in~the same mogisterial voice, The
miighty ‘Herace alwoays loncied himself
in tho reprimanding role, so to speak.

“Well, T couldnt help it,” said
Bunter poevishly, and fecling that he
had alrcady fully earned that lift into
Lantham, "Yes, They talked about
somio  rotten schemis  they'd got lor
making that DBoy MapcLaren fellow
crash, and the other rotter was going to
ride aover him——m->="

“What's this?"
frowmng.

“Oh, nothing important!” said
Buntor de]g‘r-:-mtmgly, and blinking at
tha Fif{th-Former. “1 s-say, c-could
you—w-wonld you be so decont as to
give me a lift on your pip-pillion into
Lantham 7

“Tell ma about this stunt for moking
MacLaren erash, and not so much
jaw 17 snapped Coler.

“{h, really, you know, i1t's nol worth
mentioning ! protested Dilly Bunter,
“It would be en absolute waste of
time, ™ ;

With one stride Coker of the Fiith

interrupted Colier,
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stepped u 1
by the collar and shook him :nrlg{_nmusl .

to Bunter. He caught him

“Come on, cough it up, you fat lit

bounder ! he mid curtly.
“Ow! Wow! Leg-iegfn 1" roared
Billy Bunter, shaking like a jolly.

“W-why sh-should I t-tell y-you "

Emack!

" Yarogoooh !V . o

For about the thousandth time in his
career at Greyfriara Horace Coker de-
monstrated his short way with fags
He gave Bunter a stinging box on one
fat car.

The fat Removile abandoned all hope
of coming to terms at that. In a fow

asping sentencea hé told Coker all he
ﬁudp haard in the first-class mailway com-

artment.

The Filth-Former's faco was a stugg.

“(3-great  Scott!” ho  breathed
“What a— My hat! I suppose this
is to get rid of i';im so that Snell can

bave it all Liz own way.”

“] gay, Coker, old fellow,” began
Dunter, “what about that Lift inlo
Lantham Ow!”

The Fifth-Former did not answer
Panter’'s request in words. He
answered it in deeds, end jerked the
fat Bemovite away {rom him.

(Cirash |

”Yﬂﬂﬂf[} 14 ;

Bunter sprawled by the side of the
road us Horace Coker drogged his
machine into the middle of it.

Phut, phut! Bang, bang!

The engine fired without any trouble.

Coker lurched into the saddle, and
jammed open hiz throitle.
Roar-r-r-r! '
“Here! Hall a minute! Look

here ! howled Bunter, frantieally striv-
ing to make his voice heard above the
deafening roar of Coker's cngine.

He staggorcd to his feet,

But in anoither sccond Coker had lek
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‘in his clutoh, He shot away from the
yelling Billy Bunter.

The one thought in Horace Coker's
mind was to get to the Lantham Speed-
way, and warn Boy MacLaren of the
-rascally plot which threatened him,

Getting to Lantham was casy enough,
but geibing to Lantham and warning
the Hoy in time was a horse of another
colour,

Coker gritted his teoth as he thought
of the time he had wasted talking to
Billy Bunter. And he gritted his teeth
again when  he thought of Bunter's
nonchalant attitude towards the whole
affair.

With a rush and @ swerve and a loud
blast from his horn, Coker came out
into the main Lantham road, with its
smooth, wide macadam surface. Coker
jammed open his throttle and reared
along.

He was so intent on getting the maxi-
mmum amount of speed out of his
machine, that he did not hear the
warning note of an electric horn which
-r‘-'mhu from & turning off the Lantham
road.

But he suddenly saw a big, roomy
touring car coming into the road in
fropt of him, temporasly blocking up
the way as it turned,

Frantically Coker shut off, and
jammed on his brakes.

EBut it was too late.

Crag-s-s-sh ! . .

His front wheel drove into the side
of the car's long bonnet. Coker was
gimply hurled over the handlebars.

.I-ll; rolled over and over in the Lan-
tham road, to finish up in & senseless
heap nearly ten yards away.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Forewarned |

€ 00D heavens !™
G _Hastily drawing into the
gide of the road, the driver
of the touring car jumped
gut. He hurried towards Coker's
prostrate form,
But his companion reached the un-
conscious figure first. He was a square-
jawed, sunburnt young man, and his

Mfortably  with

steel-blue eyes widened in  surprise
when they fell on Coker's pallid, sensc-
less face. .

“G-great  Scott!”  pasped Doy
MuacLaren. “Why, it's Coker, of
Eh;:a fﬁlﬁ'm School !

“The fellow I told you about, Ken,
who put up thet funny show in the
Novices’ Event at the last meeting, and
who gave me @ helping hand when
Bnell and the other bounder tried to
scrag me together.”

“That fellow!” ejaculated Ien,
“Are you sure!”

“0Of course I'm sure!” replied the
Boy. “I'd know his face anywhere, I
tell you! Poor chap! Fancy meeting
him under ocircumstances like these[”

The Boy gently slid & cushion under
Coker's head. I:f& had taken a liking
to the Fifth-Former at the frst timo
of meeting him, and he now had more
than a concerned expression oo hiz de-
termined face,

“A doctor must seo him—the soomer
the better,” he said quickly. His face

changed., “I know. t's take him to
the speedway. There's & doctor and
awurﬁq first-aid people attached to the
“That's the ides !
“Come on, then!” snapped Boy
Maclaren.

They tenderly lifted Coker and car-
ried him to the back seat of thé tour-
ing ecar, and arranged his body com-
the help of several
cushiona,

“What about his bike?"” asked BEo
MacLaren's cousin, nodding towards
the Fifth-Former's machine which lay
in the road, its front wheel hopelessly
buckled. ]

“Bhove it in as well,” replied the
Boy. “There’s plenty of room on the
foor at the back.”

“ Right-he I

As he slammed the door shut, Ken
happened to glance at his watch,

! ‘F{y hat!” he exclaimed. "Five
minutes to three. The meeting starts
at three, doesn't 141"

Boy MacLaren nodded as he stepped
into the seat beside the driver's.

“We stayed at Canterbury too long,”
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e said shortly. “Well, it can't be
Inaﬁly’ml. If I'm late, I'm late, that's

A minute Jater the car had started
again, and was humming along the
Lantham road,

The Boy sat half-turned in hisz scat,
anxiously watching Horace Coker's
faco for the first signs of returning con-
sciousness as the car flew alo But
the Fifth-Former lay motionless,
breathing heavily, his mouth hanging
open. oncernced as Boy MacLaren
felt, he did not dream how much his
concern was justified.

They entered Lantham very soon, but
were compelled to slow down to thread
their way through the busy  traffic,
Bﬂ.{ Macfaran bit his lip impaticntly.

t last—it seemed ages to the dirt-
track star—they reached the Bpmadwni,
and drove into the members' oar park.

The car slowed down and the Boy
jumped out.

His face clearad when he caught
sight of a first-aid man who happened
to be standing near.

“Here! I want you!” ho shouted.

The man came up at the double.

“Go to the accident-room,
stratcher and another fellow,” sai

E a
said Boy
MacLaren crisply. “ And take this poor
ghap "—he nodded towards Coker—"to
the doctor for attention!”
* Right, sir " F
The man hastily saluted and sprinted

AWwAaY.

Tga Boy leant over the side of the
car, and, biting his lip, watched
Horacoe Coker anxiously.

As yet the Fifth-Former showed no
sipns of recovering conscicusness., IHe
lay motionless in the back of the car.
With a careful hand the Boy gently
adjusted the cushions which supported
him. Ho was interrupted by the arrival
of the stretcher and rers.

Just ae the stretcher had disappeared
ingida tha main Speedway building, the
secretary passed by, He balted when
he saw the Boy.

“You're late, MacLaren,"” he said
mildly.

“I'm wvery sorry, but—"

“It happens to be all right this time,
because neither Weast nor Fisher have
arrived yet,” said the secretary, shrug-
ging his shoulders. “8till, it's never
policy, you know !

And, with & nod, he passed on,

“Good egg ! breathed Doy
MacLaren, glancing to and fro. “So
there are others late as well. The meot-

ing won't be starting until they havo
put in an appearance. I'll go up to the
accident-room until they arrive.™

“Well, take your crosh-helmet and
gauntlets with you,” sugpested his
cousin Ken. “Then you'll be ready to
ride at a moment's notice."

“Oh, that's i{!" agreed the Doy
quickly.

Ken fshed thore necessary arviticles
from under the front seat of the ear.
The two of them hurried into the build-
ing and soon reached the aceident-room.

I'he white-coated doctor looked up us
they entered.
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“No. Only stunned. Tho skull isn’t
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one of the high windows. He stepped
towards it, and stared down on the

erowded terraces of the Speedway.
“Was he injured near here?” asked
the dm:?nr casually.
£ u ¥

“"Well, how—"

“Hiz motor-bike collided with our
car about two miles away,” said Boy
MacLoaren. “We thought we might as
well bring him here for attention. He
belongs to Greylriars School,” he said.
“Coker's his name. I say, those chaps
over there,” he went on, “ pointing out
of the hig‘h window, “near the pillar;
aren't they weoaring Greyfriars caps?”

The doctor crossed over to the
window.

“That's right!" he sald.

“What about sending across and

asking one or two of them to come
aleng, so that they can be here when he
recovors consciousness ! suggested Boy
MacLaren. “In any oase, I'll have to
olear out pretty soon !V

“0Of course!” exclaimed the doctor.

He turned to one of the firat-aid men
and told him what was wanted. The
man dizappeared.

A faint murfhur came from the bed.

The doctor and Boy MacLaren turned
quickly.

The Fifth-Former's rugged features
twitched a little. His eyelids fickered.

At that moment the door of the
accident-room opened. Harry Wharlon
and Vernon-S8mith came in, with
curious, startled faces. 'Uhe Boy tilp
toed over to them, and explained the
position in a few guiet sentences.

