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fOUR EDITOR CORDIALLY INVITES YOU TO—

Fr

Abvays glad te hear from

TILL they come, chums! Latters
frema deozena and dozens of loyal
MaowET readera, all of whom still
;imgl H@Idmuch enju;g;mn& ldin ]tha

pages of the old paper es they did when
they first began to read it twenty odd
yoars ago ! can tell vou, it's been an
‘ ave-ppener ' to mo to realiso how many
old “ Magnetifes " there are !

I have written to most of these old
friends of mine by post, to toll them how
much I appreciate their letters. and the
many excellent supggesiions they have
made.

From London, W., comes a letter from
an old resdor who possesses a complete
set of MagweTs from the firat copy until
the present day ! That's 8 valuable col-
loetion for you! Don't sowe of you wish
you owned it ?

A reader in Dublin, who is 32 years of
e, bhas been B regular render since 1909,
gnd well remembers wany of our very
early stories.

From the Rhondda walley comcs &
letter from a reader of 40, who not only
reads the MagsET 1y himsedf, but
alsc peeses it on {o his wile and three
suong, all of whom are equally ag enthusi-
astic about the old paper.

Then a reader in Yorkshire, who is 58
E:‘:J of age, informs me that he enjova

k Richerds' stories as much as he
did when he first became 8 reader.
Nor must wo forget

OUR GIRL READERS,
You oo, I still call them * pirls,” :.Ithmlﬁl;
ihe firet is & Scottish mother of & son w
is now 24 years of age. Bhe began to buy
the MiaweT for him aix years ago, and he
continues to read it, with unabated delight.

8o, too, doss & Jady of Nuneaton, who is
42 vears of wge, and who has been a
ﬁ:adm: of our paper almost since its com-

onComATLL,

Now I know these old readere will [orgive
me if I gwitch off the subject for a hittle
while—but I assure them that their
wonderful letters have made me feal more
proud than ever of being the Editor of
the jolly old MaaxET.

HE next leiter on my desk comes
l frem a Younger reador, whose neat

turn for writing limericks haa
won him a fine prize of & splendid
laather pocket wallet, Heo is Charles

Edwarda, of 10, Castlands Road, Perry
Hill, Catiord, 8.E.8, and the following is
his prize-winning limerick :

The Eounder, late one night wlith-
out warning,
Woke a “ blade,” who sat
up lovdly yawning.
Hesald : *' Whila
they're a-bag,
Let us paint the
town red,

And roll home with the milk

in the morplpng ! " J
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A letter from Harry Bennett, of Chi-
chester, agks me if Ican tell him which ia

THE SMALLEST RAILWAY IN THE
WORLD.

The smaallest public railway is the Eskdale
narrow  gauge railway, with which 1
deplt some time ago, But the smallest
prirate railway in world ia one which
i owned by a watchmalker.
Furthermore, it is constructed of gold and
silvor, and the engine i only 1} inches in
length ! It works by clockwerk end goes
round a 4} feet track, taking two houra and
& hall to complete '‘the cirounit.

If you care to work thig out, yvou will
find that the speed of this tiny engins
works out at three miles por—ymar !

Do you know which was

THE BIGGEST ANINMAL THAT EVER
LIVED ?

1 Jack Barmes, of Walthamstow, agks me to

tell himn. Well, it in alleged that the largest
animsl that ever bved rosmed this world
millions of years before the first man ever
appeared. If wms called the Diplodocus,

waa over BO feet long. It weighed
meoro than sighteen present-day elephants
would weigh.

Those were the days of hefty monstera!
The Triceratops, for ingtance, was twenty
fest long, and possessed thres horog on ita
head, all of which were three feet long.
Then thero were the Allosauruas,
Diatryma, the Smilodon, the Dinooceras,
and the 8 urve. Perhaps it was jusat
as well that they vanighed from this earth
before man came. It would be no joke
to meet a Diplodocus on a dark night !

OU all know what an important
part trenches play in modern
warfare, but do you koow the
Iatest development in trench-

digging ! Boldiers don’t have to ' put
their back into it " now. Oh, no!

TYRERCHES ARE DUG BY
MACHINERY,

newadays, and the latest trmch-diggﬁr o
will dig & trench five feet deep end two
feot wide at the rate of four miles an hour !
That's about ae quick as the ave: person
can walk. Don't gome of my old soldier-
readere wisk that machine had boen in
operation in 1914 1

Trench-digging machines are not only
uped for warfare, however. At an ex-
hibition recently I saw a fine trench.
dipging machine which is used for laying
c;ﬁw. A huge scoop dige out the
trench as the machine goes along, dragging
the cable.laying plant after it, The sarth
is then eonveyed over the cable-layin
plant, dropped back into the trench, an
atamped down. Bo, as the machine passes,
tho tronch is dug, the cable laid, and the
trench filled vp again. That's just one
of the wonders of medern machinery !

Frie Carthy, of 153, Union_ Road,
Azcot Vale, W.2, Melbourne, Vicloria,

wout, chims, 2o drop me o Bue (o the following oddress ;
The Editor; The “ Magnet ' Library, The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Flectwoy
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Australis, iz & lucky chap,
but he deserves his luck ! He
has sont along the following
varm, and I've forwarded a
ugaful penknife to him for it.
Hera's the yarn ¢

Merchani (io office-boy) :
“ How Is it, Clarke, thal when-
ever I enfer the offico you are
fdiing ? **

Clarke : *'Idon"t know, sir,
ubless it’s thosa soft shoes
you wear | "

——

It may be your turn next
to win a prite—s0 why not
have a ehot for it etraight
away ! £

HIS woek, instead of the nsual

** Rapid-Fire " replies, I am going

to give yvou a pelection of little

iterns of interest that are rather

unususl,. I wonder how many of you
know the following facts ;

Darkness can be produced from two rays
of ight | If two violet rays are admitted
into & dark chamber, and the difference in
the length of the raye is 0.000157 of an
inch, tho rays counteract each other, and
the result is darkneass |

Sand Dubes that Cresp ! In ihe desert
of La Joya, in Peru, the wind blows con-

stantly in one direction, and the action
of the wind has piled up sand dunes which
are more mathems v perfect than any

which could be constructed by human
agency. BSo regular is the action of the
wind that the dunes are made to creep
forward at a rate of from fity to sixty
feet & vear, and the actual passage of the
years can be marked by the movement of
the dunes ! i

A Date which Is a Name. There 15 a
family living in France which have a date
ingtead of & surname. They call themiselves
“the 1782 family." There g& four sons,
and their names are: January 1782,
f‘&gguar? 1782, March 1702, and April

T8d1

The '* Holldasy Annual ' Is the flpest
book of its kind on the market ! It con-
taing two hundred and eighty full pagea
gf gtories and pictures, not to montion

it us opur plates, Rollicki
fine yarns of Wharton & Co. o
Greyiriara ; Tom - & Co., of Bt.

Jim's ; and Jimmy Silver & Co., of Rook-
wood, appear in this tip-top Annual for
boye and girls. Ask your newsagent to

show vou a copy and jou'll see for your.
polf tlfnt- this handsome volume iz well
worth six shillings,

[

4 OUGH {or the time boing, olher.
wise I won't have [a to
tell you shout next woeek's
I.'I.PPIBE j"ﬂ-ﬂm-

“THE BOOT-BOY'S LUCKI™
By Frank Richards,
is & yarn which will appeal to new and old

readers alike. One reader, dealing with
Frank R's g, said : “He has such a
wonderful ineight into the different

characters of boys, and as to the adven-
tures and plots, it's really marvellous how
he thinka of them all.” You'll agree with
thig * Magnetite ' when you read next
wool's tip-top story of the chums of
Groyiriars !

The next instalment of ' Com, tho
Terrible 1 " {a full of exciting smituations
and hair-raising thrills, and you'll chucklo
with delight at the " Greyfriars Herald,”
while opr other shorier featurca are suro
to please.

lunliz,
elae you lil

e rovoir, adios, and onything
w0, until noxt weok, chuma.

YOUR EDRTTOR,



GEE, BOYS !

THE SPARKS FAIRLY FLY THIS WEEEK AT GREYFRIARS,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Hof Chase ]

TOP thief ™
s “Hallp, hallo, halle!”

“Stop him | Stop thief !
Harry Wharton & Co. jumped.

It was after class at Greyfriars, and
the early November dusk was falling.

The Famous Five of the Remove
wero grouped in the old gateway. They
were debating whether there was time
to trot down to Friardale before gates
were locked. And then, with dramatic
suddenness, Sir Hilton Popper happened.

There was a patter of feet on the
road, and a man came running frem tho
direetion of the village. He was a
short, squat man, with & red nose and
little black, beady eyes; and he puffed
and blew as he ran, his breath steaming
on the cold air. 'The jumiors would not
have given him any special heed, but a
momoent or two later e pursning figuire
appoeared in sight behind him.

The pursuer was tall and angular,
dressed in riding-clothes, with an eye-
glass gleaming in his eye.

“Old  Popper!” remarked Harry
\Wharton.

Tt was Sir Hilton Popper, of Dopper
Court, a governor of Greyiriars School,
lovd of a pgreat estate covered with
ancient onks and modern mortgages,

The sight of Sir Hilton Popper streak-
ing along the road at top speed was an
interceting, indeed ontertaining, one.

Sir Hilton's sprinting days were long
ovar.

“8tap thief! Stop thief! He's got
mv pocket-bock |

ITo gasped and epluttered as he ran;

it

By FRANK RICHARDS.

his face was erimson, his bat was on
the back of his head, and his scanty hair
blew out in the wind.

As ho spoited the five schoolboys
staring from the gateway he yelled with
wll the breath he had left:

“Btop thief ! Stop him "

2ir Hilton was putling on a specd
that was really creditable in o gentle-
man of his years. But he was not
gaining on the little beady-oyed man;
in fact, he was losing ground, The
thiof—if indeed he was a thief—was
rotting away; and but for the fact that

amrewr re—

“ Pleagse to remember ihe
Fifth of November . . .”
And Greyiriars remembers if
in a blaze of excitement and
explosive mirth |

he had to pass the gpates of the scheol,
no doubt ho would have gob away
successfully.

But Harry Wharton & Co., as soon
as the baronet’s ycll apprised them of
tho state of affairs, jumped out into the
roacd.

They did not like 8ir Hilton Popper
—nobody at Grevfriars liked him. DBut
if hoe had been robbed they were quite
ready to lemd a hand in stopping the
thicf.

“Line up '™ grinned Bob Cherry.
E"ﬁl‘ﬂliar him ¥ c¢jaculated Johnny

il

£

The fugitive was only a few yards
awny when the Famous Five lined up
across the road to stop him, 'The
pursuing baronct was still a good
distance back,

The man with the beady eyes halted,

penting.  Another momont and he
would have run into the arms of the
juniors.

“Hold on, old bean!"™ said Frank
Nugent politely. “You seem to be
wanted by the gportsman behind.”

“The hold-onfulness 13 the proper
caper, my eosteemed pickpocket " said
Hurrce Jamsck Ram Singh.

The man panted spasmodically, Tle
had bLeen running hord, but he was not
in good condition for running, and he
etreamod with perspiration in spitc of
the cold November weather.

“You let & cove pnss!” he gasped.

“Wait for Popper!” pgrinnced Dob
Cherry, “Hao won't keep you wailing
long."

“7 ain't done nothing! gurgled the
panting man.

“0ld Popper secms to think  you
have!" grinuned Bob.

“ Look 'oro, you let & cove pass!”

Y Bow-wow |

Instead of Iotting the “cove ™ pass,
the juniors stepped towards him to
collar him and hold him till the puffing,
panting baronet como up. .

" '1‘1111: man with the beady eves juniped
ack,

“*Ands off 1" he gasped.

His eves, like little gleaming black
beads, glittered round him as if in
scarch of o way of escape. p

Dut the juniors were in front of him,

Tng Macxer LipRaRY.—2INo. 1,258,
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the panting baronet behind, on his left
a high paling, and on his right the epen
gateway of Greyiriars School.

Ha was fairly cornered. :

Apparently with the idea of [ollowing
the line of least resistance, the piek-
pocket swerved away from the juniors
and dashed into the open gateway.

In an instant he was through and
sprinting across the quadrangle.

B"]*iﬂh, my hatl" ejaculated Johnny

u ]

Taken by-surprise, the juniors stared
after tha fugitive. Sir Hilton Popper
come panting up. )

“Follow him!” he gasped. *Beize
himi! He has stolen my pocket-book;
he hag it on him now! Seize him ¥

“Come on, you men!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. .

The Famous Five rushed back into
the gateway.

“I zay, you fellows !

It was at an unfortunate moment for
himself that Billy Bunter of the
Remove arrived in tha gateway.

Bunter had been lcoking for the
Famouz Five.

It was near tea-time, and tea-time was
a time whon William George Bunter
pever forgot his old pals.

Having learned from a fellow that
the Famous Five had gone down to the
gates, Billy Bunter mlfed in that direc-
tion to seek them, to remied them that
it was tea-time, and that he, William
George Bunter, was ready for tea; m
fact, more than ready.

Bunter sought the chums of the
Remove, and he found them ! He found
them quite suddenly. In  fect, es
Hurree Singh might have remarked, the
suddenness was terrifie.

“1 say, you fellows—— Whooooop "

Bunter was in tho way, and the
Famous Five, racing in at the gates,
did not even see him hefore they
crashed.

“Yaroooooh "

“Oh erikey!™ gasped Beb Cherry, as
he reeled from the shock. " What's
that? What—"

“Yooooop ™

“ Only Bunter ! gasped Wharton.,

“Yow-ow-ow 1™

Billy Bunter was distributed on the
earth. He smote the earth suddenly and
emphatically, with a concussion that
almost shook the counly of Kent. He
rolled and roared.

“Yaroohl 1 say, ¥you
Wheoop! Wharrer you up to?
hogop 1

With a pickpocket fleging ahead
possession of a baronet's pocket-boolt,
the Famouz Five had no time to wasie
on Bunter.

They did not even stop to ask him
if he was hurt. But such an inquiry
would have been superfluous: Bunter's
frantic roars told them that he was hurt
without ingquiry.

They recovered from the shock and
rushed on, leaving Billy Bunter to roll
and roar.

A [ew seconds later a tall, angular
figure came speeding in at the gates
Bunter, rolling and roaring, was
direetly in the path of Sir Hilton
Popper.

Even if the baronet had seen him he
could hardly have stopped in time, Iis
long legs tripped over the sprawling, fat

fellows————r
W hoooo-

junior, and Sir Hilton heoaded over
Bunter in 2 thrilling nose-dive.

Crash !

“Good gad!”

Sir Milton landed on hzands  and

knees. His prominent nose dug into the
earth, hia eyeglass fluttered ab the end

e Macxer Lippany.—No. 1,238,

of its cord, and his voise awoke almost
every echo in the ancient buildings of
Groyfriars School.

“ Yow-ow-ow 1” spluttered Burnter.

“Good gadl Ohl Owl What—what
— Upon my word! Gad!” stuttered
=ir Hilton, as he picked himself up.

He glared at the ai}mw]iug Bunter.

“You young rasoal!™ he roared.

Sir Hilton had a stick in his band,
He took a businesslike grip on it.

“Ow—ow | Wow!” squealed Bunter.
“How dare {Iﬂu play such & triokt®
thundered Sir Hilton Popper.

“Yow-ow-ow |

“You tripped me up—deliberatoly
tr‘?ped ma up ! snorted Sir Hilton.
“¥ou audacious young rascal, take
that—*

“ ¥arooooh |™

I'P'E“:d t’h“t F

“Oh crikey! Leave off! Whoooop I

“ And that—"'

_"Owl! Helpl Murder! Fire!
Yaronoooh 1

“And that—""

Sir Hilton's stick rang on Billy

Bunter as if the old baromet fancied
that he was beating earpet. Dust rose
from DBunter, and a scries of franiie
vells.

“And that—and that!" gasped Sir
Hilton.,

“ ¥Yoooo-hoooop ¥ _

Eilly Bunier serambled up and fled for
his fat life. Bir Hilton landed one more
lick as he fled, and a fiendish howl
floated back from the Owl of the
Remove, Then he vanished into space;
and Sir Hilten, snorting, dashed on
after the Famous Five in pursuit of the
pickpocket, who by that time had alse
vanished.

S e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
"Ready Ior the Fifih !

e LACEK, but comely—what "

C‘E{:il Repinald Temple,
captain of the Fourth Form at
Greyfriars, seemed in a merry
mood. So .did his comrades, Dabney
and Fry of the Fourth. Sodid Wilkinson
and Scott, also of that Form,

Thre Fourth Form fellows were
gathered in Gosling’s woodshed, Cut-
side, the November dusk was approach-
ing; insido, it was very dusky, and one
of the fellows had lighted a candle,

Th= candlelight !%ialmred and glim-
mered upoen a remarkable ebject, on
which the Fourth Form fellows were
gazing, with grinning faces,

t was an afﬁeﬁy, life-size for o scheol-
boy, and any fellow would have guessed
at onea that it was intended for use as
a Yguy ™ on the Fifth of November—a
date close at hapd.

Temple & Co., 10 fact, were pleased
to remember the Fifth of November, as
the old song recommends. On that date
there was always some sort of a cele-
bration among the Greyfriars juniors,
at which the seniors looked on with
indulgent eycs—never thinking of own.
ing up that they liked noise and Hre-
works as much as the smaller fry. On
this espeeial oceasion Ceecil Reginald
Temple had been struck by a really
brilliant idea.

“They'll be as mad as hatters!®
remarked Fry, brinning at the queer
figure that glimmered in the candle-
lighk.

“It looks rather like Inky, doe:n’t
117" saud Temple, * Black, but comely
—what "

“0h, rather! chuckled Dabney.

“1{2, ha, hat

1f the Fgure was meant to represent
Inky, otherwize Hurree Jam:et Ram

THE MAGNET

Eingg,t, of the Remcve, there was nob
much of a likeness, But as Hurree
Singh was the only dark gentleman at
Greyfriars, there was no doubt that,
likeness or mot, the guy would be
recognised es an effigy of the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

oAhat was Temple’s bright idea,

Guying " the Famous Five was one
way of putting those checky Remove
juniors in their place. Temple had
first thonght of guying Harry Wharton,
captain of the Remove; but the artistio
abilities of Temple & Co, were limited—
they could not E-odum an effgy with
any likeness to the person represented,
There was the samo difficulty in guying
Bob Cherry, or Johony Bull, or Frank
Mugent. But Hurree Jamset Ram
Emih Was easy as pie,

The efficy was not in the least like
him. But it was the effigy of a black
man, and Hurree Singh was a Iindu.

Hindu is not, in aint of fact, a black
man; but Temple did not bother about
fine distinctiona like that. Everybody
woutld know whom the guy was meant
to represent, and that waa near encugh.

The effigy was not beautiful, It was
a stuffed figure in sn old suit of
clothes, and had & face made of card.
board fastened over an old cushion.
The face was black, with a huge red
mouth, and eyes with white circles
painted round them; the eyes themselves
being green marbles glued in place,
whx;i reflected weirdly the Bicker of the
AT Aae.,

Temple, Dabney & Co. surveyed their
handiwork, and were more than sutisfed
with it

Not often did the Fourth Form men
eucceed in taking o rise out of the
Remove. But this time Cecil Reginald
Temple was going to get away with it.
On Bonfire Day that hideous effry was
going to be faradcd round the school
and consigned to the flames: and if tha
Famous Five did not like it, they counld
lump it. No doubt they would bhe mad
a3 hatters, as Fry remarked: but tha
madder they were, the more Temple &
Co. were going to enjoy tho rag,

Guying a member of the celebrated
Co. was a blow to théir prestige, and
Temple expected to bring down the
house, as it were. Temple was not, as
& rule, a fellow of brilliant ideas, but
this time Temple considered that he had
planned a really glorious rag on his old
enemies, and he rejoiced accordingly.

“It's rippin'!” said Temple, gazing
at the fipure. “Just rippin'! Every
man at Greyiriars will know that it's
Inky, and that ecrew will be hoppin’
mad! Tt will be a long time before the
other fags let them forget this Fifth of
November.”

“ What-ho 1" chuckled Fry.

“But we'd better keep it dark till the
Fifth,” remarked Scott sapely. *“Those
cheeky fags would think nothing of
bagging it and putting paid to it. If
they got hold of our puy——"

“Thay won’t!” said Temple, “I've
tipped Gosling to let us use the wood-
shed, and he's gpiven mo o key to it
Thosze fags won't butt in here.”

“Hallo, what's that?”" exclaimed
Dabney suddenly. There was a sound
of a [ootfall ouiside the woodshed.

“Only QGosling, I cxpcet,”
Temple.

He looked out of the doorway,

There was no opa in sight in the
falling dusk. If anyone had heen there
he had dadge& out of sight before
Temple looked out.

But from a distance the eaptain af
the Fourth heard & sound of shouling
YOIig0es,

said
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As Temple was puiting the key into the lock, the door of the
Blil } “ Yarooh ! Wow | ** yelled the Fourth-Former.

He stared across towards the school
buildings.

“ Hallo, somethin's up 1" he remarked.

His friends joined him in the door-
way. From the distance came s sound
of oxeited shouting and eslling, which
indicated wvery clearly that something
unusual was going on.

“What the dooee is it?”" ashked
Nemple. “Xverybody scoms [rightfully
excited I i

*Hore comes a man., It's Bmithy of
the Remove.”

Vernon-Smith of the Remove come
olong at o run, Ho shouted to the
Tourth-Formers as he sighted them.
Temple hastily closed the door of the
wooushed behind him, He did not want
Smithy to glance into the interior.

“lecn him 1 shouted Smithy.

“SBeen whom, old bean? called back

Fry.

“The pickpocket !

“The what?' welled the Fourth-
Formers.

“Thore's & pickpocket in the school
somewhere ¥ gasped  Vernon-Smith.

“Man robbed Sir Hilton Popper, and
dodged in at the gates. All the fellows
pre hunting him.”

*Great pip "

“I thought I saw somcbody dodgin’
thizs way! You haven’'t scenm any
encekin® potter dodgin’® about?” asked
Bmithy,

"“Mot till we saw you, old besn,”
priawercd Temple blandly.

#*¥a, ha, ha 1"

“You silly owl!” snapped Vernon-
Smith, and he cut off; aml Temple &
Co. followed him at once, enger to join
in the excitement of the chase. A pick-
pocket at large, within the precincts of
the school, was soncthing rathor new,
and the IMourth-Formers did not want
to raiss the cotertainment.

Thoy streamed away in haste, and the
woodshed was deserted,

After they were gone, a face with o
red nose and black, beady eyes peered
cut from behind the building.

“(rimes!” murmured tho beady-eyed
man.  “That was a narrer thing! Them
voung fools 'ad me as near as & toucher!
Crimes!™

Owing 1o the brief delay caused by
Billy Bunter, the pickpocket had dodged
immediate pursuit. Tellows were hunt-
ing him far and wide, the alarm having
spread all over Greyfriurs; but the man
had got out of sight, and for the
moment was keeping out of sight.

But he was well aware that it was
oenly a rospite, Within the walls of the
school he had liltle chance of escape,
unless he could find a hifling-piInn&
whorein to lie low till after dark. He
had dashed in at the school gates simply
because mo othor way was open to him
to avoid immedinto capturs, but his
ultimate chones of gelting awsy was
slight.

But hope, as the poet remarks,
springs eternal in the human breast.
The beady-eycd man was not caught yet,
and he was not going to be cought il ho

woodshed burst suddenly open, caiching him on the nose.
The next moment the hunied man dashed out

could help it. He wag extremely unwill-

ing to part with the fat pocket-book he
hud borrowed from Bir Hilton Popper.

If he failed to escape, he hoped to find
a safe hidinﬁ-plmu for his plunder, so
that hoe could not be caught with the
evidence on him. But he was sticking to
it as long as he could.

Skulking behind the woodshed, he
peered ot the departing juniors, and
gasped with relief when they were gone.

‘I'hen, aware that the shed was now
untenanted, he crept round to the door,
opened it, and etepped inside.

He closed the door behind him, and
blinked round in the dusky interior of
the shed. The next moment he uitered
a yell of startled surprisc.

“Owl Oh orimes! Who—what—"

From a dutky corner & black face,
with greenish, glimmering oyes, sur-
rounded by white circles, stared at him.

For & moment the pickpocket stood
spelibound, petrified by the uncapected
sight of that hideous face.

“A blooming nigger I he gasped. " A
blecoming nigger ‘erel 'Oo the thump
are—"

But a sccond glance rcassured bim,
end he grinned,

“(Crimes! It's only a blinking guy i*
he murmured. “My word, it give me
a start ™

And, taking no further heed of the
effigy of Hurrce Jamset Ram Bingh, the

Tuoe Maigser Lispany.—No. 1,238,
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beady-eyed man crouched at the little
window of the woodshed, and watched
and listened, palpitating.

