


Look out, you chaps-—more free real photos coming along!
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SHERLOCK HOLMES BUNTER.
T'E.} say that you will like the next Grey:

eell-gvident fact. Ifds & great story,

amd  the title of it, “Detective
fascinating possibilitivs. Thoze who cherish
hright expectations will zeffer no dis-

Mayhe you have not yet realised the fact
that the porpolse has abilities as a sleuth.”
a difficult hit of detective work, and he
wips. Wide as. bousea as he is, many-zlded,
his own persopab atock ol adipose, there is
vet much to learm of him, aopd the uonending
Bunter as o bandit, Bunter as o master of §
the fine art of bandyinz wit; also Buuter
the Owl iz & detective.

LUCKY FOR OOKER.
prodigious versatility of Peter Todd's study
vompanion, and pass on,  Bunter's great-
ngr from aoyone, Aud yet there is this
to it~ you cannet troet & modest, retiring, |
to himself, He sghrivks from publicity and
tlwe pruigs of men. He “hea cven o be
Parlinment. He hides his light., Il Bunter
had mot Dappened 1o boe s0 playiel about
have had those remarksble adventures in
lhe Comgo. - Bunbter iz not ithe [ellow fo
ments. But as regards wnext Mooday's
stary, il is slupendons. As I war saying,

THE FALL OF QoOsSLiNG.

Of course, 1 am wobt givieg away Lhe
e o pity. But it I3 jest the sort of
tale ooe revels io. Sopmcliow ooe always
Horace Coker into the limelight, Horace
ltat wo braios to speak of, thoagh last sprimg
mmething in ihe nature of a brain wave,
for e wiole & poem abost “luv."™ That
we fiml Coker in hot waber, It is this
way., fioslivg bas been koocked down by
4 n terrible bosiuess. Who did it? Coeker? |
i gay some- but dinl he? Those ]pwpl? whe |

A wetl-
sifed hike fikes to gt out of hand.

A BIT OF A MYSTERY.
mystery.,  Coker | s weounsed. The subject
bepoties  voesril--20 does Coker. Poor ald
all his wpe amd downs—even when they
pat hibs inuior, Master Beggie, I the Sixth,
sav whst vou wikl--Coker's heavt hasz  re-
mestitberd B thae richt place,

woooreferewce intended to the collision in
wiich 4osling ot into a welter of bike and
i levellel at Horace withott -gquite as muoch
thyme of réason as might be. At least,
mels o poble part. He takes vp the ense.
He veofuses to stond Y amd see Jnjustice

Here L give you all the latest news—drop me a fine and

‘shrewdnesa and insight.

f hes the advantage of

 awakened.

frinrs y¥arn is merely to toy with o
Bunter.” conjures up o vista of amaring and
appointment.

Yet thia is 50, Bunter hias merely to take up
a fellow with interests olmost ns vast as
vartety of his character, We hear of
A% o vewtrlloguist. But on this oceacioan

Ferliaps it ja wiser to ackuoowiedge fhe
nega opoeds noe further. émphasis from me,
=if-effaciag chap lke Buster to do josiice
dragged to the meetings of the Greyiriars
Captain Corkran's kit-bag, we might uever
cry his goods, nor extol his malestic attain-
it all tvrog oub w0t fortonately for Coker.
stary ; 1 4o pol mean 0 do w0, I would
does revel in a story which briogs dear old
e was® erediled  withh foe possessiou  of
5 onothwr story. In next Mooday's vars
ooy moanted on g motor-cyele, it 1
ritdy mglor-hikea will imuderstand.

But in thiz ecase there 15 a bit of 2
oker Des bad mauy  trials, bet throagh
wliiclr wins a uasty Lhoew to Horatian pride,

A RARE mMiX-UP.
snnfusion,  The mixup iz this eharge which
that iz what Bunter thivks, William George
Ione, M oo oass s oaccused of eatiog o

carrot which it Tiad not eome by honestly,
it would be the bounden duty of anvhody

to defend the ass. Coker is.an ass, and—well,
there it is. There is wo carrob, bul Coker
s up agamst It .-with & vengeanee. It i
a perfect tredt to see Buoter on the job.
You will admire his easy nonchalance, higs
You wilt begin to
Jeel that you have misiudged Bunter, and
that Peter Todd has been fur, far too ready
it “the past with that ericket sfump.

pm cettaln sore that " Detective Bunter ™ will |
bave a line reception.’

A MNEW DEPARATURE,

And folkips abouwt ericket stumps, our
anpitement wext week i a Floggitng Num-
ber. - It Ja & slap-up, emark, record-beatiog
good number, tgo. The “Greyfriars Heruld *
2 copstang infusion
of Iresh blood, Harry Wharton believes in
introduciug mwew wnotions. The svhject is,
of course, a deticate one. I% evokes tender
reminiscelces, naturaily, but the ~ Gresfriars
Herald " is wol the paper to stand aloof
Irom a quesfion of  pubdic import, however
painful . may e the memories which ape
: The whole husiness has Leen
wel hapdled fo tle next Supplement of the
“Magnet.” The -editorial staff have faced
the protlem -5 most preveworthy irit.
Flogeing is regarded from nomerovs stand-
poiuts, The best and most far-secing writers
of the “Heradd"” staff have dipfe{l their
cog o ipk to A parposs, and fhe resalt
e gratifving. There are times, of course,
whew the punkhment concerned has to be
resarded as an lwevitable neccrsity. Tor
exumple, it Coker pulled the wose of the
IMead o a fit of ahseutmindedpess--au un-
tenable pleg-~or il Bunter seut My, Quelch 4
to Covemtry, pobody ¢ould be surprieed il
a peanl visitalion were tle ontcome. But
these are extefme casen.  Ton’t, anyway,
miss next Mowday's welghty pronogncements
ou the question,

“A MID-OCEAN MYSTERY.™

gt i3 a pleasure o know that Ferrers
boeke, (e master investizator, 3 at work
wrain Iy the "Megust " for next week, The
storr. ~A Mid-woenn Mystery,” is a eplendid
Wt of writing - dramatic, tense, well-knit, and
with a2 g@roup atwospbere of the frogedy
and tle wonder of the sen. The reader s
bBalled by 4he sstowmidiop secret which s
the pivot of a sivikingly fve yurm.

THE OQOAREYFRIARE PARLIAMENT.
The meetimgs of this bady ocsntinee to
attract lots of infereal. 1 regeet ddiat Lherc
is so little room for speeches, bk we ate
petting along faicly well, cofmdering. My
ehiims show  fhemselves thoronghly = he
qui vive concerwing matters of  gencral
iuterest, mud contributious sent in cal]l for
plenty of compliments, A delinting club
or society §s a magolflcent teaining groond
for any fellow, It i nobt as edsy to take
part fu oue of these az it looks, There sre
fellows wlo get baddempercd—and emall
wonder—when they hear some chemp wha
dsets o Arst mangle zome smark notion which
they had already. It is often like that,
Spuanimity under trylog conditions i a
prime necessily ot on debdte. It is loeribly
casy to get anteyed. The cool Individual
wins here,  Then a debDating clul is an ald
to meniory. Memaory is net  enltivated
eigugh. As a pale, when sometliing you
watted slips ont of your mind, it ivet means
that yon have not trained yvoer mind, and
laid the ground plan for & consecutive mind.
Lots of cliwps never mansge 10 link up their

ings about

thoughta. They: just jumble thewr way
throwgh the world. - They would:Bud a Hitle

ctice -in 8 debating club simply A L
ou gee, I6 13 a sound tEIug to have to waib
for your turn; also, to get a facility Tor:
using the right words Io the right way.
Just: think of the chaps your mecd who ape
itching to tell 2 funmy stery, and moddie
the whole affair by pommeneing at the
end, aud lestog .the -point pltogether.
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¢. Story, Mucguarey Street, Liverpool,
N.5.W., Australia, wishes to correspond with
readers in Lil‘ergml. England. Phglos, ete.,
to exchange: all letters answered, ;

Herhert Roberte, 4, §t. Edmoud’s Terrace,
Tepeut's Park, K. W. 8, wishes o correspond
with readerp, ages 1415, so a8 Lo exchabge
ieda’ opps, ele.
hlﬁnbeﬁa E. Parle, 82, Bounmdary Street,

Soutlport, Lance, wishes to eorreapond with
OVOTEEAS

readera anywhore;  especlally

imtereated in foreizo stumps and aoy other
ic.

wi]{m-i W. Pearce, Epuni Tlamlct, Lower

Hatt, Wellington, New Zenland, wishes to
correspond with readers dn, England, America,
or Europe, ages 18--24; all lettera appwered,

W. H. Duncan, 25, Beechfivld Street,
Cheethom Hill, Manchester, wishes to corre
spond with overseas . readers whoe are
intereated in stumps, or any branch ol
electrical engiveeriog.

Thomas Carrigs,.
Armadele, Victoria, st
correspond - with readers in
interested in stamis.

Wulter Avres, (2, Lotcoe Rosd, Carrington,
Kottiogham, wishes- to lear from readers
interested in foreign countrics, This corre-
spopdent hag started an information buréau,
and is prepared o sopply all kinds of
informaticn.

-James Smith, 4, Bliore Street, Gourock,
ﬂi‘ﬂ.. wishes to correspond with readers any-
WlnETE.

J. Morrison, PO, Box 411, Port Elizaheth,
Spulh Africa, wishes to correspond —with
readers anywhere,

J, Wright, 114, Cottepham Road, Holloway,
X. 10, wishes to bear from freaders in the-
North of Euglind interested in posteard views
and sports -photos, ;

A. Tyroe, Clurence House, Wexford, Ire-
1and, wants contribnbtors for his amatour
magazipe, " The Star.”

P. A. Redmound, ¢, Oakdene Road, Anfleld,
Liverpon], wants to hewr of n.hrca-der who 18
an artist and willing te help in the produc
v of &f amateur magazine. age 12-14.

Jamwes E. Lyon, 233, Newlanda Hoad, Cath-
curt, (Hasgow, wiehes to correspond with
renders who ave isterested in roilways.

C Worman Taylor, 21, Addison Road, Mar-
rickville, Sydmoy, WEW., Australia, wishes
to hear from seaders, ages 13-4, ioterested
it stamp oollecting. ;

. M. Coumesll, Dedlyn. 74, Caveandish
Btroet, Stunmore, Bydeey, K.5.W_., Australia,
wighes to cerrespond with neaxders in England
about spors, and 8o emchange sewspaper cut-

ing EvALE.

Misg Gladys Wiliame, Udracemere Farm,
McDesme, Ayr, North Queendland, Australia,
wizhes 1o correspond with readers in the
Britishh Isles intercsted in #port and read-
jiygE, ages 16-17.

sumuel J, Dyer, 23, Vietoria Ropd, BEask
London, East Afries, wishes to correspond
with readefz anywhere.

;. Dourlas, Dirichen, Tiornech, Sutherland-
shire, N.B., wisher to correspoml with stamp-
collectors anywherc ; would send Companion
Tapers and other books to readers abroad,
ANl letters apsweorsd,

Wit Y. K. laeob, Jobpnneshurg, Santh
Alfrica, write to Pte. 41 Auderzon, 296310,
A Coy., 2nd Platoom, 14 Batt. Arzyle and
Sutlierland Highlanders, Wamaari Darracks,
Poonza, India?

Allrert G. Saunders, 21, Tl Yiew Sirect,
Tinwoend, Christelreh,  Canterbary, New
Toaland, wishes to correspond with roaders
who are interested io stamp collecting.

Your €ditor.,

Euthierland Road,
wishes tio
Britaiv

a3,
Australla,
Utedt

This is a paper which has stood the test of time |

Tuf MauseT Lisrary.—No. Ty,



This is Frank Richards’ latest masterpiece—don’t miss it! 3

THE. BOY WHO WOULDN'T MAKE FRIENDS!
boy's stromge resolve—*° At feast he would not be o faise friend omd a treacherous comrade! "

Telling of Jim Lee's arrival al Gregfriare—and of the new

!
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Many new boys have come to Grey~
friars, but none 30 gueer as Jim Lee,
the boy with a secret,
secret? Don't miss this topping long,
complete story of the famous chums

What is the

of Greyiriars.

et

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER ?
What, Aboutl Bunter ?

“ TDE [!l:I
S Billy Bunfer waved a fat

hand, srd shouted,
“1 eay, you fellowa! Biop!”
Herry Wharton & Co. glanced round.
The Famous Five of Greyfriars had
just come out of the epnclosure at Lan-
than Football Ground.. They had re-
¢laimed their bicyoles, and were wheel-

iny the machines clear of the out-

coming crowd, preparatory fo mounting,
veady for the ride back to Greyfriars.
Then the dulcet tone: of Billy Bunter
buret unexpectedly on their ears.

_“Haulle, hallo, hallo! That sounds
like %!*' rvemarked DBob  Cherry.
“What's Bunter doing here?”

“1 say, you fellows——""

Billy Bunter hurried fowards the
Removites. They politely held on, wait-
ing for him to come up.

The Famous Five were rather sur-
prized to zec Bunier in Lantham, They
kad ridden over to see the Lantham
Ramblers play a mailch: but they had
not suspected Bunter of being inter-
c:led in football metches.

“Well, what iz it, falty?” asked
Harry Wharion. “We've gob to pet
back. you know."”

“20 have L" saud Bunier. “That's
what ithe matter 1s.”

“Well, get wour bike, and start,”
sugpgested Johnny Bull.

“I haven't my lnke,”
Bunter.

Al

“1 came over by tram,” Bunter fur-
ther explained, “and it woulda't rTun
te a veturn ticket.”

“Then it's you for 2 jolly long walk ™
said Frank Nugent.

“0Oh. really, Nugent <.

“Like me to carry
snorted Johnny Buall.

“You know I jolly well can't walk
the distance,” s#aid Bunter warmly.
“I'm a eplendid walker, of course—
Letter than you fellows; but I couldn't
get back by lock-up., I wank you to

explained

vou  home?'

hore was my last,

I tand me the Tare. Lucky I tound you,
| wren't it

i BI}"' hat 1™

“The luckfulness was not terrific, my
estoomed DPunber,” remarked Hurree
Singh. *“*Not for litkle us.®

“You're mean, Inky,” said Bunter.
“I'm speaking to Wharton. You'll
lend me my fare, won't you, Harry, old
chap "

“You see—" began Wharton.

“Of course, I shall settle out of my
postal-order,” said Bunter. “It will be
walting for me ot the school. There
was some delay in the post—"

Ot it out!” grunted Johany Bull
“Let's get poing, you fellows, - We've
gani:: too much time to get in before

ar 5

“Borry, Bunter,” said Wharten, “bot
funds ara low. The bob at the gates
You really shouldn't
make a railway jourmey without a re-
turn ticket, if you want {o get back,
you know.”

“I'm not asking you for advice, Whar-

ton,” said Bunter haoghtily. * Nugent,
ol:l fellow, lend me my fare home, will
you?"

“Can't berdid.”

“71 say, Bull-—"

“Btony !" said Bull laconically.

“ Bob, old chap—" .

“No pood calling me old chap,” said
Bob Cherry, with & chuckle. “We're
all in the same boat, Bunter—all zad
and stony.”

o Infy—" -

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh sheok his
head.

“The sorrowfulness iz preaf, my os-
teemed fat Bunter. DBut the cashfulness
does not exist.”

“Well, my hat!" exclaimed Bunter
in utber disgust,

He blinked at the
thiough his big spectacles in dismay
and wrath. Lantham was a good dis-
tance from Greyirars, and there was a

Famous Five

walk of severnl mules belore Bunter—
miles of muwddy lanes.
H8orey " szid  Wharfon. "You

should have come on your bike, as we
d[&—r——r—“

e s A D S TR TR LD

“How could I come on my bike?" de-
manded Bunter angrily. “My bike's
got iwo punctures. TUve asked Bob to
mend them three or four times. You
can't deny that, Bob Cherry,”

Bob chuckled.

“You can ask three or four hundred
times, my fat piopin, he answered.
“Can't you mend puncturez voureelii”

“0Obh, really, Cherry! T say, you
fellows, don't go. How am 1 to get
back to Gregfriars? 1 was depending
on yoir chaps.”

“Like your cheek!” grunted Jobhnny
Bull.

“Well, I knew you were biking over
here to soe the mateh,” esaid Bunter in
an aggrieved tone. * I mado certain of
spotting you. How was I to know you'd
Iy too mean to lend me my ralway
fare back?”

“Btony, you fat duffer!™

“How am I 10 get home? reared
Bynter indigrantly. *You're always
telling me I ought to take up foothall.
Now I'va taken the tronhle to coma
over here for a mateh, and you won's
stanid my faroe hack.™

“ Fathead ™

“I came over specially fo sea 1he
Ramblers play, you know,"” said Bupter,
“1t wasn't only bhecause I wanted to
keop clear of Colior of the Fifth, I
know nothing ebout his cake—nothing
at- all.*

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 thought one of vou fellows would
have the decency to stand tea here at
the bunshop before going back." said
Bunter, “DI'd stand it like a shot, only
E:ﬁ “pﬂ-stal-c-ruier hadn't come when

Yot & move on' said Johnny Dull.

“Look heve——"

Johinny DBull put a sturidy leg over his
machine, and pedalled away. Johnny
was a practceal yooth, and he seemed
to think thet he had wasted enough Limn
on William George DBunter.

YT say, Inky—-""

“Good-bye, my cstecmed,
Runder!”

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh rode

Tre MacxeT Lisranys=—3o. T70.
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[
after Johnny Bull. And Frank Nugent
followed them. Three cyclista pedalled

away &b .a leisurely pace, giving the
aother twoe a chance to overtake them.

Wharton and Bob Cherry exchanged

lances. They could not hélp Bunter—

oth of them were in a state nmot infre-

quent, after Christmas holidays—short of
rash, It was just like Bunter o land
himself in & scrapa like this—depending
upon other fellow:' good-nature to ece
himy through. Certainly, if the Famous
Five had pessessed the -neccssary funds,
they would have seen him through.

“ Nothing doin, DBunter,” soid Bob
Clherey at last. ° It's a walk for you.
You shouldn't get into these fixes™

Wil you lend me your bike®”

“3y bike? I've got to get back,
haven't 177

“iWell, I suppose you can walk it if
I can.” said Bunter warmly., "“Don't
Le selish.”

Bob Cherry gavo him a look, and then
mounted his machine and rode away
without another word. Words ware
wastod on Bunter.

Bunter caught Herry Wharton by the
sleeve.

“1 say, Harry, old chap, you're going
to lend me your bike?”

“xo ! roared Wharton.

“0Oh, really, you know——m>"

“T'll try giving you a lift,’" growled
{he captain of the Remove. ‘' Goodness
kuows how I ehall pull your weight
after me all the way to Greyiviars. Can
vou stick ont”

Bunlcr gave a snork.

“Do you think I'm geing te perch on
the back of & bike wp hill and down
dale for miles?” he demanded. " You're
jolly well mistaken if you do!”

“Yon fat idiot ! roared Wharton, in

preat oxasperation. “Go and cat coke,
and don’t bother !

And ho drew his machine away fio
mount.

“Hold on!” gasped Bunter. 1T say,
old chap, dnn'tgiem'e ma stranded here.
I-I'll try getting on behind, il you
really want me te.

“T don’t want you o, and you know I
don't 1" cnapped Wharten,  “ But I'll
sland if, to get you home, you fut
fool 17

“If vou put it like that, Wharton-——*

“Well, T do put it like that.”

“IH'm! All right, old fellow, I'm
woming.”

It was with deep doubt that Wharton
allowed the fat junior to mount behind.
with his feet on the fool-rests, holding on
io the thoulders of the caplain of the
Remove,

Bunter was a heavy-weight ; and Whar-
{on feared for the resnlt to his rear tyre.

“ Hold on—steady ! he growled.

“Keep steady vourself!'” growled
Nunter. *“You can't ride for toffee !

" Keep your paws oul of my collar,”

“I've got to hold on, I suppose.”

" ¥You—you—"

“Don't jaw, old chap—get on with it,"
arlvised Dunter. " We sha’n’t be home
11:! rﬁidnight if you keep on jawing like
this "

Harry Wharton controlled his feelinge.
IIe rode on after his comrades; and i
had covered about o hundred vards, when
hiz fears with regard to his tyre wors
juslified.

- Dang!

1 THE SECOND CHAPTER,
I The Only Way [
1 H, my hat 1"
Bump !
Wharton jumped off, but
Bunter waz not a quick mover,
Bunter went over with a bump, dragging
the eaptain of the Remove after him,

They landed together in a drift of snow
at the roadside. The bike curled up and
la¥ beside them.

“Yow-ow-ow I roared Bunter. ' You
clumsy ags! 1 believe you did that on
purpose ! Beast I™

Wharton shook off the fat junior and
gerambled up.
while he examined the bike:

The tyre was badly buzst. Wharton's
face was a study as he looked at it. The
damape was beyond his powers ol re-
pairing on the spol-—at leaszt, if he was to
get back to Greyiriars that evening.

“(h, what roiten luck ! he groaned.

‘' Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Are you coming "
coared DBob Cherry from a distance,

“Cun't!” shouted back Wharton.
" Puncture [
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The four juniors circled back. Billy
Bunter serambled up and blinked at the
damaged bike through his big spectacles

“How long will you be mending
that #** he asked.

“Can't mend it.”

“Wheeling it. home "'

*1 supposc so, fathead [

" Then that's all right,” said Bunter.
“Eh? How is it all right ¥ ]
“Well, I can sit on it if Fou're going

to wheel it,” explained Bunter, “If it
damages the rims a bit, I'll pay the
damage-—out of my postal-order, Hee?
Just keep it steady and wheel mc home
on 1t.

Wharton did not reply to that, If he
had answered, it would not have been
with words, but with his knuckles. And
it was no use punching the fatuous Owl
of the Remove, ] _

Bob Cherry jumped off his machine,

“Halla, hallo, halle! That's a pretiy
bad burst,” he said, “Giving Dunter a
lift 7 What did you expect ™

“By-r-r-r-r.r !

Bob laughed.

“"Well, I'll take the dashed {hing and

Bunter sat and roured

Real winner! Next week’s bumper programme of stories! The goods!

wheel it with one hand,” he said. "You
get a lift on another machine, Harry."

“Geod: that's all right.”

“I aay, what about mel”™ roared
Bundor, “Who's poing to give me a2
lift 7v*

“¥ou fat daffer! What's the good of
bursting all the tyres, one after another,
with: giving you a lift7”

“0Oh, really, Cherry———"

“Jump ow, Harey!”

" Wugent.

* Right-ho I"

Nugent set his machine in motion
agoin, with Wharton standing. Bob,
with the damaged bike in his charge,
rade after them, leading the crock. And
the nabeb and Johnny Bull followed,
heecdleas of Bunter's infuriated demands
for o lift. Afler the result to"Wharton's
machine the cyclists were not kkely to
chanee 1t.

Billy Bunter glared after them, with'a
glave that elmost cracked his Thig
spectacles, as they dizappeared up the

road,

The Owl of the Remove was stranded,

There ,was no special réfson why he
should not walk home, excepting that he
did not want lo walk. Certainly, he
would have arrived late for Iﬂak-lil_}), but
that was hiz own leok-out! aviry
landed himself at Lantham without tha
raoney to pay his fare back, Dubier felt
somehow that it was up to sdinebody fo
see him through,

The Famous Five had failed him in his
hour of need. But other fellows had
come over from G‘rregfriaru to geo the
Lantham match, dnd Bunter blinked
vound hopefully in search of them, all
the fellows who Fad come had done the
journey by bicycle—not being guite b
%ree with money for railway fares za
Willinm George Dunter.