“Whow !"" cjaculated the Bounder

"My hat!" breathed Whorton, “Poor
old Coker! 1 eay, it was jolly decent
of you to bring us along !"

Boy MacLaren gestured.

““He's coming round now,” he added,
and approached the bed.

The two Removites followed him.

Coker drew s deep, unsteady breath
and opened his cyes wide. He stared

vacantly about him. .
“Oiet, old man!™ said the doctor

steadily.
The Fifth-Former gazed ot him
blankly.
The medical man put o glass to
Coker's lips and gently tilted it. Coker

drank' greedily.
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The effect was immediate. The colour
cama rapidly inte Horace Coker's pallid
cheoks, his eyes lost their vacant look.

“0Oh, where am I?#* he gasped. *I—
I was on my way to Lantham, I
crashed into a car——"

“My car, old chap,” said the Boy
quictly, leaning forward. * This is the
Lantham Speedway accident-room, and
1 brought you here !

“Eh, what!"” said Coker jerkily.

At that moment the door opened and
a burly form stood on the threshold.

“Oh, vyou're here, are you,
MacLaren [ said the beefy young
marshal impatiently,

“Come on, my 1’&{1! All tha other
riders are in the paddock waiting for

u !fl

o Rightﬂ'hﬂ [I!

Boy MaocLaren rose to Lis fect and
walked towards the door.

“So-long, Cokei!™ he ecalled out.
“I'll coma back when the meoting's
over [

Horace Coker stared after him. His
ﬁﬂ.zﬂ grew suddenly fixed, and he

ragged himself on one olbow.

(Continued on nexd page.)
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Alivags glad o hear from you, chums, so drop me a line fo the following address 2
The Editor, The ¥ Magnet ** Libvary, the Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleelway
House, Farringdon Street, London, EC.4,

HE following question, which comes

I from P. g inton, of Langport,
Somerget, will also interest other
loyal readers of our paper. P. C,

wants to aw tho name of

THE FIRST " MAGNET " STORY,

and when it was published ! Woell, the
Maoxer is one of the oldest—and still
the best—of British boys' papers. It's
first issue appeared as long ago as February
15th, 19038, and the first story was
entitled ** The Muking of Harry Wharton,"
Since then, Frank Bichards has continued
to write a long complete tale of the chuma
of Grevirinrs every week, without fail—
a record that will take some beating !

Rt S .

Aro any of you interested in

AUTOGRAPH COLLECTING ?

Fred Elliott, of Handsworth, Sheffiald,
wanta 1o start a collection, and asks me
liow he should po abont it.  The first thing,
nf course, is t0 got a good album, whie
ean ko procured from any stationers.
You cnn get them to suit any pocket, but
tha more you pay, of course, the better
album vou will get, and il you want to
colleet tha sutographs of celebrities, it i
worlh while lhaving & good album for
thani.

There aro mo sek roles on colleeting
nutographs.  One simply hos to ask the
various colebrities if they will write in the
hook. Por the autographs of film stars,
the olbum shiould be eent to the office
of the film company by whom the star is
engapged, and sufficient stamps should be
onclosed to covor the ecost of rclurn
pustage. In cases where an autograph

album haa to be sent to Ameriea, tho,

owner must take the risk of it being lost,
and therefore it is better to write direct
to the person ¢oncerned, and ask for an
autograph on a slip of paper, which can
be pasted into the bool, or olse to ask for
an autographed photograph.

The zamos reader aska me whoso auto-
graph is the most valuable. I should say
that of past celebrities the autograph of

Shalkespeare would bring the ateat
price if put up to auetion. O “‘*"i"i'g
people, perhaps that of King (edrge V.

would be one of the most valuable—but
it is useless for my chum to write to
Buckingham Palace and ask for it |

SUPPOSE most of my readers have
soent dozens of American * tallies,™
and therefore they will bo interested
m the que which comes from

Alfrod Dawson, Edmonton, who has
been considerably puzzled by somno of the

“ ¢*TALKIE * ENGLISH "

which lwe hes heard in ihese filma. Ho
wants to know the meanings of such
words as ** bhunkie,M ba!nn-e}'," " gat,”
“hot squat,” and so on.

A "“bankie®™ i2 a rom mate:
“ baloney "' means nonsense; ‘o gat ™
g a gun; the * hot squat ™ is the clectric
chair; a “dumb-bell™ is a stupid
peraon; a “Ancoper™ is a spy: B
“ pineapple ¥ 18 & bumb; ond a ** typo-
writer ¥ i3 o machine-gun.

When a gangster sayszs he is going to
‘" talk turkey,” he mcans he js going to
epeak plainly.  When ho talks of pultinﬁ
on the Ritz," he means * swonking.™
And if ho calls you a * sap and a sucker,”

he means that you are stupid
and gullible. But there is no
end to the picturesquencss of
American slang. Before long
we will all have to buy
* English-American " diction-
sries ii we are to keep pace
with the new words which
the * tallie-makers™ are con-
stently inventing !

WHAT HAPPENS TO BIG
STEAMSHIPS

when they become old * Have

oueveriwondered ? 8. K., of

w?i'ﬂ&d.m" th{;uthl wﬂnﬁs. to know.

all, norally go to a
ﬁhiphmnhg'r‘gﬁ j’ﬂ.‘.l‘ci: 2 whera
thay are broken wup. But
they are not wasted! Their wvaluable
metals are used again, and so s
tho stesl and weod-work from them.
The famous Empress of Scotland, which
was the twentisth largest ship in the
world until recently, is the latest ship to
go to the " knocker’s yard."”

But whenever a big liner is withdrawn
in this manner, the shipping company
who own it memb{? E:t- an even larger
ship in its place, and the old Em of
Seotland has been replaced by the ross
of Britain, which is 42,500 tons, and the
ninth largest in the world. Modern
lingrs are certainly the last word in
luxury, for this ono—in addition to bein
fitted with every conccivable electrica
device—also has ite own “ talkie ' cinomn
apparatus !

Ready for next week's programme ?
Hight |

rank Richards' fine, complole varn
of the chums of Groylriars is entitled

“BILLY BUNTER'S BARGAIN1*

and, a3 yvou have learned to oxpect from
this suthor, 1t is packed full o1 thrilling
and amusing incidents, which are
guarantead to hold your attention from
the first line to the wery last! Don't
migs it, chums! It's a winner.

Don't forget to write and let me know
what you think of our new serinl, ** Bandita
of the Line!"™ HRemember, I'm always
anxious to know your opinion of our
atorics,

There'll bo our usual shorter features,
of course, ond more prizes for readera who
gond in winning lmericka and jokes |

Cheorie  till next week, chumal]

Your €ditor,

Toe Maexer Liprary.—No. 1,
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“MacLaren—yea! Half & minute!”
he said huskily. *That rotter Bid
wSnell—he's loosened tho valve stem nut
of yvour front wheel. The inner . tube'll
burst after a few laps. Youw'll erash.
‘He's going to ride over jyou on

ur R
p leEﬁr-:'B!.l'?

“Wha-at!"

“Groat  Seoib !
Bounder.

‘The beefy young man frowned and
came further into the room. His jaw
dropped when he recognised Coker.

“Flallo! That bloka!" he exclaimed.
“What did he say "

“MacLaren! I say, Dunter overheard
it all on the train, MacLaren," con-
tinucd Coker, in the same 3£n.spmg voica.
#ancll and Joe Banks talked about it
jn the train, . They're down on you
because you wouldn't join in with them,
or somothing. Bunter heard it sll.
mot him. He told me. So I started for
Lantham at once; but smashed into a
ear—your car, was it? Gad!

Cloker sank hack exhausted.

Bor MacLaren stood motionless
the doorway.

“W.what did he say?” ejaculated the
young marshal, staring at Coker.

 As far as I can make out,” said the
PBounder quickly, “Sid Snell has got
gome grudge against MacLaren. In
order to satisfy it, he's tampered with
MacLaren's bike to make him crash in
the Match Race*duqh?n h-n:i;]l tﬁ‘. ablo to

ide into him and injure him
¥ “That's it—thot's i1t 1* gasped Coker.

There was o deathly silence.

Boy MacLaren's square-jawed face
might have been carved out of granite.

“@Gee! Tampering with machines!”
snapped the marshal, with a lint in his
oye. “This'll be thoroughly mnvesti-
gated in due course, or I'm not senlor
marshal here!”

Roar-r-r! Bang! Phut-phut!

The distant rumble of starting engines
reached the accident-room.

“f{allo, therel”  ejaculated
marshal, turning towards the window.
“They've started the parade of riders,

ejaculated  the

then! MacLaren, we'll have fo bea
going I"
The Doy stepped towards the bed,

took tlhe Fifth-Former's hand in his own,
and pripped it firmly,

«1 den't know how to thank you
properly yut] old man,” he said slowly.
“Parhaps I'll have thought out how to

ut it bettor after I've beaten thia worm
guel] in the Match Racel Until then,

IJ!
od luck, old bean ("
“Don't talk about

“the

so-long 1"
“ Cheerio, and
said (‘i‘ﬁkegl warmly.

the oiher |
luck I

Eﬂ- G’D"?:l
emovites, )
"With o nod and a smile the Boy
quitted the accident-room and sprinted
after the beefy voung man, His square-
jawed face was very grim.

There were already a good many
riders on the track by the time the
reached the dimly lit paddoeck, an
overy moment others were streaming out
and joining them. . _

" Dodging several starting machines,
they hurried across to where Boy
MecLarcen’s bike stood. The Boy knelt
down beside his front wheel and peered
at it closely. : :

% Vs, the nut's loosened, just as Coker
said,” he shouted, above the din.
“Good gadl The last place qn:,’h-::dg-
would think of locking | and his steel-
blue eves flashed.

The beefy young man snatched up a
EPRONCT.

“Wea'll go into 1t, all right, in time [®

Tue Maoxer r.—No. 1,220,

called  outl

thos

he bawled. “Let's put the bika in
order, first|” : ;

Under his deft fingers, Sid Suell's
rascally work was soon undone.