T Eg—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Caught |

% EEN him?i”
S “ Anybody secn him "
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Any-
body seen the jolly old pick-
pocket 1 =

*Find that man ! boomed Sir Ililton
Popper. “Boys, thers is a thief within
the precinets of the school! Search for
bim—find him 1"

That injunction was really unneces-
sary. Nearly all Greyirars waos already
searching for the man who haod dodged
in at the gates. ‘

Greyiriars School was a rambling and
extensive place, and there was plenty of
space to search. But the fellows entered
into the game cheerily.

Gosling, the porter, was watching al
the gates, which he had closed, in case
the thief should sttempt to dodge out
the way he had entered. The Head had
come out of the House, and, under his
direction, a number of Sixth Forwm pro-
fects posted themselves ot various pointa
where the fugitive might have had a
chance of gettmgl BWay.

Crowds of fellows, of all Forms,
hunted for him high and low. To the
juntors it seemed rather a lark, and they
enterad upon the hunt with great zest,

For the present, the man had dodged
out of sight, but it seemed a practical
impuaaiig;ﬁty that he could escape from
the school uncaptured,

Up and down and round about went
crowds of fellows, calling and shouting,
rooting about in all sorts of possible and
impossible places.

~ Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth
oined in the bunt as heartily as the rest,

rgetful of the “gug_" they had left in
the woodshed., But Fry remembered it,
and he caught Temple by the arm.

“What about the guy, old bean?” he
whispered.

“(h, rot!” answered Cecil Reginald.
“ Nothin® about it now! Let's get after
that jolly old pickpocket 1”

*1 mean, if the fellows go rootin' i
the woodslied, they’ll find it,"” said Fry.
“Did you lock the door ™

“0Oh pad, no ¥

¥ Better lock it, them,” said Fry.
“They'l root into the woodshed sooner
or later, if it's unlocked.”

Tomple nodded. He cut off at once
in the direction of the woodshed. As he
ran towards the little building, with the
key in his hand, ho was guite unaware
of the fact that a pair of sharp, shifty,
beady eyes watched him eoming from
the window.

“Oh crimes!” murmured the bapless.

snapper-up of uneconsidered trifles.

He saw the key in Templa’'s hand, and
realised his intention. He had to geb
away ! But he could not leave the shed
without meeting Temple face to face,
and a single yell from Temple would
bring the whole swarm on him. The
beady-eyed man realised that all was
over, 50 far as escape with his plunder
was concarned.

He groped in his pocket for the fat
pocket-bogk that belonged to 8ir Hilton
Pni:ipper, and glared round the shed. If
only he could find some deep recess in
which to conceal his plunder there was
a chance of recovering it afterwards!
That was his only hope now. But there
was no hiding-place in the shed.

“Crimes ! ejaculated the beady-eyed
man suddenly,

e Jumped towards the effigy in the
corner.
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That it waa a guy,.intended for a bon«
fira on the GBith of the month, he was
aware. It was safe till that date. And
ec long as it lasted, it was surely the
safest place he could have hoped for to
hide his plunder, Anyhow, there was
no choice in the matter, if he was to geb
the pocket-book out of sight at all,

The bc:dé; of the cffigy was stuffed with
straw, and the head was joined on
means of safety-pinz. In o few seconds
the beady-eyed man had thrust his hand,
with the pocket-book in i, deep into the
straw stufing, and he withdrew the
hand, empty,

Sir Hilton Fopper's well-filled note-
book now reposed in the interior of the
guy.

Breathing hard, the pickpocket turned
te the door.

Temple had reached it by that time.

He was putting the key into the lock
to turn it never dreaming that there
was anyone inside the shed.

Ho made thet discovery as the door
burst suddenly open, catching Cecil
Keginald on hiz nose, and hurling him
backwards,

“Ow! Oh gad!” gasped Temple.

The beady-eyed man jumped out and
ran.

Temple, staggering, stared at him
dizzily, He realized that it was the
hunted man, and that he had been
hiding in the woodshed., And Temple,
as he realised that, gavo a roar that
rang all over Greyfriars.

*This way, youn men! Here he ial”

“Hallo, hallo, hello 1"

“This way [* yelled Temple.

o was a pein in Temple's nose,
where the door had hit it, Perhaps that
made him keensr on the chase. Ha
rushed after the Aceing pickpocket, yell-
ing at the top of his voice.

Answering shouts come from sll
directions,

“Here he 18 I

“ After hima 1"

"Tally-ho I

“This way ! rosved Harry Wharton,
catching sight of the man as he dﬂdﬁ-&&
in the falling shadows, “Follow onl

“Collar him ! shrieked Temple.

“Come on " cama the bellow of Coker
of the Fifth. “ We've got him now 1"

The beady-eyed man ran hard.

A crowd whooped and yelled after
him. He ran for the Cloisters, perhaps
till hoping to escape.

But there were a dozen fellows in the
Cloisters, searching., They crowded to
intercept him.

“Here ho is!™ yelled Vernon-Smith,
“Btop him I

" Btop thief!” roared Loder of the
Sixth. :

The pick et swerved away, and
panted off i another directicn. Le
almost ran into Hobson of the Shell, and
Hobby jumped at him, tackled, and
brought him down, with a bump.

“Qooocoocogh !’ gasped the wretched
man, a5 he smote the eacth.

“Got him !* sghricked Hobson of the
Shell.

“Hurrah I?

“Sit on him 1"

“Bag him !*

The wrotched pickpocket squirmed and
spluttered under Hobby, who sprawled
over him breathlessly, Another second
g; two and a dozen hands were upon

i,

Grasped on all sides, he waa dragged
to his feet. He panted and sguirmed in
the midst of tho triumphant crowd.

“ ot him " yelled a score of voices.
E‘" t?zﬂng him along !™ said Loder of the

1xth,



EVERY SATURDAY

“Take him to old Popper ! chuckled
the Bounder, _ ;

Bob Cherry picked up the man's
torn and tattered cap, and jammed it
en his head. :

“Come on, old bean ! ho said.

“Ow! You leave a cove alone!®

sped the prisonce.  *“Wot's a covey
one, I'd like to know? Ow!”

“You've done old Fopper |** chuckled
Smithy.

“Ha, ha, ha " .

“*This way to the jolly old baronet!™
said Bob Cherry.

“¥You let a covey alone—" .

“Bump him along,” said Loder. “No
nced to stand on coremony with him !

The beady-eyed man was hustled and
bustled along in a crowd of excited
schootboys. ql‘hr_-_:,- marched him off to
the House, outside which Sir Hilton
Popper was standing, in company with
the Head and soveral masters. The old
baronct’s eye gleamed throngh his eye-
glass at the prisoncr, as he came breath-
lessly up in the midst of a ponting
crowd. .

“Gad! That is the raseal I exclaimed
Bir Hilton, *Thank you, my boys, for
gecuring him! Scoundrel, return my
property I

And Sir Hilton, striding towards the
captured pickpocket, fixed a threatening
glaro upon himn, and brandished his stick
within an inch of the red nose.

 —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Exciting |
ARRY WHARTON & CO. re-
garded the s=quat, beady-eyed
man rather ocuriously. TIrom
his actions, in flecing and
dodging and hiding, thers scemed littla
doubt that he was a guilty man., But
there was n <ool impudence in his
manner, & defiant plint in his black,
beady eyos, a sneering prin on his ill-
favoured and foxy-featured face, rvather
gurprising in & man who was about to
be *“run in * on a charge of theit. They
wondered whother it was barely possible
that the hasty, hol-tempered old gentle-
man bhad made a mistake. The man
certainly did not look as if he had any-
thing to fear.

He leered at the engry baronet.

“Vou keep that there stick orf a
feller's dial, old covey " he snid. “You
%t mo with that stick and I'll 'ave the
law of vou."

“What, what 7" barked Sir IIilton,

The beady eres glittered round at the
crowd of staring Greyiriars fellows.
The man grinned offensively,

“T'd like to know wot all this means,”
he went on. “I'm an honest man, 1 am,
well-known at the labour exchanges all
over this ‘ere countv. Noame of Alfred
Parker—Alired 'Erbert Parker—and o
carpenter by trade, and not ashamed to
sny s0. And if a man can't walk 'ome
quict and peaccable without being sct
on by a ficree old gent, I’t_l like to know
what thia 'ere counlry iz coming to,
strike me!”

“Well, my hat!™ mormured Bob
Chorry. _ )

#iCaol, if vou like ! grinned Frank
Nugent, _ _

“The coolfulness is terrifie,” mur-
mured Iurree Jamset Ram  Singh,

“RBut the infuriation of the cstcemed
TPapper is still more preposterons.”
Thera was no doubt about that, Sip
Hilton Topper's crimson face had
beeome purple, and us cyes seemed o

Te bulging from hiz wrathiul face. Lo
plmost stuttered with wrath. )
“You— you —you scoundeell™ Lo

avticulated. *¥ou — you—>" He
rasped  his stick convulsively. DMe,
5uelch, the Remove master, touched him
on the arm, gently pushing him back,
“No violence, 8Sir Hilton,” he
murmured. *“Pray, no viclence.™
“The—the—the rascal I'' gurgled the
baronet,  *“Mr., Queleh, the man has
robbed me—he haz my pocket-book in
his possession at the prosent moment.”
“*Mo doubt: but—a constable had
better be called in,” sald Mr.wQuelch,
“I will telephone immediately, if you
50 desirg——"" ]
“Call up all the blinhini peelers in
Kent, if you like,” said Mr, Parker
cheerfully., “I'd be glad to seo "om!
Blost of 'em know mo, if yvou come to
that 1”?
There was & chuckle from some of the
Greyiriars fellows, Tho ceol impudence

WANT A POCKET - KNIFE,
CHUM >
Then send me an amusing

storyette like M. Smith, of 93,
Arbreath Road, Dundee, has done.

L

A Jady entersd a butcher's
shop accompaniod by hep little

daughtor. Some trif-n wae dig-
played in a dish on the countar,
and the little girl asked whaot it

was,

* Tripe," itha fond
parent.

That's funny, mummy,’ aaid
the vyounpster, ¥ Daddy eaya

that’s what we get over the wire-
legsa ! ™

LET ME HAVE YOUR EFFORT
TO-DAY |

replied

of Mr. Alfred Ilerbert Parler rather
entertained them.

“Wol's the charge, I'd like to know ?*
pursued Alr. Parker. “I'm set on by a
fioree old gent, amd I savs to myself, I
says, this ‘cre old gent's drunk, T says,
and 1I'd botter steer elear of him, T says.
So I ups and ‘ooks it, wilh him artee
me like 2 ‘owling lunatie. 1 could "ave
the law of him for chasing o covey like
that.”’

Sir Ililton made a gurgling sound. Ile
really scomed on the verge of an attack
of apoplexy.

Dr. Locke gave the impudent Mr.
Parker o perplexed stare, and theon
glunced at the almost speechless baronet.

#1—I presurne there is no mistake in
the matter, Sir Hillon ! he vontured.
“ You are assured that this man actually
robbed you !

“ plistake, sir!" pasped Sir Hilton.
“1 tell vou, sir, I was walking along
Frinrdale Tone when this man ran out

-of the hedge and collided with me. My

first impression was that his action was
clumsiness, or impudence, and I ordered
him off. A moment later T missed my

1

pocket-book, and called to him to etop.
He ran, and I pursued him, But for
gomo boys sliopping him at the gate ho
would have ecscaped. My pocket-Dook,
containing a number of bankootes and
currency uotes, 1s in lus posscssion at
this moment."’

“Then notliing remains but to give
him into custody,'” said the llead, " He
shall Lo detained while & consiable is
sent for."

“¥You dror it mild, old gent,” said
Mr. Parker. © ¥You detain me 'ere, and
I'll 'mve the law of you, so I tell you
old covey. I ain't touched that old
[I,;unt'a pocket-bock, and never knowed
he had one; and when he got arier me
in the lane I thought e was drunk—"

*“IHa, ha, ha!"

“Bilence I oxelaimed the Head,

*That's wot I thought, and he looked
it,'" said Mr. Darker, “and I 'ooked
it, being a peaceable man, I didn't wans
no trouble with the old covey.'

Br. Queleh’s eves met the Tlead's,
Mr. Prout and Mr, Capper exchanged
& glance. Some of the Greyiriars fellows
grinned, and several of thein exchan
winks. More and more it scemed pos-
sible that the hasty old baronet had
made a rash mistake, Certainly, if Mr.
Parker had the plunder a{mut hia
porson, his casy scli-confidenco was hard
to account for,

“I own up [ lost my ‘cad a [ittle,”
went on Mr. Parker. * All these coveys
setting on me, chasing o bloke, put the
wind up me proper. I own up it did!
But I never touched no pocket-book, and
never knowed nothing about it. Angd I'll
walk along to the p'lecce station, and
willing, and I'll eat all the blinkiag
pocket-books they find on mo.” :

*“Will you hand over my property, you
seoundrel ¥ roared Siv Hilton.

“1 takes you all to witness,”” said Mr,
Parker, “that that old gent is calling
me names—actionable names. And
when 1 sces my solicitor—"

That was too much for Sir Hilton,

He made a jump at the impudent A,
Parker. His left hand grasped Mr.
Parker's frowsy collar m]f swung him
round, and his stick enme down across
Mr. I*arker’s shoulders with o erack liko
a rifle-shot,

“Whoooop I"" roared Mr. Parker.

“Bless my soul!™ ecjaculated the
Flead, *“Sir Hilton—control vourself, I
beg of you—I beg you, sir—"

“Sir Hilton 1™ gasped Mr., Quelch.
“This scone——""

“Draw it mild!™ eame n youtlful
voice from tho back of the crowd—
speaker  wunknown, And a  laugh
followed,

Whaek, whack!

Twice again the stick enuwie down
across  Mr. DParker’s shoulders.  Ilo
roared and wrigpled feantically.

But the squat hittle mnn was power-
less in the tall bavonet's grasp,  SBir
Hilton, wilk an ivon grip on his collar,
shook lnm like a rat.

“Qeoundrel ! | EETIT
property ' he boomed,

! I.ﬂgg{:! 'l "pve ilic law of
vou! Wow!

Shake, shake!

“#8ir Hilton " almost shricked the
Head, “This is not the proper method
—this is high-handed, indeed illegal-—
it 1= for the police—"

Shako, shake!

“air Tlilron, thiz seone must coaso—
boys, dispetse ! Bless my soul I" gasped
the aritated Tlead.

“The man  shall  ba  searched!”
hoomed Sir ITillon,  *“Cosling—call
Gosling—0iosling shall search him—""

“* A constable——"

Tug Macxer Liensny,—No. 1,238,
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“1 bave no time to wasto wailing for
5 constable to walk a mile, art”
boomed Sir EHilton, “Gosling shall
search this scoundrel 1"

“Bless my soul! But—""

“Really, Sir Hilton—" said Mr.
Prout.

“Gosling 1" snorted  SBir  Hilton.
“Whero 15 Gosling 1 i

“'Bre, sir!™ gaid the ancient porter
of Greyi‘riars.

“ (zosling, search that man ["

“Hearch as much as you likel”
gasped Mr. Parker. “1 am”i.t no
objeetion; but I takes you all to wilnesa
that that old covey accuses me of pinch-
ing, and I'll 'ave the law of 'im! Ha
can't take away the good name of an
honest man like that I**

WIf~if the man is willing—"
articulated the Head. '

Dr. Locke was only anxigus for that
extraordinary and vnprecedented sceno
in the quadrangle of Greyiriars Lo come
te an end. ]

*Willing and ready, sir, me being an
honest man, and 'aving nothing to be
afraid of,” eaid Mr. Parker. *“1've had
‘ands laid on me, I 'ave, and I takes
you all to witness—"

“Silence !” boomed Sir Hilton.
“osling, search that man, and hand
me the pocket-book you will find on
him 1" ; :

“ Yessir [ said Gosling.

Dr. Locke had ordered the crowd to
disperse, but nobody had dispersed yet.
A hundred pairs of eyes and moro were
watching, and fellows crowded and
craned to see the zhow. The head-
master and his staff were scandalised
by such a scene in the quadrangle, but
the Greyfriars fellows seemed to regard
it as an entertainment.

Sir Hilton released Mr. Parker's
eollar, but the delinquent showed no
desire to dodpe. He even turned out
his pocket, rem'enlini the ragged linming,
to mssist Gosling in his scarch.

Gosling’s search was guite thorough.
Several things came to light—a “cutty
pipe, & t of shag fobacco, & box of
matches, a fask half-full of a fluid that
was certainly not a femperance drink,
several pawn-tick t there was no
sign of & pocket-book. All the search
proved was that there was no such thing
2s & pocket-book in the possession of
Alfred Herbert Parker.

“Qf-side, old bean ! called out the
sameo voice from the back of the erowd,
and apﬁin there was a laugh.

Bir Hilton snorted.

“The scoundrel must have thrown the

ooket-hook away when he was caught 1*”

e exclaimed. “Where are the boys
who caught him '’

*1 got him first, sir,” said Hobson of
the Shell, “and he never threw anything
away. I should have seen him.*

“Nonsense 1

“I'm sure, sir—""

* Rubbish 1**

“0Oh, all right 1 said Hobszon sulkily,
and he stepped back.

“T never throwed any old pocket-hook
pway. 'Canee whyt? I never had anv

old pocket-book,"” said Mr, Packer. *1f
you think T throwed any pocket-hook
away, you can look for it—easy. And
if you find it I'1l cat it 1"

“Really, 8Sir Hilton—" murmured
the Head.

Bnort from Sir Hilton.

“The pocket-book has been thrown
away, and it is somewhere within the
nrecinets of the schoal at 1this moment 1™
he exelaimed. ™71 requost you to have a
esenreh made for it, Dr. Locke®

“A szcarch chall certainly Lo inade,
Sir Hilton,"" said Dr. Locke. “A most
Tue Maaxer Lmrsar.~No, 1,238

careful ;E‘ﬂﬂ.r{]:h shall be made. But
now——"

*Like to give a covey into custody 7'
jeercd Mr. Parker. “Get on with 1t
ared I'll "ave you up for false imprison-
ment. As soon as I sces my solicitor——
¥aroogooogh 1 .

Fossibly Bir Hilten was dubious about
being able to sustain the charge of theft
against the pickpocket in the total
EE-s;en-:E of &'l.risgnﬂn and witnesszes of his
guilt; or perhaps he preferred to take
the law into his own hands. At all
events, he made it clear that he did not
intend to wait while & constable was
sent for. He charged at Mr. Parker,
and the stick came into play again,
erncking like & machine-gun on the
ropue's shoulders.

“ For goodness’ sake, 8ir Hilton——"
B s P ' exclaimed
‘Bir Hilton Popper—" exclaime

Mr. Quelch.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Hop it, Parker |’

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Yarooooh! 'Elpl EKeep him off I”
velled the hapless Mr. Parker, and he
ran for hia life.

After him rushed the angry baronet,
his stick still lashing.

Whack, whack, whaek |

Mr. Parker was sﬁq‘:eﬂj—with that
lashing stick hehind, he put on all the
%Eaed of which he was capable. Dut

ir Hilton seemad to have got his
second wind now, and he also was going
strong. He kept pace with the flecing
pilferer, and the :tick whacked and

whacked and whacked, every whack
answered by a fearful yell from the
.

3 my hat!”’ gacpe o erry.
“Put it on, Pa.rl:er%;'

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ o it, Parker [

“(io it, Pﬂp[ﬁr £

The vellin r. Parker reached the
ates, but tha gates were closed and

ocked. He swerved and dodged, with
the stick ptill whacking, twisted round
Gosling's lodge, and ron under the clms
and along the wall. After him rushed
Sir Hilton, his tireless arm working
like a piston, the stick whacking and
whacking.

With & frantio Jeap Mr. Parker
negotiated the school wall and serambled
over it. Yelling wildlg. he dropped into
the road outside. 8ir Hilton, breathless,
halted, Euﬁing and blowing,

"“Ha, ha, ha [

“Oh crumbs! Ha, he, ha 1™

“Borysz! Go into the House at onece I
boomed Mr. Quelch.

“"Ha, ha, i

Masters and Frefents drove a hilarious
mob of Greyiriars fellows into the
House.

. “Scandalous " gaid Mr. Prout, shok-
ing his head. .
Shocking " satd Mr. Capper,
“TInprecedented ! said Mr. Wiggins,
“Buch a scene——"" said Mr. Prout.
“A povernor of the school, too I” said
Mr. Twigg.

“ Shocking 1"

“ Beandalous 1™

In Common-reom the heads of the
stafl wagged seriously and solemnly.
But thoe rest of Greyfriars evidently
took the exeiting cpisode a3 a merry
jest, and for a long, long time passapes
end studies echoed with laughter,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Sszes It Al 1
i UZZ, you fot bluebottlie [
B “0h, really, Temple—"
“Kick him 1"

It wa: morning break the
follewin d&g.
Temple, Dabney, and IFry of the

THE MAGNET

Fourth had strolled round to the wood-
shed to give a few finishing touches to
the remarkable guy which was the work
of their hands, and which was—they
hoped—to make the Famous Five a3
mad as hatters on Bonfire Day,

They were far from pleased to ses
Billy DBunter of the Remove hanging
ahout the spot.

No Remove man was to be allowed to
see the guy till it was produced in pro-
cession on the Fifth. The Famous Five
were quite capable of raiding that guy
and ai’:_rnwng% it in small fragments to
the winds if they discovered that =
member of the Co. was being “rotted.”

The Fourth-Formers eyed Bunter
suspiciously and dire¢ted him to *buzz,*
and the fat Owl of the Remove blinked
at them indignantly,

"I S&Y, {rau 'fﬂﬂﬂ'ﬁ".ﬂ'—-"

. Oh, kick him 1" snapped Temple.

Look here, if you're after it, too,™
exclaimed Bunter indignantly, * you can
olly well give a fellow a chance! Sest

mEgmng to look for it 1"

“Eht What are you laoking for, you
fat frump?" exelaimed ?npie: Ij.l]:

alarm,
“ ¥ou jolly well know I'* gaid Bunter,
t1I' said Fry, *“That faf

*“Oh, my
bounder has nosed it out!” Kick him [

"I say, you fellows—— Ow ! Leggo ™
roared Bunter, as the thres angry and
indignant Fourth-Formers collared him.

“You prying fat worm 1" exclaimed
Temple. “ How did you find it out 7"
ht haven’t found it yeti™
gaspod Bunter,
: %?.}u haven't 5&5{1’ it ET " ;
0, yor ass; I'm looki or it
Legpo 1™ =K :
. “How did you know anythin’ about
Eﬁu prying, spring freak 1" exclaimed
&Y.

“Eh1” Bunter blinked at Temgle
& Co, in pstonishment. " You all heard
what old Popper said about it—"

Hl%_ld Popper !H ;Jﬁﬂlllﬂtgd Templo,
gig res, Youa eard him—eame as I

“You frabjous ass, old
know anythin' about it! What are you
drivin’ at?” howled Temple. “Have
you_ g kﬁhqﬁ FﬂUfhﬁjH}’llfﬂﬂEET i

1 1ML, &Iy INow n -

11 Yﬂ-l‘ﬂﬂﬂﬂh I!J m L Fr?

“It's all oub now I** nted Temple.
“Now that fat frump%m got hnIdp]uE

i—"

“1 haven't got hold of it1" howled
Bunter, “Leggol I say, you fellows,
if wou know where it is, halves, you
know |

“Wha-a-at }"

P{:‘:}:pe.r doesn't

“Halves!” said Bunter, "I bags
lalvesl That's fair 1™
Temple & Co. stared blankly ab

Bunter. They had taken it for granted,
from his remorks, that he had dis-
covered, or suspected, the puy hidden
in the woodshed. Now it dawned upon
them that it was some different obiect
that had brought the Owl of the Re-
move rooting about the shed, though
they did pot know what that object
Wils.

“Halves? Haolves in what, you fat
froak " ejnculated Temple.

“The reward, of course.'

“What reward 7 shricked Temple.

“Well, there’s bound to be a reward,™
argued DBunter. Ho jerked himself
away from the astenished Fourth-
Tormers, and blinked at them through
s big speetacles.  *It'a valuable, ro
thers will be a reward, If old Popper
doesn't offer a roward I shall take it
to tho police station, and they will zee
that I get my rights.”

“What on earth is the fat ass talking
about?” asked Temple. e realised
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The beama of light flasked on & hideous hlack
face—the face of some learful-loocking negro,
ueal ef amazement and

and Loder utfered a
fright!

2
i
Hitdy
Al .
i :nl:,-"! '||" .

i |

that Bunter could not possibly be refor-
ring to the elligy of Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh in ithe woodshed., No doubt
the chums of the Ilemove wonld have
been glad to learn of Temple & Co's
mtended ja?a. but certainly there was
no reward for such a dizcovery.

*You jolly woll know!” grunted
Bunter. “And if vou've seen it—"

" Seen what 7" yelled Try,

*The pocket-book 1™ snocted DBunter.

*“Tho—the—the pip-pip-pocket-book !*
gtuttered Tomplse. .

* Oh, come off I said Bunter. “Think
I don't know that you're rooting afler
it, eame as I am?  If you've spotted it, 1
bag halves.”™

Temple & Co. sliared Llankly. Then,
nz they goessed what the fat Owl was
after, they grinnod.

