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YFRIENDS AT LAST!™

" 3K OUT o pext week's “Hn;ﬂet."
for ithe grasd wisdup of the en-

thralling series of yarns in which

: Jim Lee has been the central ﬁ&m.
This character certainly ssocedded o making
a.ohme for hmself at Greyfriara. We have
geae oo froms mystery (o mystery concerning
him, sud behind it elf locmed. the shadow
of Wikek Driver, Jim"s guardizo, who is oo
bekter- than he ought to be—in fact, com-
sidevably worse. The evemtual destination of
thls persom was mewee mueh in doubt.

"1 am not going to give away the secrel of
next Mooday's grippiog stery. It is too

@ sgprise, It qun sywlew that the interest
in meintuined right away to the drop of the
certuin, aod the cubmination comes with a
batg, just iu. dhe besk Frank Elcharde' style
s we zH know 4.

Jim Led wios through: @ cap say that
much withont delriment. And throogh all
the crowd of excitlag incidemts of thia secien,
we find the I‘.’.ﬂw Five acting tq]'lt.heir
splepdid reputatioms a8 good sporis. Arry
Wharton & Co. have in their Lime on-
coumtered some gueer fAsh at Greyiriara.
bave heen faced with difficolifes witho
number, But the tactiul way in which the
skipper of the Remove comtrives to pull his
teame throweh, apd repder he
whe have heen in the rank er clams, ia
something to marvel at, asud teeshure up in
the memory 38 &8 eLRMple.

If you notlee how the world runs, it 15 an
amatingly easy thing to rgn down the new-
comer It 8 like that in rolool. It fa jost
precisely the same in real life. -Some fresh
srtival haz blg fept, s clumey manner, and
he speaks too olten, or too little—elther is
aa bad as the other—or else he shows him-
setl a thought too clever. There i8 & rouo
howe for this Rind of persow, oo help for if.

Next- week's tale 13 2 record one, and—
By the way, I bave sxne topping treats jo
store, bud more aoon aboub them.

FACING DEATH.

Bome peaple hardly ever meotion a fAre
without, calling it a devastating element.
But Ferrers Locke iz not one of these long-
wibded individugls. Locke ia crisp apd tight”
to the poiot all the tlme, He pgoes straight
there. which characteristic of the world-
Famerz aleuth will casily aecount for his coBs
pommate sucoess as a4 crme  Investigabor,

Thete i wrongdoing <of a particalarly
villaingua kind to be fonnd in pext week's
yars io this serieg, which i3 entitled :

THE SiGMN OF THE FLAMING
TORCH! "™

It iz murked by an Intensity of fesllio
aed s power of description which will hold
the attention from beginning to end. The
Are fends are falr terrors. They work iy
tha dark;
they are out for the vileat form of galn,
There is bothing to he sald im mitigation of
reiminals who beloog to thes grson depard-
meatk
For a wmulbitude of reasons
the pext yarn in the Ferrers
¥ou get a glimnee—a hit more—of the stealth
atd craft of the machinators wiwn work upder
the rose, god put the flery elemect futo
leasl for thelr own eods. Tha deteetive
; been coofroated with & more
bafifrg problem. These are no baby plotters,
bud scoundrels deeply versed in the Borribde
bniu;u& sc that Ferters Locke has his banda
foll, and his coergies are faxed to the Hmit,
Apd, then, of course, the arch-conspirators
leave practioally - nothing for trackers fo po
Tue Micrwer Lisriry.- No, 783,
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Here | give you all the laiest news—drop me a line ant let me have your views !

el

2

opoa. Bufl {races there are, just something
om which to act, and the magufficent yara
reings oaward o a climax which realy has
sametbiog of the hot rash of a big halocaust.
In ita dramatic stremgih.
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A BULLYING NUMBER,

Uopromlsing, this, did you say? Neihing
of the kind! Next week's Speclak Bullying
Number of the *@Grerfriars Berald ™ really
culls for high prajse. B. W. and hizs bard-
n:-ir];i?: staff have not dipped their pess in
YIEreol.
of bullying ip the same large-minded way as
eharecterized a recent debate inp the Grey-
friars Parliamsent. This iz ths proper way.
First catch your bally. Thea, il he s proved
to deserve i, lamhast bime There are con
tributisns of tremendous weight io mexk
Mondey's Supplement Othera cam e ook
mectly atyled light as air. The subjeck
anglysed ;: 2o is the bully. Thero are bullles
who are all sound and fory. but they mean
sothing. Occagionally 2 big bully simply
Hvgs om a reputatifon for Berceness, when he
tis an arrant coward at heatt, A Hetty
yocagster of the Third caa cromple bigr op,
and then swagger Ionto tea withont ahy
darsgge his facial outlines., The new
nmmber of the *Herald * will get marks, for
the new igsoe jo much alive.

i

A BEAUTIFUL PHOTO PLATE.

Next Monday vou will find a splendid
| photograph of the Scottish International
team., It is one of the hest the " Magoet ™
has given. Make a note of what s mm|3¥+
as the painter who had dropped hiz pai
pot remarked Lo the man passipg Ja the
street below.

i—i——

THE GREYFRIARS PARLIAMENT.

The sassembly i3 cootianisg s weskly
meetings with great eglat. Speeches on
hobbieg are always welcome, and money
prizes to the sengders of el contributions
for whieh epace can be found.

A ——.

A BOOK FOR THE HANDYMAN,

Thae word *Encyelopodia™ often suzpesta
semething dry and dull. but there is nothing
L 1ike that ahont “Harmsworth's Hounsehold

L Encyclopedia,” Park 1 of which is ligked
this weel This Iz the most interesting,
rractical, and useful book for the handy-

man ever published, It tellz you by means
[ of thonsands of pictures and zimple dlagrams
[ how fo megqd, make, and do  everythiog
| roumd and about the home. from boildiugz &
beick wall or model zeroplane, making a hoat
far ftdipe up o telephone, te mending o tap
or as glectric bell.

It is the most up-todate and fascinating
hook of home hobhies that one could possibly
imagine. Tt will be issued in fortuightly
parts at 1= 3d. each. Part 1 i3 now on sjle,

Correspondence.

James B. Low, 14, Bargates, Whitcharch,
Balop, wishes to correspond with readers
anywhere about picture postcards, aod fo
exchange views,

G. Campbell, 9, Thorne Strect, Pt. Piria
West, South Australia, wishes to corre-
spond with rcaders, ages 13-14.

They have tackled tha whiile buginess.

h‘ -

Another free real phote mext Monday in the MAGNET!
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= CRYSTAL PALACE £
= P.C. E.
= - . =
= The Sensationalists =
= of the South, =
S whe form the subject of this week's =
§ Grand Frea Photo! =

m_lﬂi-_ll‘:llililllllHItIIIIHHIIIltlllllltl_ill’ll’fli'llﬂltlllltlll_lll%
] HEERE are foatball eluh: with much

more wonderful bistory behind them
r than the Crystal Palace, and yet in

ita comparabively short career the
team, which i3 mow In the Secomd Idvision,
haz been in the public eye quite a lot. In
the frst place, they have properly earbed-
for themselves & reputation as sengationalists
i in the Cop competition.

Formsed-in 190G to play on the slopes of
Sydenham, where many & thrilling Cup Final
haz Deew staged, the PRalaes entered the
Southerpe Leagua for the 1906.7 sessopn. In
that ca ign théy did wvot tear up wDY
trees, s far as the Leagve. progroinme wis
concerned, bub & did begin to make a
reputation as % team which ocould
ravide semgutions. In the First Round of the

p that season the Palace had to travel all
the way to Newemsile. and I may remind
my weaders wha are mot old enough to Te-
member thit the Novocastriana had ab that
time & side which was second to nobe in the-
lepgth aed bhreadth of the country.

The Kewenstle team bLad been iz two Cu
Finals, and oz 1ke were, as Rb !
only playing mederakaly well in the Laague,
the frst-round meteh ot 5t. James® FPark
was cetisldered a2 safe thing for Néwcastle.
But the Palace crested s tremendous semse-
tion by winning that Captie by a goal to
nothiong. It was a result which will ba talked
about 20 leng as those who remember the
surprize it cawsed remain alive to tell the
story.

Wa have not ihe space Ders fo po nto
details «f all tlte sensations which the
Palace have provided in the Cup competi-
tion, but we mwust tell the story of the shook
which they had in store for the football
enibusiorts last season—alse in the First
Bound.

On this oecssicn the ‘Palace had to go to
Everton, which was pearly as mueh a forlorn

, from the visidors’ point of view, as
the vizit to Newcasilea bad been 80 many
yegra before. The oificial pregramme of the
Evacton club, seld to their thousasds of B-na
pocters belfore the matel, sugyested thet t

reslt was a mere question of how maey

goals Evorton would win by, Yet the Palace
netually roms honce Ej- BE% s ta
nothing, the bigoest away win wh stood

to the eredit of any team.in the whole of
last season's Cup cempetition proper.

Turning to the dodogs of the Crystal Palace
players in other directions, thelr best season
u[':ltu pow in the League was that of 1990-27,
when they won "the Championehip of the
Soubirern fon of the Third Division, aod
thug gained promotion to the Hecoud
Division.

As yat, it cam scarcely he said that the
have dona anythiog womierful sloce thnl{'
rise, ond, indeed, they have one unenviable
record to their name thiz seazon—they re-
mained without & win to their credit for o
longer pertod than any other club in the
big Leagues of England apd Scotlaod. How-
ever, since they got off the mark, the Palace
hnve done fai well, and they have a fine
band of epthusiastic plavers.  Goatkesper
Alderson and the two full-hacks, Little nod
Ehodes, not long ago =et up a record, for

all three of them played in over one hundred
| tonsecutive matches.

In Hali-back MeCracken theyr have 2 map
w has played in many Intervationgl
matches for Ireland, but the creat need of
the morrent i some m]mrmg forwards.
However, Secretary Goodman, who has held
the reins ever simee the club wus forwed, can
be depepded vpom to produce the right
materfal at the minimom cost. Of course,
the Palace no losger piay ab the Palace;
their bome is at Selhurat, and thouzh recently
thera was tatk of the club moving yet in,

Your €ditor.

it now secwms improbable that they will do
By,



The monarch of schoolboy fictlon: Frank Richards !
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This magnificent Greyfriars
story approaches the climax
of the unhappy sojourn at
the old school of Jim Lee
—the boy who has been
duhhef the “hermit.”

By F RANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,

Nothing Doipg !
L HERES Leet™
W “Blessed if T know!"
¢ Sneaked off EOTIHE

where 1" gaid Billy Bunter.

. ﬂ‘h drf up, Bunter !'"

ﬁ "harton & Co. came out of
ihe School House on Saturday after-
noon — a half-holiday at Creyiriars.
Billy Bunter had attaﬂheﬂ himself to

Famous Five—as well a5 5 dozon
other fellows, It was easy to see, from
the looks of the juniors, that something
special was “on ' that Saturday after
noon,

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ecarcied a
bag, in which ware boxing-gloves. and
a couple of sponges and towels.
contents of that bag, had they been
visible, would have E‘naira}ed what was
H-E.n.H

“Parhaps Lee's started already,” sug-
gested Bob Choerry,

Lioo®"

“ Anybody scen
Harry Wharton,

“I think I eaw him gumg to  the
Form-roon: efter dinner,” said Frank
Nugent. “But that’s an hour ago. 1
dare say he's gono down to the boat-
houge already.”

“More iflwif sneaked off " said
Billy Bunter. *Lee isn't keen on fight-
mg. I can tell you fellows—-"

‘:EPID dry up, Bunter!" wrged Jolinny

called out

“Oh, really, Bull—="

“You fellows get off, and T'll look
round for him," said Hnrrj'. ‘Better go
in twos or threes, or wa shall have somae
of the prefects on the track. Wo don't
want Wingute or Gnynm butting in
when it gels going.”

“No fear!”

Harry Wherton re-enteved the School
Houwse to look for Jim I.co, the new
fellow in the Bemove, The rest of the
crowd walked down to the gatca—and
other groups of fellows followed the
same divechion,  Almosf all the Hemove

intended to see tha Lghb that afternoon.

beiween Bob Chervy and Jim Lop.
Wharton looked inlo the Remowve
Foim-room.
That roorn was generally deseried ou
s hali-holiday, wnless =ome hapless

membier of the Forra was under deten-
tion.

Jim Lee was there.