I'unter, with his peculiar Ejstm‘r i3
money matlers, could afford to be a 1hile
more free with money than other fellowe.

But his system had failed him this
{ime, with a vengeance, Heo spotted
Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing on the
road, and howled to them—and they did
not ¢ven look round, Perhaps they dic
:;p’r[,rmmgn:iae his voice—or perhaps they
did !

Then thea fat junior caurht sight of
Bolsover major, and snllai Bolaover
looked ahead, grinned, and pedalled on.
Bunter jumped back in time to save him-
soff from being run down, and escaped
with & eplash of mud.

“ Beasts !" gasped Dunier,

His hopes rose ngain at the sight of a
little group of cyclists—Temple, Dabney,
Fry, Scott, and Wilkinson, of the Fourth,
in & bunch. He stood in the road and
waved a fat paw.

“1 say, you fellows, stop

“What for?” called back Temple,
slowing a little.

“I want a Lft]"

] ‘?hﬂ.t 7 )

“A lift home 1™

Temple put on speed again., Fry
reached out az he passed Bunter and
knocked his cap off.

That was all the comfort Bunter re-
ceived from the Fourth-Formers. They
disappeared up the road in a laughing
bunch, and Dunter fielded hiz cop,
blinked after them, and snorted.

*“Beastz! Rotters! Oh dear([”

They were the laet. Billy Bunter
wandered back disconsolately mlo Lan-
tham, and headed for the mifway-ﬂ.lntium

“ Awiul rotters!” he murmured. I
shall have to go by train—and those mean
cads won't even lend me my railway fare.

called

out
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Qf course, I've pot to go—it’s their fault !
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They're practically- bilking the railway |

Bunter gave one blink, and then

company, making me go without paying | slithered off the seat, and glithered under-

m% are! Disgusting, I call it!"”

unter was satishied that the faul% lay
with the other fellows if the railway
company were “bilked.” But he did not
cxpect the railway company to see it in
that light, a0 he was very careful as he
proceeded-to execute the bilking.

"He was gtill the happy posseszor of a
R:nny. That humble coin would not

ve gone far towards his fare, But ik
was equal to the purchase of a platform
ticket.

S0 Bunter entered the station, inserted
the penny in the slot machine, and he-
came the legal possessor of a platform
ticket. He gained the platform. The
train for Friardale was almost due, and
Bunter made himself as small as possible
among automatic machines on the plat-
form while he waited for it. What he
was going to do at the other end of the
ourney, when his ticket was damanded,
e did not know, Buntor was not accus-
tomed to looking ahead. Az for the dis-

honesty of what he was doing, he really.

did not seem mentally capable of under-
standing 1t.

The train came in and stopped. Buntar
was inside & carriage in the twinkling of
an éye—an empty carriage,

He sanl down on a seat and gasped.

“That's done!" Fle blinked uneasily
from the window, “If that beastly
porter happened to notice——""

But the “beastly " porter was busy,
and had not noticed. Bunter waited
anxionsly for the train to start. He
lioped fervently that the corriage would
remain empty. e remembered thut
sometimes tickets were demanded at Bead-
clyffe—and i that case Bunter wantaed
to be able to dodge under the seat before
the collecior came to the carriage.
Dodging under the seat in the presence
of other passengers would have been
rather awkward,

In fact, there were many awlward
moments  in the life of a “bilk,” as
Bunter was to discover quite soon.

Hiz anxious blink fell upon two figures
that cama out of the station buffet,
Evidently they were passengers who had
changed from an express, and waited for
the local train te come in for Friardale.

Now they came out for the train -
Bunter's trafn. One of them was 3 man
ll:rf1 about forty, the other a schoolboy.
His coat was open, and Bunter noted
thnt.he wore Etons. . He was not s Gray-
friars fellow; Bunter had never scen
him before. Bunter concluded that he
was a Redelyffe chap—at all events, it
was pisin that this was his train.

The man crossed towards the irain,
tha boy following slowly. The man
iurned with an angry look, and ecalled.
His voice came to Bunter's cars--a hard
voica with a threatening, metallic ring in
af.

FJim, you young fool, come!"

The schoolboy seemed to lingor.

Dunier, always interested in cvery-
body's business but his own, swatehed
curicusly,

The schoolhay was obviously unwilling
to catch the train. The man was angry--
vory angry. The schoolboy's reluctenee
was rather hard to wnderstamd, and the
man’s anger seemed oni of proporlion to
the incident. He turned back, prasped
the boy by the orin with angry force, and
fairly jerked him towards the train.

Then Bunter wolke to the fact that they
cwere eoming to his carriage. Riglet
towards if the man was coming, with
dark, angry face, his grip on the boy's
ATM.

-

ncath il. It was his last resource, Il
had to be out of sight when tickets wore
dermmanded at Fedclyfie, and he couldn’t
take that dive with astonished passengers
locking on. There was nothing for it
but to make the whele journey under
the seat. It was just one of those horrid,
awkward things that do happen to
*bilks. "

“Oh, crumbs!® gasped Bunter, as he
gettled down in a dusty atmosphere and
a strong draugnt,

A few moments later there were foot.
steps in the carriage. The door slammed.

The whistle blew, and the train moved.

And Billy Bunter, in an extremely un-
comiortable position, settled down discan-
solately to make the journey under the
seat, with two travelling companions who
were utterly unaware of his presence or
indecd his existence.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Bunter the Bilk !

BILL':.' BUNTER hardly breathed
at first:
The man had eat down on
his side of the carringe, and
Bunter had a view of hiz boots and the
turned-up ends of his frousers. Look-
ing past them, he could see the smaller
boots of the boy. That was all he could
see of the travellers, e could hear

their veices, and he wondered desperately
whether they would hear him breathing.
If iney did, suppose they called a porter

at the next siation, to (¢l him that a
“hilk " was travelling on the train?

Itwas an awiul pmﬁl]ily; people never
could mind their own business, Dunter
reflected. Certainly Bunter couldn’t.

But the rattle of the train drowned any
slight sound the Owl of the Hemove
might have macde, 841, he breathed
cautiously,

For some minufes he was too occupied
with his own discomfort to pay any
heed to the talk above him; but it
reached his attention at last. The man
wWas -‘.i]}l:‘El!ilrlg i low, concenlrated tones.
The boy seemed Lo be very silent,

“Are you out of veur senses, wvou
young fool? You were trying to lose the
train at Lantham."”

There was no reply from the school
boy.

" Bulky—what?"

Bunter heard a sigh.

‘Y Epeak, you young idiot!™

“1--1 wasn't trying to lose the traln,
Ulick!"

“Well, you losked like it,"” growled the
FEE;’ “YWhat were you hanging back
or !

“I didn't want to caleh the train'"

The schoolboy's tone was heavy and life.
less. ** You know that! DBut I knew I'd
pot tol™

“For goodness gake, pull yourself to-

sther, Jim, and don't look so down in
the mouth ! snapped Lhe man, “Is that
the sort of face to arrive at your new
school with? Look lively.™

“I—I'll tey!”

OT=I'Il try!™ mimicked the other.
“"Haven't I explained the matter to you
from start to Bmnish? Do you want mo
to begin all over again¥”

BEilly Bunter went over with a bump, dragging the captain of the Remove after

him,
up and lay beside them.

They landed together in & snowdrift on the roadside.
“Yow-0w ! *' reared Bunter.
I believe you did fhat on purpose I ™

The bike curled
“You clumsy ass !
{Sec Chapler 2.}

Who was the motorist who knocked down poor old Gosling 2
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The boy shivered,
“No, Ulick ™

“You don't want to go to school IV

“You koow I don't!™

“’le"ve told e & dozen time that you

“Yes; but not this way 1" Jim's voice
trembled. ** Not like thiz—not like this
Ulick. I—1 ecan’t bear the thought of
i T .

The man geve a scoffing laugh.

“You'll get used to the idea,” he said.

L {1 Ng‘rer !:l

“ Let's have no nonsense, Jim.  Does
that méan that you're going to back out
—that you refuse——" i

“Nao! You know I can’t help myseli.”
_ “I do konow thal, and I'm glad you ses
it! By George, if you ghould fail me
after the trouble 1've taken, and the
expense—"" The man wttered an
angry oath: "“It's the schaeol for you,
and my- orders to be dbeyed, or—you
know what!"

“I know what!” caid the boy dully.

There was a short silence, while the
frain rattled on

‘Billy Bunter had almost.forgotien the
discomfort of his peculiar position in his
interest and. astonishment. :

What this amazing dialogne could
possibly mean was a4 mysiery to Bunter
—rather an iniecesting mystery.

The boy was going to school. Dunter
wondaréd whether possibly Greyfriars
was his destination. Bunter had scen
all sorts and conditions of new boys i
his time; but this was something rather
new in new bovs, A good many pew
boys -were reluctant to leave home for
school, but this fellow's reluctance had
samething very curious and strange about

Bunter wondered what was the re
lationship between the two. They did
not look like father and mon, that was
certain.

“This is only & short journey—a local
train.” The man was speaking again.
“Pull yourself together before wa get
to the end, Jim. Gad! You ought to
think yourself lucky.”

“Lucky!” The boy gave a bitter
laugh.

“Yes, lucky. What chance had you of
ever going to a public school if T had
not stood your friend "

“Mone, I suppose. You know T'd
rather not go 88 matters stand.”

“It's Lacause matters stand as they

do_that you're going. I1f you were not,

fumg {o be of use to me, do you think
could afford the fees I'm paying 1"

“1 haven't asked—" i

“ And what would you do if T took you
at your word snd threw you over, and
left you to Iend for yourself, Jum "

“1—1 don't know."

The man laughed scoffingly.

“You don't know! %’ﬂ tell vyou
You'd starve.”

“I could work, I suppose |"

“You! What could you do?"

A%am the boy sighed.

“ Nothing, T suppose. I've not been
taught to do anything, Tf you'd let me
alona in the first pleace——" )

“That’s your thanks to me for laking
vou out of beggary, and giving you an
education Gtling you for 2 good school ™

“You had my thanks,” said the boy
bitterly. “MNow I know what zour
mmotive was, I don't feel thankful, I wish
vou had let me alone. I wizh I'd never
seen you, though you're my only living
relation in the world. I'd rather have
fended for myself and taken my chance.
I'd rather do 20 now, if vou'd let me."”

L3

“That's enough.”™

Silence again,

Bunter, lost in wonder, lay still, A
cold and clammy draught was playing
on his face and neck, and he felt a strong
inclination to sneeze. Dut the train was
drawing near to Redelyffe now, and he
dared not betray liimself, He struggled
haraically with the threatening sneeze,

The irain jolted to a hall.

* Redelyffe I came e porter's voice.

The door openad, and PBunter's ex-
pected to hear “‘Tickets, please!” Dt
the door only opened for a passenger to
get in. It closed again, '

RBilly Bunter suppressed & groan.

Tickets weren't being collected at Red-
clyffe this journey, after all: so he still
had the gauntlet to run at Friardale,

His uncomfortable journey under the
seat had been, after all, & waste. e
might as well have sat up 1n & comfortable
corner seat! It was very unfortunate
that “ hbilks " could not afford to take
chances,

There was another passenger in the
carriage now, and the man Ulick and
the bo¥ Jim did not speak again. They
did not dare to discuss their affairs—
which sesmed mystorions enough—in the

resence of the other passenger, little
reaming that their disctssion had already
besn overheard by an uwnsuspected pair
of fat ears!

Bunter debated in his fat mind whether
he should roll ocut into view, now that
Redolyffe 'was past. But there was the
risk of being pointed out as a “bilk ' by
another passenger, for his fellow occu-
panta of the carrisge could be at no
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loss to guess why he had travelled in pro
very 'IlI'IHEI.HII iL. MADNer,

He decided to “stick ™ it out, in spite
of the dust and the draught,

Friardale waz only two short stations
away;: the {rain stopped once, and
stopped again; and the porter’s voice
sang out ** Friardale 1"

The latest passenger alighted at once,
and the man and tha boy rose,

“Come, Jim "

“I'm coming, Ulek!™

“Get out first.”

“Very well.™

Jium jumped out of the carriage, and
the man followed. Then Bunter, with a
deep grunt of relief, rolled sut from under
the seat,

He had no time to lose, 1f he was not
to be carried on in the train, He blinked

round, and then serambled up and made
for the door,

“*Urry up, there ! shouted the guard,
who was already waving his fag,

Bunter bolted out of the train,

He blinked round for his fellow-pas-
:mniﬁr and caught a glimpee of them
in the distance leaving the platforin with
the rest

Bunter was in no hurry to follow,

Not having & ticket to give up, it was
not easy for bim to get cdg the platform.
He hung about, sftecting to be busy
with an nulomatio chocolate machine,
hoping that the ticket dollectar waunld
retire, thinking all the passengers gone,
and leave a free passage to the “hilk."

But, alas, for Bunter! The porter at
the gate, having seen the pastengers off,
came along the platform,

TR

s M gas unkter,

“ Ticket, plense 1™

tlI_'I_r'lI

# Tioket 1

“I've lost it!**

The porter eyed him. Old Peter, the
Friardale porter, had seen a good deal
of William George Bunter.

“Where from!"” he asked,

" Lantham." :

“That's one-and-three,” Old
held out a horny hand.

Billy Bunter mado & pretence of going
throngh his pockets. Then he blinked
al Peter.

"Fve lost my purse 1™

“Lorst it alonger vour ticket?" gaid
the porter, in tones of deep sarcasm.

“Yes! Exactly!"

“Too had,"” sud the porter. “Giving
me all the trouble of calling a police-
I'.r'i&]'.l..“

“A—a—a policeman !” gasped DBunier,
his heart sinking.

# Just that !

“ You—you see—" groaned Dunter.

“1 gee,” assenied the porter, 1 see
more’'n you think, young fellow-me-lad.
One-and-three, or a copper, which ¥

Billy Punter shivered i all his fat
limbs, DBunter had ofien heard it said
ithat honesty was the best policy. Ile
realised now that that statement was per-
facily correct,

The porter dropped his hand on Dun-
ter's shoulder and marched him a!m‘:f; lo
the exit: Bunter's fat knees knocked lo-

ther as he went. What was going lo

appen now?

“ I say!” DBunler caught sight af
the boy Jim beyond the barrier. The
schoolboy was waiting alone; apparenily
the man{mr] gone out for a vehicle, *T—
1 say, porter, I—I've got a friend here !™

“Where *” said the old man surlily.

“That's him !"* said Bunter, prompthy
and ungrammatically., And he pointed

Peter

Billy Bunter plays the detective next week—with great success I
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a fat finger at the strange lad. “He—,
ho—hea'll pay!”

“If ho does, all right,” aaid the porter.

Bunter was allowed to’ approach the
stranger. Probably onl 'Z: a fellow of BEilly
Bunter's colossal “neck ™ would hava
thought of asking & perfect st-mn%zr o
flﬂy is fare. But it seemed probable to

unfer that Jim was going to Grey-
friars, and if ha was going to be Bunter’s
schoolfellow, he might lend a fellow
one-and-three! It was the hbarest of
chances—but it was botter than a pelice-
man !

“I—1 sa gasped Bunter,

Jim lanked at hun. The zchoalhoy
was & deal taller than Bunter—a alun,
but sturdy and well-made fellow. His
face was frank, and rather handsome,
though atrangely thoughiful in cast.

"You're going to Greviviara¥ gasped
Bunter.

The schoolbay noddad.

“Oh, good!” gasped the Owl of the
Remove. “I—I say—I'm a Greyfriars
Ehﬂp..”

“Are you !

“ Yes—PBunter. .Bunter of the Remove,
you know, Will you lond me one-and-

it
-

threepence 7"

Jim stared.

“Tond you one-and-three!” he re-
peated.

“¥eg! I've lost my ticket, and I'm

stony ! Lend ine one-gnd-three, for good-
ness sake; this man is going to coll &
policeman,” said Bunter faintly. *“TI'll
sattle up the minute we got Lo the school.
Haonour bright !

The boy locked at him again, and then
slipped his hand into his pocket. What
he thought of Bunter's cool request, he
did not state. But he drew out a shilling
and three pennies, and placed them in
Bunter's fat palm.

“Thera yvou are!” he said.

“"Thanks !"” gasped Bunter.

“Jim!" The man's voice called from
the station doorway, and the schoolboy
hurried to ham.

Billy Bunter turned to the porter, lofly
and disdainful,

“There's your monay !” he said. *I
shall expect the railway company to make
good the loss on the ticket that 1—T'loat !*

“T'Il give you a quid myself for that
ticket, when 1t's found !" said the porter,
with crushing sareasm. Fwvidently the
porter did not believe that there ever had

een-a ticket,

Buntar curled hia lip with aristocratic
digdain gnd rolled away—glad to escape
80 cheaply!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Whip Behind !

ILLY DBRUNTER blinked round
quickly as he came: out of the
station. Jim being & new boy
for Greylriars, there would Le a

vohicle going to the school; and Bunter
did not ses why he should not have a
life in that vohicle. He came on the
strange pai- outside the station, Jim
was alvready seated in the old hack, the
was on lop, and Ulick was atep-
ping in after his youthful companion,

“[ gay—"" Bunter hurried up.

The man glanced round at him.

“Well, what ™

“You're going to Greyfriars?"

“Ilow do2s that concorn you?"

It was not o polite response, but Bunter
was not ithin-skinned. Any amount of
discourtesy was hetter than walking to
the school—from William Geofge Bun-
ter's point of view.

L)

TR

i

'
-

b

flerce look In Jim Lee's eyes, * You

Lee gripped Bunter by the shoulders so sudd and with 50 strong a
that the Owl of the Remove jumped and ;rnt;:i_}y g -

* Do you mean to say you were listening ? ** (See Chapter 7.)

grp |
He shrank back from -ihe
ving rotter [ ** Lee¢'s voloe was low,

“I belong to Grevfriars!" he maid.

*Well 17 5

“ Will—will you give me a lift in the
cab ™

(L1 Hﬂ !ll‘

With that reply, which was short if
not sweet, the man drew the door shut,
and called to the driver to start.

" ';II.rnnI: here—" exclaimed Bunter
4] rl

The boy in the hack laid a hand
rather timidly on the man's coat-sleeve.
“Give the fellow & hift, Ulick—"

‘" Nonsense 1"

1 say—"" recommenced Bunier.

The hack rolled away.

““Well, of all the beasts!" ojaculated
the Owl of the Remove, in great disgust.

He followed the hack down Friardale
High Street, and into the lane. The
vahicle did not at & groeat pace.
The ancient horse was not capable of
groat exertions,

In the lane, Billy Bunter put on speed,
and overtook the hack, and hung on
behingd, That was better than nothing.

There was a sound of bicycles on the
road, and & ringing of bells, as the hack
rumbled past the corner of Redclyfa
Lane. Five cyclista cams sweeping out
into - the Friardale Road, ofe machine
doubly loaded.

“Those beasts!™ murmured Bunter.

It was the Famous Five, who had
ridden home by way of Rg.rlgi:,rm:, Thay
filled wp the road behind the hack, and
five faces grinned st Bunter, as the
chums of the Remove spotted him,

“"Hallo, hallo, halla! There's the fat
boy from Pickwick " shouted Bob

Charry.
“Keep back, you beasts!” gasped

Bunter.
]Il-B !'I'l

The five juniors rode in & row, close
behind.

“How did you get here belora uat" in-
?mred Nugent. " You haven't walked
aster than we rode, I suppose?"”

Bunter sniffed.

“I'm a Jiailjf vood waltker” hin
answered, "I'd beat you fellows mcross
country any time."

“The walkfulness must
terrific,”  Baid Hurres
Singh, in aatonishment,

“If he walked it!" prinned
“More likely bilked the railway

pany.

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

Bunter was interrupted.

The ancient horse was pulling up. n
slope with mors difficulty than usual
and it dawned upon the driver's' mind
that there was an extra weight behind.
The long lash of a whip came curling
round behind the hack, and it eaught
William George Banter with a sudden

sting.
%"am::-nnh L3

“Don't you splash mud on

been
Ram

Bals,

Coin-

have
Jamset

Ll

EBunter rolled off.

The back, thus lightened, went on
faster; and Bunter Eag in the middle of
a muddy road, about four feet in sdvance
of five l}i{:ﬂ!j:es that couldn’t possibly
stop in time,

ha junigrs made a frantic endeavouy
to open out and clear Bunter.

Johnny DBull bumped into Hurreo
Singh, and the twe of them swayed
E:‘nﬁr together, to collapse on & snowy

n

On the other side, Bobk Cherrr was
tangled with the bike he was leading,
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and found himself voliing in the road w

mixed up with lwo bicycles,

Mugent was riding in the centre, with
Wharton behind: and he jamfed on
both brakes and hoped for the best.

Exacily what happened he hardly
knew. But a moment later he knew that
he was sitting on something soft that
wriggled and yelled.

Then he vealised that it was Billy
Bunter's waisteoat that he was sitting on.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Nugent.

“Yarooop! Help!™

“Yon stlly asg——

“Whooon ! roaved Bunter.
killed! Yooop!”

" Harry, are you hurt?”

Harry Wharton picked himself up from
the bicyele. He was hurt in several
Maces, as o matter of fact.

“Owl Oh—oh, my hat ! he gasped.

“Help | yelled Bunter.

Nugent staggered to his feet.
lay and roared.

“¥ou fat idiot!"” howled Bob Cherry.
* What do you mean by sitting down in
the road in front of the bikes?”

“*“Yarooooh [V

“0Oh, my napper!” groaned Johnny
”ﬂtyv! ﬁj‘ elbow

LI IF]"

Buntor

Bull. P

“Wow-wow I'"" mumbled the nabob.
“AMy esteemed funnybene has knocked
on something hard! Ow, ow, ow "

“It waz on my head!” said Johnny
Bull, in tones of anguish.

HJump on Bunter!” roarved Hob.

Bunter was on his feef in a twinkling.

“I say, yon fellows—""

“¥ou fat dummy——--="

* How could I help it¥" roared Dunter
indignantly. " The beast put the whip
belhind! T wasn't expecting that—""

“YWhat were voun stesling a ride for,
yvou fat villain? Jump on him !

Billy Bunter did not wait to be jumped
on. He seudded away, leaving the
Famous Five to sort out their machines
and follow,

Tt was not in a happy mood that the
rhums of the Remova resumed the ride.
Every one of them bad had some hard
kuocks:; and two machines were out of
action now instead of one.

“I'll ﬂalﬁ?bm- Bunter when I get in!"”
breathed b Cherry, in sulphurous
accents.

"“The slaughterfulness will be terrific "
groaned Hurree Jameset Rant Singh.
“My esteemed funnybone——"

“Ow! My nepper!”

“Yow! My knee!”

The Famous Five reached home at
Jast. By the time they had put up their
bieyeles their just wrath had evaporated
to g large extent, which was fortunate
for Billy Bunter., As they came round
to the door of the Bchool House, they
found the station hack standing there.

“Giddy visitors!™ said Bob Cherry.
“This is the jolly eold rattletrap that
Bunter was hanging on.  Anybody
arrived, Skinner?”

_ Bkinner of the Romove was lounging
tin thoe doorway, with a bored look on his
thin face. Skinner hadn't cared to bhike
over to Lantham to see the Ramblers
play, and he hadn't cared to punt about
& 'f:mﬁl_ on Little Side; or, indeed, to dn
anything but loaf about and feel boved.
e gﬂ.?ﬂ a‘gmnt as Bob questioned him.