It was not the hidden guy in e ghed
that Dunter was (lanking of. TToe was
looking for Siv llilton Popper's lost

aclet-lboal:, which the baronet believed
r’md been thrown away by the ihief
somewhere within the walls of Groy.
friars Schocl. Bunier knew noiling
about the puy. Danter, ps usual, was
on tho maloe. .

“Oh, gad ! said Tewaple, “ You silly,
fruomptious chump.  are you rooting
about after old Popper's silly pocket-
boak? You frabjous aszs, I lhought—
I mean, buezz off I

But Bunier, did not buzz off, He
blinlzed suspicionsly at the three. They

el exeiteod hiz suspicions.
Bunter wans not o bright
vouth, but he was bright
cuougit to see that
Temple & Co. hLad been
alarmed at finding him
rooting about the wood-
shed, and thal they were
very anxions to “shoo™
him off from the vicinity.

If that Jdid not mean that they were
on the track of the missing pocket-book,
and wanted to elear o rival out of the
way, Bunter did not know what it did
e nn,

“I say, you fellows, halves!” he
repeated.  “That's fair| I jolly well
know that vou know where 1L is.”

“You silly a=s, we don’t know any-
thin® about it!" snapped Temple. ©1
don't lelisve i's abont the schogl at
all. Old Popper was makin' a mistake™

“0Oh, really, Temple—"

*“The man nover picked s pocket at
all,” said Fry., “The old ass dropned
his pockel-book somewhere, and fancied
that Parker merchant hod pinched it
sitnply beenuse the man ran inta him.”

“(Oh, rather ™ said Dabuey.

Dunter grinned.

“Pile it on1” he said,

“0Oh, clear off ! snapped Temple.

“P*m jolly well not going to clear off
and leave vou to snoop that pocket
ook [ said  Tanter  firmly,  “ 0]
T'opper said there were banknotes in it
:mc? it’s law that the finder {nkes a poer-
centore of the value. Bay be worth

mm@? to a chap io find that pochet-

GOk,

“I's not lwre. yeo ass !

Tunter winked a fat winl. .

Temple & Co. plaved at him.  They did
not eare two steaws abont Sir Hillon's
lost pocket-book, and did not, as a
malter of {act, Lelicve that it was any-

whers about tho school. To scemicd to
them, sz lo most of the Greviriars
fellows, much more probable that tho
hasty old gentleman hod made a mistake
and jumped to the wrong conclusion,
and that theé shifty Mr. Parker never
had robbed him at all. They wore
aware, too, that the Head had ordered
Gosling and Mr. Mimble and several
other persons to wake a scarch, and
that the search had revealed nothing.
Anyvhow, they woere not bolhering about
pocket-books, but they were deeply
concerned to keep the sceret of the
wondshed.

Dunter, as usual, was the wrong man
in the wrong place. Thoe Pecping Tom
of Creyfriars was the last fellow in the
world whom Temple & Co. desived o
see on the spot,

Dut Bunter did not mean to go if ho
could help 1. TFinding a pockei-book
that contained banknotes was worth
pounds to a fellow, and Dunicr liked
pounds.  Morcover, he had boen dis-
appointed about a postal order he Liad
been cxpecting, ¥rom that home of
wealth and luxury, PBunter Court, no
remittanee had reached the fat Owl for
quite a long time. Iinding Sir Hilton's
nocket-boalk would have beon like corn
in Fpypt in ane of the lean years.

o wagged o fab, admonitory finger
at the exasperated Fourth-Formers.

“Naw, look here, you fellows.” he
gnid. “You know where that poclet.
book is. T con sec that. Halves is {uir.
Where ig "

“We Lnow nothing abont
head 1" snapped Fry.

*“Fhen what are you afier here?”
jeered Buanter.,  “Taling = look at tho
woodshed to admire it, or what? What
are vou trying to elear a fellow off for?
Soe any preen in my eya .

Temple & Co. gave up the idea of
giving those finishing tovches lo the puy
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during morning break. They gave their
aftention to Bunter instead.

Threo pairs of hands fell on the
exasperating Owl,

“Bang his napper ! said Temple.
“Oh, rather )

A fendish wvell rang out as Dunter's
bullet head collided foreibly with the
wall of the woodshed.

“Yaoroooogoop |*

“Wow kick him out!? said Temple.
“Diribble him back to the quad 12

“Ow! DBeasts!| Rotters!” roared
Bunter, "Oh crikey! You beasts, I
mllﬁ well know you've found that
pocket-book ! D'l tell Queleh ] I'll tell
ithe Head! You're jolly well not going
to pinch that leof-boole 1

“"Whatt" shrieked Temple,

“Pinch it1” roarcd Bunter. “That's
what you’re after! VYou're keeping it
dark to pinch it Yaroooch 1"
F“ Why, you—you—you—-=>

r -

" Kick him ! howled Dabney.

Bunter's suspicion, from his own
E}mt of view, was a reasomable one.

@ was convinced that the three juniors
knew where to lay hands on the lost

gasped

pocket-book. If they did not own up,
whot could it mean but that they
intended to pinch it, instead of handing

it over to the owner? It was as clear
as daylight to Dunter.

But such & suspicion naturally had an
exesperating effect on Temple & Co.
They proceeded to denl with the Owl of
the Removeo as he deserved.

Three boots fairly crashed on BDunter's
tight trousers.
unter yelled and ram. :

After him ran ths three, letting ouf
kicks, dribbling Bunter as if he had
been a fat football

series of agonised howls and squeals
emanated from the fat juntor as he fed
for his life.

Bunter was no sprinter, but he put

on remarkabls speed now. He farrly
whizzed.
Yow! Ow! Ow!l Help! el 1

say, you fellows—— Wheoooop ! Yooocop !
Yaroooh ! roared Dunier, as he ex-
ceeded tho speed limit,

“Kick him 1

*Dribble him®

T Burat him [

Y drooooooh | Help !
Whooooooooooop-hoooop 1

“Hallo, hallo, halloe " roared DBob
Cherre, as the fat Owl eame wlnzzing
ncross the quad, still with Tenple & Co.
in hot pursuit. *What's this gaine?”

“Yarooh! I say, you fellows! Ilelp t”
velled Bunter.

He pantcd up to the Famous Five.
Templae & Co. ceased the pursuibt and
walhed away to the House. They did
not want to enter inte a shindy with
the Remove men. Scrapping in the
auad was, as Temple ohscrved, rather
undignified for a Fourth Form man.
There were other rensons, too, which
Temple did not mention,  So  they
wialked off rather hurriedly.

Under the wing of the TFamous TFive
Bunter was safe. ¥e leaned on an
elm and spluttered for bLreath,

"Owl Ow! Ooooogh!?
Dunter. “I zay, vou follows!
Oooooch ! Wooooooszch 1™

“Ts that Chincse or
asked Dol

“Oooch! Grocogh! Cug.engl T say,
vou fellows! Cooonooonoongh i

Rescuot

rurpled
Yooch !

Esperanta?™

“What were they afier voun for?™

asked Harry Wharlon.  “Iave yon
beenn happing  their  tuck, sou [at
fraud

“Ow'! Groooch?! I zav, they've found
old Popper’s pocloct-hook and  they'ro
pinching it I gasped Lunter.
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"What?" yelled the Famous Five,
with one voice.

“Fact|” gasped Dunter. "They've
got it! In fact, I saw it sticking out
of Temple's pocket | I say, they pitched
into me simply because I told them
I knew they were pinching it. Oooogh 1¥

“How odd!” said Johnny DBull sar-
castically. * Must have sort of annoyed
them or something. I wonder whyt”

“Ha, ha, hal®

“I say, you fellows, they've ]g-::t. it 17
gasped Bunter, “I saw it bulging ino
Fry's pocket——"

You—you—you saw it bulging in
Fry's pocket 7" gasped Wharton, " Was
that at the same time that yom' saw it
aticking out of T&m];.;le:‘s pocket IV

“I—l—I mean——'

“Well, what do you mean, you [at,
fibbing, fsh-faced frump¥ demanded
the capiain of the Remove.

“They've got it! I say, you fellows,
do you think I'd better go to the Head
and tell him they've pinched it?”

“Nunnol Not gquite!” pgasped DBob
Cherry. “You'd better not tell any-
body a fib like that, Bpnter! VYou'd
betler not tell wva! I'm going to kick
you for telling us once, so don't tell us
twice 1*

“Yaroooooh 1

And once more Billy Bunter was on
the run, ?m:h the biggest foot in the
Remove giving him g start.

THE SIXTH CRAPTER.
Loder on fhe Track !

ERALD LODER. of the Bixth
Form at Greyiriars, framped
under the elms, with his hands
driven deep into his pockets.

There was a frown on Loder's brow,
and his lips were tightly set.

Walker and Clarne of the Sixth wers
his friends, but when they came along
under the leafless old trees, and stopped
to speak, Loder only scowled and swung
on, evidently not desirous of company.

Whalker and Caorne stared for a
moment, ond then grinned as they
sauntered on.

They knew what was the matter with
Loder, They were aware that a “dead
cert,” upon whom any sportsman might
have put his shirt, had finished at the
tail of the feld in & recent race at
Wapshot.

Sixzth Form men at Greviriars wore
not supposed to give a thought to such
things. DBut Sixth Form men at Grey-
friars, liko other people, often did {hat
which they were not supposed to do—
somea of them, at least.

Loder had not exactly put his ghirb
on that “dead ecrt ™ but he had put
all his available ensh on Ehat clusive
geceane ;. and tho cert had come unstuck,
a5 dead certs and sure snips =0 often do.

Gerald Loder had a Little zceount to
sottle with tho horsey reontloman who
carried throueh his bebting travsactions
for bim. And hew he was soing Lo
settio that gceount was o little problom
that Loder had fo solve, and he Tound it
towgrhes than anyihing in Poelil,

Ifopen the scowl on his Lrow aml (e
gleam 1 his eyo. e had vo politencss
to waslo on Walker aud Carne. I had
tried to “touch ' each of them in turn
for o logan: and in vain. Zo he seowlod
at them and twrned awavy, and his
friends walked on, grinning.

Tlarry Wharton & Co., saunfering
under the elms afler claszs, sighted
Loder, and swiftly turned in anothor
direction.  The ook on Loder's {aco
warned ihoso ehecry vouths that 1t was
wize lo pive the Lully of the Sixth o
wide berth,

Loder seowled after  them, and
resumed  his  dismael pacing—and his
problem. CAme

Gﬂﬁ]ing, the porter,
along, bent half double, peering about
among the old trees, and Loder stared
at him,

Gosling looked up oz he came near
the Rixth Form man.

“You ain't seod it, sir ¥ ho asked,

“Been what?” snapped Loder.

“That there pocket-book, Mr. Loder,”
answeraed Gosling,

. Loder gave a grunt. Iio was not
interested in Sir  Hilton Popper's
cket-book., Certainly he would not
1ave gone an inch out of his way to
render any service to the old baronet.

“The 'Ead et us all looking for it,
sir,” oxplained Gosling. “&Sir 'Ilton
thinks that man Parker chucked it away
while he was dodging about in the
school grounds: but wo ain't found it

-* Rot!" grunted Loder. “I don't sup-
pose the man had it! Popper is a silly
old assl”

Gosling grinned, _

“ Jest what I thinks, sir,"" he agreed.
“But the 'Ead saya, sir, keep an eye
open for it, Gosling, he says. Course,
old Sir *Ilton may be right. If{ you
soed an;rthing of it, sir, I'd take it
kindly if you'd mentign it to me. It
might mean & fiver to a man. " "‘Course
gir, o young pgentleman like you
wouldn't care to touch a reward '

“I should imagine not!” snapped
Loder.

“'Course not, sic, in iaur position]™
said Gosling. “But if I saw @ chance
of making & fiver, sir, why shouldn't 1?
You ain't sced anything of a pocket
book lying about, sir?"

“ No! grunted Loder,

Gosling  shuffled away among the
treeg, still peering.

He doubted whether the pickpocket
had brought the plunder within the
walls of Greyfriare at all; still, thers
was a chance. The Head had directed
him to find tha lost pocket-book if he
could and Gosling was a dutiful man—
when thero was a prospect of a reward
ahead, at least.

Cortainly Sir Hilten was bound to ti
himy & fiver if he found a pocket-boo
for him, fat with banknotes and
CUrreney notos, i

Loader bestowed a scowl on Gosling's
bent back, and tramped on. ub
another thought was working in his
mind now.

What if that pocket-book, stacked
with money, was lying about somewhers
in the school grounds? Loder certainly
would never have :]ﬁig%ed to accept a
roward for finding it. That would have
boon unworthy of hiz dignity, Dut
another and much darker ﬁmught was
working in the mind of the fellow whoe
had fallen down so badly on his dead
cert. 1t was o thought that made Loder
colour a little end glance round fur-
tively, as if he fcared that a watching
eye might read his thoughts,

1Is turncd the matter over in his
mind, .

‘The pickpocket—if Parker was a pick-
pocket—had  been  spotted noar the
woodshed, and collared as he fed. If
he had thrown away his plunder—grant-
ing that he had any plunder—probably
lie had retained it till the last moment
possible,

Loder remembored that Hobson of the

Ehell had  declared positively that
Parker had not threwn anything away
when e was seieedd. I be had tossed

the plunder avway, he had done so same-
whera Letween the woodshed und the
Claasters,
Loder left the walk under (he elms
atd strodo away.
{Continued on page 12.)
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No. 3.

CLIFFORD

BASTIN,

of the
Arsenal F.C.

(LR EA I T T I FRAT T T ]

A Marvellous Memory !

URING the football scason before last there camo
from Exeter to London a youth who was tried in
the first team of the Arsenal club, and so great
was hiz performance that he has held his position

ever singe, .

Only seventeen, Clifford Sidney Bastin looked younger
than iis onrs; moreover, he had zo timid a manner and
80 genteal a demeanour as to suggest that the hurlyahurlg
of First Teague football was the last thing in the worl
with which ha should have anything to do. He was imme-
diately dubbed with the nickname of “boy,’”” and to-day
he is lcnown to all followers of the Arsenal as ™ Boy Bastin.

It was just before a League game at Highbury that
Chepman introduced this blushing boy—for blush he really
did as he was being introduced—to his future collcagues and
to me. He couldn’t possibly have entered a happier family
thon that which is officially known as the Arsenal first team;
and, after assuring him of this fact, I asked Bastin whera
and when we had previously met.

Young Clifford Bastin must have a marvellous memory,
for he replied without the slightest hesitation: * Abont four
vears ago, when 1 was playing for the English Schools
against those of Wales, at Aberdare, Then carlier on this
afternoon, when ¥—and here a twinkle come into his eyes—-
“I was trying to enter the gate.”

A Professional at Seventeen |

WILL deal with the gato incident first, because il
I will give an idea of how very vouthful was Bastin's

appcarance when hoe frst entered the Arsenal’s en-

closure. As most peopls know, there are man
entrancos for the public at Highhul_?-,_ but only one “sacred 2
gate, which iz clearly marked * Officials and Players Only.

I had already entered, when I heard the voice of ona
of the attendants. “No, my boy,” he said in stern tones,
“oou caunot como in this way.” And then, apparently
wishing to be on happy terms with everybody, went on:
“ Porhaps two or three years later, if you bﬂmmﬁ o player,
you might one day bo allowed in through hara._

Tt was then that I turned apnd sow the laughing face of
the boy, who went on to explain in low tones what I
imagined to be his mistake. Buat I paid no attention, and
proceeded on my way, 1 often wonder what that official
thinks when he remembers how he tried to turn away ona
of the greatest forwards the Arscnal olub has ever had
the good fortunc to possess. ¢ )

" The other cecasion referred to by Ilastin of my meeting
himm wag at Aberdare, where twe teams
reprosenting  the schonls of England
and Wales fought for honours. T put
wp at the same place as the Tnglish

bo whose “manager” was a Mr.
Ya}:;n&n-—n schoolmaster  fricnd of
mine. Owing to there being a fourteen
years age limit, every boy ad to pro-

duce hiz birth certificate before the
mateh began.

Mr. Yeoman came from Exeter, and
was o master at the school where young
Tastin attended, so tha latler’s certifi-
eato had been lodeed with him on ihe
previous day.  But somchow BMr. Yeo-
man loft the documend at hiz house, and
the telegraph wire had to be nsed in
order that DBastin was cligible 1o play

The “ nuisance ' gets golng!

i T
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Known to all followers of the Arsenal

Club as * Boy ' Bastin, and one of

the greatest forwards the famous

London Club has ever had the good
fortune 1o possess.

By ‘“OLD REF.”

in the maich. And a great game he played for his side,
the English boys winning by 2—1.

The following year he played for Exeter reserves, and
B year later, when he was sixteen, he was given his place
in the frst team. But as nobody can be s professional
until he is seventeem yeors of age, he played through the
EeASON RS ah amateur. .

Then came his scventeenth birthday, and the signing
of professional forms, with an agreement ag to the amount
of wages. “What am I to geti” asked the boy; sod he
was overjoyed to lesrn that the Exeter City olub were
willing to give him £5 a weck during the football scason,
and during the summer.

But Boy Bastin was not destined to receive much in the
way of wages from the Exoter elub. Herbert Chapman
heard sbout him, went down to sce him perform, and, to
make assurance doubly sure, paid = second visit to the
“City ¥ ground. In the course of & few hours n ations
hetween the two clubs were commenced, with the result
that, within a day or two, Baslin came to London.

In Perfect Harmony !
O-DAY, something like two years after his intro-

I duction into the highest class footbull, Boy Bastin

18 & leading light in the Sooccer world, snd with
James forms one of the most formidable left wings
in the country.

Oune doy last season I was at Highbury where, after sitting
in the stand for about half an Enur, 1 wriggled my way
into the centro of the “shilling ™ crowd.

I found myself next to that most awlful nuisance—a man
who, in a loud voico, kept up a running commentary of
tho game, :mmathinﬁ like this: " Yes, here they come.
Jones has got the ball! Good old Jones! Now then, Jones
~——pass, my boyl Al, that's right! See that?! That was
Loawtiful! He's passed to Smith! Ah, now he's got it
again ¥ And so on, ad infinitum. i )

But this time it was a casc of Boy Baslin's got it
“Crumbsl Look at the way he fooled that bloke wob
tried to rob 'im! Go on, Dastin! B8plendid! ‘Im and
James can kid any dofenco! ILook st ‘em nowl Thop
go tergether like :i'er own two fecl—in perfee’ 'armony Y

Yes, that horrible noisance of a man, whe makes the
lives of other football enthusinsts unbearable, had hit upon
a phrase which fitted the methods of Bastin and Aleo James.
They worked together in perfect harmony, even os the
feet of a human being. ,

In Aleo James, Bastin has the finest pariner in the king-
dom, and one who, by example, will, without a shadow of
doubt, improve the latter's game beyond all knowledge.

Two months ago 1 was sitling in the
stand of the elub whose opponents were
tho Arsenal, Next to me sabt a member
of the council of the Football Associa-
tion, who, at the conclusion of a fine
eoncerted movement Ly DBastin and
James. remarked “What _a pity it 13
thnt James isn't an nglishman.”
“Why?” T asked. “To you covet him
for England ?” “Not for himsell,'’ re-
plied the famons official, “but for
Tastin, With thase two an the left wing
Encland wonfd he invinethle'

Tiovy Pastin! Bov in year, but a
soasoned warrior in taetics, and o valu-
alle asmet to Merbort  Chapinan's
wonderful team ! The youngest of
Chapman’s Lappy Tamily |
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(Contitiued from page 10.)

With an assumed air of carelesiness
ho strolled by the old Cloisters. His
footsteps led him away round the school
buildings, in the dircotion of the out-
houses, of which tho woodshed was one.
And as he went his eyes searched the
pround and every nook and cormer.

Had Lodor found the old baronet’s
pocket-book on his way, that article
would not have reached Sir Hilton
Fopper very soom. A fellow who was
at his wits" end for money was likely
to borrow the required sum from the

ckot-book—when  that fellow was

erald Loder |

Certainly Loder, hard up and un-
scrupulous as ho was, had no idea of
bocoming o thief, His idea was to help
himself from the pocket-book, 1f he
found it, and keep theo article in hand
till he was able to replace the mnetes.
Then he would put the pocket-book In
gome place where it would be certain to
be {ound by someonc else. L.

Eorrowing money withent permission

d o horrid resemblance to stealing:
Lut there was & distinetion, and it was
enough to satisfy Loder's conscience—a
rather elastie one.

However, there was no pocket-book
to be found. That hope proved
delusive,

But &3 he came in sight of the wood-
shed, from a distance, Loder ohserved
three fellows nearer the building, head-
ing for it. 'Tho ihres were Temple,
Dabuey, and Fry, of the Fourth Form.

Temp’la opened the door with a key,
and the three juniors went in, the door
closing behind theon.

Loder stared. Gosling was supposed
io keep the key of that shed, and though
it was npot precisely out of bounds,
uniors were not supposed to have any
Lusmess there. It was a chance for
Loder to butt in and indulge his
hul!y:gg procliviticas,. DBut he was too
worried about his own problem to give
mnuch thought to anything else just then.

He moved on slowly, glancing about
him with sharp, furtiva eyes. Then
Billy Bunter dawned on him suddenly.

Bunter was crecping towards the
woodshed. * Creeping * was the word—
his whole aspect told of stealth, His
little round eyes, behind his big, round
spectacles, were fixed on the 3?1&&; he
trod on tiptoe, and slmost suppressed
his breathing in his extreme caution,

The Ow]l of the Remove looked
neither to the right nor to the left. His
'T?i“hw was concentrated on the wood-
shed.

Heo did not, therefore, observe Loder
of the Sixth at a little distance, But
Ioder ohserved him.

Loder fxed his eyes on the fab
itnior in amazement., It dawned upon

im that Buntar was stalking the three
juniors who had gone to the woodshed ;

ut why he should be doing so was o
mystery—unless Temple & Co. had pone
there for a feed. And the woodshed
was o most unlikely place for a spread
on a cold November day.

Dilly Bunter crept on, Loder standing
and watching him, o grin dawning on
his seowhing face. There was something
rather comic in the shortsichted Qwl
of the Remoro displaying all  this
stealthy caution, whils a [lellow was
etanding only a dozen feet away watch-
in% him.

illy Bunter reached ilie woordshed.

His fat hand glided over the door.
wna fast,

The Owl of the Remove moved away
to the little window.
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It

But a piece of

sacking had been hung over the window,
and he could not sec within.

* Beasts " murmuored Bunter,

Hoe moved back to the door., Loder
saw him bend to the keyhole. Then he
heard the dulcet tones of the Owl of the
Reomove.

“1 say, you fellows! You let me in!
I know youw've got itl You lot me in,
and wﬁ'lf{ga halves in the reward 1”

There was an anzry exclamation in-
sicde tho shed.

“Thet fat frump again [”

Bunter thumped on the door.

“I say, you fellows!

Ot off, you [at idiot 1™

“¥ah! I know you've got it! Look
hora, if {uu don't let me in, and go
halves, I'll jolly well tell Quelch that
You're pinehing old Fopper's pocker-
book, so there!”

Loder jum&wd.

“By padl” came Temple's voice, in
tones of concentrated fury., " I'1l go out
and burst that fat frog all over Grey-
friars,"

“* Beast 1*

“Go away, you flabby freak ™

“"Yah!| Pinoher! ¥ah!®

“(#ood gad!” breathed Loder., He had
not found the pocket-book; but he
seemed to be gettiog news of it now.

“1 szay, you fellows, I mean 161"
howled Bunter. “We'll go halves if
you like; but if you don't do the iwic
thing, I'Il jolly well give you away.
You'ra jolly well not going to stick to
that pocket-book. Do you eall it honest?
1 say—— Yaroooooh [

Bunter broke off with a yelp, as the
door of the woodshed burst suddenly
open, and Temple, Debney and Fry
rushed out.

They did not waste words on Duntler.
They hurled themselves upon him, and
smoto him hip and thigh. Billy Bunter
hordly knew what was happening to
him. He had a vague impression that
1t was an carthqualke,

“Bump him ¥

“Rag him1*

“ Burst him "

“Kick him back to the Housel”

“Yaroooh! Helpl I zay, you fallows,
I won't pgive you awayl” shrieked

Bunter. “I won't—yarcoch !—tell any-
body  you've—whooop I—pinched old
FPopper's  pocket-book | arooch] I
say—— Yoaooooooop Y

For the second time that day Billy
Buuter departed from the vicinity of
the woodshed, with Temple, Dabney and
¥Fry dribbling him like a footbhall.

The excited Wilth-Formera did not
ohserve Loder, Iooling on from a dis.
tanco; ot all events, they did not heed
him.  They avae William George
Bunter their whole attention,

Bunter roarved and ron, letting out a
frantic yell at every step. FPursued and

pursuers vanished round the school
buildings, i

Loder staved after them till they woere
gona,

Then, with a very thoughticl expres-
ston on hia face, iadar of the Sixth
walked awey, Loder was feeling pretty
certain now that he knew whore to ook
for Sir Hilton Popper's pocket-book.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Loder!
& EMPLI! Dabpey! Fry!"
E *Oh! Yeos, Loder!”
Temple & ér:a., having chased
the hapless Owl of the Hemove

hall-way to the House, and bestowed
uponn him more kicks than they could

have counted, furoed to retrace Lheir-
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steps, They were satisfied that Dunter,
for .the present at lcast, would nob
trouble them any more with his undo-
sired . company.