Hustily adjusting his crash helmet and
gauntlets, the Boy ran hiz machine out
of the murky paddock. The ecnogine
guickly fired, and MacLaren,
vaulting quickly into the saddle, opened
his throttle and joined in the parade of
riders,

Rocr-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r | )

He blazed up the straight amidst a
wave of applause from the crowded
stands and Eanking. From the window
of the acoident-room, his cousin, Harry
Wharton, the Bounder, and Horace
Cloker—the latter comfortably propped
up in a cushioned armchair—watched
bt engerly.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Match Race !

ANG !
B Whir-r-r-g-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-1 |

The finishing - gun banged
deafoningly, ﬂgﬁ the throb of a
score of engines died gradually away.

The poarade of riders was over.

Boy MacLaren shut off his engine as
he completed the lap, and waited for
the loud-spraker to annournce the next
event—his Match Hace with 8id Snell.

His machine came to a halt at the first
bend. Drawing in near the grass, the
Boy pushed up his goggles and looked
about him. His face was grim and set
as he watched rider after rider pass
him on their way to the paddock.

Very scon they all ﬂlElEpElrEd——'ﬁith
one exception, Half-way down the full-
length straight in front of him, a rider
in a vellow slip sat astride of his
machine.

1t was Sid Snell, and the Boy's steel-
blue eves glinted when he saw him.

A burst of clapping went round when
the announcer hnished., A marshal
signalled to the two riders to start up.

Bang, bang! Roar-r-r-r-rer-rl

As they entered on the preliminary
lap for the fying start, Boy MacLaren
drew level with Eia rival.

Snell turned as he did so, and the man
against whom his dastardlr plot was
threatened. looked at him squarely.

Bid Snell's heart gave a bound.

The scornful loathing on that sunburnt
face, the furinus p:]!mtlm those 5!;.-3[-
blue e spoke as clearly as any words.
In a 5:;31, anall maliseg he was found
out, but it dido't alter his resolve, born
of jealons hatred, to wreck MacLaren
if he could.

After that one scornful look, Box
MacLaren turned away. He pulled
down his goggles and tried out his
speediron’s  acceleration as he went
rnkinx{rﬂund the bend, close against the
safety fencing.

Together, t“haf rounded the last bend,
and swept towards the motionless
starter, side by side, their engines’ throb-
bing drone rising steadily in volume.

Roar-g-r-r-r-r-r-r-c-r-r |

Bimultancous with the downward slash
of the checked flag, the two riders shot
towards the first ﬁend. And from the
beginning it was obvious that Sid Snell
was riding like o man posscssed.

With something like the desperate
eourage of a coroered rat, he fairly
flung his machine at the curve, and
went storming round in a reckless,
skidding broadside, More by luck than
control, he kept his balance, and came
out of the bend nearly half a length to
the good, in spite of his outside position.
Flattened along his tank, ho tore down
the straight, with the Boy blazing along
in hot pursuit.

Koar-r-r-r-r-r-r-x--1-r |

THE MAGNET

They reached the next bend.

Once again Soell hurled himself into
the broadside and sent his speediron
bucking and swerving round in the
middle of the track, in a series of

tearing, jerky skids. Boy MacLaren

cama storming uvp close against the
rass, rapidly reducing the space
ween them,

Buk, with a sudden swerve, Snell

abandoned his position in the middle of
the track, and rode direct in his path.

To prevent a collision, Boy MacLaren
was forced to abruptly slacken spaad.
His rival stormed down the straight
nearly four lengths to the good and
went broadsiding round tho first bend of
the second lap with the same desperate,
almost hysterical courage, kicking up
spurts of flying cinders. High above, the
party at the long window of the
accident-room watched hiin closely.

"By Jove!" exclaimed Harry Whar.
ton. “He's got a good lead now—"
~The Remove skipper's woico was
drowned as Boy Mmﬁiren came Toar-
ing towards the bend. He took it in
deliberate, wide - sweepin broadside
which was all the more breath-taking
because of its daring.

Exhaust-pipe spouting fame, padded
left knee and steel-shod foot serabbling
among the cinders, he came raking
round, bike leaning farther and farther
over. Bmaller and smaller became Sid
Bnell's lead, and the Boy swung his
machine out of the broadside less than
a lemgth behind him,

A toar of applause went up from the
crowded speedway. Thea contrast be-
tween that aod Soell’s frantic efforts
was plainly evigent,

The roar of engines merged into a
regular, distant drooes a3 the riders
hurtled down the full length straight.
By the time they had entered on the
i:axtL bend DBoy MacLaren had crept
eve

Bﬁ_nuw, apparently, the Boy had sized
up his opponent’s tactica,. For he gave
Snell ample room on the eurve, and rode
in close against the safety fencing,
hozing 1t with the cinder spray of a
long-drawn-out, raking slide,

From their place at the other end of
the speedway the Bemovites were unable
to see him properly. But they heard
the hoarse roar of applause which weont
up from the spectators near him, and
knew that he had taken the bend at the
vary top of his form. And as he hurtled
down the straight towards thom thoy
saw he was leading by two lengths,

The juniors caught their breath as the
Boy went rakimg round the bend
beneath them, throttle full open, rear
wheol showering the cinders over the
spectators behind the fencing.  That

ashing effort was a delight to see, and
the easy way he swung his speediron
level for the stroaght acted as a perfect
finish. JHe clamped his left foot on to
the rest, leading by nearly & guarter
of o lap, ;

They did not trouble to watch Sid
Snell as he came tecaring round in a
frantic effort to make up his lost
distance. They strained their eves to
see DMacLaren at the farther curve, and
joined in the storm of cheering which
grected him there,

The yellow flag fashed up and down
o3 Boy MacLaren droned into the lasc
lap and thumbed his cut-out for the
bend,  Another superb, wide-sweeping
broadside was followed by another burst
of cheering which drowned even the
deafening scream of that furiously
driven engine,

It slackened for & moment as the Box
roared down the last full length
straight, but burst out again while he
wont raking round the final bend. The
checked flag rose up in the air and
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slashed down as he
hurtled past the
winning-post.

The report of the
fnishing - gun  was
hopelessly lost in the
frantic roar of cheer-
ing from every part
of the crowded speed-
way. Doy MacLaren
.hnj won by three-
quarters of a lap!

] ¥ L

“1 see,” said the
bheely young mavehal,
compressing his lipe

He had come up 1o
the accident - 1001
during the mrerval,
where the reat of the
Greyfriars party had-

loined Harry
Wharton and the
B-uung]eg', by special
permission. Cokor

had teold his story in
fuller detatl, as well
a3 how he had
rescued the Boy from
Banks and Snell that
evening in the
Lantham read. And
the Boy's cousin had
related how the same
shady pair had tried
to get the sinner of
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now they were.all in As the cheery parly made their way down the paih, they ran into a fat, pathetic, dusly [Ogure.
full possession of the  * Halle, hallo, hallo ! ** roared Bob Cherry. * Bunter 1 **I say, you follows,” walled the

facta of that das-
tardly plot and the
sensational way it had been foiled.

“HSo 5id Bnell and that other fellow
have an arrangement about the betting,
have they?" said the marshal grimly.
“And they tried to }%at. MacLaren to
join in with them! He never told me
anything about it !2

“I don't zuppose ke did,” replied
Een, “Tale-bearing isn't in his hnpe.™

The beefy one grunted,

“Well, 1 suppose I must be getting
baclk,” he said, and quitted the accident-
room,

“3hll time,” remarked the Bounder
after a short pause,

“Eh?"

“1 said there's still {ime
Smithy.

“What for?"

“Tor some dirty work fromn Snell,
The next event 13 the second race
between him an' MacLaren. If the Boy
wins it, he will have won the match;
but if he doesn't, thera will be a third
race, in which case the winner of that
will have won.”.

"Hmi"

“* Anyhow, there's this second raece,”™
continued Smithy. “An’ Snell has the
inside position, which is a distinct
advantage. That's what I mean when
1 say there’s still time for some dirty
worl. "

”ﬂil lu

The group in the accident-romn were
silent.

Bang, bang ! Roar-p-rovr-ror !

“ Hullo, halle, hallo!” cxclaimed Bob
Cherry. “They've started up for the
sooond race, then !

The juniors crowded the
window.

Far away en the {rack bencath them
they watched Boy MacLaren and Sid
Soell rvounding the last bend of the
preliminary lap,  &nell bad the inside
SLRLION,

1L
L ]

repeated

round

Owl, * I'm tired and hungry 1%

The checked flag slashed down.

Roar-r-r-r-r-r-rl ) i

Dead together the two rniders jammed
open their throttles and rushed towards
the first bend. In a seccond they had
reached it, and the juniors gazed down
on thom, with bated breath.

Sid Snell Aung himself i1sto the bend
in the same tearing, reckless manner,
and right in the middle of the track. Boy
MacLoren was forced close against the
safety fencing, and the jumors could
hear the cinder-spray from his driving
rear wheel rattling over it.

Half o length behind his rival, the
Boy swung lus speediron leyel for the
straight, and their engines’ blurting
roar changed to o shreill, regular drone
as they went hurthng down.

The party in the accident-room heard
tho engines’ notes change once more as
tho riders reached the next curve. They
saw the bikes lean stecply over as they
went raking round, and saw the curtain
of cinders riso up and fall, to rise and
fall again,

Fect clamped on foot rests, goggled
eyes glaring over the handlebars,
I.aren and BSnell droned down the
straight, the former close in against the
feneing, the latter in the middle of the
track, PBut Snell, thanks to the use
he was putting his inside position, now
led by more than a length,

"Enell will try some dirty work,
soom,”  sald  Smithy, through  his
clenched teeth.,. “But the Boy has
tumbled to him, He's giving hiun
plenty of room!”

Ken nodded.