U New kid,” he answered.
 Qur Formi" asked Dob, with some
interest.

“Blessed if T know, or eare!” yawned
Bkinner,  “Looks a rather soft sort of
spoony ass, I think 1

“¥ou always think such nice things
about Eﬂnplﬂ, don't you, Skinney!” sau
Bob Cherry. " What's his name "
“Lee, 1 il;mrd somebody say.”

“"It's & nice name, anyway,” said Bob.,
Hallo, hallo, hallo! ‘There's Bunter!
Are you ready to be slain, Bunteri”

“Yah !

Bunter promptly dizappeared. The
Famous Five proceeded to clean off the
mugd of their jowrney; and after that
they were proceeding to the Hemove
passage for tea, when Wingate of the
Sixth came along and called.

" Wharton !”

“VYes, Wingate.”

“Mr. Quelch wants you in hiz study.”
“Oh, my hat! I did my lines before

I went out, Wingate."'

The Sixth-Former laughed.

“It's not lines,”” he smd. “Something
about r new kid in your Form, I think.’

Wharton groaned.

“Won't somebody else do, Wingate "
he asked persuasively. “I'm just going
up to tea—1'm asz hungry as a hunter.
There's SBkinner—he's no end fond of
new kids—aren’t you, Skinner "

“"Bow-wow " said Skinner,

“Or Bunter,” said Harry. * Bunfer
adores new hoys—he wants a now chap lo
talk to about a ];mstal--urder--—--”

“Ha, he, ha!”

“Don't be a young ass,” said Wingate,
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langhing. “Cut along to your Form
master’s stndy—sharp,” ;

And the great man of the Bixth walked
oI,
Wharton turned to his comrades.

“Yeou fellows get tea ready in Study
Neo. 1" he said. *1'll come back az soon
ag ¥ ean, For goodness sake have it
ready—I1"m as hungry as a wild hunter,
or Bunter.”

“Right-ho I

And Harry Wharton proceeded to his
Form master's study, not in o very
amicable mood towards the new boy,
and littla dreaming what strange hap-
penings were to lgu]lmv the arrival of
that particular new boy at Greyfriars.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The New Boy at Greyfriars !

b OW, Jim ¥ ]
Uliek Driver spoke in a low,

clear voice.
Jitn Lee dicd not speak.

He was standing in the vizitors’ voom,
with his hands in his pockeis, and an
expression of utier despondency on hig
handsome face.

He -had already seen the IMTead and his
Form master, Now Ulick Driver was

Next week 1 Coker rides his motor-bike—and then
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taking Jeave of him before quiiting the
school where Jim Lee was to remain.

Mr. Driver did not seem in 8 very
pleasant mood. He had glanced at the
door to make sure that it was securely
closed, and then at the window to accer-
tain that it was shut. Apparently Mr,
Ulick Driver did not want to yun the
risk of his farewell being overheard.
Now he stood with his eyea fixed on the
boy, an unpleasant glitter in them.

“I'm going to leave you now, Jim."”

“1 know.”

“¥ou do not scem very sorry,” sneered
Ulick.

"1 am not sorry.”

“You are a sullen voung rascall”
muttered Driver.

Jim Lee raised his eyes from the Hoor
and looked at ham.

“If I'm sullen, I've gobt encugh to
make me so, I think. 1f I'm a rascal,
that’s vour doing.”

He bit his lip %ard_

“That old gentlemnan—the headmaster
—has just been saying that I'm fortunate
—an orphan—in having a cousin who is
willing to see me through,” he muitered.

“8%0 you are, Jim."

“If he knew——"

“Mever mind that,” said Driver
harshly., * You'll soon shake down, Jim,
and pet used to the idea. At all events,
you know you've to do as you're told."”

“I know that.™

*It will be easy encugh.” Driver sank
his voice, “You're not a bad-locking
lad, Jim—you've got decent mannors—
and I've seen to it that you're hHtfed out
decently. You'll have pocket-money——*

“1'd rather not.”

"Haold vour foolish tongue,” snapped
Diviver irritably. " Go ahead and make
friends hera, Get on the right side of
your Form master—that will be casy
enough with your studious ways, I fancy
vou'll get a gpood gm in your Form
at the start. Dron't huriy—but don’t lose
time—first of all, make out a list of the
wealthy boys in your Formn—then in olhey
junior Forms, Make friends with them,
f you're asked home to their houses next
vacation—you understand —"'

“ 1 understand '™ muttered Jim Lee.

“If that chicken won't fight, theve's
always Groyfrinrs itself,” said Driver.
“No need for you to appear in it per-
sonally—you won't be wanted to lend a
hand—and yon'll never be suspected un-
less you're fool enough to give vourself
away., And there's enough here to pay
us for our trouble and expense ten times
over,

Jim Lee Jooked at him.

" You—you think of that—and you an
old Greyfriars hoy ! he said in tones of
sitch bitter scorn that e fainl flush came
inte the man's hard face,

Driver drew a decp breath.

“Never mind what T was,’ he said.
“It's what I am that counts——what the
world's made ma. I was a young fool
like you enco—and I went through it—
hard! Now I am g—a—**

“A erook!” said Lee bitterly: ™and
you want to make me one.”

Driver shrugged his shoulders.

“I've always kept up appearances,”
he said. " Nobody ecan say I've come
into contact with the law, What I do
is dome under the rose—and a paying
game I've found it. I'm going to make
you a rich man, Jim, if you've got sense
enaugh to play the game.”

“"Play the game [ repeated Jim Tee.

”Piai the game I've taught you. No
uge talking,” broke off Driver. “You
know what yon've got to do. Yeu know
that if you fail me at Grey{riars your

the ‘““high horse’ 1
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lile. won't be worth living. You know ¢

that I could send you to a reformatory
metead of to a school if I chose.”

The boy winced.

“I know ['ve dome nothing to deserve
it,” he said.

“Can you prove that?

No answer,

Ulick Diriver gave the boy an ugly
look.

“"That's ancugh,” he s#aid. “You
know what you've got to do. If you,
want the g!ang to keep clear of the school,
you've only got to ge asked to another
place where something as good as this
can be handled—some rich housa where
we can pay ourselves for owr troubls.
Manage that, and Greyfriars will be left
alone—I've got a soft corner for the old
place, after all. I shall expect to hear
how vou'ra getting on.™

His voice had been barely above s
whispor,

“Now, good-bye, Jim,” he said in
ordinary tones, and he held out his hand.

Lee did not move,

“Jim!" said Driver, in threatening
tomes.

The boy looked at him guistly, bitterly,
but without & trace of fear,

“¥You know I'm under your orders,”
ha said; “wou know I've got to obey
you; but I'm not going to shake hands
with Fou, Ulick Driver. That's too
mueh,” - :

Driver shrugged his shoulders,

“Hemember—and don't play the foel,
that's all!” he said; and with that he
turned to the door.

Lee made a sudden move forward as if
to make a last appesl: but the words
died on his lips, and he stopped.

In the open doorway—in view of
severgl persons without—Ulick Driver
turned with an affectionate smile on his
fuce and waved hiz hand,

“Good-bwe, kid, and good luck!” he
pxid.

Then he walked out to the waiting
hack.

Jim Lee stood for some minutes in the
silent room. o heard the wheels of the
hack on the drive; the sounds died away
in the distance. His taskmaster was
gone.

The boy drew a deep, almost sobbing
breath,

He was alone now—alone in the great
school, where he did not, as yet, know a
single soul—excepting for the Flead and
his Form master. And the only relation
he had was gone—and he was glad to see
him go. A feeling of desolation settled
on the boy; he was hardly able to keep
the tears back from his eves,

But he pulled himasif together, Tie
had been told to return to the Form
master’s sludy when Mr., Driver was
gone, He left the visitors” room and
made hiz way back to Mr., Quelch’s
quarters,

He found the door half-open; a hand.
some juntor was standing in the light of
the room. Mr. Quelch, out of sight of
Lee, was speaking.

“I sent for you, Whartan—quite so.
There is a new boy in the Remove; he
was brought here this aftevnoon by his
cousin and guardian—a My, Driver, an
old Grexfriare boy. The lad will be in
your Form, Wharton.”

“Yes, =ir," gaid Harry,

“"He should ba heve, ™ said M. Quelch,
" Doubitless he s still saying good-bye teo
his guardian—ah 1™

Jim Loe tapped on the door.

“Come in[" zaid the Remove master.

Lec entered the study.

. “This is the new boy, Wharton—James
Les. Lee, this ia the captain and head
boy of your new Form-—Harry Whar-
ton,

Wherton looked at the new junior,
New boys did not matter very much to
the captain of the Remove; but he was
a gpood-natured fellow, and he wag pre.
pared te be civil—although the new
fellow, guite unconsciqusly, was keeping
him away from a much-peeded ton !

The thoughtful and saddened look on
the new boy's face did not escape Whar-
ton, th»:-u,q,rgr he did not think that Lee
looked *“soft,” as Skinner had stated.
His impression waas that Lee had just
come from a home he was sorry to leave
and found hinscli lonely an stranded
in the big school. That impression was
quite enough to make Wharton cordial,
A few minutes even of the valuable time
of the great chief of the Remove might
be expended in making a despondent new
fellow feel a little more at horme,

B0 Harry Wharton stepped towards tha
nowcomer and held out his hand with a
theery smile.

“zlad to see vou, Les,” he said, with
frank cordiality. "I hope weo shall be
friends.

Lee coloured a little and his face
brightened. He shook hands with Whar.
ton cheerily enough.

Mr. Ouelch loocked on
approval.

“I am sure, Wharton, that you will do
anything you can to help Lee shake down
in his Form, he said.

“Cortainly, sir,” said Harry.

and smiled

' |
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“I have gssigned him to Study No. 3

in the Remove,” said Mr. Quelch. *'Per-
haga vou will show him to his quarters,
Wharton 1"

“With pleasure, sir,™ said Harry, very
truthfully, :

He had wondsred whether the new
“hkid " was to be planted in Study No, 1,
and he was very pleased indeed to learn
that there was to be no intruder in that
celebrated  spartment.  Russell  and
Ogilvy, in Btudy Ne. 3, were weloome to
him—and to any new fellow that blew in.

“You have seen the housekeeper, I
think, Lee 7"

iE ?E-HJ_ .ﬂir.l’

Mr. Quelch glanced at his watch.,

“Tea i3 taken in Hall,” he said. * Buf,
a5 you will learn, the boys have the
privilega of taking tea in their own
studies if they prefer to do so. ¥Yon will
doubtless introduce Lee fo his future
study-mates, Wharton.”

“0Oh, ves, sip!"

“Are they within gates now, do you
know "

“I—1 think they were at Lantham for
the fooler, sir. X hardly think they are
back yet. I'll see that Leea meeis them
when they come in.”

“Yery good. Have you had your fea,
Wharton 7"

“Not yot, eir,” said Ilarry, with a
shghtly rueful expression,

“Wall, I will leave any question of
hospitality to 8 new boy lo your ocwn
Eﬂﬂ-& feeling, Wharton,™ said Mr. Quelch,

‘You may go, my boys.”
And they went.

|4"

oy 1 [U“J )

the box, “* Where is the tuck??

Russell threw open the lid of the box and began fo turn the contents out. Lee
waiched him, too amazed to speak. Russell looked up from his knees before
“The tuek !"" gasped Lee,
isn't any I ** (See Chapter 8.)

L 1] Thm

Look out for ¢ Detective Bunter ! *—next week's thrilling story of Grayfriars !
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Dick Russell looked Into the study and started. Lee was sealed at the {able,

his head resting on his arms,
as he sat limply at the table,
started violently.

He looked a pleture of dejection and despondency
“Hallo 1 Buck up, kid ! ** sald Russeil,

Lee
(Yee Chapter 0.)

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,

A Peouliar New Kid |

IM LEE paused at the end of the
passage. He looked rather doubt-
fully at the captain of the Remova,

arton had been very civil; but
the new junior could not fail to be aware
thet he had been called in by his Form
master to perform a task that probably
mierfered with his own more important
svocations,

““This way | saitd Hargy., " Want your
tea, T suppose i7

“ Yes, !?m hungry,” said Lee, with a
faint smile,

“"Tea will be nearly ready in my study
by now,” said Harry kindly. " Come
stong with me. I'll show ]jml your study
afterwards, when Russell and Ogilvy
come in"

Y.eo faltered.

UMy, Quelch told me I could have tea
in Hell,” he said,

“You can if you like, of course,™ maid
Harry, with a stare. Then he laughed.
“You're new here, of course, kid.
There's never more than half the F't:rrm n
Iell to tea—chap always foeds in his own
study if the tin runs to it. Wea've got a
fairly good spread on in Study Ne, 1;
in fect, we spent all our available tin on
it before we went cut, o it ought to bhe
F'“ﬁEtI good, Come afcmg and feed with
tig.

dd Eut_'_"_"_l‘l

“¥You'll meet some of your Form-
fellows and get to know them,” said
ITarry. *Thiz way—up this staircage.”

The new boy's manner puzzled Whae-
fon & little, but he sot it down Lo shyness,
BShyness was rather out of place at

school; and Wharlon, who had had to
deal with new boys before, knew that the
best way to deal with it was to scem un-
conscious of it., He ran lightly up the
slaircasa, '

Lea stood where he was, slaring after
him, at a loss, Wharton looked back
from the landing,

““This way, Lee! Come up, will you 7"

Jim Lee ascended the stairs alowly.

Wharton kept ahead of him, and they
reached the Remove passage. There
Wharton waited for the new fellow to
come up.

“This way, kid,” he said. " You'd
lika to come to tea in my study, wouldn't

you g1

*l]—" Lee stammered. " Thank
you, no,

“ Ploss my hat! You'd rather go to
tea in Hall 2"

“If—f you don't mind, ves."

“Of couree 1 don’t mind,"” said Whar-
ton, tather necitled, “Why the mMerry

thum]p gshould I7 But Quelchy as good
as told me to ask you to fea, 'g:au heard
him, I supposa?”

" Yeooe-es, and—and—-—="

Wharloh burst into a laugh.

M 0Oh, I epea! YVou think I'm askin you
simply because Quelchy gave me theghmtj
is that it, and you're sensitive? My dear
chap, you'll have 1o cut all that out in
the Remaove. No good being touchy and
pariicular. It deesn’t go down worth a
red cent. Besides, that isn't reslly why
I asked you. I'm asking you because
zou're a new kid, and our study is always

ecent to new kids, We make it a rule.
Sea 1M

Lee lavghed uneasily.

It was difficult to resist

Wharton's
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) frank way, and Jim ILee found it very
hard. His whole heart went out towards
this frank, kind-hearted [ellow—ihe very
fellow he would have liked as a friend,
and who was offering him, at least, a
chee:}v acquaintanceship, G]Edif enough
woutld Jim Iwe have acceptod hia kind-
nesg—gladly, if he had come to Grey-
friars as other fellows came, DBut—

If that kind, unsuspecting junior had
known—had pucssed—had even dreamed
that——  The thought was like ice o
Jim Lee's heart.

He was at Greylriars on false pretences.
Ho was there not as a friend, botl as an
enemy. Ha wag there like a thief in ihe
night. But there was one depth of base-
ness be would not fell to—if he was lo
betray, he wonld not betray anyone who
called him fviend. Even Ulick Driver,
with all his ruthless power, should not
make him sink to that, e was his own
masler there—and ha would make no
friends: he would not break bread, if he
could help i, with the other _fellows.
There wae at least o rog of self-respect
that he could keop.

Little dreaming of what wes passing in
the unheppy boy's mind, Wharton stared
at him, perplexed. The new fellow was
rather a puzzle to him; but Wharton, it
must confessed, was chiefly thimking
juet then of his delayed tea. After watch-
mng o football match in keen winter air,
with a long ride each way, Wharton
wanted his tea—naturally. He was pre-
pared to deal with an.unusually sub-
atantial tea; and he was not quite
prepared to stand in the Remove passage,
trying to understand the queer vagaries
of a rather queer new kid,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!™ Bob Cherry

ut a cheery face oitside the doorway of

Study No. 1. “That you, Harry? t
1]"L"

“Right-ho! I've brought the new kid
to tea.™

“RHoll him in!" seid Bob, *“Lucky

there's lots ! Bob turned back into the
study. “ Bit more toast, Franky. Whar-
ton's dug up a new kid and brought him
along to feed [™

“Come into the study, Lee”
Harry.

“If—if vou don't mind, I'd rather go
down to Hall,” zaid Jim Lee, Bushing
painfully.

“Dear men, go down to Hell—or go
down to the boot-room, if yvou like,” enid
Wharton. *“It doesn't matter twopence
sither way. But you might have got it
off your chest before we {agged upstairs,
MNow I've got to march down again and
show you the way!”

“Don't trouble,” said Lee quickly, "1
can find the way all right.”

“Not so eagy for a pilgrim and =a
stranger to find his way sbout Grey-
friare,” said Harry, with a langh. "“You
may wander into the Head's siudy by
mistake, or dis of starvation among the
Form-rooms before you're discovered and
reseued. Come on—and buck up ¥

“1 gay, you fellows—"

“0Oh, here’s Bunter. Are you having
tea in the hall, Bunteri”

“MNo fear! I'm coming fo tea with
vou, old chap.”

“Te!” boomed DBob Cherrv's voice
froan the study. " I've got the toasting-
fork ready for yon if you shove your
boko n here, Bunter.”

“{0h, really, Cherry——"

“T've got a boot ready ! said Johnny
Buall, "“"Come in and have my boot,
Buantepr, ™

“T decline to enler the study at all,”
saicl Bunter., " If you think 1 want your
measly tea—"

gaid

Loder tries to turn Coker’s pluck into profit for himself I Read about it next week |
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“Ha, ha, hat” I

“If vou're going down to Hall to tea, |
you nitght show this new kid the way,"”
said Harry. *Hang on to Bunter, Lee.”

Billy Bunter gave a fat grunt. But
ha remombered the one-and-ihreepence
at ‘the etation, Lee had parted: with
that very easily. A fellow who parted
easily with a small sum might part with
a larger one. And Bunter was in a
constant state of yesrning to meet fel-
lews who would part with money.

And Jim Lee—alone of the swarm at
Greyfriars—had never heard of Bunter's
postal-order yot!

8o the Owl of the Remove summoned
wp hi moest gracious smile.

“Come E.jl:mgi_! with me, Lee,” he zaid.
“I'll see you through, old feliow. Thiz
'H.'E.}".,,”

Lee followed the fat junior., Ie
glanced back at Wharton, wondering
uneasily whether he had offended him;
but Wharton waa going into his study
without a look at the new . Fel-
lows in the Lower Fourth at Greyfriara
wera not in the habit of having their
feelings hurt easily. Wharton was
surprised—but if a fellow chose to have
tea in Hall, he was walcome to his fancy.
And Wharton did maot even trouble
wonder what the fellow’s maotive might
be.  He simply dismissed the matter
from his mind as no business of his.

There were smoking sausages on the
tabla, and ham and eggs and a stack of
toast, Wharton smiled appreciatively.

“That looks something like!” he re-
marked.

“What did Quelchy wint? asked
Mugent.

“Only & new kid.™

“Didn't you say you were bringi
him in to feed?’ asked Bob. Sine

“Yes—but he wanted to go down to
Hall for some reason.” Wharton sat
down at the table. *Who cooked the
sosseg

“I did,” eaid Rob.

“Then you ought to have a medal
from the Royal Humane Socicky, old
scout. VYou've saved my life.”

Bob Clierry chuocklad,

«“That new kid must be & silly owl
not to come in for a feed like this!™
ssid Johnny Bull, “Ha won't get any-
thing like this in Hall.”

“He deesn't know that vel,” grinned
Wharton. “After one tes in Hall, [
dare say he will jump at a feed here
next time,”

" The ])}umpfuhwsa will be terrific, in
my humble and ridiculous opinion,™
chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Has Bunter got hold of him yet?™
asked Nugent.

* Bunter’s guiding him down to Hall.”

“It will cost him five bob,” said
Nugent, with = laugh. *“Bunter will
epring his postal-order on him.*

“My hat! . I never thought of that!
It'a rather a shame,” said Harry. :

“Oh, he's got to learn his way about,”
grinned Bob Cherry, “We've all got
to go through Bunter's postal.order—he
sprung it on me my first day here”

“And on me,” grunted Johnny Bull

“And on my esteemoed and ludicrous
self I said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“and what is paucy for the goose is
saucy for the pander.™

“"Ha, ha, hai”

And the Famous Fivo of the Remaove, |

dismissing the new junior entirely from
their minds, devoted their attention to
" that excellent spread, which wa: a mat-
ter of greater importance than any
mnagmable number of new kids,

THE SEVENTH MER.
On the Track of a Secret ]
L2 HIS way, old Ffellow!" . szaid
Bunter.
Bunter's manner wasz not

only kind and friendly; it was

‘quite affectionate, He had known the

roaw boy a minute and a half, and Lee
was already “old fellow.™

Lo did not seem specially pleased by
this effusive friendlines: from a stranpger.
He had longed to respond to Harry
Wharton's kind cordiality, but somehow
William George Buanter did not affest
him in that way: He rather drew
within himseclf at Bunter's effusiveness,

But Bunter did not notice it—or, at
least, was determined not to notice it
He was going to be the new bov's friend

—at all events, until Jim Lee had cashed

hiz eelebrated postal-order for him.

On the lower landing, Bunter halted.
Lee stopped also, and looked round him.
He saw no resson for stopping there.
El_untér proceeded to make the reason
cleal.

“You lent me one.and.three at the
station, old chap,” he zaid

“That's &ll right.”

“Wall, I'm rather particular in money
matters,”™ Bunter explained. T

shouldn't like a thing like that to be

forgotten. A trifle is liable to slip the
memory, you know., Short reckonings
make long friends, what?”

]
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“Yes," said Loee.

“If there's ome thing that would
worry me, it would be owi a follow
money,” szid Bunter. sunply
couldn't reat if I were in debt like soma
fellows."

“¥You can settle, i you like,” said
Laa,

He supposed, from Bunter's remarks,
that that was what Bunter wanted. He
goon discovered that that was not at all
what Bunter really did want.

The Owl of the Remove coughed.

“You see, thiz js how it 15" ke ex-
plamed. I was eoxpecling a postal-
order to-day—from a titled relation of
miine, MNobleman, whoe often send: me
whacking remittances. But you- know
how the Government manages things—
especially the Post Office.”

“I—=1 don't quite—"

¢ Pelay in the post,” explained Bun-
ter. “ My postal-order hasi’t come. Tt
leaves me in rather a difficult. position.”

“Does it said Leo.

“It does, old chap. You see; here 1
am owing you one-and-threepence, and
I can't square at the moment.”

“Never mind that.”

Bunter shook his head.

“I do mind,” he said.” “I can't help
minding. "I know that some fellows
aren't so particular, But my maxim is
to square at onde—right on the spot.
It would keep me awske at might if I
owed anybody money.”

Various Stages in the Lives of Greyfriars Celebrities,
Ne. 10,—BOB CHERRY (Champion Athlete of the Remove),

Coker 1s a sticker for principle—and he gets into trouble for it !
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“Well " gaid Lee, rather impatiently.

| . Bunier turned it over in his fat mind

Dunter scemed to have forgotten that | whether he conld safely venture to kick

the new boy had not had his tea yet.