But they had to stop as Loder rapped
ottt their names,

‘Lhey stopped, looking rather uneasily
at the bully of the Sixth, They bhad
dealt with DBunter as ho merited, and
given him only that for which he bad
asked. But Loder of the Sixth was a
prefect, and o Sixth Form prefect did
not always see eye to eye with juniors
in such matters.

Loder gave them a grim look.

“You young heoligans!™ ho said,
“{Fo into the Houso st onco! Take &
hundred lines each, and bring them to
my study before tea.”

“I—1 say, Loder—" stammered
Temple,
“Lhat's cnough 1" snapped  Loder.

“Don’t leave the House till your lines
arg done,™

There was no gainraying a command
from tho prefect, Temple & Co. trailed
away mto tha House,

They gave one another furicus looks
as they went.

“That tears it!" growled Temple.
“It's lock-up after tea, and we shan't

be able to get to the woodshed again to-
night.”

“It’s that fat brute Bunter's fault !*
grunted Fry, “I don't sce why Loder
wanted to drop on us for kicking him.
Fat lot he cares wheiher a Remove fag
15 kicked or not,™

“Wo've left tho door unlocked, too,”
niutiered Temple,

“You've left it unlocked you wnan.”

“Look here, Fry—>"

* Well, }’DH’E‘E got the key!™ zaid Fry.
“If that fat bounder goes nosing round
the woodshed again, he will spot the
guy, and those ¢ads in the Remove will
tumble, and make an end of it.”

“Oh, rather | said Dabney,

“If I'd had the key, 1 should have
]cmkcq the door,” remarked Fry.,

Coeil Reginald Temple gave him g
glare.

“You can have the key if you like,
and cut out and lock up the shed,” he
grunted.

“MNot with Loder prowling about,
thanks,” said Fry. “Lines are enough
for me; I don't want the ashplant.”

“0Oh, blow Loder!”

“Well, you ecut out——2 suggosted

Fr{,r.

“Dh, don’'t be an ass "

“Well, sou left the shed uon-
locked—"

“Shut up, for goodness’ zale.™

The throe Fourth-Formers, in an in-
tensely exasperated frame of mind, wen®
to their study to do iheir lines. Loder
of the Sixth had ordered them to remain
in the IHouse till their lincs were done,
and they did met want trouble with
Loder. The effigy of Hurrce Jamsch
Ram Singh, in the woodshed, had to
take its chance.

Dut there was, if Temple & Co. had
anly known it, no danger of Billy Bunter
tizeovering that “ gpuy™

Having taken measurcs with Temple
& Co., Gerald Loder proceeded at once
to lock for Billy Duater. IHe did not
have to look far. A sound of gasping
and grunting, of purgling and splotters
ing, revealed Billy DBunter's whero-
abouts to any fellow who wanted 1o find
him. The Owl of the Remove was leans
ing on one of tho old elms, strugzgling
for hia second wind, when Loder bore
down on him.

“Qooogh ! Oooooghl Grocozhl
Beasts " gurgled Bunter. * Oh erikeyl
Owl goch| Qooooogh it
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“otop that row,
Bunter ™ snopped
Loder. ]

Bunter blinked
round at him.

“Ow! I say
Loder—"

“"Have you done
vyour lines? de-
manded Loder.

“Eh! 1 haven't
eny lines,"

I gave vou filty
lines,™ sal er.

*]1—I szav,
didn’t really,”
gasped Bunter, Ik
muet have been soma
other fellow, Loder!
You're always giving

fellows lines, wyou
know.™

“What "

“Honest Injun!"

groaned Bunter.
“You're mixing me
up with some other
follow, Loder. ' Per-
haps it was Whar-
tﬂn'l'l‘

“Have you done
the linesi”

“Numpno! You
never gave me ANy,
really—*

I”]:.hﬂtlrﬂ
Ge  into
and
OLCE.
handed
tima,
sixz 1"

“0Oh crumbs

Loder strode away,
leaving Bunter plar-
ing olter him, with
a glare that almost
cracked hizs spec-
tacles,

enough !
- the House
writo them at
If they're not
m by tea-
look out for

“Boast 1  gasped
Buntar. Thud !
Ho rolled away dis-

mally to the Tlouze. .

If Loder declared that he had given
him lines, thoss lines had to be written;
but Bunter felt that it was frightfully
unjust-—as indeed it was. Wrath and
dismay mingled in his fat face, as he

rolled into his SBtudy, No., T in the
Remavo,
“I say, Toddy!" gasped Bunter.

“That awiul beast Loder says he gave
me lines, and he pever did, you know.”
Pater Todd grinned. _
“] dare say he gave some man [ines,
and forgot which man it was,” he re-
marked. “You get the benefit of it,
old fat bean.”

“1 say, Peter, I think you might do
half the lines, in the circumstances,
you know.”

“Think again!” suggested Peter.

“Beast [

And Bunter sat down to lines.

Meanwhile, Gerald Loder  was
walking away cheerfully in the diree-
tion of the woodshed. TEIH?IE & Co.
and Billy Bunter were safely off Lhe
gcene; and Loder was at liborly to
investigate in the shed wilhout danger
of interruption from them. Ti Billy
Bunter was right in his suspicion Lhat
Tompla & Co. had found the msaing
pocket-book and hidden it in the wood-
shed, Loder was safe to annex the littla
loan he sp badly required to satisty his
sporting friend. Leder flattered him-
self that he had managed this litile
matter ruther well.

Nut Toder's luck, which scemed to
be im, was, after =all, out. As he

Parker was hurled backwards from the window.

approached the shed he saw the
glimmer of a candle from the window.

The doorway was open; and, halting
at a distance, Loder beheld the fipure
of Gosling, the porier, moving in the
shed.

He gritted his teeth.

It was still daylight outside, bub it
was deeply dusky n the -shed; nnd
Gosling had lighted & candle 1o zee his
way about there. The fickering light
wag moving to and fro, us il the old
porter waz rooting sbout In every
corner of the little building., Apparently
he was looking for somelhing.

Loder, for a moment, wondered what
it was nnd then he guessed. Uosling
E.rus still hunting for the lost pockei-

ool

“'I'he old fool!” breathed Toder.

Ile steod in the shadow of o building
and waited impatiently. fie  liad
cleared the juniors away from the
place; but he conld not clear Gosling
away, that shed being Cosling’a own
domnuin.,  IHe waited for the ansieut
povier o go,

But Gosling was not in & hurry fo

0.
5 Having deawn the open spaces blank,
it lLad opocurred to Gosling that the
thief might have tossed the !plum'[ﬂ'
inta ane of the onlhowses he had passod
in lus flight; and CGosling was ag keen
on a reward as Pally Bunier himself.

He continued o root about the shed,
Toder waiting with savage impalicnee.
He could net approach the pluce wihile

Loder hit out, siraight from the shoulder, with all his beef behind the drive, and Mr.

** Crimes ! ' he gasped, seeing stars.

Gosling was there; certainly ho could
not risk letting Gosling suspect his keon
interest in Sir Hilton Popper's pocket-
haok., He waited, while the November
dusk fell fast.

Gosling guitted the shed at last. lle
came out, closed the deoor, and Loder
heard tho grating of a Lkey a3 he
locked it.

l.ioder breathed hard {through his
nose. Temple of the Fourth had a key
to the shed, he knew, but ho had lefy
the door unlocked. Gosling  had
anolher key, and he earcfully locked
the door for the might.

The old_ porter tramped away.
srunting, Byvidently he had made no
dizeovery in the woodshed,

Toder waoited till ho disappearcd in
ihe thickening shadews, and then
approached the shed himsell, The door
was locked and ithe little window
fastened inside, There was ng cn-
trance for Loder without foreing cilher
door or window. )

And COerald Ladee’'s feelings were
really oo deep for words as he lramped

away to the Ilouse.
THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
Up to Wharton !
i 2AY, vou fellows!™
H “Trep!” said Ilavry Wharton,
“0h, blow prep!™ suid DBilly
Innter,
Wharlon and Nugent, in 8iudy Ne. 1
((lonfinued an pagd 16.)
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it the Hemove passage, waved im-
patient hands at the fat fieure in ihe
doorway.

It was the hour of evening prep;
and prep had to be done. They were
quite as willing to “blow ™ prep as
Bunter was, if it came to that. DBut
prop was not, so to speak, blowable.
Mr, Quelch had to be faced in the
morning ; and Quelchy wns not a master
to be trifled with.

Bunter, however, was thinking of
mora important things than prep, and
was apparently prepared to chance it
with CQuelchy,

“I say, you fellows, this is rather
urgent I insisted Bunter. *“Leave that

tripe alone for a minute and listen to a
chap.”

“Fathead! Bunk! Scoot! Dis-
appear! Vanigh [

“ 0Oh, really, Wharton—->"

“Buzz the inkpot at him!" said
MNugent.

“Oh, really, Franky——"

“Hook it, you owl!®

“I'm not bothering about prep,” snid
DBunter. “Just chuck it, sce? I tell
vou the matter's urgent, I can’t afford
to throw away five pounds simply be-
cause you fellows are keen on prep.
You can't expect it.”

For the moment Wharton and Nugent
forgot prep as they heasrd that sur-

prising statement; and they siored
blankly at Bunter.

“Fou Thowling ass!™ exclaimed
Wharton. “What the thump do vou

mean, if you've got brains encupgh to
mean anything

“Not that a fiver iz much to me, ns
a rule.” pursued PBunter. Az yvou
know, I got whacking remittances from
Bunter Court.”

“Have you butted in on prep to tell
us that? shrieked Nugent.

“Well, you know it,” said Buonter.
“But the fact is, I've been dizappointed
about a postal order.”

[ 11 Whl:l.-f-?“

“Dhid T mention te you follows that
1 was expecting a postal order?™ asked
Bunter, blinking at the juniors seriously
through his big spectaclea.

“Did you?” gasped Wharton. * Ves,
I think you did! I rather faney I re-
memboer somothing of the sort.”

“Well, it hasn't come,” said Punter.
“In the cires, old Popper's fiver would
como in remarkably useful. Tempo-
rarily, I'm short of money. Well, old
Popper ean't squocze out less than a
fiver to a chap who finds a pocket-liook
crammed with banknotes and things,
can hat”

“Have vou fownd Popper's pockol-
Bbaok? asked Wharton blankls. o
never believed it was inside the sclool
at all”

“I haven't exac!ly found it bt I
know where o put my fineer oo il,"
explained Dinnter,
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“You'd better get it and take it to
Queleh at once, then,”

“They've hidden 18"

“They? Whot Whati"

“Temple and his gang, you kanow!
They found it, and they've hidden it in
the woodshed somewhere, They're try-
qip to pinch it,” explained Bunter. 1
told you so this morning, and you
wouldn't listen to a chap.”

“¥ou frabjous as=z!” said Harrwy.
“Tomple wouldn't do anything of the
kind, and you'd know it if you weren't
a cdishonest [ittle beast yourself and
judged other {fellows by your own
moeasure,”

“If you fellows were as high-

rincipled as I am, you'd do,” said

unter ecalmiy. *““That's what I find
rotten at this school—there’'s hardly a
man here with my principles, I've
often wondered whether I mightn't
grow seclfish and unscrupulous myself,
in the leng run. You know, the proverb
says that * Evil communications corrupt
rood manners.” "

“"¥e gods! murmured the captain
of the Remove.

“They've got it,” said Bunter
positively.  “Why do they sneak to
the wmgshed on the guiet for if they've
got nothing to hide? Sneaking in and
locking the door, and kicking a fellow
if he happens to stroll around by sheer
chance? They're jolly well hiding
something there; and what is it if it
isn't old Peopper's pocket-book”

* Ass M

“Temple was the chap who happened
on that thief Parker yesterday, too,”
said Bunter. “The man was actually
in the woodshed, and jumped out en
Temple. 'That was when he dropped
the pocket-book, of course, and Temple
saw it and sncoped ib. I've thought
it out, and I can jolly well tell you
that I see it &ll”

“Idiot 1"

“They've got it hidden in the wood-
shed,” continued DBunter. *That's as
plain as your face-—and that’s saying
a lot! He, he, he! I suppose they
help themselves to the currency notes
every now and then—they'd hardly dare
to bring the thing inte the House.
Anyvhow, they've got it.”

“ Dummy ¥

“I'd have secarched the woodshed for
ik, after Loder sent them in,” sald Bun-
ter. “ Loder gave them lines for kicking
me, and sent them into the House—
rather decent of Loder for onee. That
kept them out of the way; but that
beast Loder come down on me, and
protended he'd given moe lines, and
sent me into the House, too. So &
fellow hadn't & chance. As thé matter
stands, it's up te you, Wharton.”

“Fh! TWhat??

“They know I know they've got it 1"
explauined Bunter, *“Thev're sure to
shift it out of the woodshed as soon as
they can get at it, and that will be first
thing in the morning. Seo? Well,
Temﬁle’a got a key. He must have
sneaked one of Gosling’s keys. The
shed will be locked up for the night:
Gosling sces to that. But that's all
rigght if a fellow's pot a key., You ean
handie Temple, Wharton.”

“C-g-can 17"

“¥os, old chap! You're a splendid
fighting-man—wondorful  boxer—brave
az & lion, and all thatt”

“Great pip!"

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled Nugent. Billy
sier was evidently prepared to hand
out “soft sawder™ in any quantities
reauired for Lis purpose.

“And, after all T've done for yon,
voure bowed to stand by a chap," said
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Bunter. “I suppose you baven't for-
gotten how I saved your life on that
trip to Africa in the vae”

I have—if vou did !

", really, Wharton !
vou go to Temple's stud
ey off him, You can bandle him all
right, Punch him in the ¢ye if he kicks
up o fuss—see? In fact, you'd bhetter
lick Lim. anyhow. I owe him a licking
for kicking me—"

“You'd better po and pay your debts
yourself " chuckled Wharton,

"1 disdain to soil my hands on the
fellow ! Besides, you're a better boxer
than I am, old chap."

“You don't say so!™ said Wharlon,
with deep sarcasm.

“I do, old fellow! ¥ou haven't my
pluck, perhaps, but you're a good boxer,
and you can handle Temple all right.
Well, got that key off him and hand
it over to me, It's pretty risky getting
out of the House after lock-up, but I'm
prepared to take that risk, and—""

“And the pocket-book?” grinned
Nugent.

“I'm not the fellow to pinch it, like
Temple's doing,” said Bunter, “I shall
expect @ reward for finding it, of conrse,
Old Popper is bound to cough up a fiver
at least, "l'emple’s not after the reward,
or he would have shown up the plunder
before this. It's pretty thick for a
Grayfriars man to steal a pocket-book,

isa't 157"
“You how[ing chump I exelaimed
t vou understand that

Look  here,
and geb that

Wharton. “Can
it Temple found the pocket-book he
would hand it over at once?™

“Rot| What's he hiding in the wood-
shed, then?”

“Blessed if I know, or care! Coer.
tainly not old IPopper's pocket-book,
Now if vou've said your piece, blow
away, and let's get on with prep.”

“Never mind prep,” said Bunter. I
want you to get that key off Templo.
I shall stand a egpread with the reward,

and ask you fellows.”

*Shut the door after you.”

“If you're afraid of 'Temple of the
Fourth, Wharton »

“Buzz off, 1digt "

“T don’t think you ought to back up
Temple in pinching o pocket-book,
Wharton, That's what the bobbies call
confounding a felony.™
_ “Ha, ba, ha!" shricked the two
juniors in Study No. 1. Possibly Bunter
meant compounding a felony.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Yook here, very likely Temple muy
sneak out of House bounds and hide
that pocket-book in some other place
now he knows that I'm on the track.
There's no time to be lost! I want vou
to

“Bame here. I want you to go,” said
Wharton; “and if you den't go, you'll
get o boot to help you!™

Billy Bunter blinked suspiciously at
the captain of the Remove.

“I say, have you got it? he
exelaimed.

“Wha-a-at 1"

“IHava woun 5&t 1t demanded

Bunter. " If you've gone rooting in the

woodshed and found that pockets
hﬂﬁ[‘:_‘_"'"

“T 0" gasped Wharton,

“Well, it looks like it! ¥You just

hand it over, if you've got it,” said
Dunter warmly. “I'm surprised at
vou, Wharton! I thought you honest.”

* You—you—you thought me honest ™
stuttered Wharton.

“Well, you never had my principles,™
said Bunter. “But T thought you wera
above pinching a man's pocket-hook, I
must say that. Look here, if you've cut
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in end snooped that pocket-book, T can
only sa Yarooohl Whoop!
Whooop! Help! Murder! ¥Fire! Yow-
ow-ow-ow-ow IV

That was not what Billy Bunter bad
intended to szay. He said it quite in-
voluntarily as Harry Wharton jumped
up, grasped him by the collar, and
banged his head on the study door,

Bang, bang, bang!

“There!"” gasped Wharton. * There,
ou fat villnin! Take that, you frowsy,
fmhjcus, fotheaded frump! And that
—and that——"

“ Yarcooh] Helpl”?

Bang, bangl

Bump |

Rilly Bunter flew into the pazsage.

He landed there with a wild roar.

The door of Study No. 1 slammed
efter him. Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent resumed prep, and Bunter was
left o roar.

e —

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Simply Awiul [
LE!}JER of the Sixth opened his

gtudy window, put his head out
inte the damp November dark-
ness, and listened.

He listened intenﬂﬁ, though there was
nothing for him {o hear, save the wail
of the November wind from the gea and
the rustling of leafless old branches of
elms. _

Greyfriara Sehoel was n darkness,

Gerald Loder, probably, was the only
fellow in the school who was not fast
aslecp. PBut Gerald Loder was very
wide-awake 1ndeed. ]

Flis faco was a [little pale, hLis cyes
wneasy, a3 he peerad inlo the dim night.
All was dark, dismal, silent, deserted;
rot a single light gleamed from the
many-windowed facade of the old
Housze.

Locer mado up his mind at last. He
felt in his pocket, to ascertain that some-
thing was there, and dropped from lis
window-zill to the ground, He left the
window an inch or so ajar, easy to push
up on his return. It was not the frst
time hy many that Loder of the Bixth
had hbroken {munds at night, but on
this eccasion his object was not to prowl
down to the Cross Keys or the Three
Fishors to meet rvowdy sporting men,
And the hour was later than was usual
for Loder's shady escapades; it was
nearly midnight, Leder, this time, had
no ntontion of going beyond  the

reciniets of the school; his destination,
in fact, being no farther off (han the
woodshed among the outhouses behind
the school Luoildings,

Quietly, with beating heart, Loder
trad away 1n the gloom. _

There waz little danger of dizcovery;
Sixth Torm prefects were (rusted by
the ITead, and cortammly ne one was
likely to visit Loder's voc:n at that time
of nizht in his absence. Tut Loder's
heart was beating unnleasantly, all the
EAIMC. .

Like n shadow he flitted in the dim,
damp gloam. The whole building was
buricd in =lomber; no zoundd came to
Lira bub the =ough of the wind.

e reached the woodshed at last,

There he stopped, crouched against
the  huilding, looking about  him
furtively and lislening. .

IIo told bimsclf over and over agan
that Lhere was no danger; that there
could bo none. Lut a guilly conscience
wis an uneasy companion in  the
eolitnde and darkne:s of o winter
midnight.

But Lo took a grip on Lis nerve and

pulled himself together. The door of
the woodshed was locked, as Gosling
had left it, but 1t was upon tha litile
window that Loder bestowed his
attention,

It was a small casement window
fastened inside by & simple eatch, anc
easy enough to foree from outside with
a chisel. Loder had a chisel in his
pocket, placed there in readiness. Vith
a hand that shook = little ho {orced the
steel between the window and the frame.
The old window was loose enoughy the
chizel penctrated without diffievlty.
Then Loder wrenched on it, and theve
was & sharp cvack from the casement—
o crack, as the wood strained under the
chisel, that sounded Like a pistol-shot to
Loder's startled cora,

He ceased work ab once, his heart
thumping, and =tared round kim with
undict eyes

ITe had & hideons fecling of nelin
like & burelar; like some prowling thie
of the uigﬂt,

But he paused only for a moment or
two. Then he wrenched on the chizel
again, amd thers was anotheor erack
frow the strairing wood.

Ancthor and another cracl, and the
catch within paried and the casement
flew open.

Loder panted.
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The window was small, but it was
amply large enough for & fellow to
erawl through. Loder put in his head
and shoulders and clambered.

A minuto more and he was within the
shod.

Ho elosed the window carefully. A
picee of sacking hung from a couple of
nails ever the window, and Loder re-
placed it in position to sercen the panes,
though as ho did so he wonderced why
it was there. The shed window was
never curtained, but the sacking had
evidently heen hung up fo scrve a3 a
curtain. Why, Loder did not know; but
he was plad that it was there, He had
fo turn on a light, and ho was glad that
it would be soreencd from without, un-
likely as it was that any cye would bo
at hand to see it.

Standing in the middle of the shed,
breathing bhard, Loder felt in his pocket
for his electrie torch,

ITia heart was thumping fast.

Bat for the fact that he was 1n sore
need of money, that some of his sport
ing friends were urging and threaten-
ing him, tha sportsman of the Sixth
cTrminly would not have been thero at
all,

Loder was a blackguard, but he had
his limits, and the bare thought of thelt

(Continued on next page.)

GREYFRIARS HEBOES,—No. 8.

pictures in verse the hero worshipped
by Cecil Rerinald Temple--the dude
Little he:o
He's optea béen feard fa
to zero ] _
And wmekes Lim give way Lo despair,
Of taling & house up in town,
Like Marmaduke KReginold Guy de

This week the Greyiriars Rhymesier
of the Fourth.
W HEN Temple iz worshipping s
decluare .
That sehool {owers all ¢ man's spirils
Sayz he: “I muy mention I kave the
intention
Montmoreney
Lancelot Beverley Browne”

This Marmadule Browne iz o dandyish
loafer,
Residing in Grosvenor Square;
He gwns his own valet ard jootman and
chauffewr;
His manuers are quilte debenair;
He reckons up dozens of dules for hia
cousing;
In short, he's @ man of renewn,
Is Marmaduke Reginald Guy de Mont-
Mmorency
Lancelet Hevericy Drowne.

At every reception and party in stason
You'tl find him in cvidence there,
Smiling politcly without any reason
And zmoothing hiz glossy Black hair,
e never dépresses the many cound€33cs
IWho look jor o smile ar ¢ frown
From Marmoduke Reginald Guy d¢
AMontmorency
Tancelot Reverley Drowne.

The end of the summer finds Marmas
duke potting
The grouse as they fly through the
air;
I August you'll pce him at Cowes [or
the yachiing .
Next month at his mangion in Clore?
And then i !yu-u vizit the Duke of
What-Ts-Tt
At Monte, the first mon
Ta Marmaduke Reginald
THEGTETEY
Laneclot Doverley Drowne,

ou'ra shaipn
wy de dlont-

His valet lays cut the most marvellous
clothing
For hiz haughty highness to wear;
For Marsurduke looks on his garaents
with loathing .
1f they are not tailorcd with enre;
He holds that a fcllow when topged up

in yellow
Appenry nothing moreg than o elown,

Doga Marmaduie Heginall Guy de
Montmorénsy
Lancelat Beévérley Drowne.

1y spite of the fact that he's languid
and slappy--
A Bird that 12 ang very raré—
Youirg Marmy's the hero that Temgple
wauld ropy,
1y so we heve heavd Lim declare;
When Temple leaves college we freely

acinowledye _
We hare not o doubt he'll have
qrawn
Lite Murmadeke Regimald Guy de

Montmaorcucy
Laavelot Beverlry Drownt
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made him shudder, He tried to thionk
that " borrowing " a bunch of currency
uotes from Sir Hilton Popper's pocket-
book was something quite different;
that whenr he replaced them later, and
allowed the pocket-book to be found, his
conscience would be clear.

But sclf-deception was not easy, when
all the time he had a horrid feeling of
being o erceping, prowling thiel. Sup-
pose he was found there, with the
pocket-book in his hund? Buppose some
prying eve saw him extraching the
borrowed notes? It was a shuddering
thought, and it made Loder peer round
in the dusky interior of the shed with
fearful oves.

But he took his nerve in both hands,
as it were. He was there to get hold of
the plunder, and ho was going to do it

There was little doubt in Loder’s mind
that the plunder was there, Those
young rascals of the Fourth had found
it, and concealed it, instead of giving 1t
up at once, as they ought to have done.

QObviously, Temple & Co, had some
gecrob in the woodshed. That was a
certainty, What else could the sceret
be? A Remove fap had openly, in
Loder's  hearing, accused them of
having found tho pocket-book and kept
it. Tho thing could "hardly be clearer,
Loder considersd—the wish, perhaps,
boing father to the thought. Anyhow,
if the plunder was there, he was going
to find it.