They saw MacLaren's left foot move
down from the rest to go scrabbling
amongst the cinders and send vp a
shower of sparks, his speediron banking
steeply. It was a fine, typical Mae-
Laren cHort, and s shout of applause
went up from the crowd—which

lag- P

swelled inte a roar when they saw
Sunell’s lead reduced os they came out
of the bend.

Roar-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-z-t |

Along the full straight they blazed,
cngines functioning perfectly. Then,
quite suddenly, 8id Bnell rode n to-
wards the grass and fAung hizs machine
at the curve in the most strategic
position. '

Uiterly neglecting to control his
throttle, he went tearing round in a
reckless, skidding broadside, The Re-
movites could see his shoulders bunch
as the rider fought to control his kick-
ing handlobars,

The very pace at which he took the

curva, coupled with his gition,
carried Snell into a five yards' lead.
But it was too good to last. Just over

half-way round, he overbalanced and

slid to the ground in a smother of
cinders.
With one lithe movement, 8&nell

w:ig-gled into safety, But his machine
lay dead across the path of the hotly
ursuing Boy MacLaren |

“Oh erikey ! gasped Harry Wharton.
“He'll be—"

The Remove skipper broke off, pefri-
fied with suspense, like the rest of the

thirty thowsand odd opeople who
watched.
But with one powerful, backward

hoave, like a rider checking an unruly
horze, Boy MacLaren lifted his front
wheel two clear feet from the ground
and swung it towards the cther side of
the ' track—away from the machine
spreadeagled acrosa his path.

In another second it had bumped
down fifteen inches to the good and
sent up & spurt of flying grit, The Boy

(Continued on page 27.)
Tax Migxsr Laskiny.—No. 1,220,



THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Wreck of the * Night Scotsman ™ !

HEELS thundering, the great

W pistons of the lecomotive beat-

wig out their pulsing rhythm

of power and specd, the long,

lighted express raced through the night
along the moonlit ribbons of steel.

The famous midnight express, the
Night Secotsman, was roaring south
peross the Border.

She had left Edinburgh at .eleven
o'clock to the second. At seven o'clock
in the morning, she was due to steam
inte her London terminus. With an
‘angry, crimson glare leaping out against
the smoke that poured from her sguat
amoke-stack” every time the big fircman
‘swung back the door of the firebox, she
thunderead southwards  at
nearer eighty miles an hour
than seventy. Ower a high
viaduet, waking the dark
valley to rumbling echoes;
along the crest of high em-
bankments  silhouetted
against the stormy sky like a
‘great lighted snake; through
rock-walled  cuttings—t hen
with a long-drawn scream
from her whistle into the black mouth
of & tunnel in a great hillside—to
emerge again with a roar into the
valley beyond, and race on down the
gleaming iron road to the south.

Leaping  piston-rods, fying wheels,
streaming smokoe ghostly above her in
the gloom—beating the wind from Secot-
land to far-off London!

In the ecab, his grizzled face staring
ahead in search of winking signal lights,
the driver of the famous express
clenched his teeth on the stem of his
pipe.

"We're running into a storm, Tom,”
he shouted, making his voice heard

Tie Maoyer Lisnsny.—Ne, 1,220,

country.

above the echoing noise in the cab.
“It's going to be dirty tr:urm%ht——“

“1 don't mind a dirty night, Sam—so
long as we don’t run into them train
bandits!" grinned the ficeman, pausing
for a moment in his work, The smle
that had appecared on his coal-grimed
face was grim, however.

“The train bandits?”™ The driver's
eyes flickered aavagel¥. “1 see they
stopped another train, last night. Near
Liverpoal. It's reckoned their loot from
the passengers alone was worth a couple
of thousand quid. Then thore's the
mails. They shot a man dead, too—
some poor chap that resisted 'em.”

The fireman swung up his hammer,
and turned to smash one of tho massive
lumps of ooal behind him.

“And even yet they can't find out

RAILROAD MYSTERY,

No brakes were applied, yet the express came to
an uncanny standstill in a lonely streich of
Then the shadows of night melfed
and armed bandits appeared as if by magie!

how it iz they stop the trains, to rob
'‘em!” he cried in wondoring tones.
“JIt's like black magc! A train’s going
along, everything O.K.—then suddenly
on goos the brakes, without the men
the cab having touched ‘em, nor bein'
able to prevent it! The perishin' train
stops, the bandits come aboard armed
with perishin' guns, and help them-
selves to the passengers’ valuables as
cool as you please! And no ome in the
wholo blessed wide world, except them-
selves, knows how they can stop the
trains to do it ! It's like black magio!”

“It's a thundering mystery,”" agreed
the driver. * And even Scotland Yard
can't solve it."

#1f vou ask me,”" said the firoman,

“there's only one man in the country
whe could solve it

“Who's that?"” grunted the driver
“Now then, a bit more steam for the
up-grade, Tom "

"Who do I moan?’® shouted tha fAre-
man, a3 he swung his shovel into the
conl. “Why, that chap they call the
Wizard Detective, o' course. Ferrers
Looke "

L] L] * [ ] ®

A hundred yards behind the two men
in the cab of the locomotive, Jack
Drake, the boy assistant of the wvery
man whom the fireman had spoken of—
Ferrers Locke, tha Wizard Detective—
lay in the bunk of one of the first-class
slecping compartments, staving across at
the narrow window whera tho dark
countryside could ba scen
dimly flashing past.

And it was of the mysteri-
pus, sinister train robbers
whosae oxploits had startled
the country so tremendously
during the last few weoks,
that Jack Drake, too, was
thinking !

Jack hod been in Edinburgh
for “the guv'nor,"” shadowing
a man concerning whom IFerrers Locke
had required information.

That job was now finished, and the
voungster was on his way back to
London, to rcjoin Locke at the flat in
Baker Strect, with the comfortable
l-:m?lw]adg*e that he .had dene hLis job
Wi L]

Hé had been wondering, as he lay in
the cosy bunk, walching the dim shapes
race past the window, the rhythmie
throb of the train in his ears, what the
next case would be that he and
Locke would bo called upon to tackle.
Then his thoughts bhad turned to the
great mystery that had set nll England
puzzling! The secret that still remained
unsolved, in connection with the



train crimes that had recently

amazing
throughout  the

been  perpetrated
country. '

The stng‘gﬂrin‘g mystery of it filled
Jack Droke's mind now as he lay in his
bunk, while the Night- Bcotsman roared
on through the night.

“My word!”" he muttered. "If only
the guv'nor would tackle the jobl™

His thoughts had Lkept him wakeful.
But tho steady throb of the speeding
train was making him slecpy at last.
His eves closed—and after a while Jack
Prake found himwlfh:ggmnﬂr, back
in the cosy study at r Street, with
Bing-Bing, Ferrers Locke’s Chinese
gervant spreading out on the table a
delicious feast of his own weird and
wonderful Chinese cooking—sharks' fins
and birds' nests, and ecggs that were
guaranteed to be a thousand years old.
In reality, Jack could not stand even
the sight of Sing-Sing's recipes from tha
Flowery Land, but in his dream he
found himself having- the feed of his
life, watched over by the bland, smiling
yollow face of the little Clinese.

And then the scens of his dream
vanished in & blaze of vivid ligit.

Hao heard a roaring confusion of sound
in his ears—awoke to see the wall of
the carriage lurch up and splinter like
matchwood. He was flung Leavily
sgainst the floor. And in his ears ha
heard screams in the midst of other
ghastly sounds that filled the darkness.

Dazed though his senses were, one
fhing Ferrers Locke's boy assistant
knew clearly,

The MNight Scotsman was smushing to
its doom—wrecked !

How he found himself out on ihe lines
he never quite knew. He was stagger-
iu;lg blindly over the sleepers, with tho
led wreckage of the express looming

egide him, screams and groans echoing
in his ears. Steam was hissing in a
tortured whine from the overturned
locomotive, Jack Drake saw a lurch-
ing figure stagger from somewhere near
it and collapse across the down-line,

“Wrecked "

He found himself rﬂﬁmting the word
stupidly as he clutched at his Jeft
shoulder, which was racked with
burning pain,

A vague hgure came scrambling up
the steep embankment on to the lines
It was followed by others—hurrying
rrgﬁn, their fzces hidden beneath broad,
whito mashks, automatics in their hoands,

Jack Drake starcd at them dazedly.

White masks !

It was the sight of those sinister masks
that e¢leared the swimming mists from
Jack Drake’s brain. He kooew now what
had brought about the wrcck of the
.Might Scotsman. The wreck was the
ghastly work of the mystericus train

andits whose evil exploits had so
startled the whole country—the men who
had been in his mind as he had {allen
aslecp aboard the racing train,

Hg was face to face with thoe dreaded
seoundrels who were toking toll of the
railways of England and Secotland.
Before, this reckless band of criminals
had in some mysterious, unknown way
stopped the trains they had marked
down as Ltheir prey; but this time they
had wrecked it. {"Fhet]tm imtentionally
or nok, ho could not know,

And now the men in the white masks

were coming for their loot!
mancd in  Jack Drake’s ear.

8

Instinctively he raised his arms
above his head, despite the agony of his
injured shoulder. Swift hands ran over

Looted I

TICK "em up 1¥
A hdysh voice barked the com-
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his pockets. One of the men in -the
whitea masks was searching him for

valuables, while a sccond held the snub

nose of an automatie pressed to his riba.

All along the gleaming rails beside
the wrecked express the bandits were
robbing the dazed passengers and tha
senseless forms of the injured. There
geemed to be scores of the bandits, each
armed with an automatic, each utterly
callous to the groans of the victims of
their ghastly crime that came from the

splintered shapes of what had once been
Jack Drake gave.

COarrLoges,

The mén searching
a mutter of satisfaction as he drew from
the youngster's breast pocket a wad of
notes. Jack was wearing his coat over
his pyjsinas. He only realiscd now thak
he must have found it beside him in
the wreckage and slipped if on in-
stinetively. The money that the scoun-
drel had taken fromi him was what was
left of the expenses Ferrers Locke had
given Jack for his job in Edinburgh—a
muatter of Hfteen unds or more.