“Well, my Fualu]-nrd{:r's delayed,”
said Buntcr. "It can’t get here now {ill
the last poel. Thal's some hours yeb

It will be for ton bob., Ay idea 15 this—
I owe you one-and-threepcnce. Hand
m'niﬂl';r ‘:3":'11{.:: other eight-and-nine——=>—"

“And I'll hand you the postal-order
when it comes.” said Bunter, blinking
at the new junior throogh los big spec-
tucles.  “ All right—what¥"

FREE REAL
PHOTOS—

1.ce Iooked at him.

“Not quite all rvight,"” he answered.
“Beller  wait  tll your  postal-order
LOMIes.

"I suppose you can lrust a pal? zaid
Bunter.

* Certainly,
to strangers.™

Bunter coughed. Apparvently this ob-
lnge new fellow did not realise that
Bunter was his pal.

* Now, look heve, Lee,” he smid per-
suastvely. " Yo lend me a few bhob
iill my postal-order comes, Hand me
the threc-and-nine, and I'll hand you
the postal-order for five shillings as
500N as it comes——"

Buunter was reducing the figure—
maderating his transports, as jb were,
Lee laughed.

“Blegeexl if T can :ce anything o
eockle at,” ssid Bunter, staring at .
“Look here, Lee, are vou going ta lend
me a few bob or noti™

“Not!" said Lee coolly.

“Well, you cheeky rotter——"

Lee burst into a lawgh agamn. He
found Billy Bunler cnlertaining. His
sudden change from an old fellow to a
cheeky rotter amused him,  Billy
Bunter was not ammzed. He gave the
new junior a savage blink,

“Cut it out! seid Lee. “I'm not
lending you any money. ¥You can keep
the one-and-thres. WNow let’s get down
to Hall. T'm hungry !

“You can jolly well find your way
vourself, you cad!" snapped Bunter,
“Think I'm wasting my lime puiding
silly new kida about? Yah! 1 suppose
the fael iz that you haven't got any
money. "’

“"Yon can sup;ime whal you like,” said
Lee, with a smile. He had quite taken
William George Dunter's measure by this
lire.

e turned away towards the lower
staivcase. Billy Bunter eyed him with
indignant wrath. The fellow actually
didn’t belteve in hiz postal-order, that
was clear. He was altopether too know-
'?'i]-% for a new fellow, Bunter considered,

e postal-order story was generally good
empugh for a new boy; why shanldn't
it be good encugh for Lee® Rilly Bunter
felt neturally exasperated.

True, he had alveady bagged one small
loan from Lee, which had saved himn
fremm what might have praved a very
sorions serape. But Duonter was not
deeply  troubled by consideralions of
gratitude.

Gratitude has heen defined as a lively
expectation of favours to come,  Cler-
tainly that was Bunler's vaniety.

Harry Wharton & Co.

TrE Mac¥eET LIBEARY.— 0. TT9.

But I do nol lend money

L the new boy. Me yearned to kick him.

But quiet as Lee was, he looked a rather
hefly fellow, and the Owl of the Remove
decided that it waan't good enough. But
Bunter had not forgotten the strange
conversation he had overheard during
hiz concealment under the seat in the
train, IHe¢ fellowed Lee down the slaiv-
case,

“Mard up, of course,” said Dunter.
“Vou dont gel anylhing [rom your
pounsity, 1 suppoze. Only your feos heve——
what? Thats why you didn't want to
goma, eh?"

Lee started and stopped, and looked al
Bunter.

“Whatl do you mean? What do you
know aboui my affairs?" he exclaimed.

Billy Bunter grinned.

“More than vou think ! he soid com-
placently. * Derhaps I heard you talking
to the Driver man-—pechaps I didn’t!
Perhaps w1

Leo's face had mone suddenly pale, He
rememberad what Ulick Driver bhad aaid
to him in the visirors' room before leav-
ing. ‘The ithought that sueh talk had
been overheard by a Greyiriars fellow
turned him almost sick.

He- gripped Dunter by the shoulder
so suddenly, and with =o strong a grip,
that the Owl of the Hemove Jumped and
yelped., He shrank back from the fierce
look in Jim Lee's eyes,

“Ow! Leggo!™

“"Yau spyiag rotter ' Lece's voice was
low and tense. “Do you mean to say
you were listening—"

—of FAMOUS
SPORTSMEN

In—

“Ow! Beast! Lepgo

“Bul you're lying, there was no one in
the room,” muttered Lee. Ile shook
Bunter fioreely. “Tell me what. you
mean, you cad!l”

*Yow-ow! Leggo, vou beast!” gasped
Bunter.

“Tell me, befare I bang your head
an the banisters,” zaid Lee, in a low
voice, " You were hanging about the
vizitors’ room——"

“Eh? No! Leggo!™

“"Thoen what—

“J—ew—I heard vou in the train!”
gasped Bunter. “Yow! Leggo! I'll
vell for a prefeet if you don’t leggo!™

“In the train'” said Lee i%nnk]y.
“We were alone in the carriage! TWhat
do vou mean? Tell me at once!™

Billy Bunter's fat heart failed hun as
he met the ficree look of the new junier.
He realised that he had somehow
touched TLee on the raw, that he had
acared him. How and why Bunler could
not ¢ven imagine, but Lee's look showad
the fact plainly enough. And his grp
on Bunter's shoulder was like iron.

“I—1I say, only—ounly—only a joke,
vou know” panted f‘]iuntcr, in dire
tervor. " I~1 didn't mean—I1——"

“Tall ma the truth, or——"

“I was under the seall’ pgosped
Bunter.

“Tnder the seat—in the railway
“cartiage—"

“¥es. I hadn't o lickelt—"

The ' Popular ** s giving away free real photos -of famaeus sportsmenl

" You raseal !l

Jun Lee released the fat junior. His
sudden anger had passed; his face, 3lill
pale, was troubled and harassed. He
was trying 16 recall exactly what had
been said in the railway carriage.
Bunter's wards had atruck him first 'ﬂw:t’h
a fear that the talk in the visttors'
rootn had been overheard, and he knew
what that would have meant. But in
the train, so far as he could remember,
nothing had been seid that matterad--
nothing, at all cvents, that hinted of
erime to anyone who did not know the
elrcumstaneaes,

Bunter sfaggered baek as he was re-
leased, and leaned on the banislers,
gasping for breath.

The fat junior had wondered, in his
mauisitive way, what that strange talk
im the tram nught bave meant, He*reuw-
lised now that it had meant more than
he had thought of suspecting—that there
was somo seerel hidden behind the hand-
some, quiet face of the new junior, that
all was not as it should have been with
the new boy at Greyinars,

Loc took no further heed of hum.

Iie went down the siairs, leaving
Bunter leaning on the banisters and

spluttering.

“Ow ' gasped DBunter. “Wow !
Beast! My word, there's something
jolly fishy about that chap—awfully
fishy! That man said he was o obey
hiz orders here—what orders, I'd like
to know? Ow! He thought I'd found
him out, the heast. What is there o
find out, I wonder? Ow!”

Bunter’s eves f‘littemd behind  his
spectacles. He had been insulted; his
postal-order wasg still uncashed, as well
as non-existont ; and he had been shaken
—shaken by a cheeky new kid. Arnd
that new kid had a shady secret of somn
kind, something he was keeping awfully
dark. There and then Billy Bunler
made up his mind that he was going io
know what that sccreb was, Jim Leoo
was fecling uneasy as he went down to
Hall; but had he known more of Biily
Bunter, and of the Owls: peculiar
methods of obtaining information, he
would coviainly have felt a great deal
mare nneasy.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In Study No. 3!

TUSSELL and Ogilvy of the
Remove were finishing their tea
in Study No. 3, when the door

cpened  and Harry Wharlon

locked in.
“I3 he here?” asked Harry.

—The
“POPULAR"!

“Which he? asked Russell. “There
are iwo hes present—three now you've
butted in.”

“T mean the new kid, ass!”

“Is  there’ a new kid?" yawned
Opilvy " Well, he isn’t here! This
study isn't an asylmm for new kids™

“It's hiz study—"

“Ehi"

" New  Lid T.oe,™

[(Continued an paye 17.)

natmed explained

witness Coker's mad dash ! Did he injure Gosling ?
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COKER,
THE COMICAL!

un iy TF:; Village

By TOM BR{}WH.

EDITORIAL!

— By —
HARRY WHARTON.

ODE TO A
SCHOOLBOY’S KITE!

{After John Keats.)
By DICK PENFOLD,

Under the elm trees in the Close
The sturdy Coker stands;

Horace, & mighty man is he,
With large and hefty hands.

And the fag-tribes sll look up to him,
And quake at his commands,

Waoal in, vweek out, from morn till night,
You can hear his bellowing roar;
You can see him swing his massive fists
With the strength of three or four,
His victims fall before his blows
And they never ask for more!

He goes on Monday to the shed,
And gets his motor-bike,

Which leads him gquite a merry dance,
And often poes on strike.

And Coker uszes, at such times,
Language we do not like !

The children, coming home from school,
Scatter like frightened hares,

When Coker, on his mad machine,
Comes on them unawares,

He gives them fits, he gives them starts,
And he gives them shocks and scares!

¥ His hair is crisp and black and long ¥
My second verse should start;

Such facts, however, 1 have left
Until & later part,

To speak of Coker's ugliness
I've scarcely got the heart!

His facc is like & hideous mask,
His noge is like & spout;
His feot crush beetles by the score,
Of that there's not a doubt.
Like a regiment of infantry
Old Ceker stamps about !

And vet he's quita 2 decent sort,
Ile's never mean or sly:

We laugh at bun and chaff at hin,
EHe's such o coon, that's why.

But a few mare Cokers in the school
Would cheer us up, say I

HERE has been what I may call a

I universal clamour for a Special

Parody Number of the GrEy-
FRIARS HERALD.

Admirera of Dick Penfold's poetry
have firmly insisted that I should give
them e Parody Number—and here it is.

I had fears, at fArst, that Penfald
would not consent, for it meant that
he would have to Writa pract:caily tha
whole of the isaue. But Pen iz a glut
ton for work, and he ratiles off poems
and parodies with the case of a person
shelling peas.

Penfold chuckled when I told him
what my readers wanted,

“They mmsist upon & Special Parody
Number,” I said.

“"Then they shall have 1t, bless ther

hearts!” was the prmnpt reply. *1'll
get I::|1.1:a|¥1 ngh!. AWEY
a retired tﬂ- his study with a

ream of foolscap poaper, a gallon jar of
ink, and a quill pen.

There is a history atiaching to Ten’s
fwm He declares that it used to be-
ong to Lord Macaulay, and that this
famous historian wrole his *Lays c:f
Ancient Romne ™ with it. Some mu?
lieve this, others may murmur,
what & whopper!” Anyway, F'enfn!d m
ﬁenumel:, devoted to his quill, and he
as written yards and yards of poctry
with it

Not being & poet mysell, T have really
no Tight to eriticise this number. Bul-.
an glancing through it hefore sending
the manuscripts fo Press, 1 am struck
by the fact that there is one outstanding
foature. I refer to the rousing foothall
ballad, entitled, "How George DBul-
strode Held the Fort.” This, of course,
13 & parody on, “How Haoratius Kapi
the Bridge,” and it owes a great deal
to that femous poem. At the same
time, Penfold has tlcveﬂ:,r adapted the
verses, and the poem is full of jife and
action. It is quite one of the best
things Penfold has given wus, and I
propose to pay him an exira twopence
for his spirited poem.

In order that Dick Penfold should
not develop brain-fag a certain amount
of help was necessary in the compilation
of this number. This help, as you will
- zee, has -‘been given by Bob Cherry and
Tom Brow n—cheery  fellows  both.
Thair parodies are not far behind Pen-
fold's in point of merit.

Cheerie until next week, chaps!

HARERY WHARTON,

Uh, what can ail you, wretehed kile?
Why dor't you sail into the sky?

Although I've ¢oaxed you, morn and
night,
You will not fly.

©Oh, what can ail you, wrelched kite?
You drag and drift before my ¢yes;

I've togged the string wilh all my
might—-

You will not rise.

I moet a lady in the meads,
With laughing eyes she viewed the
sight.
“Your kite,” she told me, “badly needs
Some dynamite!

“See how it flonnders in the dust:
First on it side, then upside down.

You did not pay for 1f, I trust,
Mora than a8 crown®"”

“Alas ! T mormured, looking glum,
“I'n in n fearful, frantic bx!

I bought this kite, ma'am, for the sum
Of ten-and-six!

“Tt will not sall, it will not sear,
It will not Autter, Ay, or float.
Good-bye to sixpence, and, whal's more,
A ten-bob note!

“I wish I'd bought a cricket baF,
Or elsa & hampeor full of tuek;
Or that I'd bought a big black cat

To bring me luck!

“I've dragged this kite thraoogh dul and
dust

For miles, and yet it never goca!™
Ev'n az [ spoke, a sudden gust
Of wind arose

The string was wresied from my hand,
The kite went goaring into space;

Swiftly it vanished from the ldnd,
And left no trage!

An extra-special number promised for next week !

Supplement 4.]
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TRE SNOW-FIGHT !

Between the Remove and
Upper Fourth.

By Tom Brown.

i i
i

In the clowsters, mum as oyslars,

The Remove battalions lay;

And the legions of the Upper FFourlh
Were sighted far away.

With a snowball in each hund,

They wers rpﬂj'hilng out the land,

For & snowfight they had planned
"(iginsl: the rival Form that day.

Roberi Cherry, blithe and merry,
rang out into the snow;
"They're fifty strong, and we have but
A dozean men or so.
But wa'll ﬁ!;ht.unﬁi we {all
Up and at ‘em, one and all!
e will make Lhe Fourth look small,
And we'll vanquizsh every foe!”
Then Nugent, like a {rue gent,
Cried, “ Boys, we’ll stand together
Through atorm and shine, through wet
and fine,
And never mind the weather!
They are many, we are faw,
But their forces we’ll pursuye !
Then to battle forth they flew,
Releazed as from a tether!

Every figure dashed with vigour
Into Temple's massed array ;
And snowhalls spad like cannon-balls
On their destructive way.
“On, Removites! See, they fly!
Temple's down, and so 13 Fry!
Dabney's got one in the eye,
And the others will nol stay !

Then advancing, prancing, dancing,
The Removites smole the foe;

And Tample's host gave up the ghost
And stumbled through SRaw,

With groans of melancholy

They received a final volley,

And the victors, proud and jolly,
Ha:d laid ithe enemy low!

At e e e e e e e e

FREE REAL
PHOTOS

! COMING SOON,
{ YOU FELLOWS!
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A CHAT ABOUT POETRY!

By DICK PENFOLD.

T p T A R R T T (T T T

HEIE T

ERIEF *“pow-wow " on poclry
will not be out of giace i &
dpecial Poctry Nuinber.

There are some fellows who
complain that they “ecan’t see ansthinﬁ
in poetry.” 'That's becanse they don’t
tvy. Poetry, if it is bright and cheeviul,
cannot fail to give pleasure. Nobody
has any use for mournful dirges; but
cheovy and hopeful verscs—even if they
ave merely doggerel—will always be sure
of an andience,

Porsonally, although net-a bloodthirsty
| youth, I-have a strong fancy for batile
ballads, I c¢an mnever rcad “The

Rovenge ™ without a thyjll,
AL Floves in lhe Azores Siv Richard
Grenville lay, : ]
And a pinnace, like a flutter’d bird,
came flying from far away.
* Spanish ships of war at 'sea! We
. have sighted Lifty-threel’
Then spake ILord Thomas Howard:
*'Hore God I am no cowardy
But I cannot meet them herve, for my
ships are out of gear,
And the half my men are sick, 1
must Ay, but follow qiu.:tr:k.
We are six ships of the line: can we
fight with tfty-ithree? #

e all know the gallant snswer of Sir
Richard Grenville. He explained that
he had over ninety men Iying sick
ashors, and he meant to save them, *'1
should count myself the coward if I.left
them, my Lord Howsrd, to ilhese In-
quisition dogs and the devildoms of
Epain.™

Yes: I guarantee that Tennyson's
““Revenge ' thuills the evernge British
boy more than all the odes to {he prim-
voses and daffodils that have ever becn
peaned !

“ How Horatius Kept the Bridge,” by
Lord Macaulay, runs “The Revenge ™
a good second. In fact, I should place it
firat, only it deals with Romans, and is
largely fictitious, whereas Tennyson's
poem concerns our own ecounirymen, and
iz mainly fact.

For a real, rousing, red-hot battle
oem, commend me to Byron's * Water-
a0." I iz almost terrible in its intense
reality,

I don't much care for “The Charge of
ihe Light Bripgade,” but perhaps this iz
because I have heard it rocited nearly a

billion times, and the repeiition has
become wearjisome,

“The Battle of the Baltie" by
HQanthey, is very fine, and o is ** Hohen-
linden,” by Cawmpbell.

Next to battle ballads, I prefer humoar-
gus poems.  Thiz is where Tom Ilood
Most fellows will remember
the amusing verses commencing !

“Pan Battle was & soldier hold,
And uzed to war's alarmis;
But a cannon-ball teok off his legs,
Sa he laid down hiz arms.”

One of our best writers of humokous
varse was surely Sir W. 3. Gilbert, whose
partnership with Sir Arthur “Sullivan

praduced sueh wonderful comic operas.

‘in passing, that I love

LM

=

I am no lover of Nature poems, unlcss
theie is plenty of power in them, as in
Shelley’s "Ode to the West Wind.”
There 15 something altogether wild and
fierce in this great ode, which many
critica consider ig be the [inest in our
language,

By the way, in writing of balile
hallads just mow, I left out one of the
hest that has over been written. This
13 “*The Ballad of Agincourt.”™ It was
written by Michael Drayton. You aeldom
hear of this poet nowadays, because heo
lived in the {ime of Bhakespcare, and
SBhakespeare cut him out completely,
But if there had been po Shakespeare,
we should have heard a deal more of
Drayton, and he would have got tho
-:rr-edsit he deserves. Here is a spiriled
verse from his " Beallad of Agincourt™:

"They now to fight are gone:
Armour on armour shone:
Drom now to drum did groan,

To hear was wonder:
That with the cries they make
The very earth did shake,
Trumpet to trumpet spake,
Thunder to thunder,™

No arlicle on poelry is complete with-
oui reference to Shakespeare, It necds
& ‘wizer and more experienced perann
than m= to talk about Shakespeare. My,
Quelch would manage it suceessfully, I
have no doubt, -But I ought to mention),
Tark Antony's
address 1o the Roniens, and also Wolsey's
speech to Cromiwell. Best of all, I love
Arviel's song from "“The Tempest.™

In thig issue of the “ Herald,” several
familiar poems have been parodied. And
herg 1 will at once confess that 1 do nat
conaider myself elever to be able to
parody the great writers, Lota of people
can write parodies,. You can't go to a
miuesic-hall without hearing then. It
simply means changing a few words and
phrases about,

It ie far more creditable to write en
original poem; and when I grow up I
hope to write something of veal merit.
At present, I shall confline mysell to

arcdies and humorons poems, because
E.Iar:' Wharton tells me they are appre-
ciated by * Herald * readers.

Before closing, T should like to offer
my best lthanks to Bob Cherry and Tom
Brown, who have assisted mo in cont-
:Ei!ing this Special Parody Number.

oh Cherry's parody of “Exceleior™ 1a
one of the best things in this issue, and
it ia bound io raise bearty lavghs &l
Billy Bunter's expense.

ITarvy Wharton tells me that some of
you would be glad io have another
punther written entirely in verse—not a
Farody Number, but a Poetry {'i'u‘mhvr
pure aud simple. Of eourse, this is no
onay task; but if 1 find that therg iz a
universal demand for such a nuwber, T
will set to work on one, and it will
appear in a month or two. Meanwhiie,
vou have quite enough verse fo go on
with, and I don't want you to snffer from
an excesz of it}

Another four pages of fun next Monday |

Tae Macser Ligranr.—No. 779,
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Our skipper, Harry Wharton,

By the Nine Gods he swore

That the great team of Greyiriars
Should face defeat no more,

By the Nine Gods he swore i,
And named o cerlain day

When Greviriars and 51, Jim's should

mee
In frenzied lootball Fray.

And now the crowd's sssemnbled,
Around the ropes they stand;
And clarion cheers for Greriviars

Ring out on every hand.
e-teams are coming out, sive,
And louder grows the din;
While speculation runneth-high
Which of the teams shall win,

Standing beside the Eonl—pust-,
Oerlocking all the field,

Was gallant Harry Wharton,
Deatermined not to yield.

Baside him etood Bob Cherry,
With Johnny Bull in tow

And Hurres Singh and Nugent Lolh
Were game to fnce the foe,

Yet the si:iﬁer‘s brow was sad,
And the is;per'a speech was low ;
“I've heard that Hazel cannot play,
It i3 & crushing blow,
Their forwards will be on us,
And goals will swiftly come;
For there is none to guard our goal—
The situation’s glom, *

Then out spake brave Gecrge Bulsirode,
A skilful goalie has

“Lo, I will stand benecath the Lar,
And none shall get past me.

Whether the shots be high onas,
Or whether fast or slow,

T'll fist thom ont, without & douli—
At least, I'll have a go !

“ Deoar fallow,” murmured Whartan,
“As thou sayest, so let it be”
And.gtraight into that mighly fray

He dashed with enger glee.
For Greyfriars, in their matehos,
Spare neither self nor skill,

But grimly rush through mud and slush |}

And play up with a will.

Meanwhile, Tom Merry's forwards,
In manner brisk and bold,

Cama racing down upen the goal
That Bulstrode had ta hold.

Merey and Blake and Talhos,
D' Arey and Noble, tos,

Altacked the goal with hearl and snul,
Regolved to datve and do!

Bupplement i)

How George Bulstrode:
Held the Fort; o,
“Horatius " Up-to-date !

e

By DICK PENFOLD.

-| Bulstrode stood calm and silent,

And looked upon the foes;
Then a great shout of * Saved, sir!”
From all the crowd arose.
For Talbot shot with vigour,
And Bulstrode promptly dived ;
He Licked with strength, and thus
length
The 'Friars defence survived.

al

But hark, the ery s ® Meryry 17
And lo! the renks divide,

Aud the Saints’ skilful skipper
Comes with his sweeping stride,

His ghorts are white and spotless,
His jersey red-and-white;

With zeal red-hot, he takes a sliot—
Yea, drives with all his might!

But Bulstrode’s on his meiils,

He makes a thrilling save;

And lusty cheers are surging

Like a tremendous wave.

Thexn Noble traps the leather,

~ But Bulstrode bars his way;

Beo how he stands, with nimble hands,
A giant in the fray |

And then the Greyfriars forwards
Take up the swilt attack ;
And Figgina is sent reeling,
And Kerr is on his back.
Then comes the Tousing war-cry,
“Jhoot, Wharlon! rive it home !
(Oh, never war a scena like this
Bince days of Ancient Rome!

]

Now Wharlon has the leather,
He kicks it hard and high;
2o that the crowd imagines
13 soaring to the sky.
Ful in the net's top corner
"That sphere of lcather lands;
Wow hearken to the tumult,
The cheers, the clapping hands !

W&"ﬂ!-gﬂt a grand surprise for nu

And running,

14
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“Well played, O worlhy Wharlon ]
You've kicked a goal this Jday

Which in the Greyiviars annals
Bhall surely live for aye!”™

The plaudits of the populace,

Ih&% rang in Wharton’s ear;

Even 3t Jim's, of lissome limba,
Could acarce forbéar to cheer.

Now comes a weleome respite,
And fruit is handed round;
While weary players rest awhile
Upon the friendly ground,
Then back into the battle,
And onward with the fray!
This rousing fight shall sure delight
Three hundred hearts this day !