Fle look out his pocket-torch, turned
on the light, and flashed it round him
in the gloom.

“Urrrrerggehh

It was a husky ejaculation of uiter
terror that broke from him disjeintedly,
as the light Aashed on a pair of greenish
eyes that glered at him from the gloom.

He shut off the light instantly.

Flis heart beat almost to suffocation.

Ha was not slone in the woodshed,

Thara was ho sound—not the slightest
sound, save the thumping of his own
terrificd heart. But someone was there
—spmoe hidden figure that lurked in the
darkness, his greenish eyes fixed on
Loder!

Terror fairly ovér-mastered the
wretehed sportsman of the Sixth. He
made a blundering movement towards
the door, and grasped the handle. Then
he remembered that the door was
locked. . )

He stood palpitating, crouched against
the deor, fearful of fceling the sudden
epring of the hidden man in the dark-
ness. In those foarful moments Gerald
Loder would have given all 8ir Hilton's
banknotes, and Popper Court thrown in,
to have been safe back 1m his room in
the House. Anvwhere—anywhere but
locked in the shed with that hidden,
silent, eerie unknown, whose greenish
eyes had  glittered, for one awinl
moment, in tho blaze of the torch.

Moments passcd—minutes passed—and
the wild throbbing of his heart calmpd
s little ns there was no sound or
movement,

He made a move at last towards the
window. His thought was of escape
before the unseon one could seize upon
him,

But at the window he stopped again.

To clamhber out, he had fo turn bas
hiaek on that awiul. unseen figure, and
in that case—— Tlis Hesh crept at the
thought of fecling the cluteh of the un-
seen upon him from behind,

He put his baek to the window; he
dared not tern his back on the spot
whenee those greenish eyes had glared
g0 horribiy.

He listened desperately.
no sonnd, Tt was  minules,
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There was
long

minutes, sinee he had fHashed on the
light, but the unknown had not stirred.

Who was it7  What was it?  What
could it mean? It could net be anyone
belonging to the school. That was im-
possible,  But who <lse could be in
Gosling's woodshed at midnight? Was
it o human being at all—or some grisly
phantom of the might?

Suddenly a thought that came a5 a
deep rvelief flashed inte Loder's mind.
Parker, of course!

He almost gasped with relief.

Dut for hiz terror, he would have
guessed it sponer! Who could it be but
the pickpocket, Alfred Heoerbert

Parker?
He had dropped the pocket-book
there, and he hag come baclk at might to
look for it! Perhaps he had not dared
to come back on Monday night—so soon
after the excitement in the school—or
perhaps he had failed to find the place
in the foggy November night., ..'!Lnfr-
how, the intruder in the woodshed could
only be Parker,

That was why he was keeping so
silent—thinking, perhaps, that Leder
had not scen him!

Loder was greatly relieved. Ie was
not afraid of Parker. The thought that
it could only be the shifty, squat pick-
pocket in the woodshed, eame like a
tonic to him, He braced up at once!

“So it's vou, vou scoundrel!” said
Loder, between his teeth, “You've
coma back for your plunder have you,
you rascal I

There was no reply.

“] know wvou'ra there!” said Loder.
“¥You may as well speak up, Parker! 1
know you're there, and I koow who you
are.”

Silence !

Loder lifted his torch and Hashed on
the light—guarding with his left at the
same moment, fearful of & rush.

The beam of light flashed across the
shed, and picked up the figure that
stood in the corner.

It scintillated on a pair of glimmer-
ing, gfgemsh eyes, as befm_-:a. ub thia
time Loder did not shut it off. The

light hung on the face to which the eyes
belonged, ond Loder stared at 1if, his
own eyes almost starting from his head.

It was not Parker!

It was a hideous black face that
caught the lizht of the torch—the face
of somo fearful-looking negro!

Loder uttered a squeal of amazement
and fright, ’ ;

The torch wavered in his shaking
hand, casting strange lights and shadows
round the shed, The figurse in the
corner did not stir. It remained abzo-
lutely motionless, its preenish {?E& glim-
mering at Loder, its hideous black face
absolutely deveid of life or expression.

Had it stirred, Loder would have
hurled the torch at i, and serambled
madly through the window to escape.
But it did not stir! Bave for the scin-
tiliation of the greenish, glassy eyes in
the light, it scemed lifeless, or, at least,
NGO SeL0LE,

Loder steadied his hand. TIle concen-
trated the light on the hideous black
face. A strange suspicion was rising in
his mind. He approached the still
figure—he stared at it—he glared at it—
and he gritted his teeth with fury!

His fears wvanished. It was not,
obviously, TParker, the pickpocket!
Neither was it some savage and
ferocious black man! It was: not a
human being at all—=he saw that now!
And, with feclings that wero too deep
for words, Loder of the Sixth stood
staring at the Fourth Form guy |
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Painful for Parker !

i —a—A guy 1
A Loder breathed the words.
It was & relief. But it was

intensely exasperating and
entaging. IHe had gone through awiul
spasma of terror—on acoount of a Fifth
of November effigy ! He had palpitated
with fright st the proximity of o guy
destined for the bontire on the following
day. The sweat of fear was still trick-
ling down his faco—ezuding on account
of & miserable Guy Fawkes' guy, tho
handiwork of some 1diotic juniori

Loder breathed hard and deep.

He would have liked to see the junior
who had manufactured that guy, at that
moment. He would have liked to
thump him, snd punch him, and whop
him, till he howled for merey, snd was
ne longer ploased to remember the
Fifth of November! He would have
liked to make a fearful example of the
young idiot who had given him those
spasms of terror.

Btill, it was & reliaf,
~ The tenant of the woodshed, terrify-
mg encugh when half-seen in the dark,
was robbed of his terrors now.

Loder stepped closer to the guy. He
gave it a swipe on the side of the head,
and figure pitched over. Then he
stamped on it.

The guy did not scem to mind. Straw
exuded from it in several places, as
pns and butions burst under Loder'a
savage stamping. Its greenish glasa
cyes glared up at Loder as he lay.
Otherwise it took no notice of Loder.

“The silly little idiots!” snarled

i)

He found some solace in stamping on
Temple & Co.'s dguy. But that amuse-
ment soon palled, and he remembered
what he had come to the woodshed for.

But with that remombrance came a
doubt.

The digcovery of the guy let in a
flood of light on Temple & Co.'s reason
for visiting the woodshed so secretively,

E!.**i::l:amtl{l tho guy was their property
and their handiwork. They must have
tipped Gosling to let them have a Loy
to the woodshed, to keep the guy there.
It was on account of the guy that they
had come to the place—and that young
idiot Bunter had jumped to a wrong
conclusion. That was dawning on
Loder now.

For some reason Temple & Co. were
keeping that hidecous iﬂj" a secreh till
Bonfire Day. Bunter, knowing nothing
of the guy, but knowing that they had
gorne secreb in the woodshed, suspected
them of having found _uki Popper's
pocket-book and hidden it there! It
was exactly what the fat and fetuous
Owl, the biggest fool at Greyiriars,
would suspect—just the suspicion that
would come to the silliest head in the
school ! Loder forgoet, for the moment,
that the samo suspioion had Leen in
his own silly head |

“Haong them|" Loader
savapgaly. .

He shut off the ll‘l_;glb.

Ho had discovered the sccret of the
woodshed: and that secret was o
Fifth of November guy! It was to
make that interesting discovery that he
had crept out of the house like a thief
in the night and burgled the window
of Gozling’s shed | _

Temple & Co. know nothing of tha
mizsing pocket-book. That was pretty
clear now | It was that ridiculowns, that
idiotic guv, that had been their reason
for coming to the shedl

Loder snarled witn ra%&

o roalized now that he had come on

muttered
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Ho had swallowed
Bunter’s absurd suspicions whole; and it

a fool's errand.

was only begause of the streak of
rascality in his own nature that he had
believed the Fourth Torm  Juniors
eapable of such rascality. Three young
idiots had made an idiotic dEuF' secretly
another young idiot had idiotically sus-
Egcted them wrongfully: and Loder had
an the higgest idiot of the lot!

In the light of thiz new knowledge it
was useless to zearch the woodshed for
what Temple & Co. had hidden there—
as they had obvicusly hidden nothing
bub that absurd goy.

Loder turned to the window.

The best thing he couid do, in the
eipenmstances, wag to return to his room,
which he had been an idiot to leave, ard
got to bed On the meow he would
take it ont of Bunter! 'Lhere was some
little satisfaction in that prospock.

[lis hand was on the burgled ecaze-
ment, when suddenly ho let go of it, as
if it had been red-hot. ] _

Onee more hiz hears jumped into bLis
prouth,

In the stillness of the night there was
a footfzll outside. 1t was faint, but it
wrs ummistakable !

Somehody was cutside the weedshed !

Taoder stood transfhzed.

Souwone had scen him  leave the
Noose! Someone had follewed him !
Iiow was he to explain this eseapade

VWiho was 187 Soamo masler—or e
Il himself ¥ Whoeever it waz, he was
just owtsice the window, and there was
no vseape for Loder ] 1le was cornered
in the shed, bosk-d o be discovered
there; and as he heard a hard pooping
over Lo windsw, ke cudgrelivd

[
Lls

wretched brains for some explanalion
that Lie could give.

Tho casermnent slid open.

Against the darkness of the November
night a head and shoulders showed like
aﬁa!ack shadow in the square of the
window,

“{rimes!” multersd a low  voiece.
“Thiz 'ero is luekl The blooming
winder's open | Jest luck, this 'ere 151V

Fodder sappressed o moasp.

That  muttering  voice  certainly
belenred to nobody whoe belonged 10
Creviriars | But Leod:. had heard it
beforal It was the voice of Alfred
Lirvbert Parker |

It was the pickpocket |

Elad T, after all, dropped the pocket-
bock there? Lf so, it wng anazing thet
Tople & Co. had not fonad it Had
thev, after all, found it and hidden if,
as Dunter believod?

Leder's brain was in o whirl Awny-
how, there was no doubt iliab 1b was
Alfved Herbert Parker who was peoer-
ing in at the windo.7.

Lader stopd silent i tho shadows.
alre, Parker's bullet bead and forn and
taitored eap wera inseriod i ab the
window. Ile war puecrin- abont him as
if nncovtain.

“Thiz "eve is tho place P Loder heanld
e low imutleiine voice agnin.  “1711
stalon my dJovy 1lie ‘oro is the blinking
shiwl whore | oeaw dhab blinhine moay !
Alfeed, old mar, vee're all vight 17

A sndden beom of Foohd shel aeras:
the shed.

I oeanmwe from o ucchet toeeel toened
&t 1;:.; e juae b Lo t‘.‘fl:-‘,[un‘. Te was
dizeeted towards the coper of 1ha ghad
whore [ie vy il boon siending,
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b Hﬂ,. h: ha I‘I-I
roated Dabney and
Fry, as Temple fixed
% label to the guy.
* Not so much row.

old beans,” sa
Temple. “Those
Remove ecads are

across the fleld]™

Thae Fourih-Formers

wara unaware of tha

iact that Mr. Paﬁar

was watching g

proceedings Irom the
fence.

It missed Loder, who stood well aside
from the window. Obvicusly, BMr.
Parker had no suspicion that Loder, or
anyone ¢lse, was in the shed. But he
certainly koew that the guy was there,
for he shot the beam of light straight
ab the spet where il had been stand-
ing befors Loder had knocked 1t over.
And the disﬂﬂ\fur{ that that corner was

now vacant startled Mr., Parker. He
uttered a sharp exclamntion

“Crimes! It's poro v

Loder could only stand aomazed.

Apparently it was that idictie guy that
Parker was after! What he could pos-
sibly want with it waz an insoluble
mystery to Loder.

“Cornl” repeated BJr. Parker, in
disinay. “AMy eoyes! Aifred, my boy,
vou're done! 1f you'd ‘opped in Inst
pight you'd have got it1  Hisky it was,
coming back tho same night, with tho
raveys priaps watching for o blokel
But ‘oew was o covey to know they'd
shift it?  They don’t want to bwm a
Llooming guy before the filth, and it's
only the i:ﬁiﬁkinr: fonrih, ro what have
lhﬁy ijhifted the blighter for? T sk you,
Alfred 1

tut the next moment Alfred was
relioved. The slnfting Deam of the
torch fell on the prostrate figure, yiryg
where Loder had left it

Mr. Parker gave o gasp of relief,

“You feol, voul” ho  remarked,
sddressing  himself.  “[t's  thero  all
vight, only it's iell down! Wou're in
haek, Alfred, old boan—you're in luck
arter all ¥

Alr, 'arker shut off the light and
beewn to clomber i et the window.

T Macscr LIoRARY.—No. 1,235
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Loder woke to action,

What the man wanted with Temple's

0¥ was an amazing mystery. It might
1avo fetched a few shillings, if he had
been able to sell 1t on the morrow for
some C(ruy Fawkes' celebration,  'That
seamed hardly worth the froable and
risk he was taking.

Bur whatever Mr. Parker was up fo,
Loder did not want Mr. Purker or any-
body else to sce him out of the House
at midnight., He had come therc on a
fool’s errand; and now all he wanted
was to keep the whole thing dark.
Breaking House bounds at night was an
awfully serions matter.

It was guita ensy to deal with Aflr,
Parker, a3 he had not the faintest sus-
picion that an encimy was at hand,

Az the bullet head came farther
through the window, and Mr. Parker
grunted and clambered, Loder stepped
towards him,

His right arm was drawn back.

Thud |

Loder hit out, straight from the
shoulder, with ull his beef behind the
drive.

Mre, Parker got it in the eye!

In all the wide world there never was
a more surprised gentleman than Mr,
Parker at that thrilling moment,

What had hit him he did not know.
But he knew—he could not help know-
ing—that something hard and heavy
erashed imto his shifty, beady eye and
burled him backwards from the window,

Crash !

_Mr, Parker landed on his back out-
side the woodshed.
" Bitrike me!

“Crimes [* he gasped.
Crimes 1"

He lay dizeily on his back, blinking
up at tha %!Mhiy November sky with
ona eye. he other was hermetically
sealed. y gt ¢

er plunged thyvough the window.
He had no time to lc:rsé?: He came out
headlong, and landed on Mr. Parker
with a bump.

0w !” roared Mr, Parker. " Qcooch!
Crimes! Who's that? Vawp!®

He half-rose.

But he did not guite rise, for Loder's
olenched fist caught him on the jaw, and
he rolled over, welling.

Loder leaped to his feet and ran.

Mr. Parker staggered up.

One band was pressed, in anguish, to
a closed eye. With the other eye ho
blinked round him wildly.

“Ow! Oh crimes! ‘Ands off 1"
gasped Mr. Parker. “0Oh lumoy I
And he ran.

Who had knocked him down was a
mystery to Mr. Parker. He had scen
only a black zshadow in the dark, But
it wasz clear to hun that his presence was
known—that bang in the eye left him
in no doubt on that subjest. The open
spaces called to Mr. Pﬂri:u-

Still elasping his damaged oye, Mr.
Parker stumbled away in the gloom,
only anxious to get away before he was
pursued and collared.

Ile dropped from the school wall and
vanished into the night.

And while Mr, Parker—still holding
his cyo—was running as fast as his legs
could ecarry him—Loder of the Sixth
was clambering in at hiz study window.

He dropped inte the study, shut the
window altor. him, and goesped with
relief. To Mr. Parker he pave no
further thought—he did not care two

straws wh ¢ the sneak-thicl estole
Temple's gr,F or not.
But Mr., Parker was not interested in

that guy new, nor cven inm what was
concealed ipside it, In dread of pursuit
and capture, Mr. Parker was hitting the
open spaces—still clasping his oye!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Change of Quarters |

11 HAT the thump—" sjacu-
W lated Temple of the Fourth.
Temple & Co. had turned

. . out at the first clang of the
rising-bell in the morning,

It was the morning of the Fifth of
November, the anniversary of that
ancient attempt of Mr. Fawkes to put
o stop to the Bow of Parliamentary
eloquence by methods which, perhaps,
wera rather too drastie,

Temple & Co. were down early, and
Lefore prayers they eut round to the
woodshed. They were anxious about
their guy.

Bunter's absurd suspieion that thev

A Bum;.:er .IE_l‘aak at

a Bﬂrg&fn Price |

that

Here's a wonderful collection of thrillin
adventurs stories that's tog

—a book packed full of swi -—muﬁng action

ol %eit

OY5' STORIES. Here you ean revel in
ipping sea
Wild West, an
tn fact, every phase of adventure for the

manly boy is represen
fiction annual, which is splendidly illustrated.

POPULAR BOOK
of BOYS’ STORIES

At all Newsagents and Booksellers—2 ,1{ Gner.

Grand
Stories of
Gripping
Adventure!

d to be mhu&

holds wou iLbound. That h
in THE POPULAR BOOK OF

teries, stirring tales of the
exciting tales of sport, ste.—

in this grand all-

e
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had baggeﬂ Sir Hilton Popper's pockets
book and hidden it in the woodshed did
nat worry Temple & Co much—cxcept
that it was likely that the Owl of the
Remove would go rooting about the
place looking for it

In that case, he would not discover
the pﬂﬂkﬂt*bﬂﬂﬂl‘. but he would discover
the guy, end the ,w.&g on the Removo
would be a frost ar it was quite
certain that if the Famous Five learned
that the Fourth-Formers were “guy-
ing ¥ o member of ths famous Co. they
would take prompt and effective
IMeIsUres. In the circumstances,
Temple & Co. had determined ¢o
remove the effigy to some safer place.
That could only be done before any of
the other fellows were obout, and the
Fourth Form trio arrived at the wood-
shed when the rising-bell had only
stopped a few minutes,

But early as they were, they were not
the first on the scane.

Gosling was thera!

The ancient porter of Greyfriars was
grunting emphatically as he stared at
the open window and the broken catch.

He looked round as the juniors came
up, and he heard Temple's exclamation,

“Look ‘ere,” said QGosling prufiy,
“wot I says is this 'ere, Mr. Temple !
This 'ere won't de, sir, and well you
knows it 1"

“What on carth's happened " ex-
claimed Temple,

“Course you don't know!™ said
Gosling sarcastically. “Yeu ain't lorst
th&,kﬂ:" and bunged in the winder! Oh,
no !

“Certainly not!" snapped Temple.
*“I've got the key in my pocket! Hpera

15 18"

Gosling stared at the key as Cecil
Reginald produced it.

“Well, if you got the key, wot did
you bung in the winder for ¥ he de-
manded. * Busting a windor——r*

“1 didn’t ! howled Templs.

“Then "oo did?" demanded Gosling.

“My hat!” exclaimed Fry. * Some-
body’s been after our guy, you mean!
That silly idiot Bunter has been
tattling, and they've got on to it.”

"Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

“By Jove, it looks like it! said
Temple, in &mmaf-,-, and he hastily un-
locked the door of the shed.

The three juniors ran in,
followed them in, gruntindg-.

“Hera it i5 1™ exclaimed Fry, “Some-
body's been at it, though! Look at it!
Enocked over and burst in two or three
places.”

“’Oo’s been up to tricks in this %ers
shed ?'" exclaimed Goszling. “ Busting in
a winder—""

“Those Remove cads!"
Dabney.

“Must kave been!™ said Temple,
staring blankly at the prostrate guy.
“It's becn stamped on—you can ses
that! Some rotter has been herp after
lights out and handled it.”

“Y wonder they didn't finish it, if it
was Wharton's lot!* said Fry.

“Imcky they didn't!”

“Look 'era?* said Gosling. "Wot 1
says i3 this 'ere, this won't do! T It
vou keep thut thera puy in this "ere
woodshed. so long as no damago was
done, Mr. Templo. Dut if them young
rips are coming husting in winders, vou

jost take that there goy somewhere olse,
see P

“We're jolly well going to,” answercd
Temple. )

"(h, rathor ™

Tnn&er'ly the rather damaped puy was
lifted from the floor. Buttons and pins
hed burst, and straw poked out in
varioua places. The head sagged

Gosling

exclaimed
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drunkenly, and straw exuded from the
neck of the old jacket that enwrup&)ed
the figure. The Fourth-Former: had to
take care that the effigy did not fall to
pieces in their hands,

“The rotters ™ said Fr;.r inﬂignnnt-IT
" After all the trouble we've taken with
this guy, Enocking it about in this
styla I

“Well, I wonder they didn’t finish 1t,
if it was Wharton's lot [** said Temple,
“Come on! We'll yank it along to the
field and stick it out of sight. Ne good
lﬁa}f}ng it here for thoss rotters to mop
up.

Carefully the rather dilapidated guy
was ocarried out of the woodshed and

¢ away in the dim November

mMorning.

Gmltigjig runted az the junmiors
doparted. me of them, Gosling had
no doubt, wers responsible for the
damege to the window — pome
“dratted ' boys, though which

“dratted * boys Gosling did not know.
Gosling had the damage to repair, and
that meant work, and Gosling had a
personal dislike for work. It was 2
thing that never had had any real
H?FEEI for him. He grunted emphatic-
ally as the juniers went.

Templo & Co. kept wary eyes about
them as they carricd away the black-
faced elipgy. But few othor fellows were
down yet, and none geemed to be out of
the House,

The guy was hurried away to the
school Held, at a distance from tho
buildings. In that field the Greyiriars
fellows had leave to light bonfires and
discharge fireworks, and generally make
night hideous in celebration af the great
anniversary of Guy Fawkos, In the far
corner of the field was a proup of
willows, and for that group the Fourth-
Formers headed.

The effigy of Hurree Singh was
deposited there. It was out of sight,
and they agreed that no one was likely
to visit that remote spot during the day.

“All right here !"” gaid Temple.

“All right if it doesn’t rain!' said

Fry. "If it does thoe blessed thing won't
burn to-night,"”
_ "Well, let's hope it won't; anyhow,
it’s sefo from those Remove cads. Wae
can get along after third school and
repair ii,"” said Temple. *“We don't
want it to fall to pieces in the pro-
cession. Come on—we shall be late for
prayers.”

Leaving the guy concealed in the
willows, the ¥ourth-Formers hurried
back to tho House, and arrived just in
time for prayers. At breakfast, Templo
glanced across at the Remove table, ?‘Iﬂ
caught thoe glimnmer of Billy Bunter’s
epectacles turnmed on him, but the

amous Five, rather fo his surprise,
wera not giving him any special ieed

After breakfast Billy Bunter rolled
out of the House, and Temple & Co,
grinned as they noted that he was head-
ing for the woodshed. Bunter was wel-
come to explore that building as much
as he liked now.

The Owl of the Remove found the
shed locked, but the window, with itz
broken eatch, was easily opencd, and
Bunter clambered in to explore.

As the guy was pgone, there was
nothing there to cxplain Temple & Co.’s
mysterious  visite to the shed, and
Bunter had no doubt that he knew the
explanation—he saw it all! Up and
down and round about the interior of
the shed went the fat Owl, hunting for
the missing pocket-book,

ITe did not find i,

Eeen on the search, Bunter was blind
to the passage of time, deaf to the dis-
tant sound of the bell for classes.

When he gave up the szearch at last,
in despair—concluding that Temple &
Co. had taken the slarm, and found a
new hiding-place for the plunder—he
made the interesting dizcovery that he
was half an hour late for class,

Ok lor' 1" gasped Buoter, as that
discovery dawned on him,

He ran for the House,

Clasa was going on in the Remove
Form room when Billy Bunter arrived
there. Mr. Quelch turned on him a
glance that might have been envied by
the basilisk of old.

“DBunter | gaid the Remove mauster in
a deep voice,

“Oh! Ves, sir ' gasped Bunter,

“¥ou are thirty-three minutes late
for olass 1™

“Oh dear! I mean, yes, sir!
“What does this mean, Bunter?"

I_!:

“I—I've been rather busy, sirl”
gas Bunter,
“What 2

All the Remove stared at DBunter.
They had wondered why the Owl of the
Remove was late, especially to such an
extent. Unpunetuality to the extent of
two or three minutes was sufficient to
arouze the ire of Henry Samuel Quelch.
Bunter was over half an hour late| The
vials of wrath wera all ready to be
poured on his devoted head.

“You—you—yon were rather busy?”
articoleted Mr, Quelsh,

“¥Yes, sir [” gasped Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha |

The Removites had hardly expected to
hear Bunter tell his Form master that
he was too busy for class. That
explanation really was not likely to
savisfy any Form master,

*Bilence 1*  exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
“Bunter, I presume that this is imperti-
nence, added to slackness and un-
punctuality. Bend over that chair [

Mr, Queleh picked up his cane.

“ =1 say, sir,"” gasped Bunter, in dis-
may. “I've been looking for old
Popper's pocket-book 1

“Are you referring to Sir Hilton
Popper, a governor of Greyiviars,
Bunter?” boomed Mr, Quelch,

*¥Ye-a8, sirl?’

" How dare vou allude to him in such
disrespectful termsi®

*“I—I mean,” stuttered Bunter, “I—I
mean, old—l mean, SBir Hilton Popper,
gir. I=I've been trying to find his
pocket-book for him, sir. The Head
wanted it to be found, sir, end—and I
thought I knew where to look for old
Popper’s—1 mean, Sir Hilion Popper,
sir—that is, Bir Pocket's popper-book—
I mean—"

“*Ha, ha, ha1®

“Bend over that ehair, Bunter 1"

“Oh crumbs!™

Whack, whack,
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTED,
The Lzst Chance |

L UCK I" breathed Alfred Herberg
Parker. “Jest luck |

His eye gleamoed.