The new junior was seated at his
deak, with books before him, and s pen
i his hand. e was not working, hoiw-
ever. He was goawing the handle of
ihe pen, with.a deep line of thought in
his hrow,

Wharton smiled slightly as he looked
at him.

“Forfotten?” he asked.

“Forgotten what?” asked Lee, grim
and unamli

“Your little engagement  with  DBob
l:..her[':,r " .‘mid tho (‘iiptuin aof  the
Remove with a towch of gsarcasm,
HYou're meeting him behind the boat-
house at two-fifteen, and it's two o'clock

The | now,"

“F hadn't forgolten.”

“Well, we're going down now,” said
Wharton, “JIsp’t it about time yon got
2 move on, Leot"

“There’s no hurry,”

“You haven't arranged
seoond 7 asked Wharton.

“Is 3t likely? said Lee. with a curl
of the lip. “Is thera a fellow in the
Bemove that I'm friendly with to the
oxtent of msking him to act for me?™

LE ]

shoul a

“Tt's your own fault, if there 1sn't."
ANEWE Wharton. “Anyhow, it
doesn’'t matlor--one of us will act for
you."

“¥Yon needn't trouble; 1 don't want
a aeecmd. And you needn't wait for
me. "

“Verg well I

Harry Wharton turned on his heel
and walked out of the Form.room, Jim
Lees glance following him grimly as he
went,

Bob Cherry and the rest were alveady
out of gates, and Wharton hurried after
them.

He fell in with more than #» dozen
fellows on the path down to the boat-
house on the Sark. The fight had
oxeited unypsual interest in the Hemove,
Boli Cherey was a terrific fighlting-man ;
and there wos o general cxpectaiion
that he would knock the new fellow into
a cocked hat, But Lee was expeocted
ta put up & good fight. He had
soored onee over Bolsover wajor; and
lie had stood up o Harry Wharton. So
it was probable that he would give o

godd account of lumself, and make it
worth the while of the Removites to
witnesz the encounter,

Thers was a quiet spot near the boat-
houze, which had been sclected as the
seene of the combat.

Wharten found most of the Remorve
there when hie arrived, as woll as some
of the Fourth and the Third., Templa
of the Fourth had volunteered to kee
time; and ho had already taken out his
handsome gold watch—perhaps to seo
that it was in good order, or perhaps
tor dazzle the other fellows with its mag-
nificence.

“Where's Loc?"

- ‘*]I;an"t. he coming " demanded Peter
iy,

“T've told him,”" answered Wharton.
“(five him o chanee-——still Gvo minutes. ™

“Time he was on tho ground, any-
how,"” said Hazeldene,

“Yes rather!”

“It's cheek [”
ma jor,

“1 say, you fellows, I don't belicre
he's coming !" said Billy Bunter. ®I
don't helieve he's got any pluck, you

said

know."
(43 Dn
rinﬁ off, Bunter!"
Fttor

granted  Dolaover

Wharton.

“ Rubbigh "
rot ' =aid  Bob  Cherry.
“He'll come all right!"

The juniors waited impationtly.

“ Two-fifteen |¥ said Cecil Reginald.
glancing ot his wateh,

“He's late.”

“What did I tell you?" chuckled
Bunter.

Hatry Wharton frowned. It began
t3 look as if Wilham George Dunter was
tight; though the captein of tho
Etc*mmﬂ waa loth to beliove it. Jim
Lee, in the few wecks be had been af
Greyfriars, had suecceded in making
himself thorowghly unpopular in the
Romove: there was not o fellow that
liked ium. end plenty that disliked him
kapnly, But e Lhad never shown a sign
of the white fepthor, that was eccrtann.
Tio had fnivly asked for his fight with
Harey Whavton a few weeks before,
anel, though defeated, he had stood up
gamely Lo the finish.

It eeviainly Inoked now asz if Leo dil
not intend to keep tho appointment be-
hind the boalhouse.

THe Macser Lisnanyv.—~No, 785,
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4 There's none so fair as can compare—

“Two-twenty !"" gald Tomple.

““He, he, he !" from Punter.

“Dash it all, he can't have forgotten.
when Y've just reminded him!" ex-
tlaimed Wharton.

“It's a caze of cold Feet " saild Hazel-
denc.

“HRot!" said Bob, *"He's got lots of

luck. Somebody buzz off and fetch

i

Frank Nuopont started for the school,
and the jumiors waited impatiently for
iz return, Nearly the whole Eemove
lhad gathered for the fray; and they
did not like awaiting the convenience
of an unpopular new fellow—a mere no-
Lody.

It was five minutes before Nugent re-
turned. He came back with o grin on
his face—alone.

“Well, whero
Johnny Bull.

“ Gone out.'

“What?"” roared
chorns.

“Gone out on his bike,” said Frank.

“0On hia bike?”

“Yes: I asked Goeling, Gone off on
his bike!” grinned XNogent, “You
won't get & serap this afternocon, Dob—
unless one of thewe chaps will oblige
vou. All the better, really, as we're
going to Chif Mousc; you don't want
to s!mw Marjorie 8 black eye or & thick
ear.””

Bob Chorry looked astonished.

“Blest if 1'd ever have thought it !"

s he®™  exelaimed

the juniors in 3

ho said. “1'd never have sutppm:erl the
::JmE: wasd a funk, whatever else he may
o 17

“Looka preity plamm now ™ grunied
Johnny Bull.

“He, he, he!” chuckled Bunter.
“What did I tell you fellows? Cold
feet, vou know 1™

“Rollen funk!” growled Dolsover
major.  “We'll jolly well rag him for

this 1¥

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh replaced
the boxing-gloves, the sponges, and the
lowels, in his bag. It was evident lhat
they would not be wanted now.

With wrathful locks tha erowd broke
up.

The great fight, to which the juniors
had been ]mking_fﬂrwurﬂ as a rare enter-
tainment, was not coming off. Jim Lee
had “funked ” it. If anything was
negded to add to the Remove outcast's
unpopularity, that did it. In all the
Remove thets was no fellow that had a
good word for him; but it would have
amazed tho Remove fellows to know that
ihat was exactly what Jim Lee wanted.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Lee’s Defiance I

IM LEE drove mopodily at his pedals
J as he rode down Friardala Lane,
It was & bright, frosty afternoon,
but Lees handsome foes  wos
shadowed. A bitler smile curved his lips
ns he thought of the crowd waiting at
the boathouse. He knew that ha would
I condamned as a funk, and he did not
vare. Deeper and blacker troubles than
that weighed on the mind of the school-
Loy outeast,

ina turned into DRedelyffe Lane, and
rode on for some distance, Tle dis-
mounted from his bicycle at o rather soli-
;,nr:,r spol, where a wood bordered the
ane,

He wheeled hiz machine into & narrow
faotpath, and stopped at a dozen vards
from the road, A man was sianding
there under a iree, smoking a cigar—a
man with a hard face and strongly-
marked festures, Many of the Remove

would bave known the man by sighl as
Ulick Dniver, Lee's cousin and guardian,
and would have wondered why Mr.
Diriver chose to meel bis ward in that
surreptitions way at a distance {rom the
schonl,

“So you've come!" saud
harshly, as the junior stopped.

“I've come.”

“You're late.”

“Very likely.”

river compressed his lips.

“What delayed you™ he asked., "I
don't mind waring, if there’s & reason.
If vour friends at Greyiriare—"

Lee loughed—a laugh ihat was not
good to hear,

“I'vo no friends at Greyiriars,” he
answered, “I'm late, I suppose., I don't
care whether I'm late or not. I wasn't
delayed. 1've been thinking it over—
deciding whether I'd come,”

“Deciding whelher you'd come, when
I wrote to you to meet me here? saud
Tlick Driver, his eyes glittering at the

Driver

boy.
lee nodded. .
“Fes. Dut T've come, T doesn’t
[
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matter much ecither way,
vou Lo say to me?

The glitter in the man’s eves betrayed
his suppressed rage. Butbt he kept his
feelings well in check.

“This 13 rather a new mood for you,
Jim,” he said quietly., “lg that gqomite
the way to talk {0 me, my boy?

“I don't want to talk to you at all, 1f
you've nothing else to say, I inay as well
be gpoing.™

“What does this mean? said Driver,
gritting his teeth., “I warn you not to
mo too far with your insolence. You
know why you were sent 1o Greyiriars.
Do you think I am paying your fees
there for nothing ™

“1 never asked yvou to pay them. I'm
ready to leave. In fact, I've turned it
over in my mind whether I should leave,
without waiting to lell you about it at

il
i v

“¥Yos, I know why I was sent there”
ihe schoolboy exclaimed in a low, pas-
sionate veoice. “To make [riends with
waalthy fellows, and butter them up, and
get asked to their homes, so that I conld
help you to rob themt, T'o spy about the
schoo!, and make 1t easy for you and
vour gang to rob the place. To serve

your interests—vou, 8 crook—you, an
Old Boy of Greyfnars, who would be
sent te prison now if the police knew
your way of life. ¥es, 1 know why you
sent me there. And now, listen to me.
I shall never be of use {o you as yvou've
arranged and schemed. I've set myself,
ever since ['ve been at the school, to do
the direct oppostie.”

Driver's eves blazed, but he did not
speak.

1 could have made friends easily
enough, and with the very fellows you
ramed to me—the fellows you marked
down as your viclims!" continued Lee
with a bitter accent. “HMarry Wharton
for one, and Lord Mauleverer, and
others. They liked me at first, and
Mauleverer even went out of hise way to
be friendly, a thing he never does. And
T anubbed him; and 1 had a fight with
Wharton, And this afterncon-—"

Ha paused.

“Well,” =zaid Driver In & menacing
tone, ““what fresh trick have you played
this afterncon, you young rascali”

Lae laughed.

“I've made myself theroughly unpopu-
lar. Some of the fellows call me the
“hermit,” ¥ he said. “ My stody-mates
have turned me out of my study., This
afterncon I've put the lid en—Ifailing to
keop an appeintment for a fight with
Bob Cherry. They will set mo down as
a funk, and make 2 mock of me. And—
if it interests you o know ii—only the
other day I did something that wonld
have made ma popular with the best set
in the Remove, and I kept it a secret so
that it couldn't have that result. Now
you know what use I shall bo to you in
vour schemes, Ulick. You may as well
give up the idea.”

Driver eyed him curiously,

“And what was it you did?* he asked.

“1 saved Bob Cherry's life, on the
cliffs, where he had a fall,” answered
Lee—and it's resulled in a fight being
arranged with him this afiernoon”

“How? What do you mean?”

“You're interested ¥ said Leo with a
bitter emile. “I'll tall yon, He fell
from a oliff, and tlrnp£¢ii on a rocky
ledgn, and was stunned, I gotb him up.
I hardly know how, but I did it, I left
him before he came to his senses, and he
doesn't know. He never will know.”

*“And why are you flighting him?"”

“T1 left him with z fat rascal named
Bunter, asking Bunter lo keep it dark.
He did—and more than that. As I was
silent, he made Cherry believe that he
had saved his life. He serswed mone
out of him on the strengih of it; and
lost my temper with him, the rolter!
Bob Cherry stood up for him, thinking
ithe fat brute had saved lus hfe.” Lee
laughed again, “It's odd, isn’t it? Do
vou know why I decided, after all, to
come here this afterncon? It was
because vou fixed the same time as my
fight with Bob Cherry, and 1 knew Lhat
funking the mesting would make the
fellows think worse of me. So far from
making friends in the Remove, as vou've
ordered, F've made enemies right and
left. I'm mnot on speaking Lerms even
with a single chap. Do you understand
that 1"

“ And you've done this deliberately?”
said Driver in a low voice, his eyes glit-
lering at the boy.

“Quila deliberately.™

“ Becausg——"

“Pecause I wanted to put it right out
of my power to do aa you peked,” sand
Les coolly. “Even if I gave in now, it's
too late, I sholl never have a friend at
Greyfriars, even of 1L wanted onelt”

What is the fate of Jim Lee, the new boy at Greyfriars 7—
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—uwith the boys of Greyfriars School!

“You young scoundrell™ exclaimed
Driver,

“1 should have been & voung scoundrel
if 1'd Dbﬂfﬂd sour orderas, Ulick. Thank
Heaven, 1 did not!”

“And now,"” said Driver, biling his
lip, “*what are you going to doi”

“I don't know—excepting lhat I am
gpig bo do nothing of what you sent
me ta Groyiriars for.”

Driver clenched his hands,

“Do you think I shall keep you there,
to lead the life of an ordinary schoolboy,
and to throw me over?™

“I'm ready to leave.”