The Baints are now attacking
With emergy and vim:
Tom Merry's jaw is fimly set,
And his expression grim,
George Bulstrode is bombarded
With shots of every sort;
But atill he strives, and yet conirives
To haold the Greyiriare fork,

A slinging shot from D'Arey,
thriling drive from Blake,
A volley from Dick Redfern
He saves without mistake.
The play is fast and futious,
Though not devoid of skill;

And the "Friars are on !.q}), w0 far,
E

Thex lead by one to nil.

Grey twilight is descending
pon that famous feld,

breathless figures

Like phantoms are revealed,
In frenzied desperation

Tom Merry's men attack:
But Bulstrode, to the bitter end,

Contrives to keep them back.

The tussle now i3 over,

The battle fought and done;

And Greylriars, thanks to Bulstrode,
Right gloriously have won,

With joy and jugila.liﬂn
Still is the story told,

How gallant Bulstrode held the fort,
Like the brave men of old,

WE WANT TO KENOW—
When will the Economy Axe ilescond
upon Lord Mauleverer! His lordship is
reputed to have replenished his wardrobe
this week at a cost of forty pounds. Yo
gods and litile fishes! Sl;?ne of
couldn’t muster forly pence! I know
one fellow who is so hard up that he is
wearing the same. pair of “bags ™ that
ne wore on Armistice Day, and that's
going back some distance—what?

next week !

THe MAGYET LIBRARY.— No. 778,
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{Thers is = moral attached to this

foem of Bob ‘s, Never be late
or !naiin&-upl ‘William Gesling, the
keeper of the gate, is & man who hardens
hiz heart, like Pharach of cld, and woe-
betide the unfortunate fellow who is late
for locking-up. Hes may have to share

the sad fate of Billy Bunter, described
in this poem.—Ed.)

————

The shades of night were swiftly falling;
Towards the Ureyfriars gates came
crawling
A schoolboy, plurap but far from fair,
Who groaned, in accents of despair,
“ Locked Out!"”

His brow wis sad, and moist his eye,
He heaved a deep and tragie sigh.
And as he halted at the gates

Ho murmured, “Foiled, by all the

Fates |
Locked Out !

“Try not the gates!" old Gosling cried,

“They're locked securs on eithcf:-g side.

At seven o'clock I shut 'em tight,

An' you must stay out there all night.
Locked Out !

“Dh, stay ™ cried Bunter, in distress,

“You won't be hard on me, 1 guess,

T'll tip you, if you'll let me 1™

But Cosling answered, with a grin
“Locked Out!”

“0Oh, Godlicg! What will Quelchy say?
He'll tan my hide st break of l.‘lij’. ¥
I'll get a fearful Aopping, seo?
It is a shame that I should be

Locked Qut ™

But Gosling.to his lodge returned,
Where a bright log-fire bravely burned.
For Bunter ho not & care,
But left him in the keen night air,

ked Qut!

Black darkness hovered above, bencath,
And Billy Bunter gnashed his testh.
;}?ﬁ. :}!:“ agma magic pm;tar had %i
ese two gates might !
Locked Oat !

Tha cast wind cut him like a Enife,
He clutched the iran bars for lifa!
“I'll get pneumonia, sure as fate!™
He muttered, leaning on the gate

Locked Out !

In Gosling’s lodge he saw the light

Of that log-fire gleant werm and bright.
A tear stood in hiz trembling eye,
And still he murmured, with a sigh.

“ Liocked Out!

#“Help! Murder!
sloot !
Like iceberge are my frozen feet,
have no greatcont on my back,
And here am I, alas, alack,
Locked Out!

Fire! It staris to

AT TS

By BOB CHERRY.
(An up-to-date version of
“ EXCELSIOR.")
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“In cheerful studies sthers sit,

While pleasant fires are laid and lit.

They sit and read the works of Scott,

And thank their stars that they are not
Locked Out!

* Here must I stay, and count the hours,
While sleat descends in icy showers.
Here must I brave the biting blast,
And stand, cold, shivering, and aghast,

Locked Out!
“ Oh, Gﬂalin%]? wide the gates!
Lost, lost is he who hesitates.

Please let me in—don’t make a scene [
For twenty minutes now I've been
Locked Qut!

“I'll get my postal-order soon:

I've waited for it many a moon.

T'll give you {when it comes) a bob™

Hia voice trailed off into a sob:
“Locked Out!"”

Two weary hours elapsed, and then

Gosling, that most severe of men,

Came shufling out inte the night

To witness poor old Bunter's ];'Eig‘htw.
Locked Out!

With lantern swinging to and fro,

He braved the storm and sleet and snow.
And, peering at the earth, he found

A porpoise huddled ot the gﬂ:mnd,

ched Chut!
There, in the darkpess, Bunter lay,
He'd given up the ghost, they say.
When Gosling rai him to his feet,
He heard a last despairing bleat:
“ Locked Qut!™

HIHAHA e e

ANOTHER BIG SURPRISE

NUMBER
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By DICKY NUGENT.
AT ORISR

ST ST

Hail to thee, blythe birdl
You are much preferred
To & thrush or swallow:
Yes, you beat them hollow]

Up into the sky

Oft I see you fy;

Singing, ss vou Hit,

Twit, twit, twit, twit twit!

How I hate Cock Robinl
He iz always sobbin’.
And the beastly linnit
Has no musick in itl

Little larks liks you

1 delite to view;
HSoaring to the clonda

In your feathered crowds.

Singing like Caruso,

Can’t think how you do sol
Vocal chords divine,

Preshus bird, are thinel

Still you fly and flit,

Singing twit, twit, twik!

Then the chorus sweet——

Tweet, tweel, tweet, tweet, tweetl

Standing down below
In thiz veil of wee,

I am moved to pity
By each tender ditty.

Fven my pal Tubb
Always starts to blub
When, from regions aITY,
You sing “Tipperary.’

Hail o thee, blythe bird,
Singing twit, fwit, twit!
(Too much fag to rime
This last twiddley-bit!)

SMALL ADVERTISEMENTS.

ROY  wanted, for weeding garden
in spare time. Thoza whe are fond of
fruit need not apply. The last boy I had
practically ransacked my private orchard.

Pni{m&nt at the rate of sixpence per hour
will be given to a really industrious
warker.—Appl in person, to Dr

LOCKE, Greyfriars School.

PERBONAL VALET WANTED, to
wailt on aristocratic gentlaman day and
night. Splendid salary, with free feedls
thrown 1n—Write or call, A, A.
D'ARCY, School Honse, 5t. Jim's,

SITUATION WANTED,

NOTISS! i have been out of a job
for 2 months, and i am sick of ealing
the bread of idleness. Will some jen-
nercus bth-former appoynt me his head
cook and bottle washor? In my last
plaice 1 never broke more than a duzzen
artikles of krockery per day. Apply
SAMMY BUNTER, Becond Form,
Greylriars School,

A special * Flogging ** number next Monday !

Tir Maoser Ligrary.—No. 779
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THE NEW BOY'S SECRET !]||
{Continged from page 12.)

e

Ilarry. “Quelchy has put him under
my wWing—-—"*

" Keep him there,” said Ruszell, *We
don't want htn under our wing !

“Not at all,™ sa:d Ogilvy, sﬁaiﬁng hia
head.

“Bow.-wow ! I'm (o introduce him to
his new siudy-mates—" _

“Look here, Quelchy onghin’t {o plant
a new kid in this study,” said Russell
warmly, “We've had it to ourselves
sinee Drake and Rodney left. We don't
want any new kids here ™

“Better tell Quelchy =0, said Whar-
ton, laughing. “I've got to introduce
him, that's all " -

"Take him into the nexi study, and
mtroduce him to Smithy and Redwing
instead.

“¥You haven't rea him ¥

“MNo: aml don’t want to!™

Wharton left the study, and proceeded
to look for the new junior.

The spread being over in Bitudy No. 1,
Wharton had remembered the existence
of James Lee of the Remove, and he
was devoting a few more minutes of his
valuable time to that uwnimportant in-
dividual:

The raplain of the Remove spotted
.Rilly Bunter on the stairs, coming wp,
m:di_fu.lleﬂl to }]:im. .

“ Buanter, where's al”

(1] Blﬂ"ﬂl’ ]i@-l’.’.”

“Did you take him down to IIall!”

“If you think 1I'm. goilﬁlﬂ waste time
an cheeky new kids, Wharlon, yow're
making a mistake, I've nothing lo do
with the cad.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton,
“Didn’t he vise to the baiti"”

“*Ih, what¥"

“ Postal-order NG, 7" asked Harry,

*Oh, really, Wharton——""

“I suppose he landed in Hall, any-
way,” said Wharton. “Hezs gobt a
{ongue in his head, 1 suppose, and could
ask the way.” The eaptain of the
Remove starled downstairs, and as he
was passing Dunter, the fat jumior
canght him by the arm,

"% say, Wharton—"

“Lot go—in a hurry "

“Hold on & minute. Do you know
anything about that new lellow, Whar-
lon?"” asked Bunter, with mysterious
impressiveness,

“Nothing at all, Why®

“ He's fishy 1" zaid Bunter,

Wharton stared at the Owl of 1lhe
Remove.,

“Fishy 1" he repeated.

“ Awfully fishy—shady,
taid Bunter.

“"You fat idiot 1"

“Oh, really, Wharton—="

“Ts a fellow fishy and shady because
he won't lemd you money!’ demanded
the captain of the Remove angrily,

“Yos—I—I mean, no! '"lain’t that!
But I heard him talking with that man
who E-_:ame wi;i:l him-—" r

“You eavesdropping worm !

“Haow could Im;:elp it when I was
nnder the seat he was sitting on!”
demanded Dunter warmly,

* Wha-a-at?"”

“It was vour fault,” said Bunter.
“You drove mwe to it. You know per-
feetly well thot T asked you to wheel
e home from Lantham on your bike.
You ecan't deny it. If I had to travel
home by rail without paying my fave,
you can blame yourselll”

you know,”

Coker's a fool on a motor-hike }

" You awluyl young rescal!” exclaimed
Wharton,” “ Why, you might have been
given in charge to 5 policeman [

“Nice for Greyiriars, a thing like
that!” zaid Bunter. ey hopa you're
sorry now, Might have disgraced the
ﬁﬁ{ﬂ?’l, I should have been called a

“Yon were a bilk, you fat worm!
said Wharton wrathfully, “And I'li
jolly well see that you pay the fare all
the same, or kick you into the middle
of next term "

“It's pad,"” said Bunter hastily.

“How it is paid, if you travelled undes
the seat to dodge paying it?" acked
Wharton.

“That cad lent me the money st Friar-
dale Station

“Who did?*

“That cad Lee——"

“30 a fellow i3 a ead if he lends you
money to save you from being locked up
for swindling, 13 hel"”

“Oh, really, Wharton——""

“A ecad for saving yon from being
taken into custedy, and shady and fishy
for declining to be diddled?” asked
Wharton. “I think vou're improving,
Bunter. 8Bit down I

“ Yarooooh I

Bunter had no choice about sitting
down; Wharton grasped him by the
collar, and zat hini dewn on the stairs—
havd.

Bunier was left roaring, as the captain
of the Hemove went down to look for
Lee, ‘The fat junior had had no chance
of relating the strange things he had
heard in the train; not that Wharton
would have listened to the tale of an
cavesdropper, in any case,

In the lower hall, Wharton came on |

Jim Lee. The new bay was staniding hy
himself,. staring inte the blazing fire in
the hall, with his hands in his pockets.
One or two fellows had spoken to him, &

careless  word or two meant pood-
!mtumdig enough ; but Lee had scarcely
answered, and he had heen mpily

left to himself. Wharton tapped him on
the shoulder, and Lo startod and looked
round.

“Had your tea?” asked Harry.

“ ¥es, thanks.™

*You haven't reen your study yet?”
] ::Nﬂt. yat. I—I don't know where it
148,

A GREAT SCOOP!

“My Schooldays!”

The hitherio unpublished story of Geordes
Carpentier's boyhood, wﬂttmfh:.r himself,

appears In oor magnificent companion paper, the

¢ BOYS' FRIEND.” Out To~day!

Don't mige it on anv occoont !

Is he a
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“Any fellow would have told you.
Anyhow, Quelchy told me to see you
landed, so come on.” e

“Yery well,” -

For the second time Wharton con-
ducted the new jumior upstairs to the
Remove passage.  This time he pilo
him to Study No. 5. Russell and Ogllry
looked at him a little grimly. ey
had no animus against the new fellow,
but they did nol, see why he should have

been “planted ™ in ther study. 8tll,
thﬁ; ware pre ta ba civik i
“"Here he " said Wharton. “Thm

is Leoe the new kid. Lee, that chap
with the face is Ogilvy——""
“"You silly ass!” roared Qgilvy.

“And the lad with the ecars in
Russell—" )
“Why, you cheeky chump—" ex-

claimed zRu.EEElL

* Now you're introduced,” saifl Whar-
ton cheerfully, “ Anything move I can
do for you, Lee?

“ Nothing, thanks!™

*Right-ho, then!™

Harry Wharton went back lo his own
quatters, having done his «nly; and
once more dismissed the new fellow from
his mind,

Jim Lee stood just inside the study,
with a very uncertain expression on his
fare, and o slight colour in his cheeks.
Russell and Ogilvy eyed him, and took
compassion on his evident unwillingnesa
to inflict himsell upon them.

““All right, kid, you can trot in," said

Russell.

“Mako yourself at
Uqll%iy. “It's all right.”

“Thank you!” f{altered Lee.

“You sec,” explained Russell, ' there
ate some olher studies with only twe
in them, and Quelchy might have stuck
you with Wharton and N%:g'ant-, or with
Smithy and Redwing, or with Bolsover
mejor and Frenchy. DBat it con't be
helped, and we're not grousing.”

“I—T suppose 1 couldn’t have a study
to myself?”

“"MNot jolly likely! What the thump
do you want a study lo yourself for?"”
demanded HRussell.  *“*Rotten lonely, I
should think.”

“I—I'd like it—if it was possible——""

“"Well, it sn't! Mauleverer had n
stwdy to himself when he first came, T
remember, but Vivian's with him now.
Aren't you satished with this stndy, and
the chaps in 7 demanded Russell,
rather warmly.

“Oh, yea
Vell, then, don't be an ass! T dare
say we shall get on asll right,” said
Russoll miore amicably, *1 dare say we
shall be friends. Anything the matter
with voui”

“Eh? No.”

"Yau're looking jolly down in the
month.*

“ﬂh! ']'_'I__H-

“Go  easy, ald chap,” said Ogilvy.
“Fellow's bound to feel a bit down on
his luek his first day here. Misses the
merry old family arcle, and all that.
Nobedy to tuck him up to-night.”

Russell chuckled.

“Well, buck up, Lee,” he saud, “'We'ra
not going o eat you; and in a few days
you'll forget that you ever had a home
and a fannly, and you wouldn't be sent
back home for tons of money.”

“That's rvight,” said Ogilvy. “Two
or three days, kid, and you'll be jolly
glad vou camime to Greylriars. You're
in the best study in the Remove, anyhow,
and that's ;:::unmthill';g,”

Lee glanced round Study No, 3. It
was a cosy little roam, but ceriainly not
palatial.

rascal, too ?

Tue Macxer Lipgary.- - No. T8

home,”  said

il
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1 mean, the stud
fellows in it,"™ grinnody Ogilvy., “Bomo
of the rooms aro larger—one or twe
smaller, But this is the pick of the
hm‘:ﬁh, considering everything. Catch
O

Lee smiled fainily.

“Yes," he assonted.

“Box come?" asked Russell,

*1 think so."”

“ Anything in it1"

:‘ Yes: of—of course!”

‘Good! We’'ll help you unpack,” said
Russell. “Won't we, ﬂun ! P

“Yes, rather!” assented Ogilvy., 1
expect it's in the dorm by this time.
Come on, Lee, and we’ll help.”

“But——" stammered Loa.

*h, come on!"

_Russell and Ogilvy left the study, push-
ing the new junior out into the passage
h-elﬁm thewr., Lee was rather puzzied:
this eagerness to help him unpack his
box surprised him somewhat. Kindness
was all very well; but Study No. 3
seemied to be carrying kindness to
amazing lengths. owavar, he accom-
panied them to the Remove dormitory,
where Ogilvy switched on the electric
light. :

_ "Where iz it? Oh, this will be it—
it's been opened—""

“The housekeeper——"" bogan Lee.

“Oh, ves; Mrs. Kebble has to nose
through - o fellow's  box!["” assented
Russell, “DBut she's & good sort: I've
known hor overlook s ot of thinga that
80 E[;-Iﬂuucda:nas would jump on. Here
goes !

Rugsell threw up the lid of the box.
With Ogilvy's help, he began to turn
out the contents,

Lee watched thom, too amazed to
speak. Russell locked up from his kunoes
befere the box impatiently,

& “:her& i3 1t™ he asked.

“Where iz what? asked the amazed

{e,

“The tuck.”

“The—tha tuck ™

“¥Yes. Where's the buck®"

“There ian't any tuck ! gasped Laee,

“You utter ass! Didu't you tell me
there was gomething in  vour hox?®"
voared Hussell, in preat exasperation.

“And =0 there i3.  Clothes, shirts,
Looks—""

“Clothes, shirls, books ! said Ruossall,

in tomes of the most profound contempt
“You crass dummy ¥

and indignation.
Do you suppose T thought you'd come to
G'E';ﬂ_%fir;nrs ‘-‘;‘EEhﬁut a shirt to your hack ¥

“ Well, you are a green spoony, Lee!”
said Ogilvy, “I suppese you can't help
it ; duffers are born, not made. T believe.
But you oughtn’t to have brought us up
to the dorm for nothing. You know
that ™

“1—T didn't nnderstand—"

“Ignorance of the law is no exéuse
for crime,” said Ogilvy mlc-mnlér. “l've

ot a brother a barrister, and I've heard

im say so. Whether you understand
or not, you've brought us up to the dorm
—and there's no tuck, only your silly old
shirts. Bump him, Diek [*

“You bet!™

“I—I say—"" gasped Lee.

“You needn’t say anvthing. Just sit
down.”

Lee sat down, with a bump, on the
hard floor of the dormitory.,  The two
juniors collared b and bumped him
almost hefore he knew what was happen-
ing. He sat and gacped,

ussell and Ogilvy, laughing, quitted
the dormitory. sat for & minuie or
two, in sheer astonishmment: then he

with the best

wked himself wp roelully. Grevfriars
chool was a new and strange place to
him, but he was beginning to learn the
weaird manners and customs of the Re-

move already.

THE NINTH ﬂHﬂ_PTER.
Bolsover Wants to Know [

b TUNTER says he's fishy !"

B (1] R‘DLI”

“He says he's shady !
“Rubbish "

“Wall, I suppose T can ask a new kid a
few guestions if 1 like?" roared Bolsover
major,

Harry Wharton frowned. DPrep was
ovel, ‘amd moat of the Remove fellows
were in the junior Common-room. Jim

Lee had not put in an appearance there,
so far, though it was now close on bed-
tirme.

“You can ask him all the quastiana Fou
like," gaid Harry, " bulb vou're not going
to bully the new kid, Dolsover.”

“ Bunter says——="

“ Blow Bunter I"

“0Oh, really, Wharton !" chimed in the
Owl of the Remove.

TIREEEIN NIRRT  n nannnmn

Coming Shortly!

FREE
REAL
PHOTOS!

Look Out For Them !
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“I think Bunter would =ay anything
about a chap that woueldn't lend him
money,” grinned Bob Cherry. * What
wiay ik you were saying about Bolsover
this morning, Bunter?”

Polsover major turned a glittering eye
on Bunter, and the fat junior boacked
away in alarm.

“N-n-nothing 1" he sluttered. “ Not a
word! I never mentioned DBolsover—
never even thought of him! As for say-
ing he was a mean ecad not to lend a chap

f ahillin% I never dreamed of it.”
' “!;IH;, a, ha "

I'm a mean cad, am I?" roared
the bully of the Bemove, his attention
turned upon Bunter now,

“Yes—— I mean, no! Certainly nol!
I—1 say, we were speaking about that
new kid, Lee, you know," gasped Bunter,

Russell and E&Jgilv}: came into the Com-
mon-room.  Bolsover major, after giving
Bunter a threalening glare, turned to
them,

“ot 1t with you?” he asked.

“1t? Oh, the new kid! No!™

“He seems to be keeping himself out
of sight,”” grunted Dolsover major, * Why
can't he come in here ¥

“Shy, perhaps,” suggested Sguilf
mildly.

Snort, from Bolsover major. Shyness,

-your atu

certainly, was not a failing of Percy
Bolsover himeself,

“Rot!"” he answered.
that——"’

“Bother what Bunter says!” snapped

" Bunter says

Peter Todd.

“T tell you Bunter says—"
“That you're & mean cad for not lend-

‘ing him & bob!"™ asked Bob Cherry, and
there was a chortle,

Billy Bunter retired to- the other end
of the long table. He did not like the
expression on Belsover major’s face.

“Punter says——" persisied Bolsover,

“ You don’t care twopence what BDunter

says,""  interruvted Iarry  Wharton
guietly. " You just want to rag the new
kad, Cut it out, Dolsover. hat the

thutup do vou want to be auch a beastly
bully for "

* Perhaps you've given him the tip to
keep out of sight?” gnorted Bolsover.
“Well, I'll jolly well have it out in the
dorm 1"

" Look here—"

“Go and eat coke!'’

Tialsover stalked away in dudgeon, and
the captain of the .Remove compressed
his lips a littls, Jim Lee was nothing to
him; but, as captein of the Form, he
intended to see that Bolsover major did
not indulge his love for bullying et the
new junior’s expense.

Wingate of the Sixth looked nto the
Common-room & little later, and shep-
herded the Lower Fourth off to their
dormitory. lLes did not go with the
rest, and Wingate, looking over the Re-
move, missed him.

“That new kid hasn’t turned vp for
bed,” he said. * Russell, he belongs to
., I think., Go and fetch him [*

“Dh, all right,” drawled Russell,

Diick Russell left the dormitory and went
down to Study No. 3 in the Remove pas-
gsage, 'Lhe light was burming there, and
Russell pushed open the door. The new
fellow had evidently remained in the
study oblivious to bedtime, though his
study-mates had kindly told him that it

-wasz gt half-past nine. The study clock

~—like many junior study clocks—did not
“go,” and so Lee probably had not ob-
=grved the time.

Russell looked 1n--and started.

Lee woz Lhere. He waos seated at the
table, his arms on the table, and his head
regting on his arms, He was not asleep;
and it came inte Russell's mind that t
new fellow was * blubbing.” He locked
the pictura of dejection and despondancy
a3 he zat limply at the table.

“Hallo! Buck up, kid ! said Russell.

Lea started violently, and sprang to
his feet, He had not been * blubbing ** ;
there were no traces of tears on his tace.
But his face was white—ihough in a
moment it was flooded with crimson as
he met Russell’s curious look.

“T—I—" he stammered.

Russell felt o mingling of compassion
and contempt. %Iﬁwme\'er koenly
a fellow missed home comforts, he
cught not to give way to dﬂﬂfﬂ{ml'iﬂﬂtjf
like this, in Dick Bussell’s opinion. Rus-
sell had almost forgotten his own first
day at school; he remembered that he
had felt Ydown™; but, certainly, ha
hadn't crumpled up like this.