Only one of Mr. Parker's
eyes could gleam. The other was closed,
and it wos as black a3 the aco of spades,
Gerald Loder's fist had been planted in
that eye not wisely but too well.

It was not the first time that Me,
Parker had had a black eye. His career
a3 a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles
earned lum more kicks than halfpence,
In his time Myr. Parker had collected
black eyes, swollen neses, and thick ears.
But the black eye that Loder bad
given him & real “corker.” It waos
a record black eye. It was hormble to
the view, and it was extremely painful,

But Mr. Parker, for a moment at
loast, forgot that black eve, and his
sound eye gleamed,

Luck had been against tho sneak-
thief, Now it seemed to be turning in
his favour.

As tho November dusk decpened, on
the evening of the Fifth of that month,
Alfred Herbert DParker was hanging
about tha school.

He dared not wventure within the
walle. He had, he was convinced,
narrowly escaped capture the previoua
night, when some unknown enemy had
itched into him at the wahds]?gl and

anded him Lhat decorative eve. But
the thought of the fat pocket-book
hidden in the guy haunted Mr. Parker.

Though lost to sight it was to memory
Gar.

The matter was pressing. That guy
could only have been manufactured for
burning on Donfire Night, Until that
time ecame round the interior of the guy
wus ag safe a Inding-;})}!uca as counld have
been desired for Mr. Parker’s loot. But
when that time came round the hidden
pocket-book, if still in its hiding-place,
was doomed to go up as a burnt ﬂﬂr:arin
along with the guy. That was an awfu
thought to Mr. Parker.

He haunted the school as the dusk
fell, hoping against hope to get a chance
at  the black-faced offigy. He had
observed that several i}nul{ms had been
stacked up in readiness in the ficld,
though the time had not yet come for
lighting them,

Already, as tho dusk {cll, there was a
Fﬂppmg of crackers, let off by eager
ags who were impatient for the sounds
of revelry by night to begin. And at
this procise moment Mr., Parker waos
hanging by his olbows to the fence that
bnrﬁnrud the school field, on the side of
a sochuded lane, and seanning the field
with his single sound eye. If that blaeck-
faced guy was brought along for burg-
ing, Alfred Herbert was prepared to

(Continued on nexrd page.)
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will remain in the
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take almost any desperate measures to
get at it.

And there it was!

It was just luck, as Alfred Horbert
gaid to himsclf.

Within a dozen feet of the fence wos o
group of willows that screcned o corner
of tho field from general view, and in
that corner three juniors were standing,
with the guy in their midst, .

Mr, Parker could searcely believe the
evidence of his sound eye.

Ho had hoped against hope, but ho
had nover dreamed of luck like this,
Only a dozen foct away from him was
the black-fuced guy, in the interior of
whieh he had throst Sir Hilton Popper's

ocket-book., And Temple, Dabney, and

ry, who had dragged it out of the
willows, had no eyes for the shifty face
that was staring over the fonce at thom,

Temple & Co. were grinning. .

Cecil Reginald Temple was speaking,
and his words came clearly to tho ears
of Mr. Packer, )

" All serene ! Temple was sayin
can't make out who it was that
into the woodshed after thia guy an
domaged it. It wasn't that Remove
crowd ; they haven't any suspieion. I've
been pumping Wharton, and it's plain
ho doesn’t know anything about 1t.”

“Then who—" seid Fry. .

“(Goodness knows, But it doesn’t
matter, anyhow, Those Remove sweeps
won't know anything till they sce tho
guy in the procession. We're going to
march it all round the quad, and I can
tell you they will be hoppin’ mad. They
ean’t rush it— the ad gives the
prefeots orders to see thab there's no
vioting or borseplay — Wingate will
have iis eyes open. Now to give the
pld bean a fow finishing touches.”

The guy had been repaired, and
was sticking together well. Temple
proceeded to jam a  very ancient-look-
ing topper on its head. —

% Hurree Singh i= a prince in his own

T |
Eutted
d

eountry, you know " chuckled Temple.
“Sn we'd better make it clear with a
label.”

“Hear, hear " .

“We want them to know who it's
meant for,” said Temple. "“I've got
the label here.”

Dabney and Fry chuckled as Temple
affixed & label to the guy. On the label,
in large capital letters, was inscribed:

“PRINCE INEY JAMPOT!
HERE'S ANOTHER GUY!"

r"l-i’a, ha, ha!® roared Dabney and
‘r L}

'?H-nt teo much row, old beans” said
Temple, *“Thoss Remove _nad'a BYe
peross the field, building their bonfire.
We don’t want them here till we'ra all
ready. The procession doesn't begin for
half an hour yet. Hallo! who—what—
what—— Ih'%? hat! Oh gad ™

A aguat gium slithered down the
inner side of the fence.

It jumped at the Fourth-Formers,

This was Mr. Parker's chance, and he
was taking it. It was his last chance
of recovering the plunder he had hidden
in the Egigjr, gnd Mr. Parkor had to

e rigks.

Before the TFourth-Formers knew
what was happening Alircd Herbert
Parker wos upon them hiLrinﬁ out,

Temple captured Mr. Parker’s left
with his chin and went spinning.
Diabney caught Mr. Parker's right wit
his nose and went over on his back,
wondering if tho skies were falling.
Fry, staring blankly, received a thump
on the chest that landed him two or
three yards away.

While the three juniors, astounded,
sprawled and spluttered, letting the guy
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fall to the gronnd, Mr. Parker fairly
pouniced on the black-faced ciligy.

He tore frantically at the stulled
figure witl both hands.

empie sob up duazedly,

* Oocoogh 1™ Eﬂ asped,

IIe blinked dizziﬁ: nt Mr. Parker. Ile
recogiised the man; though why Alired
Heebort was grabbing the stuffing out
of the effigy was a mystery to Ceeil
repinald Tewmple,

“Ow ! Deoah ! It's that thief Parker ™

g{.’lirtﬂd Temple, “Stop Lim! Collay
un | Bﬂf him | Jumyp on him "

Ho reushed on the pickpocket and
grabbed him. Dabney and TFry

scrambled up and followed.

' Ands oﬂP "' hissed Mr, Parker.

He had to relinguish the guy to defend
himsclf. With the three angry and ex-
cited juniors clinging to him, Alfred
Herbert hit out furiovsly right and left,
and a wild and whirling combat raged
in the dusky corner of the field belund
the willows.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Eemovites {o the Rescue [

& ALLOD, hallo, hallo 1"’
H “What the jolly

old
thump—s=—"
Harry Wharton & Co.
stared in surprisge. .

The Famous Five were in the school
ficld, busy with the preparation of the
bonfire. A stack was growing, com-
posed of all sorts ﬂ-% comuustible
materials—old boxes and disused furni-
ture, ancient exercises and excreiso-
books, fuggots and logs, and all sorts of
odds and ends. TFellows were bringing
along centributions, and Harry Wharton
& Co. added them to the pile, when the
uptoar from the corner of the feld
reached their cars. o

The Famous Five had been giving no
attention to Teomple, Dabney & Co.
That there was anything “on’ among
those brizht youths they did not even
know, Certainly they had no suspicion
of Temple's decp and nefarious design
of “guying” & member of the Co.
—itbeir own selzct and important circle.
The chums of the Remove had seen
Temple & Co. strolling across the field,
with a casual sort of air, towards the
willows in the corner, but imd not taken
any heed of them.

But they took heed now-—mas sounds of
gusping, gurgling, howling, yelling,
bumping, and thumping reached therr
startled ears. N

“What the dickens?'’ exclaimed
Harry Wharton,  “Those Fourth Formn
nsses serapping with one another i

“The serapfulnass seems to be terrifie,”
grinned Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“Come on ' exelaimed Wharton.

Iie¢ ztarted at o run, the rest of the
Co, following him. Obviously it was not
a case of the Fourth Form trio serap-
ping among themselves, though with
whom they were serapping the Re-
movites could nobt guess.  But they
rushed promptly to the rescue.

As they came running round the group
of willows a startling sceme met their
eyes in the falling dusk. :

Dabney lay on his back, gasping for
breath in a spasmodic manner. Fry
was doubled up tn nngmﬁh, apparently
br a punch that had 'mnded below the
belt. Toth were hors de combat. _

Temple, unoided, was struggling with
Alfred IMerhort Parker. and cven as the
Famoeous Five arrived Mr, Parker hurled
the struggling Temple away, landing
lhim with a crash on the earth tliac
]irpueked every ounes of wind out of
1.

Inztantly he turned back to the gur.

Mre. Tarker, in tlesperale haste to god
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eing, had net stood on ceremon

emple & Co. Me had knocke
right out. Iad no other focs Lecn at
hand Mr, Parker undoubtedly would
have got away with his plunder.

He needed only half & minute or so
to grab the hidden ket-book from
the interior of the ctuffed cfligy, Already
his thievish hands were groping and
grabbing in the straw stuffing.

But luck, which had befriended Mr,
Parker up to that point, turned against
him now, and turned quite nastily. The
I'amouns Five came swooping round the
willows, and the next isoment they were
swoeping on Mr, Parker.

“Crimes 1" gasped Alired Herbert, as
he was collared and dragged backwards.
“Ch! Oherimes! Oh jiminy ! l‘_'h::ngh!”

“1t's that blessed pickpocket I ex-
claimed Bob Cherry, “ What's he up to
—sfealing a guy, or what?  Squash
him 1"’

Mr. Parker, in a sgtate of goaded
frenzy, put up a desperate fight. His
plundor—so near, yet so far—was slip-
E!ng awui,-{ from him; it was going from

is gaze like a beoautiful dream. It was
BIr. Yarker’s last, last chanece, and he
fonght like a wild ecat in the grasp of
the Famous Five,

Dut it hooted not, as o poct would say.

He had handled the thres Fourth-
Formers, but the Famous Five of the
Remove were a much tongher proposi-
tion. They handled him—and they
handled him efficiently.

Temple, Dabney, and Fry lay and
%ggiutm*ed for breath, whila fhe F{;mnm
ive dealt faithfully with Mr. Parker.
Hitting, kicking, scratching, even
biting, .ﬁifrcd Herbert put up the fight
of his life. TEvery momber of the
Famous Five sustained damages. But
their damages, compared with Mr.
FPuarker's, were as moonlight unto sun-

light, as water unto wine.

lirce minutes it lasted, and then Mz,
Parker lay on the earth—beaten to the
wide, without a gasp left in him.

He lay and gurgled feebly.

But ho did not ho long. Why he wns
there, why ho had attacked the Fourth-
Feormers, the c¢hums of the Remove had
no idea—any more than Temple & Co.
had. But they knew that he was not
wanted within the precincts of Grey-
friars—and thew procecded to make that
fact clear unto him.

They grasped Mr. Parker and hustled
him along to the fenoe.

“(rocogh " came fecbly from Alfred
Herbert; he had no breath left to say
more. .

“Owvor he goes!™ said Bob Cherry.
“One, two, three—and all together '’

“(Good ege " chuckled Nugent.

“ Ready, Parkse V' asked DBaob.

“ Grooogogh 1M

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry had
Mhir. Parker's fest; the other three
members of the Co. had his head ond
shoulders.

Betwern them they swung him up.

“Onpe ! satd Bob, and Ar. Tarker
EWnng. “Teo He swung opgain.
“Threat Go!” And Mr. Parker
gwitng for tho third and last time, and
vz tossed over the foeneo like o sack of
polatoes.

There was a heavy bump on the grassy
bank outside the fonce.

Bump !

“ ODoococoop 1

tr. Parlier was heard to roll down the
banlk inte the lare. Mo was heard to
seraunble dizzily to his feet

After that no more was heard from
lr. Parker. s

Onee more Alfred Ferhert was hitting
he epen spaces—and this time he wont
for good, giving up his last hope of
recapturing the pocket-book hidden in
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the puy. It was
not, after ell, Mr.
Parker’s lucky day.

“That's enough
for Parker!” said
Eob Cherry cheer-
fully. “Blessed if I
know what he
wanted herel Bui
I fancy that what
he got was what he
didn't want [

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Temple & Co. sat
up. No doubt they
were glad to be
rescued from the
hard hitting of the
rodoubtable Parker.
They were distinetly
pleased to see him
fossed bodily over
the fence. But they
looked dismayed as
the Famous TIive
gathered round the

Tha secret was
out now.

The Removites
kad not been in-
tended to sec that
guy till it was car-
ried in proceszion
by the Fourth in
the prezence of the
prefects, whose duty
it was to see that
there was no scrap-

ing or ragging on
Bonfire Night. But
they saw 1t now.

They saw it—and
they stared at it.
Possibly the
Famous Five might
not have guessed
that that ‘absurd
figure, with its hidesus, blackenad face,

Bob Cherry.

was intended to represent Hurree
Jamzset Ram Singh, an honoured
member of their seﬁmt. company. But
the inscription on the label left no
doubt on the subject.

“*Prince Inky Jampotl Here's
another guy ' ™" read out Harry Whar-
ton., * . the cheeky rotters ! Is that

meant for old Inky 1

“The checkiulness i3 terrificl” ex-
claimed the Nabob of Bhanipur indig-
nantly., “The kickfulness is the proper
ﬂp&r I:I'I

“Temple, you cheeky mss——"

8¢ that’s what thoy had in the wood-
shed I’ exclaimed Wharton, = light
breaking on his mind. “That was their
game, was it? Guying us 1"’

“Guying us 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
*Why, my hat—"

* Berag them 17

“Mop up the cheeky rotters!”

“Hore goes for their jolly old guy ™
gxclaimed Bob Cherry, and he landed
a kick which lifted the hapless effigy
inta tha air,

Temple stappered to his foot.

“Here, you-let our guy alone I he cx-
claimed.

“h, rather!” gosped Dabney.

4] don't think!” Fril‘med Bokb,
“Smash it up, you menl|”

“What-ho P

“Collar those checky rotters!™ said
Harry Wharton,

The Famous Five had dealt faithiully
with Mr. Parker; now they procecded
to deal faithfully with Temple & Co.
The next fow munutes were wild and
whirling. Tomple & Co. made n
desperate effort to rescue their guy.
But they rcally had no chance. They
were smitten hip and thigh, and

** One, two, three—and ali together ! **

e

Bir. Parker was grasped in 3 hands and hustled along to the fence. ** Over he goes ! *-sald
** Oooopop 1 ** gasped Mr, Parker, as he

went fiying over the fence like & sack of potatoes,

strewn breathless on the hard, un-
sympathetic ground,

Three members of the Co. sat on
them to keep them there. Frank
Nugent took a seat on Dabney, Johnny

Bull on Fry, and Bob Cherry on Cecil
Feginald Temple. And Harry Wharton
and the Nabob of Bhanipur proceeded
to deal with the guy, under the ex-
asperated eyes of the Fourth-Formers.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Stunt !

i REAT pip™
G 1] Whﬂt b
“Oh, my hat!¥

“Bureka [*

The Famous Five fairly jumped.

Temple's guy, fashioned with so much
care for the purpose of “pguying ™ the
Famous Five, was going to plcces
rapidly. It was rent limb from limb.

Straw stuffing poured out of it, as
Wharton and the nabob jerked it to
picees.  And in the midst of the ruins
an objeet rolled in their =ight, that
made them jump as they saw it.

It was a fat, well-filled pocket-book,
on the cover of which was a crest and
4 MONOZram,

They stared st it

The monogram was “H, P.,” the
erest was that of the lord of Popper
Court., 'They realised that thoy were
sturing at Sir Hilton DPopper's lost
pocket-book,

“0Old Topper’s pocket-book!™ gasped
Bob Cherry.

*“Great Christopher Columbus 1#

Harry Wharton picked it up.

Thera could be no doubt about it
it was the pocket-book lost by Bir
Hilton Popper, which he had suspocted
the thief of throwing away somewhera
within the walls of Greyiriars during

the hunt.

Evidently he had not thrown it
away; he had hidden it, and by shecr
i:]mei]nm the hiding-place had come to
1ght,

Cecil Reginald Temple's ayes alnost
bulged from his head as he stared at
the pocket-boolk in Wharton's hands,
Duabney and Fry fairly goggled at it.

“Oh gad!” gasped Temple. “That's
why thet villain was after the guy!
That's what he wanted.”

“(Oh, rather!” gasped Dabney.

“He stuck it insida our guy !’ gurgled
Fry. " Stuck it there to hide it—and
came after it! Oh crumbal”

, “And—eand if we'd burnt tho guy
what —" gasped Temple.

“Lucky you didn't!” chuckled Bob
Chorry, “If vou'd burned that guy
vou'd have burned old Popper’s bank-
notes along with it. Old Popper waa
right after all—that man Parker did
pinch his pocket-book, and it’s been in
Groyiriars all the time!”

“This will bo goed news for old
Fopper!”  chuckled Johmmy  Tull
“Tetter hand that over to Quelch at
once.

“I wish we'd hung on to Parker
now 1 romarked Wharton, “It's plain
now that he did )%It:ll old Pappor's
pocket, snd he ought to be run in,
But I suppose he's for enough away
by thiz time”

“Tha far-awayfulness is  probably

‘Fue Maigrer Lismany.—No. 1,258,
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terrifipl” said Hurrce Jamset Ram

B‘mﬁh'
“1 sa u fellows!” Billy Bunter
rolled rgfmrdﬂ the willows. I say, L've
been looking for you chaps! 1 say; I
BUppose you're going to have tenﬁefﬂr?
the bonfire? 1 sae Oh otikey !
Punter’s eyes almost bulged through his
gpectacles at the sight of the pocket-
book. “¥ou've got it!”
“Wo've got it[” assented Wharton.
“I say, did you have it all the time™
gasped Dunter. .
“\What{" roared the captain of the
OV,
E"?‘I say, it's pretty thick pinching old
Popper's pocket-book!™ said Buater.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

1 14 Ivhﬁtl?"

" Sauce for the pooss is sauce for the

gander,” explained Bob. *Temple was
guing to guy us—now we're going 1o
guy him. It will be a lesson to ham
about cheeking the Remove.
Fourth Form boundera are expecting to
see a black-faced guy paraded round
the gquad. Well, they're going to see
one. We oan get hold of Gosling's tar-
pot——"

" Yha-a-t1"”

“And Temple will look ever so much
I:telticr-luq!ﬂing witlh his featurcs out of
sight—

‘“Ha, ha, hat”

“A coat of tar—"

“I'm surprised at vou, Wharton!” " ?ﬂ-l.ll m!-tqr!" shricked Temple,
“l‘-‘u‘hy,p you—you — you—7=" gazped Edt;regglmg wildly, * You—you—you
Wharten. o

“] say it's thick, and I think it’s
thick |” said Bunter warmly, " Sticking
tho old bean for o reward is all very
well; but sticking to his pm:l:et.ﬁhcmkh—
well, I call thot too thick! Wou'd
better hand it over to me, Wharton,
and I’ll say nothing about 1t as youre
a pal. But you've got to hand it over
to me at once. L insist on that.”

Billy Bunter held out a fat hand.

Harry Wharton also stretched out =
hand, But it was not the hand which
held the pocket-book. It was an empty
hand, which fastened on Billy Bunter's
collar and slewed him round.

“(Owl” roared Buntor, in anticipa-

tion. *1 say, if you kick me, you
beast—""

Thud!

* ¥argoooonogh I

Thud! Thud! &

# Phere,” gasped Wharton, “and
there—and there—and there—"

“ Y ow-ow-ow-woooop I

Billy Bunter vaniched past the
willows at ex speed. Wild yells
floated back as he wanished. ;

“ Now,” said Harry Whartoen, * the
poomer this pocket-book is taken to
Quelch the better. Temple had beiter
take it, a8 it was found in his guy.”

#“Dab and Fry can toke it,” said
Bob. “We're not dome with Temple

.

- What the thump—>"

“My desr man, Temple's such 2
fascinating chap that I can’t part with
him yet! Kick those other rotters ous
and let them take the jolly old pocket-
book with them."” ‘

Dabney and Fry were allowed to rise,
Teraple remained pinned to thargmund,
wriggling under Bob Cherrya hofty
form.

“Here you arel” said Horry—and he
handed Elmhpucléﬁ—bnnk! tri F:{j". :Takﬁ
it to Quelch or Capper nd get out.

EL&R hera, let Temple go—"

“Fink them out!” said Bob Cherry;

and Dabney and Fry were promptly
kicked round tha willows, and they
vanished from the scene.

The remains of the guy were promptly
seattered in minute frogments, Temple,
atiiltha prisoner, glared on in helpless
wrath.

“Come on!” said Har Wharton.
“We shall have a crowd of the Fourth
here in a few minutes, loocking for
Tomple——" ] _

“They'rs not going to find him,” said
Bob, rising and fixing a grasp of iron
on Temple's collar, “"Here, lend mo a
hand to hold him1*

“Will you let me got” raved Temple,

“Wo fear!” chuckled Bob.

“But what's the game, yon ass?” ax-
claimed Wharton. “What the thump
do vou want Temple Er:r}'?”

i TE “nnt ﬂ
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“Ha, ha, hal” roared the chums of
the Remove.

“Good eggl”

“Hera's another pguy!™
Johnny Bull. *“Temple, old man, you
were really born for the part! Look at
your face, you know "

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Bring  him chuckled
Wharton.

Cecil Reginald Templo resisted fran-
tically. ut he was dragged away in
the grasp of the Famous Five, still fran-
tically resisting.

A fow minutes later Dabney and Fry
arrived on the spot with a crowd of the

along !

Faurth to rescue their great leader. But d

the spot was deserted.

The Famous Five were gone, and
Temple was gone; vanished in the thick-
ening November dusk, They conecluded
that Temple had been released, and had
departed; little dreaming of what was
happening to Cecil Reginald in those
moments: or of the nnusual and remark-
able “guy” that was to be paraded
round Greyfriars that Fiith of
MNovember.

T E—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Some Guy |
1 PLE%‘EE to remember——=

Ow ¥
“The Fifth of November—=
“Wow ¥

“The gunpowder treason and plot! 1
gee no reason—"'

“ Rotter I

“ Ak this jolly season—=="

“Ha, ha, hat” ]

“Why wvou shouldn’t have it hot[™
conciuded Bob Cherry.

“Oh, you villain!” gasped Temple.

The nimms of tha Remove chaortled
joyously. Bob, while he chanted a
variation of the encient chant, was de-
corating the elassie countenanee of Cecil
Reginald Temple; and the result was
striking. :

It struck the beholders as excrucia-
tingly funny; though to the sufferer
himself it was simply horrid. A coat of
tar on the eountenance was one of those
things which it was more blessed to give
than to recoive.

Temple, in the grasp of the Philis-

tinez, was helpless. Even in the grasp
of four members of the Co. he did not

keep still, like the young man of Hythe,
vho was shaved with s scythe, he did
nothing but wripgle and writhe. But
he went through it all the same.

Bob Cherry had eapiured Gesling's
tarpot, with the tarbrush therein. In s
quict corner, backed up against a fence,
Templs was held and adorned.

All the Co. agreed that Templo had
asked for it, begged for it, in fack, sal
up and bhello for it.

He had et out to guy the Famous

chuckled T

Fiva, Therefore he was to be guyha-c!.
He had fixed up o hideous guy with &
black face to represent an honoured
member of the Remove. Thereiore he
was to be Gxed up with s black face to
make the punishment fit the crime. The
Fourth Form men wero gleefully chuck-
ling over the wheeze of parading a
biack-faced guy that evening, as a rag
oo the Remove. Well, they were going
to have their blagk-faced guy—only it
wag going to be s live ome, and that
the name of it was going to be Ceecil
Reginald Temple.

Temple gasped and spluttered and
objurgated, in vain. He would have
yetled, but when he opened his mouth
to yell, the tip of the tarbrush dabbed
in it, add he gurgled and guggled in-
stead.

“There!” said Bob E‘herri,
back to admire his handiwork.
that's all rightl

standing

T faney
Think it's all right,
emple 1™

“Oh, you rotter Clh; you sweep! Oh
crumbs ! I-—I—I'll—" gasped Temple.

‘:‘ IEEB ™ cil:.ml:i?id Igﬂhﬂnjr Bull.l

‘Ripping 1" said Nugent heactily.

“The ripfulness is terrifie,? %

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Right 2s rainl” he said. ' Now
bring him along—all the fellows are
rea_fig. I've passed the word round.”

“Hold eon—stick 1

1 EQ ing in his
mouth,” said Bob. *We den't want him
yelling to the Fourth. This rag will

—W I've wiped the tar off
bands with it.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
* Grooooogh ¥

With the tarry rag etuffed in his
mouth, Templa's hopes of calling the
Fourth to the rescus left him,

An old cane chair had been annexed
from the lumber-room, and Temple was
placed on it backwards; his arms tied to
the back of the chair, hia legs to the
chair-legs. Lifted by the Famous Fiv
thus enthroned, Temple was carrie

Eng'.

ere was already a glow of fame

from the field, where the bonfire was

lighted, Crackers and squibs and

rockets were going strong. Junioras
elled and chanted and cheered, while
ig Sixth-Formers strolled about o see

that order was kept—more or less.