““And what then—after that?™

“I don't know. I don't care much,”

Driver threw away the stump of his
oigar. It was easy fo ses by liia look
ihat he found it hard work to keep his
hands off the boy who so coolly defied
and taunted kim, Lee knew it, but he
did not shrink. He knew thal he stood
i the presence of ohe of Lhe most dan-
erous crooks in the country ; a man whe
esitated at little or nothing, though to
the world Ulick Driver kept u;ir a good
appearance. DBut there was nothing like
fear in Jim's heart. He had suffered-too
much to care what happened.

There was a long silence,

Lea stood with his hand on his hicycle,
watching the crook with e grim, mock-
mﬁlam:iﬁr. Driver was obviously at a loss.

he crook broke the silence at last,
“You mean this, Jim?" -
“ Every word !"'
“You know what the result will be?”
Lo shrugged his shoulders.

“You know that it iz in my power fo
have you taken away from your school by
the police and.sent to & reformatory ™

“I know that I have done nothing,
knowingly, to deserve it," esid Loc
stendily. ‘I know that you tricked me
into  passing  counterfeil hanknotes,
hafore you told me what yon were.
suppose 1 am in your power, if you ave
villain enough to punish me for doing
'I.'i'ihﬂt.l: is right. But I'm prepared to face
L “- '-i"-

“ Disgrace, prison, lifelong ruin
Driver.

Iao's face paled, but he did aot shrink.

“Even that[" he said.

“Then take your choice, and abide by
161" seid Tllick Driver in a low, concen-
trated voice. I will give you ono week

I aaid

tu__l‘i
“ You need not give me one minute |
sald Teo. “ My mind's mado u

“Y will give you one w&eﬁ " said
Driver savagely, * Noxt Saturday I will
mest you here in the same plase—-—""

“I shall not come 1" -

*You will come, and you will asle my
pardon, and promise me to carvy out my
orders to the last jot and titiiﬂ- " said
Driver botween his teeth. “If you do
not, I will not spare you. That is my last
word !"

“It will make no difference 1"

Ulick Diriver's suppressad rape blazed
oub at that. He made a spriong at the boy
and grasped him by the collar,  1I'ha
binyele went to the ground with a datter,

Lico strugyrled.

“Hands off,” he panted, * oy

He tore himself free, his eyes hlazing.
Driver, with a fierce ocath, struck at him,
and the schoolboy reeled and fell heavily
to the ground.

Trhick Twriver stood looking down on
him, with grinding teeth.

“"PTake that as & warning ! he hissed.
“Anmd H by noxt Saturday you do not
beg for mercy and prommse obedicnce,
prepare for prisan "

1

And with that the crook strode away,
without a bacliward glance at the dazed
schoolboy lying on the ground.

———

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Unwanted Guest!

£d SAY, vou fellows ™
*“{aood-bye, Bunter!”
"]31.]!-_ . $EF—'—”
Bunter indignantly.

Harcy Wherton & Co. stopped. They
Fol thoy couldn't do anything else,

The Famous Five of Greyfriara were
about to start for Cliff House. They
were golng to meegt Marjoria & Co. that
afterncon for a ramble on the cliffs and
tea in the school-room sfterwards. And
on such an gccasion thay did not yearn
for ths ecompany of illiamn  George
Buniler,

The fight with Lee not having come
off, Bobh Cherry was one of the party,
Had the fight taken place, it was
probable that Bob would not have been
tn & suitabla state for ladies’ company;
discoloured cyes and thickened cars
would have been out of place at CLff
House School. 8o Bob was feeling rather

[ensed than otherwisze at Jim Eec's
atluce to keep the appointment behind
the boathouse. .

Bob had sorted out his best necktie,
and tied it almost straight, and was look.
ing very merry and bright. But the
brightness of his sunny face was dimmed
as t;-]gj Bunter rolled up and joined the
party.

Bob was trying hard to feel grateful
and kind towards Bunter, mm the fixed
belief that the 0wl had saved his life at
preat risk on the previous Wednesder.
But it was hard.

persisted

B

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ said Bob with
forced cordiality, * Going out this after.
noon, Bunter?’

“T'm coming with you fellows."

“Oh! !

“1 haven't scen Marjoric for quiie a
long titne," eaid Punter. *“Sho will be
elad to see me”

“What rot ! remarked Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“Wouldn't you rather go for a spin,
Bunter?" asked Bob. I've mended
your bike, you know.” Bob had set him-
scif that laboriousz task, feeling that i
was up Lo him te do anvthing he could
ar Bunter.

And it was ““some ® task. Bunier's
bike had been in a parlous condition, and
Bolb had put a very great deal of his
leiznre time into repairing it. He had
had to buy scvera!l spare parts for the
purposa, and he had tinkered and
tinkered ot the neglected Like till it was
A going concern again,

Bunter sniffed.

“Mended 11" he repealed. “Cull that
mending it1"

“I've done my best with ir, old chap,™
saidd Bob mildly.

“ Bob's apent & podd many hours on i,
and 2 good many shillings!” growled
Johnny DBull. " Blesged if 1I'd have
dlone it

“1 haven't saved vour life, Bull; I've
saved Bob's!" said Bunter. “That
makes some difference, I suppogal”

Grunt from Johnny Bull. On the
aihject of Bunter’s heroism Johnny was
rather a sceptic. The thing scemed to bo
proved, but somehow Johnoy Bull found
that ke could not swallow it. Tt wax only
for Bob's sake that he refrained from
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lilick Driver struck savagely at Jim

grinding teeth.

heavily to ihe ground. His enraged guardlan stoed looking
“*Take that as & warning ! ** he hissed. (Yee Chapter 2))

iee, and the schoolboy reeled and fell
down on him with

—Will he face the consequences of Driver's threat ?
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slating his belief far and wide.  DBob
believed that Bunter had saved his life,
g0 Johony let the matter go without
argument, keeping his own opinion all
the samo.

“Adg for mending my bike," econtinued

Bunter—"¥'ve looked at it. The tyres
are in a rotten state.” :
“I mended about eix or eeven

punctures,” said Bob.

“It really wanted now tyres," said
DBuanter.

“ YVea-es, but—"

"You counldn't expect Bab to fit you
out with new tyres, Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton, * Bob isn't rolling in money
like old Mauly, you know.”

“BSome fellows wouldn’t think it much
to do, when their lives had been saved
gl terrible risk " said Funter.

“I-—-T'll] gee what 1 can do about it,
Bunter!"” gasped Bob, while the other
four m rs of the Co. looked &t
Bunter as if they could have eaten him.
“But—but it's all right for riding, if
you'd care—-"

“I wouldn't!” said Bunfer. 1 want
ta go to tea at CRf House this afternoon.
Not that T cave for the spread, you know.
1 never did think much of =uch con-
siderations as that. But Marjoria and
Clara will think I'm neglecting them.”
Bunter smirked his objectiomable, fat
mnirk, “You see, when a fellow's a bit
of & ladies’ man he’s bound to keep up
his reputation.”

Bob Cherry breathed hard.

Whenever Bunter spoke of girls Bob
slware wanted to kick him; and
ospecially when he spoke of Marjorie
Hazeldene, Buot he couldn't kick a fellow
who hed zaved his life a few days
belore.

“That's for Hazel to eettls,” said
Frank Nugent. ‘‘Hazel's taking us over
to tea with his sister.”

“That's all right. if Bob asks Hazel to
take me, too 1 said Bunter.

“Oh!" said Harry.

“You fellows ready®
Hazeldene of the Remove,

" ¥es, herea wo arat”

“ Come on, then?’ .

“Bunter says——"" began Bob Cherry
with an effort,

“Blow Bunter!” said Hazeldens.
“Roll away, Bunter!”

“T'm comuing, Hazel”

“Rata "

“If wyou don't mind
Hazal—" gaid Bob.

“But I do!™ said Hazel coolly. *The
girls can’'t stand Bunter, and you know
it. Why should 1 inflict Dunter on
them 1"

“Well. he saved my life—="

“He didn't save mine,” said Hazel-
dene. " Come on! If I catch you about,
Bunter, look out for my boot!”

“ Beast " roarcd Bunter.

Hazel chuckled, and led the way to the
gates. The Famous Five followed him.,
‘four of them looking very pleased. They
wanted to be kind to Bunter alter his
service to Bob Cherry, but therc was a
limit, Bob looked rather werried, The
fellow who had saved him fram death on
the Seagull Chiff had run a fearful risk,
amd Bob believed that Bunler was the
fellow,

He had come to his eenses with Bunter
beside him on the cliff-path, and no one
alza o sight; and the thought never
crossed hiz mind thet his real reseper had
Joliberately kent the facts secret. That
Jim Lee had been anywhers near the
epot at all waz wnknown to Bob, Cer-
tainly, Bob did not want Bunter to
gpread himsell in his self-zatisficd way in

called out

very ouch,

the presence of the CLifi House girls,
but, in the circumstances, he hated
leaving him behind.

Bunter rolled after ihe parly, and Bob
tapped Hazel on the arm as the juniors
went oub at the gates. Hazel gave hun

you'd

& stare.
let Bunter
murmured Bob.

“1f

" Oh, bother Bunter!™

It&feﬂ; hu' ER

“0h, anything for e quiet hie,” said
Hazeldene. *Let the fat beast come if
you want him."”

come—"?

“Thanks,™
Boh turn%} to signal to Buenter, and
found the Owl of the Remove at his

heels, Bunpter gave Harel an indignant
blink.

*Look here, ITazol, if you pul it like
that——" he Eegzm warmly.

“Well, I do,” said Hazel.

“He, ha, he! 1 can
joke,” said Bunter. *All serene, old
fellow,” ]

-1 wasn't joking,” said Fazel,

Bunter decided to be deaf to that
remark. The seven juniors walked down
Frisrdale Lane, and out {o the chiff-path,
Marjoris & Co, were io meet them hali-
way on the cliffs, and walk on with
them to CLfE MHouse School. Marjorie,
Clara, snd Dolly Jobling were only a few
minutes late at the appointed spot,
where the cliff-path ascended from the
road. They looked rather expressively
at Bunter as that fat and fatuous youth
raised his hat with a flourish and a kill.
g look.

“Sorry,"” said Hazeldene, * Bob would
bring the fat bounder,”

“0Oh, really, Hazel—
Bunter.

Bob coloured,

“I didn't know you were so chummy
with DBunter,” rémarked Misa Clara.

“He saved my life,” zaid Bob.

At fightful risk, too,” said Bunter
“How I escaped a terrible death [
hardly knaw,*

“ Blessed 13 he that bloweth his own
trumpet ! remarked Miss Clara,

“{h, rveally, you know-—-"

“Hazel’'s told us all about it," szaid
Marjorie. - *We shall pass the place,
going to ClLff House, and we want you
to point. it out to us, Bob"

“Right-ho ! said Boh,

- And the junmiors and the schoolgivls
proceeded cheerily along the rocky path
over the cliffs, Billy Bunter labouring
and panting in the rcar. On an ascend
ing path, Bunter had no breath for con-
versation, amnd no leisure for killing
looks and glad eves. Which was o great
relief for everybody concerned.

LR ]
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Surprising Find !

& ERE we are i said Boh Cherry.

The party stopped on the

cliff-path. On their left, the

sheer cliff fell away to 1bo

beach, two huadred feet helow ; on (heir

vight, the higher eliff roze in a rugped

slove.  Seagulls wheeled above their
leads.

"Won fell over the edpe there 7™ ex.
clatned Marjorie with a shudder,

Bolby Cherry nodded.

“I had a ganuny knee,” he explained.
“RKick on the footer field, you know,
My foobt shipped, and my blessed leg
caved in, aned over L went. You can't
z¢e 1t from here, but there’s a rocky
ledge jutting out a few feet bolow the
edge, and I fell on that”

take a little.

“Jolly lucky for you!" zaid Claras.

“Yes, and fﬂﬂh}" that Bunter was on
the spot,” said Bob. “I was stunned,
you know; arnd if I hadn’t been pulled
up, I should have rolled off the ledge
as soon as I moved.”

“¥You mean to eay that Duntor went
over that edge for you 7" exclaimed Miss
Clara in great astonishment.

“Yes, he did 1"

“Well, my only summer hat!™ said
Clara.

“He" must have been very brave to
do s0,” sail Mariorie, with a look of
wonder at the fat junior. Certainly she
had never su:spected Bunter of such a
quality as bravery before,

Bunter smirked.