“Bvery littlo f:lpﬂ i inned the
man in the mask sardonically.

“You hounds | panted Jack hoarsely.
“You fiendal™

Near him a number of the bandits
were dragging luggage from an over-
turned van, splitting the trunks open
with axes, evidently brought with them
for the purpose, and rifling the contents.
Ho zaw two others drag o wounded mun
froma the wreckage with rough hands
and tear from his finger a diamond
ring. A wave of blind fury swept
through the yﬂuuﬁatm: at the fiendish
callousness of it all. ] ‘

He forgot the automatic held in the
hand of the man who was still covering
him. All he knew was that he had to
treat at last one of the inhuman
scoundrels to some extent as he descrved.
- Jack Drake's fist flashed out, straight
from the shoulder, and smashed home
on the centre 'of the white mesk, between
the dark eyeholes. The man staggered
back with a curse, and the mask, half
torn with the force of the blow, revealed
for a moment the evil face of its
Wearer.

The man whipped up his weapon and
pressed the trigger, intending evidently
to make Jack pay dearly for that blow.
But the youngster had i';::urnt ta dodge
that kind of thing as quick as liglt
during service with Ferrers Locke. 'Tho
bullet missed ite mark, and the next
moment Jack's fist had landed onco
more, this time full on the man's jaw.

The dark figure went down heavily
across one of the gleaming roils, his
putomatic Aying from his hand.

Crack | .

One of the other bandits haa fired at
Jack, with a sevage ojeculetion, as he
saw his companion felled by ilie young-
ster's fist. For a second time that
night Jack escaped death by a haire-
breadih, the bullet whining pust Lis car,
And when the orack of an automatic
barked out once more 1% was frem the
fallen man's - weapon—held in Jack's
ﬁngera. '

The bandit who had fired at him a
moment before flung up his arms and
toppled sidewarys on to the track. The
bullet had taken him in the chest.

Jack Drake, a curl of smoke floatin
from the wanxfmn in hig hand, leapt ba
against one of the overturned carriages,
expeeting that his rashness had brought
Lirn his last hour. ‘The bandits would

et him for that, he folt convinced.

ut ho meant 1o sell his life dearly. -

“Go for 'em!” he yelled. *“Tackle
‘em, you cowards!”

The passengers who were within ear.
shot, standing in scared zilence as they
wero robbed Bi:jr lia men in the white
masks, heard his ory, but dared not
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act upon it. Half a dozen of the bandits
were racing towerds Jack now at sight
of the two men he had downed,

The youngster's . automatioc barked
twice, and one of the oncoming scoun-
drels fell with a groan, a bullet in his
shoulder, The two men whom Jack
had alrcady gent sprawling on the line
in_ inert heaps were recovering, OQue
staggered up, recling dazedly,

But Jack Drake had no time to see
any more. Round the curve, some
hundred yards away, o train had come
roaring. There was an ear-splitting
scream from its whistle as the driver
caught sight of the shadowy groups of
figuree on the line beside the piled
wreckage of the Night Scotsman, The
white-masked figures' who had been
closing ' in on Jack while the other
passengers stood with upraised arme,
scared and helpless, broke for safets,
scattering into the darkness before the
Lg}:ant locomotive came screaming upon

Em-l-

Just in time, the man whom Jack
had knocked out with his fist: was
dra ﬁnnieqr of the rail on which he
ha lying. '

. The long, lighted train came thunder-
ing by within a yard of the spot where
Jack Drake s pressed back against
the sinashed roof of the overturned
carriage. He realised that the driver
had applied the brakes at sight of the
wreck. The train that had cut in
botween him and his would-be mur-
derors in the nick of time was coming
to a stop.

Not until afterwards did Drake learn
that it was a “special ” that had saved
his life. The bandits had heen careful
to work their ambush at a place and
time when they knew no other train
would be passing in the normal way.
They had not reckoned on the “spegial ™
that had come upon the scenp of their
e Brateckiocks §

Wi a-b] spitting fire as th
ﬁnppcd the rocing wheels, ﬁle K Ep-e-ui,a]e;

rew up, with its end van almost oppo-
site Jack Drake. Fortunately, thaNE ht
Scotsman had toppled over on the other
side’ of the U.E-li.ﬂﬂ, so that there had
been pno wreckage on the down-line to
cause disaster to the other train.

Already dark figures were leaping
from the lighted coaches of the
" special,” rnmni through the gloom
towards the wreck.

‘This unexpected turn of events seemed
to unnerve the railway bandits. They
vanished down the dark side of the
embankment, carrying’ with them their
loot. The woods that flanked thoe line
swallowed them.

A hoarse cry broke from Jack’s lipa.

“After them ! After them 1™

The voung detective’s assistant
scrambled under the couplings of the
van opposite him, and some of the other
passengers raced to the edge of the
embgnkment, too. But a ragged dozen
thots drove them back, as the bandits
disappeared into the treos.

Tt was guite clear to Jack Drake that
it was useless to hope for an organised
pursnit of the wreckers of the Nighs:
Scotsman. He tuorned with a helpless
exclamation to lhe excited, dim figuves
near him. Then he took a few
stumbling steps—and pitched face down-
ward on the metals.

In the thrill of it all Jack had for.
gotten the wound in his shoulder, had
not. realised that all the timie he had
heon  losing blood in a dangerous
guantity. But now he could carry on
no more.

Eves closed, bis left arm twisted
wiler him, Jack Drake lay inert and

‘sensoless, one cheek against the moonlit

T Migrer Lispany.—No. 1,220
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steel of a rail of the down lne—a

crumpled, unconscipus shape in the
feel?™

had

moonlight.
"W
Forrers Locke

entered his study in  his
Baker Street apartments, to find Jack
Drake sitting at the table, busy with
scissors and paste and newspaper-
cuttings. It was several days later.

Jack still bad his left arm in a a_fjn]g.l:
as o souvenir of tho wreck of the Night
Scotsman, a fact which had rather
hindered his afternoon’s work on the
cattings. But despite the deep cut that
had been found in his shoulder, and the
blood he had lost that night, Jack’s
glowing health had stood him in good
stead, pulling him round with amazing
quickness. He was well on the road to
complete fitness again.

“Feeling fit as =& cat, thanks,
guv'nor! Arm's a bit atiff, thut's all.
But in a couple of days I'll be chucking
this sling away, I can tell youl”
grinned Jack cheerily. y

U Good " murmured the detective.

He crossed towards the window, and
gtood staring down thoughtfully et the
trafic in Baker Street, as he filled his
pipe. The late afterncon sunlight lit
up tho strong, aquiline face, with its
deep-sot eyes and strong, almost Tomorse-
lcas lipg—a face that had brought terror
to g0 many crooks and lawbreakers.
Tha relentless strength of purpose
stamped there, despite the under-lying
kindliness, together with the needle-
sharp intcllect revealed by the lofty
forehcad and piercing eves, made a
combination n::ip characteristics which
even the clevercst of the eriminals
whom Locke had pitted his wits against
had failed to combat successfully in the

On the Trall!
ELL, voung "un, how do you

long run. . ]
ﬂgnck Drake leaned back in his chair,
glancing _across at Ferrers Locke

engerly. But he knew his guv'nor too
well to burst oub with the gquestions he
wanted to ask—ho knew that the detec-

o O
» "I" II?
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wve would tell him everything in his
own time.

But it was not until Ferrers Locke
had lighted his pipe and paced the

carpet, with e thoaghtiul frown, a
dozon times that the detective glanced
towards his young nssistant.

“Well, Jack, I've seen the railway
chiefs,” ho said guietly. “All the big
pots of all the rnﬂwaﬂ were there” A
grim smile plaved for & moment at the
corners of his mouth., “It was a lucky
thing you weren't killed in that wreck,
beeause I want vour holp now to fight
the villains who caused it !™

“Thon—then it was to ask you to
tackle the train bandits that the rail-
way chiefs asked you to seo "em?V
gasped Jack Drake, with excited eyes
“We guessed it was, of course—""

The Baker Street detective nodded,
expelling a eloud of smoke.

“Yes; they've decided they can't
wanit for Scotland Yard to bring the
clusive zcoundrels to book. They want
me to take on the job. I told them I
would, of course. It's geoing to bo o
difficult business, my lad—-%undnring
difficult! But that’s not going to scare
us off—oven thongh we've got to
remember we shall bo Gighting men who
siop at nothing, not even murder !

“We're used to ticklish  jobs,
guv'nor ' grinned Drake coolly.

“That's the idea " chuckled Ferrora
Locke rather grimly.

He dropped into & deep leather chair,
absorbed in thought, the smoke-clouds
from his pipe wreathing round his
head.

“Wea've precious little to work on,
Jack. All we know i3 that these
mysterious train bandits appear to have
some amazing way of ntn}ioping trains
at their will! It eounds like a wild,
impossible theory, that anyone could
stop a train by some sort of 'Huence, as
you might say, absolutely outside the
train itself. But what else i3 one to
think? Even tho Yard have given up
their first pet theory that the brakes
were uEpliﬂd by somo accomplice on
board the ambushed trains.

“Na, it's eclear enough to me that

As Jack Drake pointed, one of tha

sirngeling figures Jdropped from the

parapet, to [all in a fwisting sithouette to
the earth below I

these scoundrels have discovered somo
extraordinary method, quite unknown
to gencral science or engineering, of
stopping trains by an outside agenecy!
Their chief, whoever he 15, must be &
clever villnin—we've got to admit that
right away."
* But the wreck—"" began Jack.

“"That was not intended, I believe,”
said Locke promptly. “*My idoa is that
the bandits made vse of their uneanny
power of braking moving trains as
before, and owing to the speed at which
tho Night Scotsman was travelling, the
sudden braking of the train caused it
to leave the rails. TYou've pgot to
remember that  the experts who
examined the scene of the wreek could
find no trace of anything that might
have been put on the lines to wreck tha
trom."”’