“Dan't be' an ass, Lee, you know!"
he said. “Buck up! What's the
of moping like o boitled owl? Yaonr'll have
the fellows calling you mammy's baby
‘boy if you earry on in this style '

Lee's cheeks were burning.

"I1—I wasrn't thinking of home," he
stammered. “I—I—— What do you
wani #"

“ Nothing, old bean; only it's badtime,

Read about Billy Bunter at his best.in next week's MAGNET |
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awi Wingate's sent me to lug you along
to the dormitgry ™

“03h, 'l come |

T.ea pulled himsel fopether, and left
the study with Russell, turning out the
light. They arrived iogether in the He-
viove dormitory, and most eyes were
turned on Lee, there, Tunler’'s c¢hatter
had divected general atlention towards
the new junior,

Lea did not meet any of the glances
tnrned on him, e proceeded guietly
ta turn in, apparently unconscicus of the
fact that he was an ohject of interest to
the rest of the Remove, - Bolsover major
eyed him in & rathet surly way, but did
not speal. Wharton kindly pointed out
Iiis “hed to the new boy; and Lee was
gld to gek into it, under the mistaken
impression that his first day at Greyiriars
had come te an end at last, His first
day's experiences were by no means at
an end 'yet, as he was to dwcover,

Wingate came in to pul out the light,
and retired after doing s0. oOT
had hardly closed on the prefect when
HBolsover major sat up in bed,

“ Anybody got a candle?” he asked.

“1 have,” said 8kinner.

“Tight it, then !

“Tet Wingate get clear
worit 149 'l‘v I;E »

“Blow Wingale! i

But R{u]smra% major had to wait,- Five
minntes elapsed Lefore Harold Skinner
¢truck a match and lighted the candle.

ficst, old

‘then the bully of the Remove turned out |

of bed.

Harvy Wharton sat up.

“No  bullying, Bolsover,”
ouietly, .

T \Whe's bullying ' snarled Bolsover,
“What are you out of bed for]"
“Find ont.’

Two or three other fellows turned ount
—Skinner agd Stott, and Desmond and
Bnoop, and Bunter., Jim Lee had closed
his eyes, but he opened them wide now,
Boleover major came over to his bed.

“Get upt” he snapped.

“ What for?"

“ Bagauee you're told.”

Lee hesitated ; but three or four fellows
were round hie bed now, grinning. He
wnderstood that it was a “rag,™ and he
gat up.

“Well, what do you wanti” he asked
cuietly.

“ Don't worry, Lee,” rolled out Harry
Wharton; ““there’'s not going toe be any
ragging.”’ .

“Mot wunleas Bolsover wanla some,
remavked Bob  Cherry, *In that

E__ ]

“The regfuluess will tevvific,” said
Hurree Jamset Rom Singh,

“You fellows shut up [’ said Bolsover
major. “Can’t a new kid be aEuI:e:} to,
I'd" like to koow. You needu't shiver,
Yo !!ittle idiot—nobody’s going to bite
L.

“T'm not shivering,” raid Lee calmly,

“You'ra a new fellow here,” said
Bolsover major. * New kidas are sup-
porcd o spesk up for themselves, and
lell the chaps who they are and where
they come fromy, if they’re not ashamed
to Bay. What's vour name ™"

“Jim Lee ™

“Where do yon come from i

MO BOSWEL,

“Y any, you fellows, I {old you he was
fishy——""

“Shut up, Bunlcr! T'w doing the
tathing. Now, voung [aoe, if you've ot
a home, wheve 19 145"

“In London,” said Lees,

“Why raw't you say so, lhen?®
pounled Bolsover may.,  #Who was

he said
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Lee closed on Bolsover and was through his gnard in a {winkling.

gave & gurgle, staggered back under = terrific upper-eut, and fell

“ My only hat 1* ejaculated Boh Cherry.
Chapler 1.} |

Bolsover
full length
“Phew [ " (See

ﬂiat?liﬂhnny who ceme {0 the school with
youi~

“My consin, Mr, Driver.”

“1 heard he was your guardian-——-""

“He is my guardian, too.”

“Jolly  queer!” commented Bolsover
major., “What the thwmp are vour
parents doing to make your blessed
cousin your guardian "

“1 have no parenis.”

“Oh'!"  gaid Bolsover, rather taken
aback, *Sorry "

“Is that sll 1" said Lee, very quietly,

Bolsover major grunted discontentedly.

* Bunter says he heard you talking to
that cousin of yours in the railway
train,” he eaid. “Jolly queer if Bunter's

i it right. You didn't want to come to

rreyiriars I

kd ﬂ,,"

“And why not?" demanded Bolsover.

“That's mj; business,”

“Oh, 18 it? Dunter sayg—-—-"

“1 don't want to hear whatl a spying
cad heard, hiding uwnder o scat in the
vailway train,” said Lee.

'i-t;mwn he was there T would have kicked
.

“And serve him jolly well right!™
commented Boly Cherry.

“Bunter says this Duiver man said
you'd pot fo be of use to him at the
schaol, or he wouldn't pay your fees
here,” said Bolsover mojor, * Now,
what does that mesn?”

Lee compressed his lips. Most of the
Removiles were pecring towards him im
the dimy light. Dunter’s strange tale had
aroused a great deal of euriosity.

“IU'a gueer,” Eaid Sf|kinner. o ™
lishy, in fact, 1 think lec ought to ox-
plain that.”

“IH I had |

Lee's faco hed paled. The juniors
thought it strange, odd, ‘‘queer”; but
he knew that not one of them had Lhe
remotest suspicion of the facts. What
would they have thought if they had
known that Ulik Driver, old boy of
Greyfriars, was a professional ' crook,"”
and that the boy who was in his power
had been sent to the school for nefarious
i}m' ofor? | Such A suepicion waer nob
ikely 1o enter the mind of any Greyfviars
fellow. Leo krnew it—he knew that his
dark secret was safle. It woas not dis-
covely that he feared—that wes impos-
sible. DBut the thought of the scom sud
loathing that would have followed die-
covery-—that was in his mind, ond it
drove tha colour from his checka,

Harry Wharton broke in.

“Don't take the trouble to answer,
Lec. Bunter is our special fibber- hn
makes these things wp as he goes along.
He couldn't tell the truth if he tried,
It'a constitutional, you know."

“Tt's the trnth!"  roared
wrathfully,

“Don't be funny " urged Bob Cherry,
“"'What the merry dickena do you know
ghout the truth, Buanter? You're not
even acguainted.”

“Ha. ha, ha!™

“Well, Bunter says so and Lee Jenics
it,"” sauwd Dolrover major. ' I dare say it's
all gas—we know DBunter. Tut  if
Bunter's right, there’s something a bit
queer and fishy about Lee™

“Tee hasn't denied it, though,”™ =aid
Skinner, mahciously.

Jim Lec raised his head,

“I've nolhing to say to an eaves-
dvopper, or to any fellow who 13 fool

Bunlier,

Who stands by and waits for Coker to rescue a girl 2 You must not miss our next thriller I
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~ enough fo take notice of an eaves-s

dropper,” he said,

“ Heay, hoar!" from Johnny Budl,

“"Wall, it's between Bunter and Lee”
raid Bolsover major. * You stick to your
varn, Bunter ?"

#Certainly I do,” howled Bunter., *1
heard——"'

“That's enough! Lee won't have it
s0 he's calling you a liar. You can’t let
a new kid, just arrived, call you & ’liar.
You're going to lick him."

lFEh?j?

" You're gﬂiug to fight Les!" =aid
Bolsover major.

0w 1

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Where nre you going, Bunter?”
howled Dolsover major.

Buntar dived into hed.

“I'm sleepy,” he gaa?ed:
simply dmppi!;ig off ! an't
another minute !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Roll over, you fat oystor

“I—I sey Boleover, we—wo've gob to
turn out at riaing-b&ll. ou know, Late
hours are—are awfully bad for the—the

“I—1'm
stay up

1>

complexion, you know., I—I—I'm going |

to sieep.”
“Lee!" snapped Bolsover major.
“Well
“You're

ing to Gght Bunter. Yank
him mﬂ:4::Eﬁa.c'l.§:I ¥ e "

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Bolsover Asks for It!

HERE was & chuckle in the
Remove dormitory. For once
ﬁulﬁover major's rough sense

new boy was pot likely to be a very
serious affair, but it was quite likely to
be entertaining. There was a chorus
from the beds.

“Go it! Wade in, Bunter!”

“Toa the line, fatiy."

“Mop him up, 4

‘fﬂfII-I ) vou fallows, P going, o

—I say, you fellows, I'm going.

let him cff!” gasped Bunter, IEF_'m
nat going to lick a new boy. It—ts
cruel. Besides, he lent me one-and-three
to-day. I'm not going to thrash a chap
who lent me one-and-three.”

“¥Yank him out of bed, Lee,” grinned
Bolsover major,

But Lee did not stir.

“Do you hear me?”

T'm not deaf,” said Lee coolly; *but
I'm not gmnf to touch that fat fellow.
Why should I

“ Funky?"” snecred Bkinner,

Lee shrugged his shoulders,

“Look here, voung Lea," said. Bols-
over major in his most bullying tones,
“I'm letting you off lightly. You can
fight Bunter, or you can fight me. Take
your cheoice.”

“Better make it Bunter, T guess,”
grinned Fisher T. Fish.

umour was not disapproved.
A fight between Billy Bunter and the | bed

The paper for the long winter evenings! Read it round the fire:

ﬁlff Iﬂ&tahﬁﬂ;!!;:ﬁhis head.
m no ng anybod
help it,"” he said. E*Ehl‘l;&ini; not that
ia;;d;l h‘ﬂr i;l !u]fas.l Hea would hﬂ:jtl*u
umn, mk. I'm going to 2
“Him or mat” grinmngoniagwar.
“You, then,"” said Lee, getting off the

if T can

"Whl-l‘t?"

Bolsover was quite taken aback by
this cool acceptance of his challenge.
He stared st Lee, his eyes glinting and
his egquare jaw protruding threateningly.

Yo'l ight me, will you? By Jove,
I'll give you all you want, then! Come
on, you ¢heeky cad "

. Btop it " exclaimed Harry Wharton.
‘Lee, pot back to bed. I'll zee that that
bully doeen't worry you.”

And the captain of the Remove jumped
up.

"He's not going to hide behind yonu,
Wharton ! howled Bolsover major, in
great wrath,

*I'm mot hiding behind anybody,”
eald Lea. *“Much obliged, Wharton, but
I'm not afraid of this lput——*

“This what!” gasped Bolsover.

“ Lout ™ .

“Why, I-1-I—"

. Bolsover major rushed right at the new

unior, his rugged face affame with rage.
srry Wharton hesitated. He was quite
cpared ta do his duty as captain of the
orm ; but with his intervention rejected

by both parties, he was rather at a losa.

And tha next moment it was too late
for interference. Bolssver major's heavy
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rush hore Led backwards, and he wasl
driven back past half-a-dozen beds before
he was able to stand his und. Bol-
s:?rer;f ﬁt-tac'l: was & good deal like that
O & D,

Threa or four hefty blows came home
on Lee's face and chest, as he was driven
back., But he stopped at last, and sprang
clear, panting. And then, with a swift-
ness that Bolsover was quite unprepered
far, Lee olosed in on him, and was
through his guard in & twinkling. Some-

“Boys ! - What—"
Only a _sound of steady breathing
eted the Remove master. He stared
mto the dormitory, _

“J heard a sound here—a heavy fall!
Is any boy here awake!”

Every boy there was awake, as a matter
of fact. But every boy there looked as
if he were sleeping the sleep of the just.

“Rless my soul 1" said Mr. Quelch.

And ke turned out the light and retired,
shuiting the door, looking quite per-

plexed. i
There was a [aint chuekie in the dark-
nees, when the Remove master was gone.
I3 any boy here awake ?¥ murmured
Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha!"

thing that scemed like a lump of iron
came up to Bolaaver’s chin. Bolsover
ave 3 gurgle, and staggered back under
ﬁml’- terrife uppercut, and fell his full
length on the foor, with a resounding

m:lf " . 41 heard a sound,” continued Bob—
Ehﬂrﬁf; only hat!” ejaculated Beb ey ]i_'f it fnli:l’:
- (13 !.:' E.Jf

‘' Phew ! “¥ ihink Bolsover must have felt it,

a3 well as heard it," continmed the
humorous Bob. *“Dhid you, Percy dear?”

“Ow! Grocoogh!” :

“ How's your jaw, old man?’

“"(7a and eat coke.™

Maost of the juniors expacled Bolsover
major to turn out of bed when the coast

“Jeruzalem 1" murmured Fisher T.
Fish., “1 guess that was some sock-
dolager.” :

The Removites staved at the scene.
Bolsover, on his back, was gasping., He
felt his jaw with his hand, as if to ascer-

it:u::; atll:ln::‘ it was still there. It felt as if m:lgi g]g;p agaia':, t._l;:utl'ar Eﬁnglugiqn}ﬂwi&h?
i y 3 1t Rl s with the new ¥. DU s 1 ot.
Ow, ow, ow, ow! ClEoVer Was| PBolsover's Jaw was aching, and his head
mumbling. was singing; and eéven 'Lgfa bully of the

Harry Wharton whistled.
“Well, you can hit, Lee!” he re-

Remove had had enough. And when the
Remove turned out at rising-bell in the
marked. By Jove! Bolsover has asked | morning, Bolsover major did not even
for more than halwanted this time." lock at Jim Lee,

“Ow, ow, ow " & . . . .

o gﬂ.‘:ﬁl" called ont Lord Mauleverer Jim Lee wae one of the first down in
suddenly. There was s sound of foot- | the Remove next morning, He went out
steps in the passage outside. inte the gquadrengle, in the crisp, frosty

T winter air—by himself. He would have
il il B, ot 11350 Sy S
; e - W it, but he did not see ! :
Rﬂﬁdhﬂ&ﬁjﬁﬁﬂﬁ'ﬁm}iﬁ:&:ﬁaﬂ%ﬁ; ?’Wail]tfast B g’lscﬂ;m' major came up to him

fo investigate, ) in the guad.

Lee was on his guard at once. Bot
The juniors bolted back into bed like | to his surpiire, Bolzover’s manner was

rebbits  inte their burpows, Skinner | not hostile.

hastily blew out the candle. e was “That was o 'hei't;

g sound of scrambling into sheels and | in the dorm, Lee,’

blankets. Boleover major managed to| remark.

pick himself up somehow, and crawled “You asked for it.”

dazedly inte bed. The door of the “71 kuow! That uppercut's a nt new

dormitory opened, and Mr. Quelch

. : : to ma. T didn’t guite see how you got
looked in, and switched on the light. it i Yo cnn box.”

punch you gave me
was Polsover's first
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A litile™

“A lot, I should =ay, unlem 1t was &
fAuke, I'd like vou io come inio the
gym after lessons and show me how you
did it."

RO i Len. e e

pparen Over mMajor's respec
had been wgn by that powerful drive on
the jaw—of which very isible signa
remained.

“Don't think I take any notice of
Bunter's yarns,"" added Bcelsover, ™ 1 was
only ragging, you know."

Lee =smiled, a strange smile.

“Well, will you?” asked DBolsover,
“Iry willing to be friends. if you are.™

Jim Lee was about to nod his head
e assent. DBut he did not. His face
hardened strangelsy.

“Naol!” he answeied.

“"Wha-z-at "

{c Nﬂ !TJ

With that, Jim Lee turned and walked
away, leaving DBolsover major slarin
after him blankly. Harry Whaiton an
Co. had come out of the Schecl House,
Bob with an old footer under his arm,
for & punt about before breakfast.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle, new kid !" boomed
Bolby, in his cheery stentorian iones
“ Line up.” -

Lee looked round quickly.

“Join up for a punt about, Lee”
called out Herry Wharton cheerily.

Jim -Lee locked at the jumiors. They
looked bright, fresh, happy and cheery—
follows seemingly with hardly a care in
the world—while upon his own voung
shoulders black care wes £¢ heavily.
He would have joined them—gladly—
how gladly.

But he did not.

Without even answering, the mnew
junior walked away, with hiz hands
driven deep into his pockets. Harry
Wharton looked after hun blankly,

“Not o very sociabla chap, what?™

grinned Bob Cherry. *““What's the
troubla with him? Shy 1"
* Blezsed if T know,” said Harry. “He

doesn't seem to want to make friends
here. Well, he can suit himself.”

“Whnt-ho "

And the chums of the Remove punted
the ball about, enjoying themselves in
their owe strenuous style -till the bell
rang for brekker. Behind the elms in
a corner of the quad, Jim Lee paced by
himself, his hand=z in his p-::uzﬁets. his
brows dark and drawn.

He had made his resclve, and he was
keeping it. Resistance to Ulick Driver
seemed impossible; but there was a
limit—he would make no frends, even
acquaintances if he could help it, at the
school—whatever the follows thought, he
would keep clear of all that., He was an
Ishmael-—his hand against every man,
evory man's hand againat him—but st
least he would not be & false friend and
a treacherous comirade. That was Jim
Lee's resolve,

He might have to go on like this for
weeks before the thing he dreaded hap-
pened. And much can happen in the
course of o few days, even.

The great thing at the moment wa
that his secret was undiscovered, '

‘THE EXI,

{T'he nexd story of Greyfriors, wiich
wll wppear fin e MAGNET Lilvrary mnext
Maondoy morning, 13 tlramatic aceownt
of w very drave act which led Hovaee
Caker tnfn frouble. The sfory 12
enptitled “"Deteelive Buirter! No you

lii:r'—ﬂ;r ERY

Watch the Chat 1

know the greet Bidly 18 well to the
forel}

More real photos for MAGNET readers coming I

Tre MagxeT Emmnr._—ma. 179,



“SPEECHES” AN

92  Tales to suit every taste! And every line a thrill! Watch out for next Monday !

D NEW MEMBERS W

HERY have bLeen record attead- 1

anees at the recent meetings of
the Groyfriars Parliament. When
the 8Speaker todk the chair last
Mooday all.seats were .taken. There

was & ¢rowd of representatives behind.

the Speaker’s chaelir, and the gangways
ware invaded.

The Bpeaker was ahout to open the
proceedings, W?E’-pn Mr. Coker brought fbr-
ward a complaiot, i :

Mr. Coker: "I don™ call it fair. Here
have I bucn.kﬂaping my aeat by plapiog
my hat on I, and then that silly dufler
Bunter goes aod site on it!"™

Mr. Bunter: "I dido't”

Mr. Coker: “You did! Here's my hat,
squashed as fiat a2 & pancake!"

Mr. Tom Dutton: “What did you want
to sit on the rat for, Bunter? [ eall it
crusity to dumb anfmals!™

Mr. Coker: "Thizs iz a hat—at least,
it was oma!"

Mr. Tom Dutton: "It's pot much like &
cab, anrwey. I never knew you were ap
tender-hearted, Coker!”™

Mr. Coker: "That chump will be the
death of me! Now, Mr. Speaker, what
abont my hat?”

The Spaakor: " What about 6™

Mr. Coker: “Isn't Bounter to pay for n
oew ooet™

The Speaker: “That is a private matter
to be pegoliated bLetween the two hon.
members.

Mr. Coker: "It was a new hat!"

i Mr. Feter Todd: “Once it might have
een."

h!dl;r{_ Coker: "What de you mean br
that ™ B

Mr. Poter Todd: "I eaid your 8ab hat
might: bave been pew ouge™ -

r.. Coker: “Do wyou thiok I wear
secondhiand hatai™ L

Mr. Peter Todd: "1 don't think abonb
it; but™T consider it was a-pood thing
when Buater lald his aveirdupols on it.
It was a shocking old tile. I om nob
surprised. You always wear out your
hats by vsing them to talk through!"

The -Speaker: "“We bave not meb here
to-night to discuss the werits of the
Coker headgear. ‘With regand to the
perlt -to hats, it seems to ma a bad
arrangement that members should have
to tight for places, Heata for the Grey-
friarg representatives should he numbered
and Tesorvad. Then we shoold koow
wlere woe were.”  (Heah, heah! from
Lord Mauleversr.}

Mr. Frank Nugent: "There would be
worse fights than ever.”

The Hpeaker: “I'd see there were ool
But the matter can be dealt with Iater,
I lgve to put hefore the House a few
remarks on pocket-money and whab to
do with it, froin Reader NORMAN WEIR,
105, Holmfield Tead, Blockpool, N.3."

Mr. Bumter: “May I ask what Reader
Welr koows aboub pocket-moprey 7”

The Bpeaker: "I assume he is well
veraed in the subject.”

Mr. Bunter: “DNocs that mean that he
ling got somie money?”

The Bpeaker: " Undounbtedly he hds”™

Send in a * speech ”” and win a prize !

Tee Macxrr Lignany.—No. TT4.

Mr. Bunter: "Did you say 1053 was the
uuﬂberﬂuf II:ia rm-:i_?” N
¢ Speaker (relerring pa :
“Yes, that is cu!:rmct."
Mr. Bunter was segn to be making 3

few potes, - and b was. presumed he

intended writing to Reader Welr to ask

bim to cash a mythical postal-order.

The Speaker: “ Header Weir aays, “ My
speech Is; What to do when you get your
pocket-money. Thon't spend & aH, ‘but
put zome away In the Post.Ofice Bank, so
when you run short of cash you can just
run to the bank and draw some out.’
§[ hops Bunter will ¢ake heed.} * This
8 all I have to say thia time: bubk-1I
hopo to make a more successful one naxt
time." There vou- are, gentlemen, that
iz tablold counsal. [ dara ventura to
gay that il nations, as well as Individuals
acted on this sage advles, the world
would be a far happier plage”

Mr. Richard Penfold: "That remiods
IHF of & verse I once heard at a theatre.

TaL: :

“* Time 5 money, and money iz time,
And doa't vou go forgetting it.
Always make a3 much money as Fou

can,
But doo't get time for getbing it." ™
Tis Bpeaker: “To the point, but

rather outside the scope of our discussion.
The gquestion is: What to do with pecket-
monay i’

Mr. Bunter: “Spend it!"

Mr. Fish: “That's no good. You can
u::g[u your moncy more by letbing it
o :

Mr. Jolinoy Bull: “Shylock?”

Mr. Fish: “If I am golag 1o be called
aames, I shall ¢lalm the Stilton Hun-
dredst That's what you jaye call resign-
ing. Im pur Congresa, If we [eel tart, we
just chuck it up.™

The Epeaker: "Mr., Fish
Chiltern Hundreds.®”

Br. Fiah: "Cheese jtt”

Mre. Wibler: " Personally, I Aod it afl
but Impozsible to save money. T am
ionterested i theatrical companies and
conjuring, and the cost Is igions.”

Mr. Bunter: “"For my patt, T simply
dare not "stint mrsclf, The movey 1
receive has to go in apkeep. 1f I did not
spend fthe cazh on food I should fade
away."

Mr. Peter Todd: “He faded away like
4 heawptiful dreamt™

Mr. Alonze Todd: “My Tnele Benjamia
always says we Ehink too much of money.
Money ts nothlng after all.”