“Nothing to me,” he said, “I just
ran to the edge, you know, as cool as
a cucumber, and jumped down to the
ledge.™

“Climbed down, old fellow,” hinted
Wharton,

“Jumped " gaid Bunter firmly.

“You told us you climbed down, you
know,"

"I suppese I ought to know how I
did it, Wharton?” said Bunter loftily.
“1 jumped. I wasn't going to waste
time cluobing, as any ordinary fellow

might bave done. I jumped. All it
necded was a nerve of iron.”

“You've got a nerve!” said Mies
lara.

“Yes, rather ™

“I mean you've got & nerve to spin

us a yarn like that.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Oh, really, Miss Clara—-"

"Tell ns you chmbed down to the
ledge, and we'll try 1o believe it,” said
the candid young lady.

“1 jumped ' roared Bunter.

“The jumpfulness was not terrifie
my  osteemed  Dunter,” murmum:i
Hurree Jam=ci Bam Singh.

“T tell you I jumped !

“Let it go at that!”  said Harery
wharton.  * Anvhow, Bunter got down
to the ledee, nnj’ zot Bob up to safety,”

“Haw ™ asked Clara.

“Lifted him, somchow,™

“Dosh 1™ said Miss Clara.
couldn't Lt him.”

“You see, T was tremendously ex-
eiled,”  saidl Bunler., I liad the
strength of a Jdozen chaps ot that
oment, ™
It'a. really true, Clara,” said Bob
Cherry. “When T came to, heve T was
on the path agam, and Bunter sitting
beside me. There was nobody else in
sight.”

“1 think thal proves 111" said Bunter
warmly, “I'm really surprized at you,
Miss Clara. Just as if you couldn’t take
my word,”

“Well, T'm =zorry i s Lrue,"™ said
Miss Clara. " You're sure you didn't
g0 to sleep and dream it, Bob?"

“uite ! suid Bob Cherry, laughing.
“"Pyve still et a hinp on my henﬁ,
where it got knocked. ™

"Well, t's jolly gueer,” said  Miss
Clara. “ A feflow whe could lift ven,
atdd push yon np on the liff, standing
on that ledge, must have heon very
5tr::mi, amd as hrave as a hon”

“Thals me all over ! aid Dunter,

hkittles 1T sand Miss (lara,

* Look borg—-—"

“It vant: gome believing, you knoy,”
sald Harsellene, langhinge. “But ity
friee, Lllara, Al the f[ellows heliove it
Bunter did b, unless some other follaw
came aleng and Jdid it and  vaeished
the next minute”

“Thera  wasn'l
nowled Punter,

“ Nunter

any  othce  feilow ™
“1 tell you——"

Or will he do what many another has donge—
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“Of course hof, old chap,” said Bob
Chercy soothingly. *It'a all right,
Bunter. We know you did it." .

“AN the fellows believe it" aaid
Wharton, ‘*‘excepting Lee, and Lee
tdoean't count.”

“Who's Lee?” asked Mijss Clara,

“A new kid in the Remove. He's
only bacn at Gregfriars a fow woeks.”

“And he doesn’t beliove in Bunter's
jolly heroism 7" asked Clara.

“He's the only fellow who doesn't.”

“The only fallow with eyes in his
haad, 1 shouid say!" murmured Miss
{lara; but she kindly made Lhat remark
in too low a voice for William George
Bunter to hear it.

“Who's for elimbing up the chiff, and
getting to the upper path *™" asked Hazel-
dene.

Home of the juniors grinned. From
the cliff-path to the upper path on tep
of the high cliffis was & rough and hefty
elimb, and it was guite certain that
Bunter would not _join in it

“Ceood I said Clara.

“Topping 1" said Johnny Buall, *if ii's
not too steep for the girls?™

“Too steep for your grandmother!™
caid Miss Clars. *Come on!™

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Let Bunter lead!" said ITazeldene
with a grin. " Bunter's the fellow for
nerve, vou know, Brave as a lion, and
all that. (Go shead, Bunter!”

“ Little cnough for me, after what I've
done,” said Bunler. “But T'm rvather
tired. I prefor this path™

“Right-ho! Go ahead, and we’ll meet
yvou again at CHff House,” said Harry
Wharton.

“Look heve—""

_ But the juniors did net heed. Six
juniors and threa girla followed the
rugged ascent on the cliff, [eaving

Willinm George Bunler alone in his glory
on the path. With an irritated snort,
the Owl of the Remove rolled an his way.

It was only & hundred yards from the
lower cliff-path to the upper, but the
way was hard and steep, Hera snd
there the climbers had to catch hold

with thei: hands.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly,

In catching at the edge of a rocky
erevice to help his ascent, his hand came
it contact with a wvolume that was
jammed in the crevies, It was qguite
idden from -sight there, and but for
stooping over the crevice as he climbed,
Bob would not have noticed it.

He picked it out of the crevice,

“What is it?" asked Harry Wharton,
glancing back. :

“Bomebody's lost & book heve,”™ said
Bob., “Somebody with lots of nerve, I
should think, if he was sitting up here
reading.”

-He opened tho bock and locked into
it, with the idea of returning it to the
owner if the name was written inside.

“Tt's o giddy Virgil 1" he said,

“Lea's perhaps,” said Nugent.  ““Leo
lost his Virgil, you know; he was late
for dinner the other day looking for it,
and Quelchy jawed him,™

“Leo's right  enough,” said Bob.
“Hore's his name written on the title-
poge—" Jumes Lee, Greyfriars School.' ™

Bob stood with the book in his Liand,
staring at it, a slrange expression on hig
face, The volume showed very plain
signs of baving been drenched with rain.

"1 say, ihis is jolly odd, you chaps!"
said Bob abruptly.

“0dd that a fellow who funks 4 scrap
should stick vp in’a daongerous place like
this to read,” said Johnny Bull.

v
o [l

= . =

T

F i ELLTARRE T RITE T

S R

A
T

o .

"

T

I\

(I E\

L

front of the desks by main foree.
and blazing eyes.
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The next moment Bob had grasped Lee by the collar and swusg him out In
* Now, you rotter——'" Le&e sprawled on
the fioor of the Form-room. Bob Cherry stood over him with clenched fisis
* Get up, you cad,

(¥ee Chapter 6.)

and put up your hands!** he saild,

“I don't mean that. You [ellows
know when Lee lost his Virgil”

“Last Wednesday,™ said Harry, “It
was on Thursday ha went to lock for it,
and came in late to dinner.”

Bob Cherry nodded.

“That’s so. And thero was rain Wad-
nesday night—and therc's been none
sinco—and this book has been out in the
rain. Lee loat it here on Wedneaday
afterncon.”

““What does that matter?” asked Miss
Clara.

“Only it was Wednesday afternoon
when I Lad mg fall on the path down
there,” said Bob. *Lee must have been
here about the time. I—1 wonder if
that's why he's so down on Bunter for
claiming to bave saved my life. Les
ay have scen something——" Beh
paused.

The juniors were all looking interested
oW,

It had been a surprise to all of them
when tho *schoolboy hermit,” usually su
wcilly reserved, had broken out in un
expected anger al Bunfor's claim  to
having played the hero. Nobody could
seg how 1t concerncd Jim Leo in the
loast,

Lee had denounced Bunier’s talg as a
falsehood, with unexpected heat.  Was
it possible that he knew 1t was a false-
hood-—that he had seen the occurrencoe,
and knew that Buntor was not  the
rescuer ?

“ Looks az if Lee knows something '™
grinnad Johnny Bull. *If he was horo
about the sams time—-—"

“Ho must have been,” said Harry
Wharton,  *“¥You fellows remember we

came on him, going in, as we came
back from F.Edﬂl?'l'fa that afternoon.”

“1 remember,"” said Nugent.

“But if he knew Bunter was lying, he
must have known what happened,” said
Wharton, knitting his brow, “If he
!llr;nuws t;'lm facts, ho could tell us; and he

asn't.’

Beb Cherry looked very uneasy. Ha
hated to doubt Bunter's story—feeling
that doubt wes ungrateful, if the story
was true., Yet it was barely possible
that some unknown person had come and
gone, whils Bob was atill unconscioua;
and that Lee, Yeading hiz book on the
upper cliff, had seen it all. Certainly
it would bo just like Bunter to make a
false claim to distinction, if he considered
it safe to do so.

“If Lee was here, Bunter must have
seen hum,’" said Beb abruptly. *We'll
jolly well ask Bunter about this. Any-
how, I'll take the book along and return
it to Lee. Quelchy's lent him a Virgil
to use till this turns up.”

The juniors and the schoolgirls went
on their way, and reached the upper
patli. By the high path over the cliff-
tops, in {hﬂ strong breeze from the ses,
they proceeded checrily on their way—
Bob Cherry with a clond of thought on
his brow. Bob was m a troubled frame
of mind, DBunter's clagn to endless
gratitude for his supposed servico wae
hard to endure, though Bob hitherto had
endured it with manful fortitude. b
did not exactly want to get rid of the
obligation, as it woere; but coertainly it
would have been a great relief to loarn
that Dunter was not his rescuer,  The
more ho thought about the matter, the

fly from the vengeance of the law 7
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more Dhe reolised that Lee's angry
denvencintion of the fat junior was
probably founded upon knowledge of
what actually had occurred.

Bob felt itrritated with the schoolboy
mi.tf:n.at, too, If Lea knew the facts,
wh
had no right to leave the Remove fellows
under a false belief,

From one or the other—Lee or Bunter
~—Boh Cherry was determined to get the
truth, whatever it was. If some fisher-
man or longshereman had saved his life,
nnd left him still wnconscious in Bunter's
vare, Bob wanted to know who the man
was, o that he could at least give him
his thanks.

The party arrived st Cliff House at
last, and found Billy Bunter waiting for
ihem at the gates of the girls’ school
Bunter turned a discontented blink upon
Lhom.

“ Blow.conches ! he grunted. “T'wve
Leen waiting ten miautes.”

“Taa wil? be ready!” said Marjorie.
“Let va go in.”

And they went in,

— s

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Herole Bunter [
‘BILL? BUNTER'S fat face re-

covered its smiles as he sat at the
tea-table by the window in the
school-roomt at CLiff House. It
vas quite a happy party. Barbara RBed-
forn and Mabel Lynn joined them, and
ihere was a merry buzz of talk along the
vrowded table: thowgh for some time

Vunter's jaws wore too busy wilth move-

salid econsiderations for him to join in
the talk. But having eaten enough for
four or five, the Owl of the Remove
slackened in_ his gastronomic feats, and
hestowed the benelit of his charmung
conversation wupon the rest of the
COIPANY.

Bunter's toptes were rather limited ; his
falk being ngieﬂy about himself, DBut
on that one topic he had endless subject
mwatter, as it were, and was never at g
oss, H& never tired of the topic: in
ithat respect differing very considerably
from hia hearers.

He treated Marjorie & Co. to a full
and thrilling descrmtion of the rescue of
1%ob Cherry, Bob hstening te 4t in un-
comfortable silence,

The Gnding of Lee's book on the cliff
had put new ideas into Bob’s head on

that subject; but he forbore frem
questioning Bunter mnow, I the
rgregious Owl had mmade a false claim,

Bob Cherry did not want to *“‘show him
up " in.the presenco of the CLf House
girls. Later on would do for that.

Marjorie & Co. were inferested, but
perplexed. Bunter locked like anything
It & hero; and surely & fellow who
really was heroic wonld have had a-little
ingdesty as & set-off to hus heroiam?

They were perplexed; but as Bunter's
companions did not “sit on ™ the fat
jumior, they suppesed that the nareative
wag true, amazing as it was. Barbara
rather mischievously led Bunter on—and
he required little Jeading; so in the
latest edition, so to speak, of the thrill-
ing tale, it appeared that, leaping down
wn the rocky ledge like an sntelope,
Bunter had seized the unconscious Dob
and hurled him bodily up on the path.

FThe idea of the [at junior “hurling *
a hefty fellow like b Cherry any-
whera was too much for the tea-party;
ondd Bunter was interruplted by a choros
of chuckles,

“Have cake ! said

A0 11RO

could he not state them openly? He:

Marjorie hastily, as the Owl of the
Remove biinkedy round in wrath.

“1f you fellows don't believe me—"'
exclaimed Bunter.

“Believe you!" gasped Hazel, " Oh,
my hat!™

“Look here——"

“This i3 & nice plum cake !” murmured
Marjorie.