“Bot how on carth—" exclaimed
Drake, jumping up with a hopelesa
gesture.

“Look here,' cut in Ferrers Locka
gquietly, *we've all heard of the wireleas
control of ships, for example. A ship
without a living soul on board can be
directed entirely by the will of people
on shore. People have been talking of
controlling trains in the same way. In
fact, trains are already in existence, for
experimental purposes, that can boe con-
trolled” from & distance by means of
wireless waves. Well, if these bandits
have used that idea, and discovered a
method of working the braking system
of nn'.linﬂ.r;r trains by means of wircless
Waves !

“WMy giddry aunt!” breathed Jack
Drake excitedly. “I never thought of

that!"

“Neither have Scotland Yard!™
chuckled Locke. #“That’s why they're
still so mystified by the bandits'

methods. They just can't-figure it out,
that's all—the whole thing stumps "em !
But wireless waves must be the solution
to tho problem. Against the will of the
drivers, and without their being able
to counteract the force of it, wireless
power must have been applicd to thoso
trains, bringing them {fo a standstill
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just where the bandits wanted 'em to

stap 1"

“ Phew " Ferrers Lacke's  boy
assistant whistled, *“It zounds nnpos-
eible, but—" . y

“Pnt the facts are staring ns in the
face,” said Ferrcrs Lorke laconically.
“0f eourse,” he added, *the theory
assumes an inventor of amazing genius,
who must be behind the robberies—
some eriminalaninded seientist who has
furned his brains to this unsernpulous
eelieme, aided by a gang of despera-
does who do the actnal work of looting
faor him. The inventor's the man we've
got to track down, Jack—the brain
behind it all, the man who orders the
exploits of his masked followers, the
pawns in his grim game! Welve got
ta find him—bhut how we're to hit on-a
jumping-off point for getting on his
irail Heaven knows, But we w;ll, he:,-;
fore we've done. CGot those eunitings?

“ Just finished 'em, guv'nor! very
blessed ling the newspapers have pub-
lished about the trnin bandits is in
heve

Jack Drake handed Locke the s::m:r-
book, into which he had been busi
pasting ecuttings. The defechive too
it, tnrning over the pages thoughtfully
in seareh of sone point which his keen
brain might pick npon as a possible
starting point for investigation.

Jock erossed to the window, and
sigod watching the pedestrians in the
gtreet. :

Suddenly a shout in healthy Cockney
accents came to his eoars:

" Bix-thirty paper!” .

A newshoy was hurrying np the
street, a placard fluttering at s kneex,
As the boy drew nearer along the
pavement {»elc}w, Jack Drake conld
make ont the words printed on the g
sheet :

“ ANOTHER TRAIN AMBUSHY™

With a shont to Ferrers Locke,
Drake darted for the door. He was
soon back in the room, an evening
paper in his hand. = , .

“In full daylight this time, guv¥'nor!
the vyoungster gasped, thrusting the
newspaper eagerly out to the detective.
“An express in & lonely streteh of line
in Essex—mysteriously stopped and
looted—in broad daylight!”

The Baker Street detective had
jnmped to his feet. He snatched the
paper from Jack's hand, and s eyes
glimmered with the light of battle as
he stared down at the great headlines.

“Tn daylight. this  time! The
handits are learning their power, Jack!
They are growing more daring still.
'This was near a village called Wytting,
1 =ee ’ .

He crashed a fist on the table with a
foree that shook the objects sfanding
on it.

“ Jack. tell Sing-Sing io Eet the car
ready 1 he continued. * And gek ready
vourself!  TLook alive, young ‘un—in
ten minutes we stagt for Wytting.
That's where I mean to get on the
track  of these train  bandits—io-
night !

The Clenched Hand !
i OOK !

E Jack Duake had flung ont a
pointing hand, staring across
the darkening deselate waste

of Essex marshes with intent eyes.

It was later that evening. TFerrovs
Locke's powerful ecar, the famous White
Hawk, had taken very httle time to
eat up the miles botween Baoker Sireet
and Wytting, the lonely . little village
on the edge of a wvast siretch of salv
marshes, near which the latest of rhe

railway bandits' hold-vps had ocenrred.

Arrived there, the detective had
wasted no time in inferviewing the
driver, fircman, end guard of the
ambushed train, and in examining
with an ezpert’s eve the locomofive
which had been drawing it.  Butb the
vesult of his  investigations In that

dircetion had been disappointing,  The
threo railway employecs had been able
io tell hign nothing other than the bare
facts—that the train had been stopped
as if by supernatura! power in a
lonely, mddeén stretch of Jine between
thick woods, from which the white-
masked bandits had appeared to rob
the passengers and loot the mails and
Inggange. And Locke's examination of
the locomotive—a big thres-cylinder
four-four-nought type—had convinced
him that everything in its braking
svatemy had been in perfect order—thero
was nothing to indicate remotely hy
what uncanny power the bandits had
heen able to apply the brakes of the
spocding train,

Locke had now set himself the task
of exploring the conntry round the
sceno. of the ambush, in search of the
clite e wanted as the starting-off point
for further investigations.

Beyond - the strip of wood on the
sotith szide of the line lay ihe great
stretelr of salt marshes, with tidal inlets
rnning in nml:m[? them from the
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stumpy shape outlined wgsinst the dark-
ening Ek{' It waz an ofd tower, far
out in the heart of the marshes—an
ancient ({.l]uce called Danes' Tower, as
they had learned from a passing dyker
worker.

“Look, guv'nor—*

Jack Drake’s voice held an exgited
note, as he pointed across the deeolate
saltings towards the distant tower,

T'wo human figures had appeared at
the top of the structure, Far off
though they were, it was clear enough
that they weré locked together in a
savage struggle, reeling and swaying
on the high, ruined parapet.

“My giddy aunt!” gozsped Jack
Drake. *The silly asses! What do
they want to have a row there for? 1f
one of 'em falls—"

He broke off sharply. with a stifled
ejaculation. Fyen as he had spoken,
one of those tiny oatlined struggling
figures had been scen fo swing the
other high into the air above his head.
Whoever the man was, it was plan
that he was of tremendous strength.
The next moment the struggling vienm
had been dashed down {from the para-
pet, falling in a twisting silhouette te
tha earth below.

(Ferrers Locke ami Jack Droke Rhave
beecn set a fine problem to solve, but
they'reé not worrping. You'll revel in

chistant sea, which and Jack Drake next weel's all-thrilling = instalment,
were now gazing across towards o dark, boys.  Urder your MaGRET now )
- et R o

SPEEDWAY COKER!

(Continued from page 23.)

shot forward on two wheels once again.
For a moment it looked as if he would
dash into the safety fencing, but with
superb control he managed to turn in
time, and just graged it with Ins
padded shonlder beforo blazing uwp the
straight.

A sudden, thunderous roar of
applause went up from all ronnd the
crowded speedway.

Snell zerambled to his feet and picked
up his machine.

From then the race became a mere
farmality. By the time Sid Snell had
restarted the Boy was more than half
a lap in front of him, and he settled
down to give the crowd o faunltless dis-
play of cindercraft.

Those daring, widesweeping broad-
sides, those easy swl s-lguck into the
perpendicnlar, were a“ﬁel:ght to watch.
And as the vellow flag fluttered to
signal the last lap the crowd stood up
and gove full vent to their feelings.

The steady roar of applanse com-
pletely drowned the blurting song of

tardly plot te wreek his career on the
cinders had been foiled in the nick of
time. All that remained to be done was
to mete out justice to the schemers,
whose schemes had o ignobly failed.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Lickings for Two !

) HERE'S Enell?
w The beefy young man
asked that question, and he

asked it in a loud and
anthoritative voice.

It was the close of that afternoon’s
meeting, and the secretary of the
Lantham Speedway had just taken his
seat at the big roll-top desk in his
wooden office.

Doy MacLaren was there, flushed and
grimy from hizs recent gruelling
struggle. The Removites were there,
with tense interestied faces, only the
Bounder Jooking cool and collected.
Ken and Horace Coker. the latter
completely normal now, except for his
handaged head, oecupied two chairs at
cither side of the roll-top desk.

(Continued on page 28.)

madly driven
engine Aas he
whirled into the
first bend of the
last lap. Its shrill
drone az he hnrtled
down the last full
length straight was
cqually  eclipsed;
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SPEEDWAY COKER!

(Continued from page 23.)

“I sent a mechanic to bhim, with a
message to report here dircetly the
mceting finished,” said the beefy young
marshal l:msaly, “and he |Lasn't
come |

*'This mattor nust, be; thrashed out
without-ahy- haste ot il ]udgmcﬂt. *. he
continued quietly. “For that réason, let
there e no bickering or useless argu-
ment, Certain charges have been made
—sdtious charges—which compel o
proper and thorough mgmr} All the
allegations must be proved before we
can act upon them "

“That'll be difficult!”
Smith, in a loud "verct.

“Whyt" damaudar:i the sccretary.

"Thﬁ Ha s front wheel valve being
loozened, Iur o start?”, demanded tho
boofy young man, “I saw that my-
self [

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders,

“ You'll never be able to .prove con-
clusively that Snecll .did it,”" he said
placidly.

" Whut about the eonversation which
was overbeard in the train?” queried
Coker gruffly.

“A muke-up|”

" His suggestion to me that evening!
gnopped Boy MacLaren, with a stare.

“ Another make-up !

“The way he n::rnshed right it fronk
of the Boy!" exclaimed” “Kén,

“An accident !

“What?"

“You've said that you want every-
I,hmg' proved, sif,” said Smithy, look-
ing at ‘tho startled secretary. “Well
that will be jolly hard. A policy of
denial, - right ‘along the ling; wonld
garry Snell through !

Thore was a breathless’silence.