A shouting crowd of Removites sur-
rounded the Famous Five and their
“guy.” Word had been passed through
the Form, and the Bemove fellows lmew
who and what the black-faced object in
the chair was, though certzinly no one
elso was likely to guess.

Cecil Reginald Temple's péarest and
dearest pal was not likely to recognise
him in his present state.

Old, ragged pgarments had been
draped on him, outside his own natty
clobber. A paper hat was stuck on: his
tousled head. And his features had
quite disappeared under the tar,

#Pleaze to remember the Fifth of
November——* chanted thoe Bemovitos,
ns they began the procession with the

uy.
E"Hnra's another guyl”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Right round the quad!” reared DBob
Cherry.

Templs wriggled with rage. Under
ita enating of tar, his face was erimson,
He chewed the tarry rak and spluttered,

“Guy Fawkes guy, stick him up on
hiﬁh_"-"”

Ha, ha, hal" 1

In the quad the procession drew
general attention. Masters glanced at
the guy and smiled, little dreaming
what it was. Mr. Capper, master of the

(Continued on page 23.)
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START THIS THRILL-PACKED STORY TO-DAY.

The Stowaway!  —S——m—m-
ICK DAREN—eee ———>
R had P]f—':nt-fr'- T —— .
to think tﬁ_:é;‘{-_
about as he @)
was left alone im =

tha saloon of the
wireless plane for
the first hour and a
half of the journey,
The floor was rolled
back above the
fglate - glass  *sk

1

ght,” and he nﬂu]‘{l gee the great moun- -

taing occasionally throwgh the clouds,
could watch the effects of the late-rizen
sun on the snow-clad peaks of the Andes.

Had thiz been but a joy-ride, he

20}
would have been glad of the &:parwm:&,&t‘\

for the great plane seemed to glide
through the air with little or no vibra-
tion, despite the fact that she was hit-
ting up two hundred to two-fifty miles
an hour without urdue ciHfort, as he
could tell from the tell-tale dial ftted
into the roof.

But Rick waz worried. Things
scemed o have gone tooc well, too
smoothly, so far, and he more than
suspected a trap. They might have
thrown dust in Qom's E{;:a by Tom's
relended accoplance of his offer, but

ick had too high an opimon of the
Flying Bandit's brains to EG too certain
of that.

One thing had struock him as peeuliar.

Oom had taken greaxt pride in show-
ing his brother Tom all over the plane,
mﬁihiﬁng the different up-to-the-minuta
gadgoets, and even showing the young
expert engineer the wonderful engines
driven by wireless power. Yet the one
person @osk deeply interested—tho
youngstor who woas now travelling as
“ passenger "—had not been shown,

In fact, Rick now remembered that all
the Lime Tom was in the plane he him-
salf had been held in conversation by
their American guide, the "“major-
domo,” whilst armed ards stood
cloge at hand until he was * shepherded ¥
ins?iih’ after bidding his brother fare-
wa L

How far had their bluff sueceeded with
Qom i They knew that their “ privacy *’
had been more or less of a pretence,
that every word spoken could be tapped
by the wireless detectaphone with which
this ecabin and also the shacks at the
stronphold wera fitted,

“Ah, well, I g'pose I shall soon End
out!” sighed Rick, half-alond. * But
this ba.nﬁit’s a tricky proposition——"

“*fi's all that an’ then some !’ came a
groaking voica from  beneath him.
“Guy'nor, 'ave yer got a fag? I'm
fair gaspin’ for a smoke |

“Great snakes! Who's that ™ gasped
Rick, as he sprang to his feet and
loaked under the folding setiee he had
been seated upon. : y

A round bullet head, with bright-red
hair closely cropped, pecped out irom
underneath, and the dirty, cily face of
Alf Higgs, wearing a broad smile,
blinked up at him, )

“*Alle! 'Ere we are ag'in 1" chortled
the Cockney. “Kinder surprised ver,
ain’t I, guv'nor? Lummy! But it's ot
under thore! Is there a drop o any-
thin® wet abahtf I'm parched 1

Alf ipgs rolled out from vnder the
low sottee, coolly helpod himsolf to o
cup of coffce from the thermeos jup on
the tahle, cut a hunk of cake, and
grabbed a handful of gropes which had
peen provided for Hiﬂ?z,

“Ah, better than nothin’! Afe, T'in
th* 1i*l gtowawyal Bays T w'on T secs
ver an' Mister Tom eomin' aboard lus
‘era floatin’ pallis: * Them 1wo young
blighters *—heggin® yer pardin for kW

‘h‘l.

b

familiarity—* "ave gob somethin’
up their sleeves, ..4.]% ‘Iggs | Nah
13 yer chanct to get awye from
"tendin' hengines to give light
unto th’ 'eathen! Git, whilst th’
goin’s good ¥ So "ere I ham "

“Put how did you—==>"

" Dead heasy, sir | Th' guards were so
busy leadin' ver like a haa-lamb to th’
slaughter-'cuse, that they never watched
t'other side o’ th' plane a-tall, so I jest
pipe rahnd an’ pops in 'ere as heasy as
winkin' 1"

“"But, man alive, if vou're discoverad,
you'll be dumped overboard ans sure as
epga |” gasped Rick.

¥ ﬁr’:ﬂjs and ’per‘apﬁ not 1" said Alf
coolly, ™' can’t eome in wiout my
knowin’, as I've wedged the door wiih
a piece of lead pipin’ [

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

O0M, the TERRIRLE, n Gernutit ying ace
miimed Baron roh Awmstenfel, aperalitty from
hix secred motntfain strongliold i Spnth Anicrien,
15 defermined to becone master of the world.
Iy means of a super tcireless-contralled Jlahe
Jitled toitl an dngekivus sucking device e fns
rided ol will—stealing the werld's wealth and
Fidnapping the master eraftaneir of feiemes
and etgineering, Oopt's latesi viclim 18 TOM
DA RE, inventor of the Dure Stebiliser,  Resolred
to vescte Ais brother, yoweg RN DARE,
gocompanied by ALFP HIGHN, a Cookiey
srechinie, dud 1AM, a pomsarfnl sieqro sertand,
(rives ehinze. The Fgaﬁ‘:w praves Mufile, hotrerer,
and the three pole are eaplitped and faken
prisgtiers along with Tom fo Oom’s slioialold.
Forestefng a chanee of riddive the worfd of it
nrealest  senace, Rick, wedrily a ;i',!-.r;rrgr-r-fm::i'.:
that wondd 0ol os o perachide, 1 recessury,
ogccompanies Com on his wexd erpedition,

(Now read gn,)

Uses all the scientilic
knowledge at his com-
mand to bring the world
to its knees,

“'2sh 1" Rick glanced up at the wires
under the skirting.

“It's all right, sir; they can’t hear.
I cut them gadgets fust thing[” said
Alf, calmly blowing a smoke ring.
" Besides, 'e's busy wi' ‘13 loolenant,
forravd I

“AIf, I think there's & trep somo-
where, Oom is too affable ond polite.
There's something behind 1t all.”

“'Course therc is, sir. But if we lics
low we shall find out an’ bent "im to it
T 'ad somo converse wi' a bloke in the
hengine-'ouse~—"s comes from 'Ackney,
wiich I knows well—an' "e zez as the

weak point in Qom's harmour i3 'is
Moomin' self-conceit. °‘LE's g0 darn
certaftn of ‘lmself an® 'is up-to-date

padgets that 'e "olds hevervone helse in
conteinpt. ah, there ain't a man
breathin® as ¢an afford to do that an'
it awye wi' it, an' I've pol an 'unch
that rou, me, an’ Mister Tom is goin’ to
prove ‘13 Waterloo Station—'"is terminus,
if vor foilers me——»:="

Alf Iligps suddenly cocked his red ear,
sHd under the settce again, flipped ont
a deft hand like a pickpocket’s, and
slipped the flattened picce of load piping
frem under the door, winking at Rick
a2 he did =20.

Itick heard Qom's gruff voice giving
same order in German, and by the {ime
the bandit opened tho door, he was
finishing Alf's “{fag* and draining tho
coflee cup the Cockney had wsed,

The hupe figure of the master cronk

Toc Masrer Lisnany.—No, 1,233,



oockerel |

26

strode into the cabin, and his black eyes
lared down at the [ad as if trying to
pootise him, whilst the thin lips were

curled back from his glistening white
fang in & sonarl.
“Riock Dare, I've some orders for

ul” he barked. *“D’you get that?
rders—and they've got to be obeged [¥

A Golden Objeetive I

ICE noticed one peculiar thing.

The shightly-broken aceent

had entirely disappesred, and it

was evident that Oom—or

Baron Aumsteufel, to give him his
correet name—could speak as good and
fluent English as any Britisher. ]

It was but & small item, bub it
impressed Rick with the idea that
things were.coming to a head—that Com
was sbout fo throw off all pretence of
aminbility and show himself in his true
colours, as moster of the fate of his
prisoners |

Rick also remembered that he had
hitherto treated the Flying Bandit with
a cool mntamgt? and that the only sign
of ;ie’id.ing had come from his brother.

*“Orders?™ he echoed. *“I don't
reckon any orders from you to me will
be obeyed unless’ they happen to agreo
with ey own ideas. What was it you
worn about to—request me to dol”

Oom threw back his big, square head
and laughed loud and harshly,

“You young fooll” be spluttered.
"You bluffing, bragging fooli Don't
you realise that you are absolutely in
my power, and that if you disobey me
it mea gath 1"

“Cut it out, Oom—or whatever your
name i8" replied Rick, *1I seem to
remomber you saving to my brother
that you had faced death a hundred
times in various forms, and that it was
a ‘bogie’ Well, I've never been afraid
of bogiea in my life, and I don’t pro-

to make a start now. I'd sooner
face that bogie than be forced to do
something against my émumules just
because you order it! Bo put that in
your pipe and smoke it [

There was an involuntary gleam of
admiration in the man's dark eyes,
gleaming through the enormous half-
mask g-igg!m. .

“Ja, I smoke it 17 he
"But yvou crow too loud for & young
Listen]! We are now ten
thousand feet up. You are absolutely
useless to me unless you obey my orders.
It would be an easy matter for me just
to open that trap and dump you, and
no one would be any the wiser |”

Rick glanced down through the plate
glass, and affected to give e shudder
of horror.

“That would be a drop too much!™
he murmured, with e foreed lauwgh.
“You ars p brave man to threaten a
yvoungstor like me. But you hold all
the cards, and have me in a cleft stick,
Tho only thing I can do is to hear what
you have to propose. But, for good-
noss’ sake, don't ask me to do anything
dishonest ! J—I've alwoys r-run straight
up to now!™

Qom took ons or two furns up and
dgwn the saloon, thon said abruptly:

“] guess you can reslise that we are
not taking this trip for nothing. We
have an objective, as we used to say in
tha Army, and o golden one |”

* Robbery 7" Rick bluried out.

“Do not use so erude & term. I am
an adjuster of woalth. Some men have
too much—others too little. I take from

Hed guietly.

ona
worthy—myself and my—ecr—iriends "
. “Where do I come in?” asked Rick
umpatiently.

“That is up to you!® purred Oom,
with a hateful grin. " If you both see
reason, you and your brother will be two
of my most valued aides, I have found
juat the—what yvoun call ?#—hillet that you
will fill to perfection [*

“Oh, what's that?" grunted Rick,

Oom smiled again, and, sa if to
exasperate hid young prisomer and
tantalise him by delaying his informa-
tion, took out & gold snuff-box, heavil
encrusted with diamonds, from which
he took a pioch, with the elaborate
gesture of an eighteenth-century dandy.

“Zere iz no hurree,” he sald, with
exaggerated accent, as he daintily
dusted some snuff grains from the lapels
of his fiying-suit. “In any case, I shall
not require your services before to-
night, ond, in the meantime, I should
like you to be perfectly certain that you
gre acting of your own free will
should hate to have to—er—compel you
te do anyvthing against your-—er—
conscicnco 17
h_Ej-E,'I{ yvawned as 1f the subjeet bored

im.

~ “Qur present expedition iz one of
importance,” continued Oom; “and you
will play an important part in it, I
trust. Perhaps you do not know it, but
this maﬂhm&—m;r own invention to &
great extent—-~"

* Except what you pinched from other
pr:n?lﬂ I* interrupted Rick.

“Is practically invisible at less than
a thouzand fest up. By the use of wire-
lass power I have solved the problem of
romaining in the air for an unlimited
period without the necessity of landing
for refuelling. Bér the same power I
extroet the limit of speed from the very
smallest engine, hence tho absenco of
noise and vibration. I have, as you said,
‘pinched ' other people’s inventions as
they were of use to me, including your
brother's Dare BStabilising Auto-Gyro,
which enables me to hover, perhaps, for
gn hour or more over one particular
spot——m-

" Aw, cut the cackle!” yawned Rick.
“1 s'poss you haven't got mo here to
ﬁ.;l:;‘a me & lecture on aviation, which I

e g2y I've forgotten more about than
you'll ever know. If you want to brag,
why don't you pick up somcone who'd
be interested? I dare say you're a little
tin wonder and have all the brains in
the world, but I just look on you as a
robber and a braggart, so what's the use
of trying to impress me—"

For s moment Rick thought the man
was going to strike him, for Oom’s eves
were almost bolting out of his bead with
fury at the youngater's defiance. Then
with an effort, he gained command o
himsolf, and said eoldly:

“¥You ara hot Headed, hot blooded,
and impetuous, and maybe I shall hava
to fod a way to cool you down ere 1
make use of you in the manner I have
planned. You eay I have wished to
impress you. In & way you are right
but not in the way you mean! Now, 1
always endeavour to find some work of
interest to my new colleagues—some-
thing of such a nature that they will
find it to their intercst to remain with
me of their own accord—for ever!”

“H'm! I reckon you'll ind it mighty
diffienlt to find me & job that'ud
reconcile me to entering the servica of
o robber and kidnapper !™ eaid Rick
heatedly.

gnd distribute to othars more

THE MAGNET

“30? We will see, then!” waa the
cool reply. “Listen! To-night we
nigm visit the shores of Lake Titicaca.
Thiz timo, though, on the other shore;
in fact, & hundred and fifty miles from
;our island, where thero is & beautiful
akeside mansion, the residence of Bilas
Merger, the hated, skinflint ° boss® for
whom your brother has been slaving,
as he told you himself, for s pittance!
Now we ate going to make him pay ™

There was a malevolent gleam in
Oom's eyes, rendered more uncanny by
the huge lenees of the goggles that
masked the upper part of his face.

Rick was at a loss. e knew that his

captor was quoting Tom's own words,
ifmkﬂﬂ becavee his brother knew that
hey were overheard. Buot the question
was—did this erafty scoundrel know
that those words had been spoken
merely as a blind; hed he been setting
a trap for the brothers to fall into, that
he might use their words afterwards fo
induce them to fall 1n with his foul
designs? It was impossible to tell. He
was prepared to meet cunning with
cunning.
_“Ppay? he repeated stammer-
ingly. “I don't quite understand! Of
course, Tom pnever got anything like the
eanlary ha was worth when he wns with
the Merger Corporation, but he scemed
hzr.pp_-,l* enough, and—and, anyway, just
exactly what do you mean ¥

Oom grinned.

“Perhaps you do not know that Silas
Merger hazs a beautiful daughter, the
apple of his eve, as you English put it.
To-day is her birthday, and her million.
aire father has invited many rfuusia to
his gorgeous lakeside home. 'They are
all of his calibre, wealthy, ostentatious,
grasping—millionaires whoe have accu-
mulated their hoards by the swent and
brains of their servants. Amongst thom-
selves there iz nothing they will not do
to display their vulgar wealth.

“With the lavish display of their kind
the girl herself will be loaded with rich
prosents, whilst the womenfolk of these
vulgar millionaires will vie with cach
other in showing off the riches of thoir
dress, the beauty and value of the gems
with which their husbands have loaded
them—diameonds, pearls, rubies, precious
stones of all kinds, worth a king's or a
gueen’s ransom 1

The willain's woice had become
hearser, and his eyes more glittering as
he hissed out the words. It was
evident thot hatred of the wealthy was a
mania with Oom, the Terrible.

“What's all this got to do with me "
demanded Rick. .

“Ah, wvos,"vat?” chuckled Oom. *I
tell vou ! T mention a queen’s ransom,
Bm? BSilas' daughter Beryl is a queen
—of so-called Bociety. Ier ranzom
should be n ve-ry handsome one—ah 7"
“Giood heavens, you—you'rs mnever
’ﬁl}r;{hmg of kidoepping her?” gasped

INK.

“Indeesd, yos!* laughed Oom. “And,
moreover, 1 have selected wvyon, the
brother of the man that has been
squeezed for years under the prindstone
of her father, for the honour of carry-
ing out the lestle ;ﬂh. Tt is o wise choico,
don’t you think?™

“You—you dare to sugpgest that I
should take a hand in your dastardly
schemes 7" stuttered Rick. .

“It i1s not a suggestion—it 18 a com-
mand ! Oom’s voico dru&pe& to a deep
grow! ns his head was thrust forward
and his eyes glowed through the goggles
in o hypnotic gleam. “You scum! Tt
iz for this that I have brought you—"
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EVERY SATURDAY

It was too tempting. The evil faco
thrust go close to hia own, the know-
ledge of what this eneering devil was
contemplating, that he had his brother
in his power, that he would try to force
.’ni::n_liit-LgJ to carry out his dastardly werk
—all rushed over Rick in one over-
whelming flame.  Like lightning the
voungster erashed his fiet into the Flying
Buandit's face, following thé blow up by
an uppercut that fairly lifted the bulky
form from the folding eeat on to the
floor.

“Good on yer, ERick—give ’im
anuvver 1 yelled Alf Higgs, as he
rolled from under the settee and jumped
on the big man's prostrate form.
“'Fre, Fll sit on 'is ead whilst yer
:?.mrnera the blinkin' stuffin’ out o
im N

Rick and Alf, however, were no match
for the bull-like strength of the bandit.
For a few scconds there was a rough
and tumble, then Rick was crashed
senseless against the wall of the cabin,
whilst AIf Higgs ran into a hamlike fist,
which dropped him like a log into a
corner. Then the sliding door of the
cabin opened, and Oom darted through,
sliding it back into position with a click,
and locking it behind him.

Noihing Doing !

ICK DARE sat up, feeling as if

R his head wag coming off, whilst

Alf Hligpgs poured the contents

of & jug of water over him. He

gave & crooked smile at the little
Cockney, and shock his aching head.

“I'm sorry, Alf, old chap,” he said.
“T'm afraid I've done for us both this
time

“ Doncher worry abaht that, Master
Rick,” said Alf, *'It was well worth 1t
jost to “ave that one crack at th' stink-
i’ ‘ound. Blow me, but ‘e ain't ’ari
strong, tho'! E lifted me across th’
room like I was a shuttlecock. But
wot's goin' to 'appen now 77

“Mot much doubt about that, I'm
afraid,” answered Rick. “He'll just
dump us overboard, and let it go st
that, He’'ll never give us anocther
chance after what's happened., Not that
1 want n'qhaqit;?! You hecard what he
wWis Proposl

"Yua,ﬂynﬁa{h, I ’eard, an’ if it "ud
beenn me I should ave purtended to do
st ‘e said, an' then put Siles Merger
wide. Yer wants to be os cunnin’ as a
fox wi' fellers like this Oom. Ah, well,
if ‘e's goin' to spill us over, it won't
make much diffcrence wot ‘appens aiter-
wards. But I'd like to 'ave one cut at
‘im an' gueer ‘is blinkin'_ pitch! 'Ere,
Mister Rick——" - .

Alf Higgs had picked up the peculiar
*angel’s wings” cloak which Rick had
diﬁﬂﬁrdﬁli in the cubin, and held it out
ic the lad.

“Shove it hon'!” he whispercd. “If
'a spills yer overboard it may save yer
Jife, an' then yer kin get word to Silas,
and-—"

“Na: I brought this trouble about,
and 1'll see it out,” said Rick. “You

ut the clonk on, though 1 don’t s'pose
it'll be much uwe.™ . )

“Shove it hon! 'E's comin’ back!”
urped Alf *ing the cloak forcilbly
round Rick, rapidly fastening tho
straps to th 3 waist and under bis

TEE

fegs. " 1'Il zit out of it somo’ow !
'The sliding panel opened, and (lom
entered, followed by two of his crew,
one of whem earried a long coil of wire
rope, and tho other a peculiar little
drunlike affair attached to o stand with
& handle on one gide, .
O preceeded to fasten the weird
coutraption {o staples in the floor of the

cabin just at the edge of the plate-glass
flopr. Then the rope was coiled around
the drum and wound up. One of the
men went out again, rcturning in a few
moments  with two  sets of strops
fastened to stout canvas jackets,

These, in turn, were aflized to the
coiled rope, and at a sign from Qo the
men left the cabin.

For a few scconds the Flying Bandit
stood regarding his two prisoners with
an unwinking stare, then gradually his
faco creased into o broad grin, and he
threw back hiz head and laughed loudly,

“I have always admired pluck,” he
said at last, “and for you two microbes
to attack me in mid-air, with everything
against you—it was bravery indeed!

ow did you both get here? I gave no
orders——"

“Horders, be sugared!” Al blurted
out. “D'yer think I was goin' to stay
in yer stinkin® hengine-'ouse w'en I see
a chance of 'oppin’ it? Not blinkin’
likely ! Fresh air for me, I soys. Bo
w'en I sces my hﬁp}fﬁrtuuit}' I bunks an’
joins me hoss, ell, yer big bully, wot
are yer goin' to do sbaht it %"

“1 am going to give you both all the
fresh air you require,” said Qom grimly,
pointing his toe at the windlass ap-
paratus, “I will give you until sunset
to make up your mind, Rick Dare. Dy
that time wo shall be somewhere in the
region of Lake Titicaca. Then, 1f you
still refuse to fall in with my plans, you
and your servant will be attached to this
rope and sireamed cut under the plane
until you either come to your senses or
loge them sltogether. It iz immaterial
to me which I

All's words came back to Rick, and he
made up his mind to pretend to fall in
with the mon's scheme, and trust to
luck to find some means of warmng
Bilas Merger. Glancing down at the
plate-glass floor under which the moun-
tain-tops were scurrying past, he gave
an affected shudder.

“L-look hero!” he stuttered. “Ii's
not myself I'm worried about—but—now
Alf's in this I—I can’t see him sacri-
ficed. What is it you want me to do?”

Com  pgave the youngster s keen

lance, and a grim smile came to his
thin lips. )

“¥ou will take on tho work which
was hitherto done by the dwarf Maleze.
That i3, {o operate that scientific
vacuum suction-pipe by means of which
yoi, your brother, and your two men
werec—er—ceaptured. But thut will not
come into operation nntil alter youn have
performed other work of a delicato
miture,”

“What is that ?"" asked Rick.

“You will be lowered to a lalcony,
where you will And all thoe valuable
birthday presents for Miss DBervl dis

played on o talble. They will be
guarded by a deteetive, but he will not
ba on wateh when vou conter, as he

happens to be a valued satellite of my
own 1*

He gave a chuckle. as if gloating over
his own cunning in introducing his own
haso tool inte the unsnspectiing house-
hold. :

“ After you have made a seleetion of
the preseuts you will make a tonr of Lthoe
guests' rooms, and bring away all the
jewels you can find. You nced have no
fear of their waking, for they will have
partaken of liguid refresliment which
will have heon—attended fo—aceoreding
to iy orders,™ .

Again Qom grinned weaningly,

“ ffut-—lot me warn you of one thing.
1f it should enter your hend to double-
cross me, and give warning 8o us to
arouse the sleopers, romember that you
will bee o barglar, canght ved-handed, I
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have provided for that. Furthermore,
if by any chance my plans should fail,
this plane is provided with bombs of
such destructive power thut house and
inmates, including yourself, would be
wipcd out, Now, 1 will leave you to
think things over—until sunset !

Hao vanished through the shiding pane!,
lcaving Rick and Alf Higgs staring ot
each other.

Alf Higgs squatted down on the Hooy
and carefully examined the rope on the
windlass and the harness ecanvas jacket
apparaius. Then he turned to Rick, and
ren  hiz gye over the angel's wings
cloak, examining the texture and the
strength of the straps, ete., with which
it was fitted.

“1 'eclped Mister Tom design this 'ere,
gn mado 'is first model,” he satd. 'K
never tested it "imself, but I did.
Mister Rick, if yer game to tiko o
‘undred to one chance risk——"

Ho put his mouth cldse to the lod's
enr and whispercd for some minutes.

“By hokey, it's about the only chance
there 15, Alf]” exclaimed Rick, seizing
the Cockney's hand. “It's neck or
nothing. ut anything to circumvent
this brute! Now. let's have a sleep
until sunset, for we may not get another
for some time !"