It was! And PBunter fortunately
transferred his attention to the cake,
which he demolished to tho last crumb
and the last plum. ’

When the Greviriars party took their
leave, Billy Bunter strutted rather than
walked down to the pates. He felt that
he was diatiuguishe‘f now in the eyes
of the Ciiff Houze young ladies—courage
admired by b-eaut?', g8 it were, and that
wag very agreeable to William George.
He had almost forgotien by this time
that he had, as an actual fact, had no
hand whatever in the rescue of Bob
Cherry.

‘Bob Cherry wae slent for some time
as the juniors walked home to Greyfrisrs
in the gathering dusk.

But he addreszed Bunter at last. He
had Lee’s volume of P. Vergiliuzg Maro
in his pocket, and he intended to seek
out Lesa as 2oom as he arrived at the
school; but he wanted the fruth from
Bunter first—if, indeed, truth could be
extracted from that lineal descendant of
Ananias, _

“Did you ses Lee that afterncon,
Bunter " Bob asked abruptly.

“Eh! What!" The fat junior started,
“ILea! Certainly not.”

“ Wasn't ho on the cliff 1"

““If Lee says——"" began Bunter hoily,

“He hasn't sard anything." said Bob
pactfically. “Only what we've all heard
belore to-day. DBut I've found his hook
en the cliffi—"

“Silly ass to drop it there, when he
wanted—"

“"Eh? He wanted what?"” asked Bob,
as Bunter broke off suddenly.

"Nﬂt-h.l'l'.l -

“"Yan didn't sed him 7" asked TTarry
Wharton.

“Well, I'm rvather short.sighted, you
know,” gaid Dunter eautioudly. * Be-
sides, I was so busy s-uw'ng: lob's life-—
at the risk of my own—'

“"Yes, ves,"” said Bob, “Tut if he was
lhﬂl'lE-"-"-‘”

" He wasn't there."”

“Youn are sure of that®"

“Quite sure I said Bunter. “ You see,
if he'd been there—say, sitting up on the
chiff studying—I should have seen him.”

“ And you didn't zee him "

I never looked L

“Was he there?"” exclaimed
vatiantly.

“Cortainly not. I think he went over to
Redclyfle that afternoon, to see the fool-
ball match.™

“Ha didn't 1" snid Johnny Bull. “ We
met him as we came beck, and he was
coming from the direction of the cliff
road.”

“ Peorhaps you wera mistaken,’
gested Bunter. * You know what a silly
ass you are, Bull. Dent yvou, old chap

“You fat idiot——"

“Now I c¢ome to think of 1, 1
remember Lea went off by train that
afternoon,” eaid Buntar, “T distinetly
rermember seeing him take the train al
I'riardale. So he couldn’t have -been on
the cliff, could he?"”

“ Not if he went away by ivain,” said
Wharton. * Buot—"

“ 8o that settles it,” gaid Duntar.

“Well, I'll ask him," said Baobh.

“1 shouldn't!" exclaimed Bunter in

ioh 1m-

F

sug:

alarm,. “1 say, yon fellows, that chap
Iee 13 barred, you know—I shouldn't
speak to him at all. T'm afraid he
wouldn't tell yon the truth. I know he's
nok 0 particular ahout the truth as 1
am.’

“Couldn’t be much less particular, I
think [ grunted Johnny Bull,

“He was there some timo that after-

noon,” said Bob. “IF he saw whal
happenad, that would account——"
“He didn't!” exclaimed DBunter, 1

assure you fellows that I looked very
g&rhcularly and carefully to see whether
¢ was there, and ho wasn't.”
O, my hat 1
- % You silly ass!" roared Johnny Bull
“If he wasn't there, why should you have
looked particularly to see whether ho wos
there i

“Well, I—I'm always jolly carcful, you
know,” said Bunter. *“Thinking he
might be there, I looked. And ke
wasn'b"

“Oh erumbs ™

Bob Cherry gave it up, at that. Obvi-
ously it was of little use to expect the
truth fromm Bunter.

“*1 hope you're satisfied now " added
Bunter with dignity. “1 assure you
that 1 looked zﬁl round very carefully,
specially to ses whether Lee was there,
and he wasn't.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“DBlessed §f T see anything to cackle
at!” grunted Bunter,

It was not of much use lo guestion
Bunter, in the hope of eliciting truth;
but the Famous Five were farly weil
satisfied—Irom Duoter's amazing zystem
of denial-=thal Lee had been on the spol
at the tme of the rescue, and that
Bunter had seen him on the cliff. Obvyi-
ously, if Jim Lee had been seated on the
upper cliff with his book, he must have
sean what happened on the path below
him, and must know whether Buntee's
claim was true or false. And Lee had
made il fairly clear that he regarded that
clwim as utterly unfounded.

But if he knew who the real rescuer
was, why could he not say so0? There
was no,sense, 50 far as the juniors could
see, in making n mystification on the
subject. And that mystification irritated
them extremely.

Bob wag in rather a grim mood, when
he arrived at Greyfriars with his com-
rades. e could mnot help thinking it
most probable that he had been deceived
by Bunter; and that Leo could have
enlightened him, had he chosen to’do
50. And Hob meant to have the truth
out of Jim Lee, as to what actually had
happened while he lay uwneonscious—
even if he had to hammer it out of the
obstinate outcast, with his knuckies.

In that mood, Bob arrived in the Schoeol
IIouse at Creyfriars, and immediately
proceeded lo inguire for Jim Lec.

He looked for hie in his study firet
ITe found Russell and Ogilvy in Study
No. 3, sitting down to prep.

“Lee’s not here ! asked Bob.

“No good looking for him hera!™
grinned Russell. “We bar him in this
study. No =zulky rotters wanted bera”

“HKnow whera he is?"

“No, and don't care!” eaid Opilvy.
“If you want to punch him, veou’ll find
him in the dorm at bed-time. e can't
dodge you there.”

“1t 1an't that,” said Bob. “I've found
the Virgil he lost the other day, and I
want to give it back to him.”

“Oht  You will find him in the

Harry Wharton & Co. live up to their reputation as true Britishers—
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Next week's programme is a scorcher! Glance af the Chat! 9

Form-room most likely,” said Ogilvy.
*He does his prep there since we turned
him out of the study.”

“Right-ho!" gaid Bob.

And with Lee's book undor his arm,
Bob Cherry made his way to the Remove
Form-room.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry Loses His Temper !

IM LEE was in the Form-room.
He sat at his desk thers with
8 single burner to show him light,
and & rug over his knees. Tt was
very cold in the room; but the school-
boy outeast hpd made no complaint
about having been lurncd ont of his
study, Indeed, a ecivil .word or two
would hawva pl.mntad his study-mates,
gnd Russell and Ogilvy would have lat
him back into Study No. 3; but Lee
did not choose to uiter the word., He
hugged his unpopularity, as it were, as
if it were & defence—as indeed it was—
against the schemes of Ulick Driver.
Ho had his books before him, buat he
was not working. Idis face was clouded,
and his heart was heavy.

A mark showed on his cheek where
Ulick Driver's angry blow had fallen,
Lee was not thinking of that,

He was thinking of the end, inevitable
now—af the fate that was to be his,
For ha did not expect the crock io
show him mercy.

The placing of Jim Lee at Greyiriars to
serva his own wicked ends had been the
inaster-scheme of the cunning crook, He
had expected to derive profit from it—
more profit then from any other scheme
that ever had been hatched in his clever
and unscrupulous brain, Lee’s unex-
pected resistance brought his deep-laid
plot tumbling down like a house of cards.

If the boy held to his resolve, Ulick
Driver had wasted his tiue and his
money—for nothing. His high hopes
would he disappointed-—the w'h::-ﬁ's schomao
would vepresent a loss, iostead of an
enormonus profit.  In such circnmsiances,
the crook was not likely lo show merey.

Lee had chosen to follow the right—
facing the consequences. But the con-
sequences had to faced—and he knew
that the price would be a tervible onec.

He was glad that he had made no
friend at Greyiriors—that there was no
one who would feel his shame, when it
fell upon him; no heart that would ache
for hirn when he left, like Bugene Avam,
with gyves upon his wrist,

His utler loneliness was n solace to
him. Ha would leave, and be lorgotten :
and to bhe utterly forgotten wus the best
ihat the nnhappy boy could hepe for,

He tried to turn his allention to the
volume of MMilton before him. Milon
taking the place of orvdiuary prep on a
Saturday evening! Buoi o in zpite of his
efforts, his thoughts wandered.

The Form-room door apened snddenly,
and Dob Cherry sirotde in. Jim ILce
looked at himn with p Litter sile, 1le
had ne doubt that Bob had come to call
him to aceount for the failure to keep his
pppointment of that afterncon.

Bob came up to his desk, and eguistly
laid the volume of Virgil upon it,

“That's voura!" he saud.

Lee glunced at the book, and started.

Y1t's mine.” he assenled.

“I found it on the Seagull CUE, 2bove
the path,” said Bob.

el you P

“I heard that you'd losl vour Virei
sald Bob quietly. * You must have lost

|1h
r

Eﬁ the Beagull CLff last Wednesday,
“Was it Wednesday I lost it?" said
Lee carelassly.
*It was. It's been in the rein, and

ihera’s bwen no rain about here zince
Wednesday night,"

“Shouldn't wonder,” said Lea,
“Thanks for bringing it in." And he

turned to ™ Paradise t'" with an air

of having finished the conversation.
“Iold on, Lee! suid Bob. “I want

to ask you something, if you doa't mind.”

“I'm rather busy.”
“Borry; but this won't keep."

“You want tp know why I didn't turn
up thiz aflernoon? asked Leo, “Wel),
I didn't ¢hoose, That's all”

*Mever mind sbout this afternoon,”
said Bob., " We had a row because vou
slanged Bunter, and I thought he had
saved my life, That was what the fight
was aboul. And I don't care whether
I fight you or not. I haven’t come to
speak to you about that.”

“No need to speak to me mt all, that
I can wea,” said Jim Lec coolly., “I've
sald that I'm busy.”

“You were on the Beagull CLff on
Wednesday afterncon,” said Bob, *Aj
far a3 I can make ont, you must have
been there about the time I had my
tumble. Ts that the case?”

Leo was silent. His heart was beating
a little faster,

“You generally keep to yoursell, and
hardly ever put in 2 word on your awn
account in  any matter,” sl Bob.
“ Everybody was surprim:i at your cotn-
ing out as you did about Bunter, Tt
lacks to me as if you saw what really

[ his life in doing

Pqppanaﬂ.' and knew that Bunter was
ying.™

"He was lving,” said Lea,

“Then you saw whal happened?”

Na raply.

“¥ou were there at the time,” per-
sisled Bob, “Bunfer's as good as gd-
mitted "

“Then you can ask Bunter.”

“I'm asking you., Some fellow gol mae
up over tha chiff, and must have risked
it,” said Bob, *“I want
to know who it was. It seomed pretty
cerlain at the time that it was Bunter.
But——" Ho pauged. *“If it was
Bunter, all right. I don't want to get
oul of an obligation, even to a follow 1
can't stand, ut you can understand
that I want to know the facts. I think
now that very likely some fisherman of
Pegeg was going along tho path ot the
time, and picked me up. Ho may havo
been in & hurry, and gone on, leaving ma
with Bunter. ‘I'hat looks likely—now."

Lee did not speak.

“The way you rounded on Bunter
looked like sheer cheaky meddling in a
matter you knew nothing sbeut,” wont
on Bob., “But now I know that you
ware an eye-witness, it looks different, of
course,"’

“1 haven't said I was an evo-witness.”

“Do you deny i1

Mo answer,

“1 take it,” sand Bob, still guistly,
“that you saw what happened, and know
who saved me from breaking my neck
that afternoon, I want you totell ma
plainly, was it Bunier?™

is ;,"I':h]i

“So far, eo good. Then who was iL?”

“T'vo nothing wmove lo tell you.™

']

=

—

I

L ]

him to be bumped three times ! ™
was all Lee's lault!
Yaroooh I ™

** The witness has told whoppers In court,” said Peter Todd, *‘and I senteneo
**1—1 say, leggo ! ** howled Bunter. It
He asked me not to mention that he had done it!
(Yee Chapter 9.)

—and Billy Bunter lives up to his in the matter of postal orders {
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“Of courss, a8 & new fellow here, you
wouldn't kngw the locol people by
mght,” said Bob. * But you can give
some description of tho chap, whoever he
was, Was it o ficherman or a coasti-
guard®™

Silence,

“"Won't rou tell me?”