Mr. Bunter: “Ain't it, though? I
should just jelly well think it was some-
blibmeg ! You And yoursell outside the
tuckshop and without a sixpence with
wliich to satisfy the gnnwing craviogs of

meros  the

hunger!"”
Mr, Penfold: "1 should recommmend
«Mr. Hunfer fo Al his soul with lofty

thoughta, Then he would coasc fo he
hungry. CGreat men are seldom lmogry.
They think of poetry and other eplendid
thingz. Yhy, 4 man bold me the other

dar that after he had read my Iast poem
hiz appetite left him entiretyi” .
M. Bulﬂit-rﬂdﬂ'- “ No wonder, either! 10
waiu Fﬂﬂug‘h- to make o grassbopper turn
palet™ - - ) i
Mr. Penlold: "I Furn the imputation.’
The Bpeaker: " Puabtl all - spurnery
asida, 1t seeme to me Keador Norman
Welr has made out a good case, Bave
our » them you will have it 1f
r. Bunter donled hinisell a faw cheese-
cakes and other confections, he might in
time become a billionaies. [ have o brilljagt
speech smm Reader . B. D. AXLETT,
15{. wood Road, Southampton. 1 do
not proposs to read ‘the whols of this
aspeach, which discusses whether white
men should box black men. " The con-
troveray ralses a whole heap of questlons,
but, frankly, I am mot disposed to fall
in with the suggeation that white boxers
cannot beat black dittoe becauss of the
thickness of the lntter's heads. But 1
will réad An extract: '[ do mot ey
that & white man cannot defsat a black,
for that has been done, but & black man
holds & great advaotage. The npegro
E&BHJM great strengbh, and has a sknll
ike that of a bull. Moreover, look at
the staying power of & black in Aftleg,
enabling him to travel sixty mniles in a
dai and not fesl done. He has extra-
nery strepghth, and, if he had all
opportunities, would be able te defcat

aw .l Pi :
Mr. Bobh Cherry: "I am interestad ‘In

the apeoch—what we were ~=ivile ta
hsar—bot [ take grave excepiio. tha
ideas put forward. It seems to me thal

sclence and brain always must fell. If
hraion Is faced by superior brute streugth,
it is rmi; I.bm;n t;:t’tilﬂmt?h [HH; fé:i-rct
opposed by uslng intellec a lencing
the clover fighter with a rapier can beal
the bully with a bludgeon. Enowledge
must preveil in the leng run, Ths man
who Knows, wina in the end, and tha
man who does not koow serves him, and
is glad to do se. [ feel very stropgly
on this point. T& ja no use saying if
this wate s0, or if that were Dot so. One
muszt work with the world as it §s. To
reason differently “fs like the question
about having & brother. I have T
brother. Quite so. Bub If you did have
a brother, would he iikoe checse? That
is_a reductio ad absardum.” )

Mr. Bunter: “Don't come Quclching
hers with your Latin!™

Mr. Bunter's Interruplion passed ud-
noticed.

The Bpeaker: "L cowslder Mr. Cherry
is right. There is nothing ogainst the
black man qua black, but we are never
going to sit down to the tame theory—
and very tame it iz, too~that the while
man has, by reasen of his elvillsation,
reached & plteh of muscular inferlority
whigh renders Lim unable to meet &
biack. It is Hltﬂ%ﬁhhﬂr an intolerable
assumption—ons nmot in the least wear-
ranted by history, nor by confemporary
fact. But I think thia Fouse will like
to thank Reader Axlott for his clever and
thoughtful speech.”

The debate stood adjonrnad.
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A CURIOUS CLUE! An aomaring mystery confronts Fevrers Locke, the world-fameus detective—and only
a srall clue is discovered, o clue in a human skull !
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A stunning long complete tale, being the further amazing exploits of the master-
investigator, FERRERS LOCKE. The most thrilling tale ever written.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

. THE FIRST CHAPTER.

the Mud Flata !
“POAD, I feel like 2
e pew mun!"”

- Ferrera Locke made
that announcement in a
tene of the deepest
snbisfastion.

The great detective aod
hiz clever young asalstant,
Jack Drake, had spent the
weck-cud o the' company
of  Bripn Flaxwcll, the
well-known marine artist.

5 : Flaxwell, & keesn amatenr

yechtzman, had Invited the two to accom-

oy him oo the maiden vovage of bis pew
wortonner, the Seamew.

From Leigh-on-Sea, ot the mouth of the
River Thames, they had voyapged rowuai Lo
the popular yachting resord of Buernham-omn-
Crouch, They had spent Ssfurday night in
ap old-world hostelry, and had aailed back
{0 the Thames on the followitng duy.

The weather had been cold il there
had been but little sup, DBut the ama-
tenr wnchisman and biz twoe goests ol
heen  well elothed to resist the weather,
The wonderful osope-laded wir hoad brought
ihe glow of robust health hwck to the
cheeks of Locke aod Drake alter a fatigoing
week in the fog and grine of Londoi.

Kow, at the coocivsion of the wvoyage,
Locke cxpressed his whole-hearted satisfae-
tiom with the brief holiday.

of the

Flaxwell, eitting at the Liller
yacht, smiled and Bodiled.

"Wi:lat. did I tell you, Locke?" he said. "1
had an awfu! job to get you two to leave
vour stuffly old quarters [o-Daker Strest,

| the air round this part of Essex is the moal
{ braciug in the country,”

“¥ou bet it ist” sald Drake. “Persopally,
I feel it to tackle all the ¢rooks jn creation

_sipgle-handed—alee, & thumping
dinmer!”

A Jolly laugh left Flaxwell's lips.

“I gan't guwarantes to supply you with the

crooka, my bhoy,” he sald. " EBut when we
get back to Lel hrglm shall certainly help
to tackle the rabhit-pie the cook will have
ready for us”

He put the helm over slightly, Bbringlng
the yacht closer fo to the wide mﬁansﬁ of
mud flata which streiched from the shofe
on their starboard side.

Dusk was falllog. A alight mist was
creeping ep the Thames with the incoming
tide, A long string of yellow lights show.ed
fuintly astern of the Seamew. These indi-
eated the mile-and-a-half long pler of Sonth-
end-on-Sea. On the starboard beam, beyond
the mud fats, was the residentizh distriet
of Westelif, The zlopes of Leigh could be
seen indistipetly on the starboard bow.

“There's one advantppge of yachting from
Eelgh,” said Plaxwell, after & paogre. "You
ean always get back to port. We shouid
have to walt out here untll high fide to
get into Southend.” ;

“The tide goea out about a mile, I sup
pose?" sald cke,

“"Yes, it's very awkwnrd for the South-
end and Westeliiff yachtemen. Dot at Leigh
we are fortunate in havieg that salt-water
ehiunuel known as the Ray."

“It's a river that Howe out from the
ghore, lao't it, Mr. Flaxwelt?" inquired Drake.
“Xo,” replied the wmarine artist; "t is
mercly a channel throogh the mud DBats,

There's 1o tonic like a short sea trip; amd

Ferrers Locke

aul extends pearly fo the front at Leigh,

When the tide goes out, this channel, whizh
is n few feet deep, 13 left filled with seas
water. Thua the famous Leigh bawleys-
gr fiching boats—and craft of thiz slze are
able to- get In snd out of port, no matter
what = the state of the tide ™

Toar & time sitence fell. As darkness settled
deeper over the sea and land, the following
breeze freshened. Locke and Droke drew
their overcoat collars tighter shout their
throats, .They had t.humughlﬁ enjoved thelr
wiotry yaclitiog trip to Bursham, Now the
detective, a8 well ne bis young assgistoot,
looked forward to the excellent Dot meal
which they koew would be awulting them
at the home of Flaxwell, in Leigh.

Keeping the Beamew ns close to the edge
of the mond Aata as the depth of wiater pers
mitted, Flaxwell looked alertly for the en-
trance fo the Ray.

" Ah, here we arel” be exclaimed at length,
“We'ra a bit later then I expeéted; but
pow ‘we pha'n't he @ungi"

Putting the helm hard over, he brought
the yvacht's bow sharply round to sturboard.
Then the Seamew bowled rapldly along the
salt-water chanoel, with & low niud bauk
eloge on cither side of her.

A Tew wyaclils, dipghles, and olher crelt
wore lying on the mud fats. Theee belonged
to ardent, alld4he-yehr-round sportzmen. Thea
light from the lantern on the foreatay of tha
Seamew reflected inte poole of water which
lay. about the waste of mud. There was
somethlug heart-cliflling snd cerle about thess
gﬂmi mugl Batz in the gloom of the winter's
evening.

Ferrers Locke took off his gloves and hqﬁm
to refill bis pipe.
Buddenly he looked uwp a3 a dell repork

helps to solve a mid-ocean mystery next week !
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caught his ears. A fash of light caught |
iz dye. i

"Hallp, what was thet?' he azid. “Sorel
there's no one abont this place at this tim !
of night?!"

Flaxwell and Drake followed the detee-
tive's gaze. Eome threc -hundred wards
oo “their starboard bow they saw a Hicker-
inéeught.. Obvlpusly, it exoded from & port-
h of a small craft which was lIying oo
the fats.

#1 expect. old Seymout’e tioketing ahout
hls motor-boat,” sald the arfist. ° Ever since
he 'hnught. the thing last sutumn, he's zpent
half bis time aboard her.”

“Heymour ! repeated Ferrers Locke. " Who's
he—a friend of youral”

“Not exactly: the old hoy's merely an
acquaintance, He's an old Leigh realdent
who had a rope yarn business to Lowndon ;
but last summer he retired—he hado't been
dolog over well lo business during the last
year or two, and he sold out.”

“"Well, he seems to have queer fantes for
an old boy,” sald Locke. "It fan't many
people, even though keen on motor-boats,
who spend times tinkering about here in the
evening.”

“0Oh, Austen Seymour mlways was n hit
queer. Mo one has ever been able to make
him  out Iﬂlhﬂﬁthﬁh But, despite a few
eccontricities, geems to he well respected
in the district.”

As he finlshed speaking, the light on the
motor-boat grew bigger and seemed to shoot
upwards suddealy.

“My glddy sunit!” cried Jack Drake, start.
Ing up. “That boat's on Gre!”

A couple of seconds later there was abeo-
lutely no doubt about the matter,

A grest wellow flame welled up fn the
after-park of the motor-boat. The breeze
caunght it pod sent it sweepiog forward over
the cabin of the eraft. The mud Aata
about the boat azsumed the colour of ochre,
while the pools of water oearby shimmered
with pgold.

Flaxwell re%nﬂled the boat with starlog
eyes. But az the side of the Heamew scraped
along one of the muod banks of the narrow
chantel, he drew his pttention back shacply
i¢ steering his yaoht.

“This is a queer go!" mvitered Locke.
“T don't see snyone on the muwl near the
boat.”

“Perhinps,” soggested Flaxwell, keeping his
gaze on the chanuel shead, “Seymour wasn't
ot hiz boat as [ sald when we Hrat saw
that light.”

"Then how the dickens did the thing
eateh fre? gaid Drake.

. *There's such f& thing a3 sponbaneous com-
bustlon,” said the marioe artist. “Some oily
waste, and—""

"look here, Flarwell,” broke in Ferrers
Locke, "I think we ought to look into this
matter. The old bey might have koocked
over an oil lamp."

“By gad, if he has, aod he's still oo boerd,
it's* & bnd logk-out for him! Stand by, yon
two fellows, to lower the pails directly I
glve the order! I'Il stop the yacht at the
mearest point to the motor-bont.”

Locke and Drake atood by, their eyes
fired ov the motor-boakt, which was now
voveloped in & sea of Aame. A possibillty
entered the minds of each, Thot was, that f
thiz man, Auwsten Seymour, who owned the
boat, had been respOnaible for the fBre, he
had  cscaped from the boat snd was on
tite dther sida of the burning craft. If hLe
weré there, fie could oot be seen from the
sSgamew,

Therey wag unw_samething awce-lnapiring n
the gspect of this great beecon of fire on
the apparently -deaerted mud fiats.

Directly Flaxwell jssued the eommand,
Locke and Drake jowered the suaila., Then
the yachtsman turbed the bow of hiz eraft
towanrds the rignt-haod rmowd banok, aod the
boat slowed down, Before it come to a
stop, Locke and Drake grabbed a coupls of
patent fire extingulshers and leaped out on
the mud. Both knew well, however, that
they rolght only be of assistance should there
llﬁ"? sudden change of wind—a remote possi-

ility.

THE BSECOMND CHAPTER,
Grim Relice!

y LUCKILY, the detective

and his - young nseistant
wera shod inm stout rubber
séa-boots. Resolutely they
gilashed through pools of
water and through the
goft, yielding mud, Jittered
with ‘cockle shells,

sShouta from & shoreward
direction anmovnced that
other men were making
their way toward the
goene of the mnﬂ:lgmt-fnn.

The detective and Drake plunged through
the mud te within ten yards of the buroing

boat. But here they were forced to come to

& halt. By this time the motor-boat was &
seething furpace of fame from bow to stero.
It was beyond humae power to gave the
craft. But the circumstance that eaused the
two to exXperience aoxiety was that there
whs g pome save themsclves o the vichdly
ef the vessel. _

Brian Fiaxwell, who bad anchored the
Scamew, joined his guests.

"By Jove!” he eai , in an awed tome, ~If
Seymour was aboard his boat, he'll have been
burped to sshes before this!™

Jome lights came bobbing towards them.
They proved to be lanterna in the hamds of
a party of Leigh -Bahermen, who had been
attracted by the bloze. As they arrived oo
tl;i sceno the flre was begidoing to  die
o

“1 fay, my men,” crled Flaxwell eagerly,
“aré aoy of you aware whether Mr, Seymour
came out to hls boat to-dayi™

The leadiog Osherman turned and addressed
the man close behind him.

“There, what did I tell you, George?” bLe
said. “Warnp't I right when I said it was
bfr, Beymour's boat, the Fireflame

“Ap appropriate name for the boet," ¢om-
mented Ferrers Locke grimly. *Hut do you
know whether Mr, Saymour was on board

“1 ghouldn't say so, sir”

"Why not?"

"Well,” replied the man, "he wouldo't
stay aboard that there craft to get burned,
would he, oow?'”

Locke drew a hard breath,

*Look here, my good man ' gald he. ™ Mr.
Scymour B oot here among -ws. He certainly
didn't leave the mator-boat wheo she caught
fire, Either he was oot on the boot ab all
1!1_.l~ina eveéning, or else be has met his death

efe,”

The Jaws of the Ashermen drapped alightly.

*You—you mean, sir, that be's been all

“burnt wpiT

“I mean,” sald Locke, ®that he has most
certainly been burned i he was oo hoard.
That is & matter to be foquired joto, Kome
of you men saw him to-dayi®

A young Tellow in a sou'-wester stepped
forward.

“I zaw him thia afterncan, sie. He spuke
to me down by the cockle aheds. Said he
wa3 a-gpoin” 1o paiot the cnbin of his boat,
he did."

*Did you see him go ashore again?” asked
Locke.

“No, sir, thet T didu't. Buab it sin't by bo
means likely fhat he'd have stayved oub here
till thia hoor, I should think.”

“It's fwcta we want to ferret out,” said
Lacke. “Do vou know Mr. Seymour's
addrezs, Flaxwell™

“I know where he lives,” put (o an old
fishermman, *“I've taken balt op to his house,
IE's the Chalet, in Parade Road.”

“Then, my man,” said Ferrers Locke, "1
shauld be glad if you wonld make your way
to that address. Find out whether Mr. Sey:
mour iz at home or nok. If be i5 tall him
that hiz boat has been destroyved, If he is
not, come to the head of the jetty, where [
will meet you. You shall have a ten-shilling
nofe for your frouble.”

“Thank you kindly, aict™

While the old fisherman set off, Locke nod
the others waited for the fire to burh itself
k. PDuring this wait a few ather hoatnen
and other local worthies joined them on the
mud fats. There were quite a dozen laanferns
among the parlty, and Locke moted the fact
with considerable szatisfaction.

At last the fre bad died down suficleotly
to be Bnally extingoished Ly means of the
putent apparatus  brought from the Sea-
mew.

The wopdwdrk of the mokor-hoal had
been  destroyed, with  the exception of

Avoid disappointment by ordering next week’s speciel number now !

portiona of the bottom, which had rested In
the demp mod, The engine had dropped,
and glowed red-hot in parts. Some brokeuy
crockery apd other debriz lay among the
ashes of the destroyed vessel

With the aid of the lanterns, Locke, Jack
Drake, and the aothers, began. g searclh
through the wreckage.

The tirst dod of importance came from
Drake,

" Look, sir!” he crled.

Ferrers Locke turncd to find his assistant
peinting to a portion of a hemaw skull!

“Good beavens!™ gasped Flaxwell, going
o shade paler. *"Then Seymour was oo the
motor-boat 1

As the detective took the hot, gruesome
relic of the Are in his gloved bands the fsher-
men grtbered roupd with awed expreasions
on their faces. There was no doubt in the
minds of apy of them now that Auvsteu
feymour, the owner of the boat, had been
destroyed in the conRagration.

“I've heerd tell that old Seymour had =
weak heart, sir,” yoluptecred ope of them.
“Mabbe when he was in the cabin o the
Firefiama he had a stroke. Then he fell
forward, koocked over am ofl-lamp, aod set
afire to hisself.”

"Excellent, my man!" exclaimed Locke,
with a ficker of & smile at his lips. *“ ¥ou
should really volunteer ¥your services to
Scotland Yard. If you do, you ean tell “em
to apply to Ferrers Locke far a reference.”

* Ferrers Logke !

Tha fisherman locked at the apeaker in
astonishiment.

FThat is my pame,” 2ald Locke. *Rot
conte, men, et ug resume our search.  The
tide is coming io fast, apd we have [ittls
Lime. Drake, go to the Secamew and fetch
a couple of sacks.”

While Drake went squelching his way
through the mud on bl errand, the search
commenced agsin, The Ashermen worked
with a will, proud beyond measure at find-
ing themaelves mesoclated with the world's
most fomous crime iovestigator.

By the time Jack Drake returned with the
sacks, some human bones had been dis
covered, Iu addition, the lowing personal
articles bad been raked up from the charred
remaing of ths motor-boat—a sllver cigor
card-case, & mebal tle-clip, and o gold cuoff-
link, whick hors unmistakahly the letters
A. & iju moocgram. A few colos, some
lwoken mechanism, which dooked like- the
interior of a clock, and ihe twisted ironwork
of & lantern were the anly other discoverles.

_ Ferrers Locke put all the objects found
intgp the two sacks brought by Drake—the
raull and bowes ioto ome, and the other
arbicles In the other aack.

He turned to the fishermen.

“Well, men,” he aaid, “there’s go object
iz staying lopger. I will haod theze relics
over to the proper agthorities. Thanks for
your onssistance. Now, Flaxwell, let us be
getting back to the Seamew.”

That portion of the Ray io which Flax-
well's yacht was anchored had now been
ohliterated Ly the incoming tide, The detec.
tive, Drake, and the vachtsman had to wade
up b their kboees in water to reach the
Filtle wessel.

Onee ahoard they lost no time in gettiog
wp the aoeber and  plekiog  thelr way
cautiously inshone,

While Flaxvell and Trake dizenssed the
strange affair of the motor-hoat, Locke took
the two zacks into the litble cabin, ‘'There,
wnder the light of o tantern, he carefully
examined epch find.

Juck DPrake, coming in to tell him that
they were about Lo come to their ool
anchoraps, fowod the detective heldiog op
the grinmlng akull to the lizht.

Tie four fronk tecth protrudod horerilbdy.
Locke pulled open the jaws and pulled out
a deotal plafe on which were theze four

teeth.

“I sav, &ir," anid Drake, struck by a
sididen thought., “It's stramge that the
deptal platoe ia g0  ilofmet ofter passing

thirough thatl fire”

“Exoetly the fen that streck me, my boy,”™
enhl Locke, with am approving nod, “ For o
time Ehe skull would proteck the piate. Then,
poasibly, the skull feil into the few inches
of water which was at the bottom of the
hoat. It wiae found among the damp ashes,
where there had obvicosly been some little
wator.”

He took from his pocket n powerful mas-
nifying-glnz:, First of all he examined Ehe

Read ahout Jack Drake’s thrilling dive into the mighty Atlantic—next week !
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Ferrers Locke again next week in a gripping adveniure!

artificial feeth and the palate arch of the
dentalr plate. Then he peercd iambently at
the molars, which adhered to the jaws ot
the skull.

“"Well, Drake,” hé sald am he replaced the
glass in his pocket, “beyond the fact that
the vietim of this affair hed four artificial
teeth at the front of his mouth and was a
gmoker, there is nothing else to be learnt.*
i"?Tper& are tobaceo stains on the teeth,
Biri’ .

“Yes, and on the roof of red voleanite of
the plate there iz a dark-colbured depesit.”

Just then they heard the voice of Flax-
well calling to Jack Drake to come and let
po the anchor.

The detective replaced the dental plate
in the skull. Having put the grim relies of
the fire back in the sacks, Locke also went
on deck to assist. When later the yacht
had been made all anue for the night, the
detective, followed by Flaxwell and Drake,
made their way to the jetty. There they
found the old fAsherman whom Yocke had
st to Beymour'e residence. He was in the
company of a policemen and 2 humber of
other local worthies.

At the slght of the delective the old fel.
law elbowed his way out of the throng.

*Mr. Beymour wasn't ab home, sip!™ he
amuounced,  excifedly.  *“Iis  housekeepar,
Mrs. Stibbins, told me that his last word to
her was that lbe was a.goin' to hizs motor
tI-Er[I- Rl

The detectlve rewarded the man and told
the policc-constable of the relics he had
egollected from the burn-puat motor-boot.

“Ierhaps, sir,” sald the policeman, *you

=

will bring them alon
clear that r old
hig life in the Are.”

With & glance back at the incoming sea,
Tocke followed the mau. Drake, Flaxwell,
and & bumber of others brought up the
‘Tear.

An astute inspector at the station took
down a statement from Locke and received
the relics. He also expressed his gratitude
to the deteetive and the others for thelr
prompiness and enetgy in obtaining these
links of evidence of the death of the local
motor-boat owner.

“We shall bhuve another look over the
wreck of the hoat by daylight to-morrow,
gir,” be told Locke, “The tide will clear
ok the aches and passibly we miay fing
something else. 1 will send the constable

to the station. It"s
r. Seymour has lost

u:;mlg and inform  Mra. Stibbins of the
affair.™
“Perhaps,” said Ferrers Loecke, “vyou

| would have -Bo ‘objection to my dccompany-
) g _your manf "

“Nome at all, Mr. Locke. Again let me
thapk you fer your sérviges. Tou will pro-
bably be required to attend the Inguest,
['m afraid.*”

"Yea, I'm afrald ¢, replled the detec-
tlve, with a4 wry smile. "8till, we must all
do our duty as citizens of thiz greas
country,"” )

Leaving the polite police-inspector, the
party, . Locke and Drake set off with the
constable.  Flaxwell went home direct to
acquaint hiz household with their returp to
Leigh. and to. make sure of having the
rabbit-ple ready for his guests.

The home of Mr.=Seyvmour in Parade Road
proved to he a  pleasant-looking,
amall  detached howse.  Mrs. Stib-
bins, the houzekeeper, was in a great
state of suspense,  She had been
alarmed by the news of the fire
brought by the fsherman, At the
gight of the lice-constahle
with Locke and Drake in atien-
dance, she almost swooned.

The trio assisted her into o
front room and settied her in
u chair. Thena the police-con-
stable, asz official epokesman,
broke the news of the discovery
of the charred remains.  Mrs.
Btibking broke down complolely
and for some moments only hér
sohs Dbroke the slience.  YWhen
ghe recavered somewhat, she
burst nto lovish praize of the
idecensed.

you, Mr, seymour wus a teetas
taler. He didn't amoke neither,
or eles 1'd—"

"1 beg your pardon, Mrs.
Stibbine,” said Locke sbarply.
“Are  yom  sure Mr,
SBeymour was Dot a3
smoker 7

The houzekeepes

ap-
peared surprised.

Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake grabked a eco
extinguishers and lsaped om fo the mud, Both knew, however,
that they might oniy be of assistance should there be a sudden
change of wind—a remote possibility.
boat leapt high Into the night. (See Chapter 1.}

of patent fire-

The fames from the

“A real gent was Mr, Bey
mour,” she =aid. “I've heen
in his service these last ten
years and I kmow. There weren't a better
Christian gent in the whole o' Essex. Al-
ways went to church on o Bunday morning,
he did, He never touched a drop 0° sirong
drink, and I néver heerd him come out wid
a swearword o me life”™

“"A model map,” murmured Locke sym-
pathetieally. L

“Av, you're right, sir, he was. But for
One %ing there was no better than him—he
would po a-messin® about in that there
motor-boat of his on a Sunday afternoonm. 1
told him. *Mr. Seymour,” says I, *there's
ne good ever oome of anyons a-messin’
about wid o motor-boat on the Sabbath
—mark my words.” And there, what did I
tell him!?

The housekeeper dabbed her eyes. Then,
a8 fhe constable roze to depart, she rémems.
bered the requirements of hospitality.

“I'm sorry L can’t offer you gentlemen
anythin® to Jdrink,” she said, " Az I

“I've known hm for tem years," she eald,
“and I've never even seen 8 cigarette o his
mouth. He didn't even keep cigars in the
houee for friends, not haviog people to visit
him much. Otherwise, I'd have affered each
0" you kiod gents one, believe me.”

“I do believe you, Mrs. Stibbins,™ Locke
assuted the woman. * Perhaps, iostead, you
would supply me with & sheet of notepaper
apd a pen.'

Greatly wondering, the woman obtained
the requisite arbicles. Locke scribbled a
brief note which he placed in the envelope
and hoanded fo the copstable.

“Kindly baed - that note to your very
polite superior officer when you return to
the station,” he said. “I have pointed oot
a slight ﬂmrtpanc}r between the appear-
abce of some of the relics he has in his
possession and the statement made to ue
about Mr. Seymour being & wou-smoker,
Perhaps the police would care to investigate
the matter. Now you must excuse us,
Drake and I have a very urgeut appoink-
ment with & rabbit-pje.”

Make no mistake about it—** A Mid-Oc¢ean Mystery ! is simply IT !

TeEE Maaxer LisRary.—No. 710



26

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Commission for Locks. |

FEREERS LOCEE was
standing on the station
at Sonthend-onsSea wait-
mg for the train to take
him back to London.

It was some days after
the detective’s briefl
yachting holiday, Drake
was ir town busy with a
minar LAse conoected
with a <loth robhery.
Locke himself had been
. summoued to atiend the
inquest on the remains found in the burnt
out wreck of the FircHame.

Wow the inquest was over. It had been
established to the satlsfaction of the corouer
and the police that fhe human remains
were those of Mr, Austen SBeymonr, the re-
tired merchant of London. And the vardict
Lnd Ireen duly recorded—" Death by Mis-
adventure.”

Ag Ferrers Locke wafted for the train, he
was joined by a portly man of about sixty
years. The white toothbrush moustache of
this smartly-dreseed individual gave him the
appearance of A rebired Army coolopel. Inm
roatity he waszs A, J. C. Harpett, the
manager of the Verity Insurance Compnny
of Loadon,

“Ab, Mr. Locke,” aald the insurance man,
“1 hoped 1 should sep you again, Alfer the
tuguest I stopped to chat with one of the
detectives who has besn engaged in making
inguiriea in conoectlon with the motor-boat
tragedy. May I travel fo town with youl ™

"With plessure, Mr. Harpetf." i

Upon the ftrain entering the station, the
fupurance manager ushered Locke inko a
vacant first-class carriage. When the de-
tective "had settled himself, Mr. Haroett
took a seat facing him.

Az the Lroin drew out of Ehe station of
the popular seaside resort, the ipsprance
manager came (o the point with buszsiness-
like abruptness.

“Mr. Locke,” he said, "I wish to eogage
your service: to make =ome investigationsa
on behslf of my company.™

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“I halt expected you might put that pro-
pesibion to me, Mr. Harnett,” he sald, “In
aunticipation I have arraoged my Dusiness
aflaira 50 that [ can immediately undertake
the commission. You wiah me to probe fur-
thér into thiz case, which Lns been ofticially
closed by the lnguest to-day? " '

“Exactly, Mr. +Locke. The police have
done their best to upearth any evidence of
foul play or sulclde. Awmd, to he perfectly
caedid, [ think myzclf that Mr. MOur,
who in recent years suffered from & weak
heart, succumbed to an accident - om  his
boat. Still, I wizh to Jleave no stone um-
turned. Mr. Seymour was  insured  wery
heavily with us.™

“He carried & policy
pounds, I understandiy”

“Yes,. He was 3 "good risk" when we
took him on seven years ago. Bat  we
stand to dose & clerr four bthomgsaond ovar
this matter. Ag Mr. Seymour’s dauwghter
died three years age, the money will go to
hiz only living relative, hiz cousio, Mr. G-
bert Pascoe of South America.”

“He wos the short, hump-backed man, with
the biue spectacles and bald head, who wvas
in eotct to-day.”

“That's right. Mr. Pascos came to Englond
fromy the Argentine thres months ago. He's
living in 8t. John's Wood, I believe, and
returos shortly to his owo home neross the
water. He iz made the sole heir in the
will ‘ol Mr., S8eymour. Perhaps, Mr. Locke,
you- might care fo—ah—interview him.™

The fingers of Ferrers Locke drummed on
the window of .the railway carriage. His
thooghts teemed more coucernod with the
mud Aats which they were now passiog,

Yet the alert brain of the detective fully
comprehended whet was in the mind of the
tosurauce man. Mre Harbett wanted to
maake sure that the man Pascos had not
in any way besn responsible For -the death

for five thousnnd

of Austen Seymounr. Jf puch were the cose,
or if it could be definitely proved that gfr.

e

]Etjrnmur had committed suicide, na money

would have te leave the coffers of the Verity
Company.

“There iz one detail about this caze which
gtruck me as o trifhe curipus, My, Lo¢ke,”
resumed the insurance mabager. "It was
the fact which vou yourself brought to the
notice of tha fce in the pote you aent
to the inepector. Mrs. Stibbins afirmed
thwt br. Seymour did not smoke, The teeth
—both natural and artificial—in tha skall
which was found, revealed traces of tohacco
discoloration.”

*“Qulte go," murmured Locke. ™Our frlends,
bhe police, Investigated the matter.  And
you leard Mr. FPascoe,r in his evidence to-
ilny, say om oath that Mr. Seympour had
frequently smoked while on visita to his
tome in dop. Mr. Seymour’s valet, Jemes
Stobba, corroborated the statement by affirm.
ing i;c.lmt. he bimself had s¢en Mr, Heymour
smpke."

"o the [nee of it that secma conclogive
evidesee," admitted Mr, Harnetbt. *1 do
not blame Ehe coroner and poles lor accept-
g it. They could do nothing elze.  But
wi the manager of the insurauce company
which heas. o large sum ab stake, I may be
pardoned for viewing with some slight sns-
picion the statement by Mr. Pascoe. = You
se¢, he stands to gain so much by the death
of Mr. Seymour.”™

“True, Mr. Harnedt. Dot It Iz dangarcus
for & detective to commence work from Lhe
premise that aoy particular individoal ls
guilty of a erime. JIn this case, though,
L must confess I have cooceived a rather
remarkable theory., I6 Is s theory which I
exn snd will test. And it is my firm beliel
that when [ have tested my theory I shall
be able to give you the answer %o the
guestion whether or no there was any [oul
pl}i{}em this cnse™

detective Ieaned back in his seat and
placed his fRoger-tips together.

“The cuft-link with the monogram A. 5.
was proved to belong to Mr. Seymour,” he

resumed. " TUnfortunately, the dentist who
mutde the plate for him died some time Bgo.
However, Mra. Stlbbins festified fo the fact

that be wore 8 plate with four false teeth
on it. Mr. Beywour was seen by  peveral
people to go out to his motor-Boat oo the
Suuday afternoon. No ope saw him return.
Mr. Pazcoe did npot wvisit Eelgh' that day,
nor has he o¢ver visited Mr. Beymour ab
the Chalet, Thuz on the face of It, it
idoes not appear that Mr. Paccoe s 2
murderer,”

“Delieve me, Mr. Locke, I—-I do oot like
to enterbtain the idea—buot it would Dot
be necessary for & man to be present to set
that boat alire. Buppesing someope had
Leen bribed fo  put  highly infSammable
iatarial in the bost; thiz might have been
red by 3 mechanivel conbrivawcs. Cloek-
wark mechanism was found after the boat
wits destroyed.”

Ferrers Locke smiled.

“That clockwark may bave belooged to o
clock,” he gald. “There was an otd boat-
man whe sometimes aasisted Mr. Sevooour
witlh the eraft. I had -a short ehot with
him after the ingueat. He acemed o pers
!ectlf' guileless individual, There was
nothing, as ftar as he koew, to cauae euch
a swilt and flerce fire, save the overturniog
of an ol lnmp. But, aceording to my theory,
which 1 do not propose to propound until
It haz been tested, glne to the myatery
—hii‘“tjtere iz any mystery at all—lies in the
shkull.

“Io the skull?"

“Yes; thot dental plate which was in ihe
skull we found. So important did I con-
sider that plate, that before I left Leigh
after my visit to my friend Brian Flazwell,
1 obtained the permission of the police to
take & wax cast of it. Hers it 15"

To the astonishment of the insurance mman,
Ferrers Locke took 3 small cardboard bex

from his ket. It contained o wax model
ofi  Mr. yoour's deotnl plate.
“The police zee nothing of importance in

thiat plate,” said Locke. "Perhiaps they are
right. Bub since you desire me to investigate
the matter for yon, 1 am going to test my
theory with this.” Aond Ferrers Locke tapped
the little box which contained the wax ¢rest
of the dental plate,

The detective who is known all over the world— Ferrers Lockel

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A Houss-Breaking Expedition |

. — “I8 Mr. Fascoe i,
matey?”

Joames Btobbs  peered
from the doar of the trim
littie residence (o Moun.
tain Crescent, St John's
Wood, with & scowl on
iis dark fage., His ques-
tioner was an unshaven
map in overalls, who bore
# bag in his hand.

“wr. Pascoe isn't in,”
said the walef. *What
is it that you wanti” .

“I've pot here a horder for to view the
electric-light meter,” said the workman.

Mr. Stobbs glanced at the printed form the
man held, and opened the door wider.

“Well, come in!™ he said curtly, “The
meters in the cupbosrd upder the " stalra.
You blokes are s Dlessed nuisance!™

Ho shut the door and ungraciously indi-
cated the exact wherenboot: of the meter.
Hardly had he dooe so, than avother Knock
sounded.

“Drat it!" mubbered Mr. Stobhas, "I'm fad
op with this job. I'm more like a blessed
housemaid thao & wvalef!”

The newcomer proved to be a youth fn
o high collar. For pearly five minutes this
voluble fellow tried to persuade Mr. Stobbs
to joln 2 aoclety which bad a2z itz aim the
exclusion of all foreign walters aod valels
and other domestics Irom the British shoree.

Just as Mr. Stobbs had got rid of the
youth, the man from the electric company
came through the hall.

“"Nothing wrong with the meter,” s2id the
man oheerfully. “The company just like to
koow you ain't getting too much power for
your money., Good-day!"

Undoubtedly, Mr. Stobbs would have had
a4 severe shock could he have seen his two
callers hall ao houwr later. The couple met
in the cosy sitting-room of & certain resli-
dence in Baker Street. .

“Well, sir,” said the youth, “did you gek
the ioformation you wantédi™
. The m=o who had called ¢ #¢e the meter
gave a gabisfed smile.

“I did, Drake, my boy,” he said *I know
the lay of the house; and particularly the
position of the bed-rooma of Gilbert Pascoe
aod his valet. They are, I'm aure, the ooly
two living in the houwse at present. And
oow, Drake, how do you relish the prospect
of .& little howsze-breaking expedition?y”

Drake's eyves opened wide.

* House-hrexking, sird"

“ That's what it will amount to, I"m afraid,”
said Locke, “*I've got a strange theory about
thiz Seymour case, my boy. I'm determined
to test it at all cosks; and to test It as
speedily as posslble hefore the insuTance
company pays out, it Is necessary for
te bresk into the house of Gilbert Pascoe."

“Well, I'm gume for anythiog, aic!™

Ferrers Locke would give oo debafls of
hig' theory or his plans, But that eveniog
he d over a plan of Pascoe's aod
garden which he had prepared.

Midoight found the two would-he house.
breakers in the garden behind the house
in 3t. John's Wood. The whole neighbour-
hood was wrapped io darkuoess and silence.
With the skill of a practiced burglar, Ferrers
Locke raiged the Kitchen window with an
fostrument he had brought. Then he and
Drake cautionsly clambered into the house.

Both were shod with special felt-soled
boots. And in came of accidents, Locke had
brought z ecouple of maesks. These he and
Drake adjusted over their faces directly the
detective had shut the window.

We word was spoken. Drake had received
full ivstroctions ns to the part he was
to play in advaoce.

Very quietly and cautiously they made
thieir way npstairs, assisted by the dior light
of & tiny electric lamp leld hy the
detective.

Beslde a door oo the fArsd landing, Jock
Drake come to a halt. He knew this was
thie room. of the walet, Jommes Stobbs. There
he was to stay until the detective had com-
pleted his own particular work.

Fetrers Locke himselfl went to the door
ol Gilbert Paecoe’s bed-room. A [ractiou of
ab ineh of & time he turoed the door knob.
But the room waa logked. The detective
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touk & skeleton key from hiz pocket. In
less than ten seconds. the lock: had Deen
noirelesely thrust boek. Then he entercd.

His ears were assalled by the heavy
breathing of the oceupant of the bed to
the right of the room. Locke switdhed on
the smoll, mellow light of his torch.

“T'm i luek,” e thowsht to himself.
“The fellow -sleeps like a log.” -

Next moment he found even more reason
for conpratulating himself onp his oood fore
tune. For, on the washhand stand, he =aw
the object he had come fo-seck, He placed
the lamp on the washband ztand, =o that
bhe dim light shone away  from. the. sleeper.
Then he drew a small wooden bdx from lis
pocket amd placet it open hy the side of

the lamp. he box oconteined some speelal
plastic wax.
Fiually, from a glass tumbler on the

wishbhand stand lie extracted .a dental plate
om which six urtificial tecth were attached.
WQuickly and dexterously the detective took
a Wax mmpression af the plate, The impres.
iom e very barefully placed in the wooden
hox. which he Fn!. bk into his pocket. The
dental plate of the slegper he dropped Into
the water in the pgluws tembler.

With bis electrie lamp in his hand, Locke
pifely zaived the doer. Dut as be ‘had M-
most shut it, & gust of wind from o Wnlf.
upen winlow closed the door with a sharp
little bane. Locke switehed off hiz light and
rematued motionless, cvery merve taut. Bot
vothing but the soumd of the heavy breath-
I:IH wamie [rom the other side of the ¢losed
laar,

As Locke switched on his torch azain, he
ww Drake boldiwg up o warning finger. Tha
rstective crept along the passage, Thoe soeft
shaftling sound of fooksteps came. from the
villet's bed-room. Apsin Locke halted and
awitched off his light,

In the chill and dorknesa of the night,
Lcoke ol Drake. one on each side of the
doorway, waited for developments,  The
electric Jight was tirwed on iuside the room.
The u:lgmr wis opened, gk the valet, garbed
i striped pyjamas aod armed with o poker.
appenred.

Before a0 ofy could leave his Hps, Locke
wul Brake sprang at hing, obe from either
side of the Jdoorway.  Drake spatched the
Bre-ivam from the man's grasp, while Locke
covered the iellow’s mouth withh his band.

e zogod and you're i dead man! ™
viild Locke i o grolf, threatening - voice.

It wag only blulf, but the sicht of the
two masked intruders bad put quite sufl-
cleng fear into the beuart of the valet.

While  the detective wept the  fellow's
ettt coversd and 2 jujiten grip ou his
army, Deake took 2ag3 amd bonds from bis
pvorcndt pecket. Lo a couple of minotes
Mr, James Stobbs was gagyed and troseed un,
Fiten tie £wo carvied the valet to Lia hed
amd made bitn as comfortable us posible
Iretween ihie blankets.” '

“ged night, my frieml,* saiil Lecke [n
the same gralf vowe.  “You may nut slesp
muele e Yen'H feel a bit stilf in the morn-
ing.  Bub think yourself lieky you've come
1o wo resal Dharm,”

Al a2 the two turned off the light and left
el vickim, they could hear the sworez of
Mr. Gilhert Pascon still reverberativg from
the bed-room farther slong-the passuge,

Leaving the Twuse by the way iu which
they lnd entered, the defective and Dreake
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grossed several gardenms and emerged W one
of the deserted streets of 3t. Jolm's Weod.
Needless to say, they haﬂ disearded their
masks, A beluted taxi Dbowled along to-
worda them, and Locke hafled ib.

: “Giojng southy * asked the taximan, slow-
nI up. ;

“Yeuw,” repliedd Ferrers Locke, “to  Scot-
lapd Yard—and drive.like hlazea!"

Yo Drake's serprise the detective ceceupled
& portion of the journey in carefully
examining two dental plate Impressions by
the ald of his clectric tamp. Oope of these
impressions was that obtained in the house
of Mr. QGilbert Pascoe. The other wnas the
one Locke bad made from the  plate o dis-
covered in the skall found after the burping

impressions Lotke examined very careluolly
with the aid of & powerful masnitying glaas.
When at lemgth e replaced all the articles
in hiz pockets, hie gave p o gich of Intepse
entisfaction.

Arrivipg at Scotland Yard, Locke paid off
the taxi-driver nenemm!;{ =il entered the
building. As luck would have it, he learned
from a oconstalle thoat his friend,
Ingpector Pycroft, was oo duty. )
*Ferrers Locke thereupen expreseed o de-
sire to see  Pycroft persomally.  In con-
sequence, e gnd Prake were escorted Jdirect
to the inspector's room. -

Inzpector Pyoroft rose from his degh will
an exclamation.

“Hullo, Locvke, my dear fellow!
Lirim you hers at this wneartbly bownr? **
“The Austen Seymour case, Pycroft.”
He shook hauds with Ehe inspeéetor, amdd
then he aud Drake settled themselves luto

chairs. -

Inzpector -Pyeroft furrowed his hrow.

. "The Ausien Beymour caae! " he repeaked.
“Ah, that was the affair of the motor-bont
fire down at Leigh?" -

“Quite so. I've ecome to advise bthat you
should muke an immedlate arrest,”

Inspector Pyeroft Llew his cheeks out aod
gazed at his visitor in surprise. ;

“An arrest!- Why, hang it all, Locke, the
matter's closed! It was proved to the satis-
fm¢kion of the autboritiez thabt Auvsten Sey.
mour met lhiz death by mizadventure.”
Ferrers  Locke  helped Thinasel to o
cigarette from =n box ou Pyeroft's desk.
Calmly lighting it. he said:

“Well, he diin't**

. The inepector Lall rose fo Lis feet, an un-
casy expression on his face.

“What da you kpow, Locke? ™ he ale-

ol

manded,  “You're not suggesting the palico
bave averlooked something?. Was  it—
raurder?

“Tat, tt! Calmy-vourself, my dear fellow,™
gald Lecke, "1t wasu't as bad as all that.”

Picroft spread his honds out in a hope-
less gesture. He knew Locke well cnowgh
to be aure that the detective wouldo't come
"ty the  Yard at that houwr without the
strovgest, reason, The ipzpector fraokly was
unensy of the repuotation of the Force in
which e served,

“Then if it wasn't muorder, what the hlazes

waa 1?7 Aml whom do jyou propose we
shonld arrest? ¥ :

Locke bBiew u smoke ring flowards the
cedling.

* Austen Seymour! ¥ I replied.

Not ouly the inapectur tmt Joeck Drake
wps startled,  For one Aecting moment the

What.

of the motor bout 2t Lefgh, Each of these |

u
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boy feared that his chief had swecambod to

A sudden meutal breakdoww.

Imspector Pycroft got out of his seat and
faved : Locke sternly:

“Look here, Locke,"” lie sald, “ia this some

subtle joke -of yours? Mr, Austen Soymoor
was burmed iz that fire pt Leigh. Wy,
humg it all, man, some of his Loned were
found, not to mention o number of Lig per-
sonal belohgings.
. "The perzonul articles like the oufl-link
belonged to Mr. Seymour all right,” eaid
Locke. “Eut the skall and bonesi—po. Thut
iz to say, they helovzed. to him vuly. in the
gense that e bought them.” '

dnepertor 'yeroft sank baek into Gz chair
aufj“:wumcl his brow with u haowdkcerchief.
“hive me tie full particulurs, Locke,” he
said weakly. ™If what you say iz Lroe, ibs
clear that we've overlooked something.”
- lnly oue thing,: ingpeetor.” said Ferrers
Locke, “the clue m the skull.™

“Auwd that was?"

“The dental plake.' 16 waz, if you Te-
member, discoloured slightly with ‘tobaces

staln. I pointed ont that tack myself 1o
the police. 1 also jutimated to them. that
Mrs.  Stihbins,. Seymour's houzsekecper,

stated tllatli*ie,rmuur sl never smoked.”
“But,” said Pyeroft, “that cousin of his,

Pageor, and the valet, Stobhs, =aid on onth

at the inquist that they had zecn Seyimaur

smoke.™
tAwml they were quite right,” replied
Ferrers Lovke, with o smile, "['nr ]’fmu

uid - Seymour are ome and the sawe per-
gonl™

"My hat!" exelaimed Drake.  “Them it
wis Beymour you visited to-pighf, sir?

“Exactly, my hoy,” salil Locke, *Huat jrt
me espluin  things from the beginoing to
the inspector. ‘Tha whole thing was very
simple, Pyeroft.  3Mr. Awsten Seymour, for
years a quite reéspéctable merchant, got inta
finaneinl diffeultica.  He sold oub of his
business and retired. But he did not gt
much for a business whicl needed 2 good
deal of capital to set it on its legs again.
Therefore, in the light of what I have djs-
covered, it must be presumed that Mr, Sey-
mour found himself wnabfe to dive in the

-comfortuble wuy he hoped.”

Lock€ lighted uwother clgarctte  and
Jesumed.

“From inquiries 1 made doring the last

few days, F discovered that somne time Bgo
he made the acquaintenee of o man of shifty
character called Stobbs, Stobbs, in iz early
duys, had heen a medical student. Dut ha
had given way to drink. Ig all probability
Irlq isus;g:ﬂate-_i : 1«? iﬂE:'r'millll' the method ol
alginy money which led to the  hurning of
the motor-baat.” .
Al The way heavily lusurcd ! murmured
Pyeroft. , .
"That was it Sevwonr was iosured with
the Verity Company to the tpne of five
thousand pounds. The idea wasz that Hey-
mour himeclf should profit by his own sup.
posed  death,  Thevefore, for tlree or four
mouths in advance, he et a double life.
Beymour himsell wore 4 wig, When he took
o the role of dilhert Paseoc from the
Argentine, he discarded this. e padded his
back te pive it the appearsnce of o hupelr.
He wore tivted glusses and a little make-up
o1 his features. o, a3 Paseoe, he took g

{Cantinued o page 24
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