1 thawght somethin’ like this would
happtn,”’ said Bmithy quietly. 3o I
took the liberty of "géttin’ both DBanks
and Snell to compro t-lmmsehns,
bein' thnmuﬁhiy convinced 'in my oWn
mipd that the charges are triae—="

“Brithy—"" began Tom Redwing;
but the Bounder continued,

* Just before the last event I slipped
out and sent a note to Bnell, via &
fitst-did * man  who “happened to be
loungin' about: I ‘h'.-'l'f.:ltﬂ: *May be a
chance to do for him yet. Meet behind
the members” garagos at the Hmsh AN
I tdok the hiborty of signin’ ‘it * J.
Banks,® **

said Vernon-

L]

throat.
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notebook,” he said easily,- “I sent a
message to this fellow DBanks, who, if
u don't know already, is usuall
wmogin'  about outside the uorth
entrance to the speedway,. To him L
wiote: °Idea all gone wrong., Meok
behind the pﬂddnck after-the last cvent.
Ur,g;r:ut* “An' I took the liberty of

signin’ that one ‘8. Snell,' *

And the Bounder looked round at tho
circle of startled: faces with a sardonic
grin.

“Buorely«that’ll be a prethy conclusive
proof,” ho said. “Anyhow, it's the
best I can thitk of I

The secretary rose o his feet.

I leave it in your hands!" he ex-
claimed, looking at the beefy young
man. * Persona y, if ‘theso two peobple
fall into. the trap which our youn
friend here has set for them, 'I woul
l:u:r inclined to, accept that es proof. ~As

I =zaid béfore, T ledive the matter to you,
atid you have my full anthority to give
8nell & chequo” for a month’s ealaty in
lien of notice, if you think that stgi:

justified ! Hﬂw; must ask you al
eave tho nﬂii:g.‘:. z

. And he looked down at the desk, all
Ilt.t{'-rnd with papors. |

The beefy young marshal's sgquare
jaw set even squarer.

“Clome on,” he said, with elmost an
admiring glaneﬂ at Vernon-Smith.
“Wa'll zea 1f that pair have swallowed

the bait 17

And he led the crowd out of the
secretary’s  office of the Lantham
Apecdway.

Smithy's fﬂrncastﬂ turned out per-
fectly. correct.

The party went first to the back of
the mombers™ garages,  where thoy
found 8id Snell lurkip ateﬂ.lthiy
picture of guilt and despair, ‘i'he
marshal did not waste much tinie in
words, He told the shady dirt-track

rider all in a fow curt sentences, and -

ﬂ'l.SII]ISEE'I:i him from the Epee{i'nmjr for

MacLaren took con-
trol, ‘and took his .coat off at the samb
tjmﬂ The juniois stood round in n
TiGgE wht]ﬂ the Eﬂj’ got some of his own
back.. By the time he had "finishad,
Snell looked as though™ he " had. been
mixed up with several prizefights all
together. He limped out of tho speed-
way with both eves blacked, a orimison
nose, . and a cut lip, and dlsappeared

,!\l'tm' that, Boy

mouth.

did not enjoy it for long. The fat
cigar was pulléd “dut of his mouth,
stamped on the ground, and ,th-zm
stuffed into the hmkms thick-lipp
Iis bowler hat was erus
flat-on his head, and then rammed down
his. neck.- A thoro ugh Greyfriars bump-
ing wound up the rauetmg. z0 to spe
amd Mr. Joseph Banks was kicked all
the way to tho. antham road.

“Well,” thut finishes that!” remarkod-
Bo anLa.rep a trifle -breathlcssly.
“There's just ane ‘more thing !

“ What's that "

AT you fellows all join me n tea
at the Pagoda Cafe "

“Oht"”

““We'll come, won't- wel"” asked
Harry, looking round at his chums.
“Coker, you'll come, too? We're only
Remiove fags, wo know; bub try .to
fnrgal;j vour Fifth-Form d‘lg'mrj._., for
onea |

“Oh, all rightl” jyeplied Caker
Emfllii[i I come——"’
' ha, ha I

It was a cheery party which walked
down the ashphalt path to the Lanthmun

road; and just as tlmy ‘turned’ tho
corner. they ran into a fak, .pathetic,
dusty figure,  blinking Iug*uhrmual:f
around.

M Hallo, hallo, halle!” roared Bob
Cherry. * Bunter !

“1 say, you fellows——"’
“0Dh, my hat! Tha old fat

man !*?

AR Buntm' 1* ghouted Bol Cherry. “T
an. MacLaren, let ma introdu yml!
This -is - Billy Bunter, the world’s:
porker; . and-the :chap -who [eard | nbﬂ

wnd Banks tatkn
partmont I*?
“0Oh!” oxclaimed ths Boy. Ho ex-
tended hig hand., * Huw d'yon. do?
Very plogded to meet you!"
Billy Bunter Eaut out’a grubby paw.
“How do? SBY; YOU fellows, I've
walked *“Tfor miles—I'm jolly glad

g in-the railway com-

found , you! "I EEE’ I'm huggr:’g, and
tm-ud—I’ru .ﬁot gumg to wealk any
more—""

“Come along to the Pagoda with
us "’ said the Boy.cordially.

- *0h, certainly I™. oxclaimed the Owl
of the' Remove. - “7 s-say, when I said
I wae tifed, I meant to say I wnsn-t.'"

**Ha, ha, ha!”
- And Bunter followed the party to the
Pagods |
THE END.

(Frank ~ Richards - scorts  another
triumph in néxt week's ripping yarn of

_ _ for ever. reyfriars, cutitled: “BILLY BUXN-
‘The Bounder pauvsed, and cleared his  The party noxt - went behind the TER'S BARGAIN ["—a story that will
Jpaddock, where they found Mr. .Jq:rman?1 kold yaur interest from the ,f?-;.:t line to
o Uain another, page from the same Banks enjoying a quiet smoke, But he the very last/)
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EAR PLUGS WANTED!

Muet be completely sound-proof.
High price paid for two good pairs.
Anything’s better than having to
keep on listening fo Coker!—Eend by
Expresa Messenger to FPotter and

Greene, Fifth Games Study.

No. 52.

Greyfriars
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ANY VOLUNTEERS ?

Will one of you young sweeps
kindly go alenmg to the Sixth Form
passage and walk into my study?
The door iz partly open, and I sus-
pect a booby-trap. Thanks !

LAUGH ANDGROW FAT.

July 4th, 1931.

GERALD LODER.
Sixth. —

AMERICAN

Grevfriars Herald

JUNIOR
ARRESTED

Detained on “Slight”
Charge

FISHY

Inspoctor Fugsell and P..a. Bull
were in attondance at Study 14 this
morning to arrest Fisher T. Fish, who
was taken away in & plain van. It is
understood that the charge against
him in not serious, being merely :

Share swindling, confidence tricking,
bogus ecompany promoling, long-firm
frauds, misrepreseniation, lying, steql.
ing, begging, robbery with assaull,
mock-auctioneering,  faking,  Aotse.
breaking, dllegal lolterics, falsifying
accounts, abscondeng, w.angw larceny,
Jelony, perjury, ultering threals, carrying
uniicensed fire-arms (pea-shooter), coin-
ing, sneaking, window.smashing, dis-
orderliness, resisting the police, recelving
eatolen  goods, areom, high  treason,
sedilion, espionage, sacrilege, 1T,
speading, drinking, slander, lib .Hﬁm&nﬂﬁ.
toing, and deserfi :_m..

It is not quite elear why he has been
arragted, but it iz thought that he hoa
broken the law in some way or other.
He will be brought up before AMr.
Justice Wharton this ofternoon, and
the trial Is expected to last uniil next
Leap Year.

ing unsol
an impudent criminal called " Nomo ™ defied
the law in the Hemove,
brought to justice.
worg pgiven an excellent desoription of the
man—a tremendously fat persom, with spec-
tacles and oheck trousera; believed to be &
nw.em ventriloquist and fond of muttering
things

Unsolved Mysteries

In another column wa draw attention to

the disgracoful slacknoss prevailing at Jotland
Yard.
done to remoedy this matter,

It is high time that scmelhing was

The " Greyfrinrs Herald ™ is tired of report-

erimoes,. Only o few months ago

He hos never been
Although Jotland Yard

about & postal order—although given

this description, they immedistely arrested o
fellow named Snoop, who doos not agree with
the desoription in the slightest,

The ¢itizons of Greyiriars domand that the

whole routine of Jotland Yard should be
HHﬁ_EE.H@__-_Nm into by the Home Secrotary, Mr. Mark
mv_wu.mu_.a and Ruesell continue to hoodwink
the publio by promises of early arrests.

It is not enough to let Detectives

If Joiland Yard does not soon wake up to the

faot that ita duaty is to put down crime,
Greylriara will become almost as bad as

Chicago.

Even while T have been writing this article

soma villain has come up and boved my pen,
and I have had to m_”n:m: my remarks with
Cherry's pen—which, lortunatoly, I meanaged
to steal while his baok waa turned. This sort
of thing is going on all the time,

It must stop !
Wake up, Jotland Yard |

T ————

BANISTER-SLIDING
RESULTS

e
2,30, Romove Yelling FPlate,
flight.}) Prize : Two doughnuats.

(One

1. I Cherry. 2. P. Dolsover.

Beven slid.  Won by o neck (broken).
Bouiff . was third,

2.40. Two-Flight Haondieap.

(Second
floor to Hall.) Prize : Packot

Spearmint,

2. T, 3. B

Eight
on by a
Skinner,

Browne. Dutton.

finished-—eix on their necks.
head ({broken). Also  alid =
Linley, Hillary, Vivian.

£2.50. Mascot Gold Cup. (Two Hights.)
Frizo : Cup of ico-cream.

1. Bunter. 2. Wharton, 3. Charry,

Bunter was disqualified for having
robbed his trousers with lard., An ob.
joction to Cherry for bumping and boring
waa overruled. The winner, owing to the
lard, vouldnt stop at the ground fHoor,
but went on out into the quad, boing
afterwards taken to hoepital in an ambu-
lanao.