*I've nothing to tell you."”

_Bob breathed hard,  His anger was
r:m:;.[g fast, but ha held it in check.

1 eupposs you underatand, that a
fellow feols obliged to a chap who hus
riskad his life for him?’ he said.

“I suppose po.”

“MNaturally, I want ta know whe the
chggl wad, 80 that I can speak to him,”
said Bob, ““¥You understand that?

“If tha chap wants your thanks, he
can call for them, I suppose,” said Lea
garcastically. “1f he was & local
character ha would know that you be-
longed Lo Grafrf;iars. If he doesn't want
rour thanks, I can’t see any necessity for

unting him out and inflicting thein on

him,"

Bob Cherry erimsoned.

“That’s for me to decide!” heo ex-
clgimed. **What reason can you have
for refusing to tell me what you saw,
except Ejuat a piggish desire to make
yourself unpleasant?”

Leo shrugged his shoulders,

“Let it po st that I"" he answered.

“You won't tel} me#

Les paused for n moment, and then
answered deliberataly :

“Mo, I won't! I don’t chooge™

Bob clenched his hands; but ho =till
contrived to keep his tempor,

“You ses the porition I'm in,"” he said
as quietly as he could. “Bunter's elaim-
mg to have saved my life, and making
no end of a song about it. ¥ can't refuse
to acknowledge the claim, sn long as 1
can’t point out who really did it. You
say it wasn't Bunter. But I'm not
justified in taking your word against his
unless you tell mo how I can get at the
facts, hat do you want to do me an
injury for? What have I done to you®"

* Nothing I

“1 ask you as & favour,” said Bob with
on effort. “ Be a good chap, and tell me
vi'}lént" you saw that afternoon on the
1iff.

“I won't1*

“Why not ™ breathed Bob.

“Bectuse I don't choose [

“You checky rotter !” shouted Bob, his
temper breaking out at last. *If you
awvon't tell me of your own aeccord, I'll
hammer you #ill you do! Put up your
hande, you cad "

Lee put his hands into his pockets.

The next moment Bob had grasped
him by the collar and swuang him out in
front of the desks by main fofve.

“Now, vou rotter—->™>

Leo went spinning as Bob Ict go of his
collar. He sprawled on the floor of the
Form-room., b Cherry stood over
him, with clenched fists and blazing eyes,

“Get up, you cad! Get up, and put
up your hands!”

Jim Tee sprang to hia fcet. The
next moment the {wo juniors were fight-
g furiously.

——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hand-to-Hand !

RAMP, tramp, tramp] o
To and fro the two juniors

tramped, fighting liercely. There

was  hittle of science in  that

cpeounter, but thers was pleniy of vipour
en both sides, _

Bolb Cherry was iu a towering rage, as

was not surprising in the circumstances,
And Jim Lee was exciled—indeed, ho
seamed Lo find & relicf in the sirnggle for
tho long-pont-up bitterness and misery in
his Leart. '

.The fght did not ge on long without
ohservers. Billy DBunter's fat face and

" big spectacles glimmered in at the door-

way. Half a minoute later Bunter was
spreading the news in the Remove pas-
saga.

“1 say, you fellows, there's o fight in
the Form-room!”

“Who are the duffers?” asked Poter
Tadd, looking out of Study No, 7.

" Bob Cherry and Lee”

“Cheeky chumps, to start withont let-
ting us know !’ exclaimed Peter indig-
nantly.

And Peter's long lega went at & great
ratdé down the Remove staircass,

There was a rush of the Hemove
fellowd mfter him. If the delayed. scrap
was coming off at last the Removites did
not want 10 miss it,

In a very shorl time the Kemove were
crowding into their Form-rpom, with
much more eagerness than they had ever
shown in arviving Lhere for lessons.

The ﬁfht was growing fast and furious

by that time,
“Hold on, wvou chaps!" exclaimed
Harry Wharlon. **You gught to have

the gloves on.”
“ Hlow the gloves ! snepped Beb,
“You've gob a prize nose already, old
bean ¥ grinned Vernon-Smitch.

“Look at Tees nose,
chuckled Billy Bunter,

“Go 1t, yo cripples!” choriled Bol-
sover major. I apy, Lee's putling up
a jolly good Gght, for o funk ™

“The funkiuniness does not eeem to be
terrific,” remarked the Nabol of Bhani-
pur,

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

Crach !

Jim Lea wont heavily to the loor. Bob
stood panting for breath., But Lee was
up again in a2 twinkling.

“Come on!"” he panted.

“I'm ready Ior you,
growled Bob.

“Lick him, Bob, old chap” howled
Billy Bunter in great delight. "Give
him g jolly good hiding! Erave!™

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

“Cave!” called out Russell, who was
near lhe door. ' Prefects!”

“ Here vomes Wingate "

“Look out!”

Wingate of the Sixth cowme {ramping
into  the Remove Form-room with a
frowning hrow.

The din in that Form-room mighi have
boen described jusily as terrific. It had
been heard at a good distance, and the
prefect had come along to inquire—
Lhnughtfu]fy bringing his ashplant with
im,

“Chuek it, Beb " exclaimed Wharton
hastily,

“Chuck it, Lee!"

But the excited combatants went on,
regardless, Wingate strode up to them
as they struggled and gripped each of
them 't:gv the collar. With a wrench he
dragged the two juniors apart.

“Now, you voung rascala!” exclaimed
Wingate.

Bot Cherry and Lee stood glaring at
one another. Wingats had dropped lhis
cane in handling them, IIe pointed to

it.

“Pick thal up ™

Lee picked it up and handed il to tho
captain of Greyfriars. _

“Now, what do you mean by scrapping
in the Form-room and kicking up this

though 1"

your rotter!”

What’s that! You've never read the MAGNET P—

thumping hullabeloo?" demanded George
Wingaie.
o answer from the culprits,

*Hold out your hand, Lee!”

Hwish !

“*Now yours, Cherry [

Swizh |

Wingate tucked the cane under his
arm,

“If there is any more of this to-night,”
he said, I shall report you to the Head |
Y ou ¥oung sweeps, if you can't keep the
peace, can't you hove a docent round of
two in the gym with the gloves on? I'm
ashamed of you! Claar out of this at
once 1"

Bol Cherry, without a word, went to
the door, followed by his friends. He
was not done with Jim Lee yet—not by
any means. Dot obviously the affair had
to stop for the present.

The juniors ¢rowded out of the Form-
room, Wingate soeing them off. Only
Jim Lee remained standing by his desk,
breathing hard and dabbing his nose,

“Get a move on!" snapped Wingate.

Lea looked at him, i .

“T'm doing my prep here, Wingate,'
he answered quietly. * No harm in my
staying [or that, I suppose?

“Why are you doing your pr&g here,
instead of in your study " demanded tho
prefect,

“I like it better.”

“You want {o caich a cold? Or are
yvou sulking with your etudy-mates?

rowled Wingate. ~*“Go up to the

move passago and stay there,"

Y But-——" hegan Lee.

“Do as I tell you!" snapped Wingate.

There was no help for it, and Jim Jee
%Eth«ered up his Milton and deparled.

Jingate followed him out and closed the
Form-room door.

Leez went up to the Remove passage,
with his Milton nnder his arin,  1le was
fealing tived and troubled after the inter:
rupted fight, and he had been more than
a little ﬁurt-. He was in no mood to
study the beauties of the great epic poet;
neitlznr did he care to go to his study
and Tace the hostile looks of Russell and
Ogilvy.

He hesitated in the Rentave paesage
for some time, some of the Removiles
glancing at him curiously.

“If vou're looking for Bob Eherr_r!
he’s in the bath-room, bathing his nose’
called out Bolzover major.

L.ee did not trouble to answer.

He went up the upper staircaze to the
Hemove dormilory, where he turned on
the heht and sciiled down to read lill
bed-tine. And he was not interrupted
again _1ill the Remove fellows came
tramping up to bed at half-past nine,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Judlclal Inguiry.

ARRY WIARTON & CO. looked

H at. Lec rather expressively as

they came inie tha Remove
dormitory, ;

Indeed, every fellow in the Remova
looked at him. ’

Outcast as he was, disregarded gener-
ally by all the Form, Jim T.ee was for
the nonce the cynosure of all eyes,

Much ngainst his desire, he had como
into . prominence, and he was of more
general interest just then than any other
fellow in the Torm.

All the Remove knew why the fight
had staried in the Form-room. They
had learned with surprise that Jim Les
had been a witness of Bob Cherry’s
narraw escape on the Seapull ChHff o few

A thrilling climax to one of Frank Richards’ best series ]
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days bofore—a fact proved by the find.
ing of the lost volume of Virgil, and by
ELee's own edmisson ¢ Bob.

He knew, thersfofe, for a fact whether
Bunter had or had not aaved Bob's life;
snd he had declared plainly enough that
Bunter had not done it.

Why he could not state all the facts
was & myitery bo the Hemove—and a
most exaspersling mystery. Bunter's
story had been believed, amazing as il
was, for want of any better oxplanation.
But it was generally doubled now—
indeed, .Johnny Bull and some other
fellows had doubted it all n.tcmﬁ.

It dawned apoa the juniors that it was

nse Lee knew the actual facts that
be hed deroanced Bunter's yarn as [alse.
But if he knew the facts, why could he
not state them? *

The juniors ecould nnllv attribute his
silence to an unreasonable perversity of
lemper—a desire to make himszelf un-
pleasant to the fellows with whom he was
unpopular.

The looks of the Remove [fellows
showed Les plainly encugh that he had
somothing to expect after lighis were out
and the prefect on duty gone,

He concluded that his fight with DBob
Cherry was to be ronewed jn the dormi-
tory, and ho was indifferent on the
subject.

But before Wingate of the Sixth turnad
out the light he addressed a few words
to the ]ste combatants.

“There’'s to be no more scrapping,
Cherry and Lee!” he said,” “I don't

know what yi}u'i-a'mggin% about, but
you've got 1o chuck it want your
word to keep the peace, or 1 shall have

to mention the matter ta Mr., Quelch.’
“I'm not going to scrap in the dormi-
tory,” said Bob.
“{zood! And you, Lee?”
“I only want to ba laft alone,™ said

Bk,

“That’s all right,” said Wingate.

And he turnad out the light and want.

Jim Lea lay and listened to the talk
thet ran from bed to bed after the pre-
fect was gone.

His fight with Bob Cherr
now, that waa certain: but he
something was on the tapis,

He was soon enlightened.

Ten minutes after lights out Peter
Todd rolled out of bed and lighted a
candle produced from some hidden recess,

Two or three other fellows followad
his example, and several candles shed a
glimmer through the long dormilory.

“Turn dut, slackers!” said Peter.

“T say. Yyou fellows!"” PBoanter sat up.
“If there's going to be a Eght I can
wateh it from here. Tt's cold!™

“Turn out, you fat bounder!™

“Oh, roally, Teddy—"

“¥You're wanted as & witness, Buntar,”
gaid Wharton,

“Eh? I can witness a fight sitting up
in bed, can’t I domanded the Owl of
the Remove.

“It 1sn't a fight, fathead!™

“Eh? Wha% 15 it, then?”  Buanler
looked more interested. " I it's a dormi-
tory spread, of course—-"

was off
now that

“Ha, ha, ha!"

HIt's not a spread, oll opster!”
grinned Feler Todd. *IUs a judicial
anguiry.””

HA—2—a what?" ejaculated DBunter.

“ A judicial tngquity conducted by me, "
sotd Peter, “You're a witness. Lee's
auother witness, Tuin out, Les!™

Jim Les zat up.

“I'd rather go to sleep,” ha said.

¥ Possibly 1" assented Todd. “*Bub it
won't take long, and you can go to slesp
afterwards. As vou're a new fellow
bkore, Lee, I'Hl explain,  Posstbly you

]

H's the finest value on the market/

|

. e e W
b, = .-'.'-"‘-'h"-r-‘-E:':."‘..

said Harry Wharton.

Ha.n:jr Wharion, with a laugh, took Lee's other arm. Johnny Buli, Nugent,
i 4o i W g g ool

m one to another, were 8 and it me ]
you ¥ ** he said in a low voice.” **Rats ! You're coming to tea in our :ﬁy 1

{See Chapter 10.)

don't know that T am the Greyiriars

ﬁr—-—---' ,

[1] h T"

“My father is a solicitor,” Peter sx-
plained, *and I'm studi{'ing law. What
ara you grinning at? I've got lots of
law ks in my study, ard I read them,
mark them, and inwardly digest them,
I know all about judicial proceedings;
and for that reason the mova have
appointed me president of the board of
inquiry.”