Curiously enough, the two chums slept
soundly until Oom again ontercd the
cabin, followed by his two men. Ho
gave a curious glonco at the slecping
forms, then shrugged his shoulders, and
smiled grimly.

*“1 sco you can sleop, =0 I take it yon
have made up your mind to fell in with
my plons # he said, oz Rieck opened his
gves, " Dat 19350, ehi? Now, listen——"

“Listen yourself, you thieving
skunk !” cried Rick. “ You think you
cen bully us into obeying your com-
muiids for fear of what's coming to us?
Well, you've got ancther guess coming !
I'd sooner dis than play your dirty
game, you disgrace to humanity! Do
what you like to me. I'll see you to
blazes before I give in!”

With & quick movement he prought
his open band across the man's snecring
mouth, then followed wup guickly with
the other, léaving a mark on the sallow
check.

With a snarl of rage, Oom signed fo
his wen., and im a trice Kick and Alf
were seized and  fastened into 1ho
jackots,

Com then pressed down a switch, and
ihe plate glass slid away, the wind

coming shricking through the opening .-

pg the plane forged ahead ever the
mountains.

“Porhaps in an honr's time yon will
have changed your mind,” sneered Oomn
—“if you survive! T am going to slow
the plans down o trifle as we are near-
ing our destination, so there is a chanco
for vou—but a we-ry shight one. An
'voir! Heave them over, men !”

Tlown into the open space Ruick ansd
Al were lowered until they wero both
streaming out behind the glaut plane
like the tail of a kite, whilst the tervifie
wind tore ut their bodies and threatoned
o tear the very broath from their Tungs.

Rick gave one glanco upwards and
saw tho glass flooving relurning fo ils
position ; then the light was blotted ont/
and he could see nothing bot the shadow
g of a hoge hivd far, Tar above hin.

(D¥iek wnd his compunian are hoaken
far w rawnh jowrncy by the loak of
things, warea’t they, ehwms? Whai's
going 1o he the onfrome of it allf et
et Nafurduy's MaeueEr  Jor twhd e
instalment of thix vewnrhable rerial !

Tne meEr agnany -—No. 1,238,
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ALL THE FUN OF THE “FIFTH !

(Continued frouwe page 24.)

Fourth, lavghed quite heartily, without
the remotest suspicion that the hideous
object was a member of his Form,
utside the House Mr. Queleh came
in sight, with a tall, augular gentleman
oy his side. It was Siv Hilton Popper,
and boih of them glunced at the proces-
sie Queleh with a crusty amile, the old
barsaet with a faint grin. Sir Hilton
was in an unusually good temper. Mr.
wueleh  had telephoned him that his
pocket-book was found, and Sir Hilton
had rushed over in his car at onee, and
the fat pocket-book now reposed safely
in Sir Hilton’s pocket. For which good
resson, the iesiy old gentleman: was,
for once, in quite a good humour,
“CGood gad ! said Ehr Hiltoi, turnin
his eyeglass on the “guy ” borne high

in the ehair by the Removites, ™ ‘iﬂmt
—what 15 this?"

“I think the boys eall it a * saad
Mr. Queleh, with a smile. :nust say

it is a partn:uiur!:." hideous one.”

“Vory life- ixl-.a::—mr:.' life-like ! said
Siy Hilton. “Ii's oyes actually appeax
to Lo woving! Good' gad! I my]d
abnost swear that the thing was alive.”

My, Queleh lwghed good-humouredly
at the idew!

Undoubtedly that gny looked strangely
life-like. 'Lhero was no doubt that its
cyus were rolling lmanhly

“Guy Fawkes guy ! Btick him op on
h j:;'il L

“Here's mmlhﬂ ony

“STarrah !’ .

"o Removites rather hwervied on thenr
march; they were a little-uncasy under
the oimlet oyes of 1lénry ‘:.1u1:lu1
{.]u{-iq.f But Mr. Quelel only smiled in-
dulgenily as he*glaneed after them.

On swept the procession rowul  the
il

“Lhoyiva ot eur gyl snonted
Wilkinson of the Fourih., “You men,
those Hemove rvotters lave got our

Hy il
J Uh, rather ! exeluimed Daboey, ©1
thought they'd smashed it up; but that's
our guy all right !

“Hamd! over that guy, vou cheeky
faga "’ shouted Fry.
“Ia, ha, hal®
“8Brand  back,

rﬂ*t‘r liﬂ:
oy Fawkes puy——
“ T, ha, hal”

yoru  Fonrlh  orm

LR
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A crowd of the Fourth gathered round
the procession. They were cxcited and
wrathful. They |m.(¥ beon' leoking for
Temple, wondering what on earth had
becomnc of their great chicf and leader,
when tho procession dawned on them.
And at the sight of a black-facod guy,
borne high in the midst of a yelling
mob of Removites, they had no doubt
that it was Temple's guy that had been
annexed. Instead of destroying it, as
Dabney and Iry had supposed, the
Rewovites kad bagged it; at least, that
was what it looked like to the Fourth.
And they crowded round wrathiully,

“(Give us our guy !” roared Dabney.
. “Mop them up and collar it!"" shouted
TrY.

* Hunds off I

T Rally mund you men!” bawled Bob
Clieryy. “ They' ra not having our guy |
Liiva thom jip ¥

The procession came to a halt. The
guy swayed precariously,
Ru iald Temnple almost forgot his fury

i5 terror of pitching heuﬁng ta the
gmu:id

Shoves and ]'ILIE-]IE-&. and punches were
Freely exchanged on all sides. There
was'a roar of excited voices.

“Give us our guy !’

“Now, then!” Wingate pushed in.
“If wou've bagped that idiotic thing,
vou fags, hand it over! Wharton, doca
that guy belong to the Fourth "

- Harry Wharten chueckled,

“Well, I supposc- ik belongs (o the
Fouvth,” he admitted; and there was o
vell of laughter from the Remowve.

“Then hand 11 over ! saud Wingate,
“Oh, all right! After all, we've
processed 1t round the quad, and we
weren't really  going to burn b !
chortled Daly Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“The burnfulness woukl not.have been
terrific.”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Dabney and Fry. and several more of
the Fourth gr abbed the chair away, with
the Ty tied "on it They huntped it ‘on
ihe ground. ~There was a sudden howl
of starctled affright from Fiv,

“Why, it's alive !

“Whiat ¥ gasped Dalmey.

“Tock! Oh erumbs,
s 4 f*'hnp !
stuttered Fry

Iob E‘]u'-rn jerked the- imn rag from
Temple's monil,

“Epeak  up. eld

1L—1l,-—u]m—-— 1.=.|m,1 ——

Lean,”™  he  suid

and Ceeil .

‘part in the “celebration.

-trying to get off the tar.

Wit o guy— _

LUCKE!™

EI‘.LED‘JTJ.'I.E:I ngly.
ulmut i’

“ Grocoogh |7

“Tall: the follows all

“Whoe—who—what—" gurgled
Dabney. r
“Get me out of this!" shricked

Temple. * Get me loose, you dununy!
Untie me, you 1diot! Can't you move,
you [athead ™

“It's Temple ” yelled Fry.

“0Oh crumbs1”

*Temple I

“Will you get me Joose?' raved
Temple. “ What arc you laughing af,
vou ass? What are you sniggoring af,
you dummy ! What—

‘Ha, ha, ha ™

“ Hore's another ﬂu}'——”

“Ha, ha, ho "

“Temple, old man,’ gurgled Fry.
"“Ha, ha, ha! O, my That ! Temple——
Ha, ha!l. Get him~ loose, vou men!
Has, ha, ha! Tonple— Ha, ha, hat”

"It's your guyl” chuckled Bob
Cherry. ““But you can put it on oux
bonfire if you like! DBring it along !”

“ Ha, ha, ha!®

“Guy Fawkes guy—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T say, Temple, old man, please fo
remember the Fifth of November—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Euv I‘awkﬂs nght Was duI:.r r:n:lﬂ-
brated at Greyiriars, amid the hanging

of crackers, the fizzing of squibs,
the rattling of rockets, and  the
buzzing of cathering wheels. But
Temple of the TFourth tock no

While that
morry colehration was going on; Temple
of the Fourth was in a bath-room, with
steaming hot water and plenty of soap,
Temple's part
in the celebration was over, but it had
been o conspicuous part while it lasted.
And for davs and days. aftorwards
Cecil Reginald "Temple could not appear
in’ public without some fellow howhing
“Iore's another guy ! evoking roars of
laughter. Ev Er}'ljﬁd}' hut- Temple scemed
to think the thing funny; but Cédeil
Reginald, at least, was not pleaaﬂd to
roemember the Fifth of November!

~ THE END. _

(¥ext week's Magner i3 befler than
ever, chuma!l Il containg anather grand
long story. of Harry Wharten & Co.,
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BOOK REVIEWS.

e i

i Candid Criticisms.

" In Ghaing of Iron® {Well bound.}
H{na Per Cant.” (Yery littie interest.)

#Four Days—Three Days.'t (A lilile weak
In parta.)

#The Murderer's Fale.’™ f{Finely executed.)
i Mystery of the Three Apples.” (Too bad.)
“Tha Dried-Up Spring.' (Well finizshed.)
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GUYS! GUYS! GUYS!

Schoolboys! Buy your guy already
made for NOVEMBER 5th.
Large Stock of First-class Guys.

{.m..ﬂm— - - & w m_..__.
Horatg- «» = = Ef»
Euglid - = - = B/@

Schoolmasters, any dealgn, 7/8 each.
Ribas ang Spinal Column mada of Crackers,

=3

—

A gpecin] meetin
if 1—.“”_ :

Greyiviars
T*arlintnent +ras
held yesterday in

the Eag {fer the
i purpose of hearing
' 1ha Chaneeilor ol
the Exchequer wag
. liis ¢hin, The Chan-
cellor (Mr. Frank XNugent) is proposing to put up
the subscriptions of the Hemovo w.,._n._u_ ball P@:E Ly
one shilling, in order to meet heavy expenses for
taclle, ete,

Tha Opposition, which was led by AMr. Peter
Todd, the Seolicitor-General, wers unenimously of
the opinion that this measuré was nothing short of
monstrous—or, in other words, it wouldn't wash.

The Prnme Minister, Mr. Wharton, began the
debeats, with o good deal of footling rot.

“It'a all very well, you know,” he said, " to
reckon that the treasurer ean run the club without
money. Dash it all, there nre still ssveral suba,
outstanding now, and they've jolly well got to be
paid.” (F. T. Fish and Bnoop left the Houze at this

int.} * Ishall now erll npon the Chancellor of the
Zxchequer to read the balance sheet.

Mr. Todd (vsing): " One moment—-——="

The Solicitor-Genoral was, as uzual, accompanied
by o hefty book of law, to which he slways referred,

The Prime BMipister: “Will the Honourable
Member plesss sit down and not give us any chin
until we've finished 7" (Members of the Cabinst
forced Toddy into his seat.)

The Chaneetlor said that the funds were in a bad
way. He had been forced to pay a great sum for re.
decoraling tho pavilion, and

AMr. Todd (riming): " One moment. Greyiriaes
Stotutea, Eule 138a. 'The school shall maintain
and keep in repaiv nll necessary sports grounds and
gppurtenances thereof, which monics shall be paid
by the Foundation,”

The Chencellor : ** Bleas Rule 133"

Ar. Todd : * Kot so much of it. The school pays
for the pavilion, and you jolly well knew it." (Loud
cheers irom the Oppasition.)

Tho Chancellor : Well, anyway, we havo had very
heavy expenses for now Lops—shivts and shorts, and
all tho rest of it—and that has—-"

Mr. Todd (rising}: " Oue moment !
Statutes. Rule 56—

* Oh, confound Rule 561

¥ Itule 56," continued My, Todd. ™ * All necessary
n___“;?nm. whether for ordinary wear or for sports
wear, fhall be provided by parents and or guardians;
ot their own expense.’ *

The I'rimo Mnister: “ Oh, for gosdness’ salke,
hoof thot futhead out. We shall never get finished
at this rate.” (Mr. Todd and hiz Law Book were
sccordingly booted out by the Serceant-at-Arms.
The Opposition raiscd feeble bleats of protest ot this
raeasur, )

The Chancellor + ¥ Weo'll now take the vote. Those,
agreeing to tho extra bob on the subs. go to the right
and thoso arainst it, to the left."”
 The House accondingly divided, and it was found
that the Opposition had won by 27 votes to 24,

The Prime Minister: *‘Is that sot Well, just
eling out four of the Opposition, and we'll take the
vofo again.’

‘The Sergeant-at-Avms secordingly fung out blessrs,
Bunter, Ogilvy, Morgan, and Bake (who wore nearest
the door), and the voles were egunted again, 1t

Greylriars

SCENES IN PARLIAMENT
CABINET DEALS WITH OPPOSITION

was then found that the Gevernment had wen a
groat victory by a single vote—24 for to 23 against.
The cheers that proeted thia result were well merited
by a picce of sterling statesmonship on the part of the
Prima Minister.

Company Adverlisement,

TRANSATLANTIC ASSURANCE CO.’S
GENERAL MEETING

An extracrdinery general meoting of the above
EEH#HH% wag held in the Rag last night, Fisher T.
Fish, Esq., taking the chair, Tho Shareholderg

sent wers Messte. Dolsover, Morgan, Rake,
esmond, Yivian, Qpilvy, and Newland.

The Chairman, in delivering his report, regrotted
that business had suffered by the attitude of a
bunah of slab-sided jays who did not know enough
to mosey in out of the rain. The Chairman caleu.
lated that he hed advertised the company right and
ioff, but owing to the suspicious attitude of & gronp of
prunes, the business instinet in the Remove was dead.

The Transatlantie Insurance Co., advertised thet
they would inmure galoots against lines or lickings for
& premium of twenty-four cents, eash down. Mr. Fish
pdded thet there were so meny clauses on the policies
that there was emple room for the directors to crawl
out of paying eny compensation whatever, thus
leaving the premiums as so much clear profit. It
would seem that this business presaution bad reached
the cars of the prospective clients, and they refused,
with & certain all-fired abruptness, to pay their
ghillings and take their policies.

Mr. Fish then presented the following balance sheet
to the shareholders ;

TRANSATEANTIC ASSURANCE CO,
Chairiman, Manager, Divecfor, Treasurcr,
Secrefaiy 2

FISHER T. FISH,

Receiplg—
h L 1) .HH.__
¥ Shoves, fully paid, of 5s... .. 115 0
I Fremdum (. Nugent) . L i @
1116 O
Erpendifyre—
Compensafion fo IT. Nuegent o U5 0
Adecriising. ete, \id i e 0I5 B
Prinling, Ledgevs, ete. . 010 €
Petty Cashe .. s . v D IF 0
Chairnwn’s Salary .. s e 2 20
Muanager's Salavy ; e X1 X 0
Dirvector'zs Balary .. .o s X X O
Tyeasurer's Safary A .. D10 8
Segrefary’s Salary = . 010 @
T iz 0
TOYAL DEFICIT .. wr v wXI¥-0

Mr. Fizh seid he wonld Le oblized if the share-
holders would kindly pay over the swn of £3 17s
right sway, a5 he was in 3 gosh-darned hurry,

At this point the shareho'ders rose ond swooped
down on Fizher T. IFish. 'There was an exeeodingly
stormy scene, during which Mr. Fish's market valuo
foll to zere, When the sharcholders stoeamed oot
of the roon, Mr. Fish way sprionkled in fragmonts
all ever the iloor,

“HERALD”

AND LIBEL

ACYION

GROUNDLESS CHARGE

The Editor of thiz paper lus [but this iz rather complimentary

w._uﬂ boen sorved with a summody

an officer from Jotland Yard-
The summons i8 worded &
followsa :

Cendral Groyfriars Criminal Cou
GYEZ! OYFEZ! QYEZ

.

ROITY.-TOITY ! TUT-TUT

Hhtatry. Whanion, Beitor. of ta
(e tor o
:mwm_w_.wln:f:%n_ﬁ.: gl
Thomas Hrown Manager of Ua
Remova  Publishing  Company,
ard hersby summoned fo alisnd
ahd be represented af ke Commni-
reom  Sessions of the Greyfrion
Criminal Court on  TWednes
next {0 answer ¢ charge of erimt
Libel instigated by Horace Jome
Coker, Eog., Fifth Form.
HEREBY FAIL NOT' AT ~
YOUR PERIL,
ar r nappers shall be knocksd
aff Wmﬁ et %ﬁﬂmﬂ goods and chalizl
sold for the benefit of the peer
Hear, hear {

b}

FPEreEnr TobDD,
Clerk of the Court.

Upon roceiving this awiul dom-
ment, the stafl of the ** Herald”
foll into a fit of trembling
some minuatea, and no sound oo
ba heard, save the knocking o
journalistic knees.  After ik

'
~cdnmbering

han otherwise. We were trying
Ho Oatter Coker.

Again, he surely ecan find
pothing to guarrel with in being
referred to .E“:m.. 83 & beetlo-
witted numbekull, a mildewed
mastodon, a Yemmering nitwit,
3 poor wet eplash, or & mutton-
featured. gargoyvle. He himself
would admit the truth of these
words. Oz, more likely, he
wonldn't.

We sdmit that we have sug.
ted that Coker should e in &
ome. Wea acknowledpe freoly
.mww_“ wo have compaved Coler,
his disadvoantapge, with a
eart-horso, We
frankly egreo alse that we have
tme apd agan expressed our
opinion that he playa football
like & dropsical mwmwﬁ. wilh water
on the bram. All these things
we confess freely.

But, in dofonce of this, we
submit that these rayings wero
uttered uwpon a privileged oe-
easton. Also that they are true,
Algo that we didn't say them.
Also that we nre only stating
known facts. Alzo that wo weren't
there.
i+ Il Coker con get over a east.
ron defenes like (hia, he is o
better man than wo thought he

irat terror had worn off, howey x7as.

ﬂwmwquabmm to seorch ihe £
to find out what pessible caused
complaint Hoarace James Coks
of Fifth Fornn, could haw
against ua. :

In g0 doing we find that w
have written nothing whotsoovs
in our paper which could possibly
give Coker the least cause fot
offence.

It is truno that wo havo calks

Mearswhile, of eourse, Wharton
and Browney are in o state of
collapsc, and it is feared that they
will have to bo actuslly carried
into the dock next Wednesdoy.
But stav ! A thought oceurs Lo ua.
Since Wharton ia the judge at
the Central Criminal Court, it
seems  possible  that the case
moy be quashed.

. Thia 18 cortainly & vory cpm.

him a chicken-honrted mugwump, forting thought.

OUR ADVERTISEMEN
CORNER

FAG WANTED, 3Juet produs
evidence that he changes b
collar onee o year. 8d. per weed
to swart kid —GEORGE WIH
GATI, Sixth Form.

A GOOD  OPENING  FOR
TUCK.RAIDERS.—My  stu
window. Take worning—H
VERNON-BMITH. Study &

FAGG WANTED.—XNo Emsﬂm. Loder,

eliered, but fozp would b

nw!. ey -

freeted well, as advertizer is also
facey —DICKY NUGLENT.

FISHY'S FAG AGENCY.—
Firat-closs fags for all oceasions.
Baoking feo, 48 cents,—1isH 111
T. FISH. Study 14,

FAG WANTED—URGENT !'—
Gerald Loder (Sixth Form) re-
quires a fay immedistely. The fag
he requires i3 the ono wha left 8
booby-trap on hia study door.
Apply os aw.nw.____. ns posaible 1o

lopgem 1fall, Bixth
Form Passape,

RN V—
BUY HNOW ]
[
November 7th, 1831. KATHERINE WEIL & 50HS, Manufacturers.
3 a am- Wharton pays me for
WHAT WON'T HAPPEN P™ witing this diney.
8 pm. Each Hemowve man
1.—.‘0 ..—”V.P%. has done his prep.
= 9.30 pm, Prefect forgets to sco
: ihe Iemgve fo the
dorm.
7.30 am, (Rising bell.) Dunter) 12.30 pom. Fisher T. Fisk lends
will get up, Bunter 10s, .H...mﬁknﬁ Q@U H\,
T.33 n.m. .__rm_wum. will wash him-| 1 pan. %ﬂﬁwﬁu eats only one Th N
EQLls 1TTIOT, &
8 a.n. Bunter refuscs Lreals-| 143 pra. Proutrefusea to speak H._..._u ree ﬁﬂmhm.h. .
fast, with seorn. to the other masters. | No. 1.—The school suthoritics
9,15 a.m. Quelch propeses a| © P Coker playing for the | have granted the request for a new
day's lLoliday., DRe- First Eleven versus jpiano to re lace the existing in.
TOOAs gn—_ﬂ;m.—.ms_..ﬁ__u.._.mmu_r x mﬂ- h—.-HH— . : m.n...ﬂl...._w.-uﬂu..-.ﬂ.- H.-ﬂ .-..H.ﬂ.ﬂ.. -Vw-l—u...ﬁﬂ—. H___"-_.—ﬂ
reject proposal. 201 pm. (And every minute |piano i8 now installed in the
9.30 a.m. Bnoop constiuss afterwards. Coker .H._EH.”.__. NEEH_ SR 50
.____“__H.mu_w..- without mig- 2 anﬂ.w.ﬁ_w_u o i « H. LOCEE, ridey L1y
talue. p-m. wﬂwﬁmﬁﬂ.ﬂﬁnu OTTiVES 3h. 8 Baaight, ab 8 g
10 a.m. Mﬁwﬂ.mﬁm to sleep| 301 pan. Postal order still in _H...._Eum.“ HOS 2_”.5 ﬂ:ﬁaﬁ
. : Bunter'a possession. |a pianoferts reeital in usio
10.01 a.m. Remove wake him| 4 ,m. 8t Jim's beat Grey- | Boom.  Everybody welcome,
Wuw_uu aod HH_HmE.w for friars, Roll .._.ﬁ—
istory. & am. i
10.45a.m. (Break.) Remove re. el - Vb o FOR SALE.
main i ¢lass. 5.15 pm. ¥ag makes tosst for| No. 3. Quantity of polished
12 noon  Gosling  rings  Lell Loder without burn- | cak firewoeod. bﬂﬂw,_u, gt Lthe
sharp to time, ing it. woodshed,

Mr., Quelch was looking very
bueked with life as ho entercd
the Masters' Common-room
the other evening, Somothing
seemed to give him estisfac.
tion, and it was casy to guess
what this * sometling ' was
directly one entered the Com-
TOT -TGOT. ]

A deoep, almost reverent peaco, hung over that
celebrated apartment.  Mavdly a sound disturbed
the solemn stillness,

Prout wasn't thero,

ARy, Quelch '™ said Larry Lascelles cordially.

The common-room scerns strappely quiet 1o-
night.

* Botween ourselves, Laseelles,” eaid Quelch,
“1 am glod of it. I respect Prout, of courso. Tut
really, 1 feel inclined tn say that he is too nddicted
to converiation. Now that ho has gone up to London
for the evening, between ourselvos— "

“ Exoetly | Between ourselves *

“We ore none the werse for it. 1 have heard
Prout's expericnces in the Rockies sa many times.
1 know the exact point st which 'rout’s bullet

enters  ihe
hengd of iho
[oracl ones

o erizzly  bear.
& L cun tell you
F' almost 1he
oxneh  wvords
whiclt  Pront
will e using.
And ib Lends,
bebeeson one-
culyas, to prow
e nrianE,
G & b IS
cotiesn P
"They ehal-
o] Tt de 1vi0e
mant, g

Lisrry =oicl ¢

A SHOCK FOR QUELCH

“SOMEWHERE A VOICE IS CALLING”

* You have not, T think, heard my new wircless
sot, Queleh. Would you eare to sccompany mo
to my room and hesr this evening's broadeost 7'

“By all meana! I should be delighted. Some
very mteresting ond instructive talka are oiten
broadeast from London, and I semctimea rogrot
that I do not own a receiviog set."

The fwo moaters adjourned {o Mr. Loscelles’
room, and Larry switched on hia wirelesa sof.

Soon the announcer's voice rang out, loud and
alear,

* London colling. Continuing our ._.E,HE“___ BETicE
of ialks on ile subject of Big Game Hunting, wo
are now to have o short addreess by Paul Pontifex
Pront, LA, o eelobrated bunier of soine years
uFm-.”n“-...._.u

Thero waa a grating sound. Quelch and Lascellog
starcd ot cach othor, almaost petritied. Then the
vedling volee of Laul Prout boomed out.

* Alwwn ! When I was in the Rockics in the year
15 —n0, let me see, it must have been the spring
of "84, I {aney—T happened to have o very singulne
eneounter wilh o grzely bear. I encountercd tho
crenlure o

Lazcciles switched the sot off with o awilt moves
moept, and Lie ond Queleh nﬂnwﬂﬂmﬁn glances.

* Yrout is perfectly ubiguitous,” groancd Larry,

Quelehy roso to his leet.

* Thank yon for your hospitality, Lascelles,” ho
sghed, inoo entting volee. * 1 repret I cannot stoy
any longer. 1 do not ears for the wircless. I repoidd
it s Lhe wsest destractive and diabolical invention
of the mne (Gam] evenmg.”™

And CQuelehy zailed away, i good homour
abaoiutely dashoed,