3.0. Grand Smash-"em-all Steeplochase.

1. Prefeats.

Alss ran ; Everybody clso.

ATHLETE WANTED.

My doctor has ordered me to take a two-
mils run every morning; but I fear it is
too much fag. Who will offor to take the
run in my place? Five bob a woak
salary. Apply LORD MAULEVERER,
Study 12.  (If I'm asleep when you apply,
don't wake me up. You can bave the job
without disturbing me.)

ANNUAL MEETING AND BANQUET
OF THE “GH." STAFF

Held in Dom

On Monday last the staff of
the * Greyiriara Herald ™ held
their annual meeting and
bangquotin the Remove dormi-
tory. The host of the evening
was tha Chief Editor, Mr.
Harry Wharton, and the whelo
Form were invited (and came),

The guest of the evening
wna to have beon the Editor
of the Companion Papers, but
owing to -the difficulty of
smuggling him into the dorm
it was considered better not
t¢ invite him.

Frank Nugent drew up the
menu in his best French, It
looks ¢lassier that way. This
waa it ¢

MENT,
Conaomme {Clear soup).
Oxtail hors de tio.

Foisson (Fish).
Bardine.

Volaille {Poultry).
Euis de poulet durs,
(Eggs of chicken, hard-boiled.)

Meat (Cold).
Boeuf a la corned,
Jambon sandwiches.

Fromage (Cheoss).
Cheddar,

Sweats,
Compote d'abricots dans 'etain.
{I fanoy this is meant to be stowed
apricots in the tin.)

5 dm._- _._ﬂHE._"__E
o gingembro,
in rhubarbe,

Ade de limon,

Dessert.
Pammes, bananea et poires,
(Apples, bananas and poears. )

Bome of the fellows cackled o
m.,...._.:_. deal over this menu, but wa
idn"t mind them. They were

glad enough to piteh into the good

things, you bet !
Naturally, the most prominent
uest present was William George
unter, who startad at the begin.
ning of the menu and worked his

way through to the end without

miesing & sangle item. DBob Cherry,

MOVING SPEECH BY BLLY BUNTER

who was tossMastor and wine
steward, ocalled en Afr.
Smith to proposithe health of the
Chief Editor.

Rt th

on't a wi

Wharton in E.an_,.ﬂw _."..M_..wmwn and
does, but I will; _.m.mm for him—
he's a ratiling good fellow. (Hear,
hoar.) No mmieculd have put
more energy aml enthusiasm into
the job of prodwisg tho " Harald "'
than Wharton done, and this
n spite of o k i other duties
23 head boy and Form captain,
{Hurrah !} I am esnvinced of this :
that tho Romovd will naver be the
same Form if, midwhen, Wharton
leaves us. Md I have much
w_aEE.__w in prowsing his health,

ask you, genthamen, to drink the
haalth of our Ed tr in fowing pop
de gingembre.” (Loud laughter,
during which Tyens furmed a
trifle red.)

Wharton's hafth was drunk
with o hearty {iut subdued) three
tines three, spd Wharton, in
returning  thanks, proposed tho
Sub-Editors, xgthy,  Nupgent,
Chorry, Bull, Linsy, Penfold, and
EBrowney. After this, Hurree
Singh toasted o Editor of the
Companion Papits, Johnny Bull
_%dm_.uﬁ_.._. the Contributors—Dicky
Nugent, DBunter. Skinner, eto.—
and Markk Linky pro d the
health of Frank Richards,

When these teasta had all been
hanoured—incluting that af
Skinner, who prepestd himself and
drank the tonst with threo times
three—Bunter made o long epeech,
i whith he dwilt upon the fact
that, thoupgh the banguet was not
in the same stred ps that he would

Vernon- | g

have had at
Lunter Court,
it was good.
Ho was sorry,
he said, that
Wharton waa
mean. Mean-
noga and petty
jealouay  were
hig chief foults ;
but he had a
million others.
Apartirom
this, he was a good acrt.
Bunter went on to deplore the
foot  that somchody had just
rammed o jam tart down his neok,
snd expressed his opinion that the
Romove, ag a whole, was a mouldy,
rotten, third-rate Form which was
a disgrace to tho School, Bunter's
further remarks were inaudible, as
they came from under Toddy's bed.
General hilarity set in at this
point, and by the time My, Quelch
eame with his cane everybody was
baving a real good time., TFor the
néxt five or ten minutea, however,
the Editorial Staff of the * Grey.
frinrg Herald " were regrotting
bitterly the fact that they had ever
held & banguot.

A mystery, un
of ¢rimo, logk plece ot Greyiviers yester-
day aflternoon, .
ances took place within a fow minutes of
each other, and the mystery is still partly
unaolved. :

At £.35 p.m. yesterday Mr. Peler Todd
colled at Jotland Yard and  informed
Detoctivn Ponfold that his mE__”_m_..E..._,.mm.
Mr. W. G. Bunter, had completely dis-
appeared.

“*Two looked for the ass everywhere,”

pxplained Mr. Todd, “ but he scems to
havo wanished off the face of the ecarth.
It ia up to the Yard to find him."
“1a'll do our beat,” saild Detoective
Pantald,
he hae been put on the spot by the Bol-
gover gang and taken for a ride."

Teart

TWO DISAPPEARANCES—

WONDERFUL COINCIDENCE

WAKE UP

JOTLAND YARD

Princely Salaries—But no Returns

ralleled in the annals
Two ambzing disappear-

" It is possible, of course, that

opo 80 ! " agreed Toddy.

SOCIETY GOSSIP hAML of oG ot
Wharton Yodge, BMr.

News from the Upper Six

Cooil Reginald Temple has formed
a club in the Upper Fourth for the
purpose of conversation and improve-
ment—which i3 esadly meeded. ‘This
¢lub, which iz called the Elite Club, is
tremendovaly exclusive ; nobody who
ia not related to an earl is eligible for
membership. So far, the club consists
of Ceeil Reginald himsolf, and he can
bo heard talking to himsell and im-
proving himsell all day.

Lord Mauleversr wonld join the
eluly, I understand, but he Gnds it ** too
much fag " to listen to Temple all the
time, and wo quite see his point.

W » X

Mr. Herbert Vernon-Smith gave o
Demine Drive in his palatial study at
No. 4, Hemove Passage, last night.
Mr. Vernon-S8mith iz himself a wory
fine domine player, and he intends to
write a book abhout the difficult points
of the game. Mr. Harold Skinner, wo
are informed, tried to cheat, as usual ;

Harry Whorton's place
in Surrey ; and the news
that he has decided to
go to Seotland may
Waaﬁ,_.,._w dizappoint Mr. Wharton.
'osgibly.
L ¥ »

Mr. Robert Cheiry has cancelled all
hia engagements for the next half-
holiday, at the urgent request of Mr.
Quelch.

» ¥ *

Mr. 8noop was * mnighted ™ hy Mr.| |

Justics Wharton this evening. He will

be out again to-morrow morning, when!
ho intends to give a * ﬂnu.._.mu..w.__...__ﬂn b B

party in his study.
L L] ¥
Mr. Richard Nugent is now quite
well again. It will be remembered
that he wos taken gueer recently, and
was moved from his cell Lo the prison
haapital,

SCHOOL OF BANKER.

If thero is any fellow at Greyiriars
who does not know how to play the
noble and inspiring game of Danker,

ik Ul A dominoes, he wWs|;. i, invited to attond AUBREY'S

e - = SCHOOL OF BANKER in the Fourth.
Form passape. .

We understand that Mr, William G. | NO CHARGE FOR INSTRUCTION.

Bunter has accepted an invitation to
shoot over Lord Alastair Bunterby-
Bunter's game preserves in Scoiland
during the coming vae. Heo asks ud to
expresa regret Lo his numerous other
titlad relationa who have requeated his
company during the hols. Lately he

Inatruction js quite free ; but novices
are warned to bring alongz somae tin, in
the unlikely event.of their losing a
game or two. \

1.0.U.8 NOT ACCEPTED.
AUBREY ANGEL.
Fourth-Form Paasage.

Ho had hardly finished king when
Mr. Wharton burst in, 8 and angry.
* Look hero ! ™ ha bawled. ** My study

cupboard’s becen raided and every spot of
grub bas disappeared |

*! Disappoared 1 "' cried Penfold. " What
an amazing thing! Toddy has just
brough. the news that Bunter has also

disappearad.” .
* Astonishing coincidencse ! ™ d
Wharton, “ I8 there any connection be-

tween Lhe two events, do you think 12

FPenfold amiled.

“I bardly think thdt likely,” he said,
“But still, I'll look into tho matter. I'U
gond a deteotive round to Study No. 1 at
oneo.”

“ Good 1 ¥

Tho mystery romained unsolved for an
hour, when it waa partly cleared up by
tho discovery of Bunter, fast asleep, in &

«|box-room. Tha fat junior was wvery
jammy and Enr...._.. g3 though ho head
E_,..Eum‘% porged himsell on tries, and

the romaing of a large fesst lay upon the
floor at his feet.

Peotor Todd found him, and informed
tho Yard of the fact., Deotective Russell,

o

vigited that box-room without secing him.
Jotland Yard officers nover do sos any-
thing. It's part of their job not to.

But the fact remains that tho second
Eﬂmncﬁﬁwn disappearance of Wharton's
grub—has not yet been cleared up, sod it
is time it woas, Jotland ¥ard has got to
wake up | )
Thoe **Greyirinre Herald ™ has bean

oing into facts and figures, and wo find
myh._ out of forty-two cases submitted to
Jotland Yard recently thirty-five are still
unsolved, and the remasinder wers solved
by outeide persons. It is time somethi
was dono about Jotland Yord, Fenfole
and his men are simply drowing thedir
princely salary of twopemee per weok for
nothing.

See our leading acticle for Iurther
particulnrs.