“I don't quite follow,” said Lee,
staring at Peter. *“ What eort of a game
13 -that "

“1t jan't a gpame ! paid Péter warmly.
“You'll find that it's jolly serious, I can
tell. you. The Remove are holding an
incquiry into what occurred on the Sea-
gull Cliff last Wedneaday.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Lee. He undersiood
not.

* You can lock on me as judge, jury,
and prosecuting counsel all rolled into
one,” explained Peter, *Now, gentle-
men of the Remove—"'

“If Toddy's going to make a speech
I'm going to sleep ! said Ogilvy.

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence in court!™ snapped Peter
Todd. The schoolboy lawyer teok his
judicial functions much more seriously

than the rest of the Remove did.
“Bunter| Lee! Get into the witness-
box 1"

¢ ] say, Peter, there isn't any witness-
box—"

“Your bod can be regarded as a
witness-box for the purposes of this legal
inquiry."

“Well, I'm in bed already—"

“Don’t answer back to the judge,
Bunter, or you will be committed for
contempt of court!” eaid Peter warn-

ingly. ¥ Gentlemen of the Remove—"

“Cut it short!" said Hazeldene.

“If that member of the publid inter-
rupla again he will be forcibly ejected
from the court!" roared Peter Lodd.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Cut the cackle, and come to the
horsea I suggested Squiff.

“Eﬂﬁ[ﬂm! Ge.i_lntle]Ten of t&he Rmi
YOu & now what happeanéd on
Cliff last Wednesday. Our respected
fellow-citizen, Robert Cherry——*

“Oh, my hat!"

“Taking a walk on the clifie, took a
tumble, and went over the deep eond.
The fall knocked out what sense there
was in his head—"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“And he lay unconseious,” continued
Peter, "Roturning to his senses—il
'H-“!r"_ﬂ

“ Look here—" hawled Bob Cherry.

“ Bilence! Returning to what senses
he had,” resumed Peter Todd, *Robert
Cherry found himself on the cliff-path,
with  the witness, William George
Bunter, who claimed to have rescued hun
at the peril of his life.”

“86 [ did!" howled Bunter.

Tt transpires——" went on Péter.

“ It whattera?" asked Bolsover major.

“Transpires—"

“Vou've got that word out of the

dictiﬂnalg.“
A1 Ha, ha, ha!"

Tt transpires,” howled Petor, “that
there was another witness on the scene—

Don’t miss this masterpiece of schoolboy fiction |
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another Richmond in the field, as
Bhakeepcare would say——"'

*“Oh, blow Bhakespeare! Leave

Shakespeare out!"

“In the person of Jomes Lee, a new
fellow in our esteemed and honoursble
Form. ‘This person e it transpires, was
squatted on the eliff above the path,
engaged in the extraordinery occupation
of reading Virgil of hiz own accord.”

“ Rotten swot ! said Skinner.

“We are not in this court to judge of
the personal tastes of members of the
Remove,” said the judge. *' It trapspires
that—"

“Can't you give thal word a rest?”
asked Bolsover, “Why can’l you say it
turns out ¥’

“It transpires that l<e saw all that
ooenrred. & knows for a fact whether
Bunter rescued Bob Cherry, or whether
somme other individual came along and
worked the oracle, and then meandered
on his way without leaving his card. For
some reafon unknown to the Court the
witnesa Lee has refused to make a state-
ment. The witness Lee is now ordered
to make 8 statement in open court!™

All eyes turned on Jim Lee.

“The court is waitivg, Lee!” said
Peoter,

Loe did not speak.

“The witness is warned that con-
tumacy will be regarded as contempt of
court and punished accordingly,” snid
the judge. **J.ee, will you make your
statement of what actually ocenrred on
Wednesday afternooni™

L Nu Lt

“And why not?

“I'm going to sleep.”

“1 warn you—"

“Rats 1" 2

Jim Lea laid his head uwpoa the pillow.

There was a deep murmur of wrath
from the Hemovites.  Bolzover major
jumped out of bed.

“Have him out!” he roared.

“¥es, rather!"

And there was a rush towards Jim
Lee's bed.

e il

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
An Amazing Discovery,
1 O RDER [" shouted Peter Todd.

“Rats I =
“Order in court!”

: “Chock 1t, you fellows!" ex-
claimed Harry Wharlon. “Toddy s
running this show,  Give Toddy his
head.”

“If my rulimf i this court is not
accepled, I shall throw up my brief!™
said Peter Todd with dignity.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Do judges hold briefs™
Skinner.

" Shut up, Skinner!™

"Liook here, are we going to let that
cad T.ee cheek the whole Form 1" snorted
Bolsover major.

“Order 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. intervened 1o
keep order, Bolsover mmjor and his
{ﬂ:iuwera were headed off from ' Jim Lee's

“The Court will now resmine,” zaid
Peter Todd. “Any further demonstra-
tion on the part of the public will lead
to the court being clenred !™

" Bow-wow "

“Oh, get oon
growled Eolsover.

“ IL.ea, you are once more reguested lo
make yvour statement ” zaid Peter Tadil.
“(el vp on your hind legs nnd state.®

made no reply.

iquired

with the washing!™

“¥ou are aware that this conduck is
contempt of court?" asked Peler,

‘Lee amiled.

“Very well,” said the judge. "The
witness refuses to make a statement. He
will be dealt with in due course. The
witness will stand aside, while the other
witness 18 interrogated. Dunter !

1 any, Toddy——"

“You will now inform the Court of
what transpired on Wednesday after-
noon. Keep to the truth, Bunter, or as
near 83 possible,” :

“I'va told wyou what happened,”
growled Bunter. * Bob Cherry fell over
the cliff. I sprang after hirn——"

“I've warned vou to keep to the
truth.”

“1 sprang after him!” hooled Bunier,
" Mushing to the ternbla gm‘lplm, 1
sprang down to the ledge, izing Bob

herry in my arms, I hurled him—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 mean I pnshed him up on the chif
path.” said Bunter. “1 saved his life at
the rick of my own. All that Lee says
about it is crammers "

“What has Lee said about it

“Well, he says I didn't do it—you've
heard him,"” said Bunter. “Just as if [
was the kind of fellow to brag, you
know.™

“Oh, my hat! Now, it transpires,”
said Peter, “that FLee witnessed the
whole ocourrence, Did you sce Lee on
the spat?'” |

“ Tmpossible ! He waen't there

“"He wag there, ass!™

RESULT OF
BURNLEY PICTURE
COMPETITION !

In this competition one competitor sent
in a correct aolution. The first prive of L8
has therefore been awarded to:

8. 1. EVANS,
44, Regent Street,
Qloucester,

The second prize of £2 10z lLiaa Dbetn
divided ameong the followlny four com-
11et.§|t.urs, whese solutions contained ofie ercor
eagle: .

Leonard Haves, 4. Little Church Sirect,
Coventry: James Cleaver, 20, Oup  Laog,
Stoke Heath, Coventry; Wilirad Alworth,
& Crieff Ttead, Wandsworth, 8W, 6; W.
Titlow, 26, Boston Hoad, Ipswich.

The teo prizes of 5z cach have heen
divided among the following fifteen com-
petitorz, whos¢ esolutions contaimed ftwo
errors each:

T. Foot, 77, Hills Road, Cumbridge: W. E.
Dalby, 7. 8priag Road, Ipswich; A, Watson,
6. Withipoll Street, Ipswich: W. Foot, !‘25,
uilter Road, Folixstowe; W. de Grichy,
Market Street, Woodstock, Oxonj Leopold
Hall, 11, Cranleizgh Qardens, Bridgwater,
Somerset: Rowland Hill, ¥orth Eyme, Lin-
coln; Thomas Williams, 43, Glanmor Read,
Linnelly, 8. Wales: Mizz E. Ekleza, Quoena
Cafe, Chertsey, Surrey; John Ouen, 15,
Waverley Park, Edinburgl; Mra, A, Buarrie,
1%, Barrie Terrace, Ardrozsan; W. F. Paliclt,
7. Bigismund Strect, B, Grecowieh, S.F. 10
7. E. Barnard, 9, High Street, Chesterton,
Staffs: G. Btanley, 106, Madrid Flacg, Lon-
don, 3.W. 8] Qeotge Robertecn, 40, Wiardlaw
Avenue, Rutherglen, Scotland,

SOLUTION :(—

Burnley fs ona of the oldest clubs in the
League, Like nmmerous other football teams
In Laneashire, £ was originallyr a Rughy
organization. OF all the greni. foothallers
they hive had, James Crabtree was un-
doubtedly the wost repowned. What a

splendid full-back he was when a youhg mao,

| eaid Bob Cherr

FPapers come, and papers go—but the MAGNET goes on for ever!

* That much iz proved now, Buuter,”
mildly. “I'o keep to
the facls as much as you can, old fellow."

“Well, he may have been there,” sard
Bunter Eautdﬂus-lg. “He may or may not
have been, you know."

Y“'Was anyono
Leel”

" Certainly not ™

Peter T'odd fixed a very peculiar lock
on the Owl of the Bemove. There was
8 sfrange suspicion in Peter’s keen mind
which certainly had not vet occurred to
any other fellow in the Remove.

“Dn}ﬁ {;:-u and Lea were on the spot
when Bob took his tumble over the
chiffs®" psked Peler.

“¥oy, Les wasn't on the paih,
though,” said Bunter. * 1 didn’t sea him
till h¢e ecame scooling down from the
upper clif,” )

“Dh! He came scooling down, did
he'” eaid Peler. “1 suppose that was
how he dropped old Viegil ™

*1 suppose so.™

“And what happened next®*

“I sprang to the rescue—" began
Bunter.

"Yﬂﬂi yvos; we've had that. What did
Les do

* Nothing |

“He came escooti down from ihe
upper cliff, and then did nothing at all?”
asked Peler Todd.

" BExactly i

* Only watched yon rescuing Bob?™

“Yeoea b

“Didn’t he lend you 8 hand?

i N—H' n-1o 124

“OF course, we all know what a {er-
rific athlele wyou are, DBunter,” said
Poter blandly, amid laughter in court,
“Buf everr you must have found it
rather a hefty job to shift Bob Cherry
from the ledge up to the cliff-path,
Didn't you ask Lee to help you, as he
wad Lthera?”’

“Nunno 1™

“Didn't he offer ™

ffﬂ_nﬂ.ll”

“And why,” continued the jndge—
“why didn't you mention that Lee was
there at all on that occasion when you
spun the yarn i

“I—I didn't know he
gasped Bunter,

“You saw him come scooting down
from the upper cliff, but you didn't
know he was there!” asked Peter.

“Exacily "

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“In telling the yarn you nevel Inen-
tigned Leo. What reason had von for
being so careful not to mention that Lee
was there !

o i,

there, 23 well ps

was there!”

LE

asped Bunter,

" Answer, f;r.ihgmil;t;

“He—he asked
Bunter,

“ Asked you whati”

* Wobk to mention that he was there

“Why the dickens——" began Harmy
Wharlon, in wonder,

Poter Todd held uwp a commanding
hand.

“Leave the questioning of this witness
to me, please. I think T ean extract the
truth from this wiiness. Les asked you
nob Lo mention his presence on the ehiff
that afiernocon, Bunter

“Yos, You can ask him if he didn't.”

“1 am questioning you al present.
Why did Les make that very singular
request, Buntor

“Blessed if T know "

“Why did Lee wish his presence on
the spot to remmain & secret?”

“He didn't want Bob Cherry to know
—JI—1 mean—"

(Continued on pnge 17.)

¥

me—""  gasped

The ourtain drops, and the victim is—— See next Monday’s yarn |
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BUNTER OF THE
SIXTH !

An artickde eggsplaining why
I should be promoted to the
Sixth Form.

By BEILLY BUNTER.
U RO TR A

HAT ie a clever, brainy skoller like
me dolng im the Bemove, that's
what I want to know!

Talk about a square hole in &

SH T (R RN FLEATLE (1690 LS
UV HP TR

O]

=

found pep!

I am 50 far advanced in nollidge that it's o
e¢rying shame that I should have to rub
shoulders with ignerent fellows like Wharton
and Cherry and Linley.

You have only to glapes at my rogssif
foreheand to see how clever I am. I am aa
full of lerning a3 an egg is of meat. I ought
to be among the eyebrows, nob the dunces.
(An cyebrow, by the way, iz a person of
pooperior intelleck.)

hen 1 came to Greyfriars, I was piteh-
forked into the Lower Fourth—the Remove—
and I have been stuck there ever since.
.;II put the matter to Mr. Quelch the other

BY.

“Don't you think it a milstake, s&ir, that

1 should have been dumped . intg the
Bemove? I zaid.

“Most  sertainly, Bunter!™ smld the
sarkastic beest, " Your proper plalee Iz In
the Becond Form!™

In reality, dear readers, my proper plaice
Is In the Sixth., 1 ought to be promoted
Hghtaway, 1 ought fo be alond to skip the
TUpper Fourth and the 3hell and the Flfth,
and jump straight into the Sixth, :

I can't learn anything in the Remove—any-
thing fresh, I mean., Lattln? I know It
Inside-out. Qreek? T'm a geniws ab it,
Joggraphy?- 1 ecould tell you the name of
every streef in Friardale. (There's only one,
and that's the High Street!-—Ed.) Histery?
Why, I've read Harmsworth's " Histery ol
the Nations * from beginning  to end, and
I know who's who and what's what
Bpaonish? 1 can speek Epalglmish like & Torry-
adoré. Frepch? I know the langwldge [rom
Ate E. I know that “Wo" means * YVes™
and that “Nong " means No." I also know
that “Icl en parle Fraocaise " refers to
CTeRm-ites,

Then take the ordinary subjects, such as
spelling and arithmetick.

ou won't find another fellow at Greyirlars
who spells like me. (Quite right; we don't.—
Ed) I''m a master at the ark. As . to
arithmetick, well, 1 koow bthat twelve times
twelve ia twenty-four, and that a year's
pocket-munney, at bthe rate of half-a-erown a
week, comes to A thowsand pounds. What
further proof do you want?

[ refuse to walst my talents in the Ee-
move much longer! 1 am golng to apply to
the Head for promotion.

It's high time I was & member of the
SQixth Form and a prefeet, with a steddy of
my own, nmd “dressed in a little hreef
qrtlm;lt}'_" az Byron saya—or was it Bhake-
speer

The Head had better konsidder my plee
without delay, or there will be ructions!

Just think of it1 A szmari, brainy skoller
like me sitbting check by jowl with fellows
who don't even know that ¢-a-t-t spells cat!
It's high time sumihing waz done, And
samthing’s going to be done right speedily,
of, as I zay, thers wlll be ructions!?

—:___J};illli.i!!l

Waask Ending February 10th, 1923,

.11- ll‘lm“iml‘lﬁimi'”i’f

| EDITORIAL! |
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By HARRY WHARTON. ¢
R oo

EVERAL weeks agoe we had a “Hints

atd Improvements ™ Number of the
“Greyiriars Herald.”

One of the suggestions it contained

was for a GSpecial Form-Room Number,
Apcordingly, I set my staff to work, and
after the harniong of much mideizht oil, they
have accomplished thelr task.

The Form-room i3 & grim sort of place,
except for the fellows who are studicus by
nature, and simply love lessows. Mark
Lioley and Dick Penfold helong to this class.
The average fellow, however, regacds the
Form-room as a sort of dungeon, to escape
from which ho would willingly give a term's
pockeb-money.

Some Forms at Grevirizrs have a falrly
casy time of it. The Fifth can squecze any
amoeunt of Tun out of Mr. Prout, and Dicky
Nugent & Co. of the Second often presume
to pull the lexr of Mr. Twigg. The bahes
of the First have a glorious time under Mr
Wally Bupter. He makea them work hard,
but he also bag the Epack of making the
lessone cheery sad interestiog.

But the Remove Form has to writhe and
groan under the Cromwellian ruela of AT,
Horace Henry Samuel Queleh, 3Master of
Arta, Mr, Queleh bias many good points, and
we all respect him; but he is strict and
stern. Ounly one other Form master 12 more
gevere than Mr. Queleh, and that ia Mr.
Hacker, who rales the Shell with a rod of
iromn.

Mr. OQuelch is a disciplinatinn—right from
the word po, 23 Fishy would say. Dint, o
spite of this, there are times when we manage
to make thiogs go merrlly in the Bemove
TForm-room.  Perhaps Billy Buooter enlivens
the proceedings with some of his ven-
triloquizm, Perhaps the mohle army of nea-
shooters gets husy. Or it may happen that
Mr. Quelch is enlled away for half an hour,
and we are Jeft to our own devices, On
auch occaslons, lexp-frog is the order of the

day.

gnlmd_v ean aceuse this Speclal Form-Room
Wumbaer of being duell. Tt is full of mirth
and sparkle, from Wun Lung™s weird poem
ta Billy Boniter's equally welrd article,

Other Special Numbers are in eourze of
preparation, and I capn promise jyou some
rare treats in the near future.

HARRY WHARTOXN,

-
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EXTRACTS FROM
= REMOVE ESSAYS!

T A T B

From an Essay on "HAPPINESS,"” by Bllly
Bunter

“Happine:s is a thing that everybody i3
serching for, even the grate detectives; but
they can't God it, It is au elusive willow-tha-
wisp. Sumtimes it seems to arrive, but It's
off again Lefore you can realise you've had
it. Trew bappiness kKonslsts of kindness to
othera. If you know of a skoolfellow who
would jump for joy at thli gight of o hamper
of tuck, send him oge! IF you kpnow a fellow
who la being left out of the Remove footer
eleven throogh peraonal jeliussir, make an
effort to get him his rightat I you've got
& bleyele you den't want, oF 6 grammar-
phone, send it nnuu:.'mnuﬂ{ to "B, B,
Studdy No. 7.' DBy performing theza acts
of kindness, vowm will discover the secrct ol
trew happiness.”
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From an Essay on "SLEEP," by Lord
Mauleverer:

“Aleep {3 the biggest boon amdl blessing
that humanity has. The trouble 15 that we
don't get enoogh of it! It is no use taking
sleep in small doses. You want Tots and
Iots of it. Some people say that seven hours'
gleep iz suMelent for anybody, but this ia
all wrong. At least sixteen hours out of the
twenty-four ought to be spent in bed. This
ig my candid opinion. We should retire to
our dormitorfes at elght o'clock In the even-
ing, and not budge from our beda til mid-
day next day. But, alas! I can't get the
powers that he to see eye to eye with me
on this subject.”

——

From oan Fasay on “FOOTDALL™ ULy

Huorree Singh:

“The esteemeod and Indierous game of foot-
bull has been played in this worthy country
for centuries. It is an ingtitution, as the
man =ald when he stepped Into the work-
house, The kickfulness, the shootfuloess, the
pasafulness—all are troly delightful. Buot the
tripfulnezs and the foullulnéss and the a8
ankle-tapfulness are a disgrace to the sport,
amd they should be put down with a firm
hand, © The popularity of football is wide-
spread. I have played It fn my own natlve
country. Tt Is even better than.the big-
game shootfulpeas which goes on in the
esteemed jungle; and football will alwaya
have a warm place in my heartfalness.”

From an Essay on “BIRDS,” by Dick
Penfold:

“There are birds that futter, and birds
that fy; there are birds that sing, and
birds that try! Thera's tha linnet, the
thrush, and +the mnightingale, and . the
cuckoo chirruping In the dale. But the
queerest one of which I've heard, {3 known
to us as the * Quelechy bird.” He ruolez our
Form with an iron hend; and {ellows who
play the fool are tanmed! And If ha sees

what I have written, thess polma of mine.
will be sorely amitten! is essay I3
unofcial, you szee; I've otly written it for
a epreg!

Another bumper supplement coming along !

Supplement {.]

Tae Macxer Liprary.—No, T83.
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(Pomedy /

by Tom Brown.

Tine, B a.u.

Bepxe.~T'e Remove Form-room af Greyfriars,
The pupils arc in thewr pleces.  There 25 o buzs of chatier,
Mr QUELCH.

Mu, Quercs : Good-morning, boys |
ALL 1 Good-morning, sir }

Me, Querce : This talk and noise
Must not oceur.

{(Suddenly the Remove master cafches sight of the blackboard,
an which a re @ oaricature of himself, #n chalk, wilth the in-
geription, " Old Quelshy.")

Mr. Quercn {mﬁi}y]:
Y dored to draw this hideous sketch ¢

I will chastise the guilty wretch !

The culprit now WE] stand before mo,

And hs will -find the prospect stormy |

{The class sits pilent.)

Mr, Quercr: Stand forth, you unknown comic artist !
I'll give you six cuts of the smartest |
For sketching me npon the board
I'll gee you reap & stern reward |

(Nobody comes forward.)

Erder

Me. QUeErcE : No schoolboy oubrage could be grosser !
Were yvou the artist, Wharton §

WHARTON 3 Xo, air!

Mg, Quercs ; Cherry! Were you the boy in gucostion

{HERRY : Sir, I'm aurprised at that suggestion !

Mz, Querca: Bull! Bulstrode ! Newland ! Linley ! Rake !

ALL Y Not ug, sir—that’s a great mistalie !

Mz, QuercH : T mean to find the guilty one.

Bunter | Did you do this for fun ¥

Buxtrn (rising in his place) :
Exeuse me, sir, I'm feeling ill !
This indigestion haunts me still.
I've shooting peins inside my chest,
Aches, dizziness, and all the rest.
Fresh air’s the finest thing, they azy,
I'll take a stroll, air, if I may !

You will do nothing of the sort !
Oh, really, sir, please be a sport !

Mz, QUELCH :
BrsTEER :

I faned you can throw some light
Upon this matter. Am I right ?

Mr. QUELCRH

Nunno, sir! You are wrong agaw !
I'm not an artisg, that is plain.

At least, sir, I can only draw

"The weirdest things you ever eaw.

This sketch upon the board is weird,
And that is why I strongly feared
That you were guilty of it, boy,

And that you did it to anhoy !

Oh dear ! 1'm feeling sick and secdy——
The dire resudt of being greedy !

BUXTER:

Mn. QueLen :

BUXTER !
Mr. QuELCH :

BCsTER ; May I go out for helf an hour ¥
Do let me, sir ! It's in your power.

Me. Quercn: I mean to get the matter settled.
This drawing makes me feel quite nettled |
A frank confession now is due,

8o tell me, Bunter—was it you ?

Ob, sir] Don't glare at me like that !
It wasn't me, I tell you fat |

M=z, Quercre : Stand out at once hefore the class |

BRINNER. (in Bunicr's ear):
Don't give the game away, you ass !

(BriLy BuNTER tolla 5 the fore. Mn. Quercn picks up @
cansz, and the fat junior's knces Rnock together with fright.)

M=z, Querce : Bunter! Why do you fremblo s0 1

BURTER Beeause I'm jolly ill, you know }

Mz. QUELCE {dryél‘rgl.'}:
Indeed !

BURTER !

You seom to gel no thinner,

BunTER ! Please, pir, I want to speak to Skinner.

Me. Quercu : What do you wish to say to him ?

BUsTER : Tl maks him meet e in the pym !
It isn’t fair that he should make
Me keep my mouth shut for his sako,
Mz, Quercn: Did Skinner have a hand in this §

Yes, sir ! Hark, how the fellows hiss!
They dén't approvo of sneaks, that’s plain,
But, sir, I fenr your dreaded cane,

And so I tell the truth, you see.
Skinner's the artist, sir, not me !

Me. Quircn: Skinner, stand out—at once, I say i

BUusTeR:

ExinNER (edvancing to the Form-master’s desk) :
Thoe fot sneak’s given mo away |

Mr. QUueLcE (slerniy): )
You drew this sketeh upon tho board ?

SEINNER 1 Yes, sin.  You've got me fairly floored !

BUryTER ¢ Ha pinched tho chalk, sir, from your desk,
And made that dmwing so grotesque.

BEIXNER ! You are o mean and spiteful worm,

And Isier o I'll make you squirm !

Ba silent ! For this work of art

I'll make your ]Im]ma, air, sting and smart |
A .cunning insult you have planned.

Now, Skioner, pray hold out your hand !

Which hand, sir, please—ihe left or right ¢

Mr. QUELCH :

SHINXER !
You are a hardencd rascal, quite !

I hape you'll make him holler, sir!
He is a cunming, crafty cur!

(SEINRER holds out each hand in turn, and Mr. QUELCH gives
him four stinging cuts on ¢ach, SKINNER'S yells ving through e
Ferm-roont.)

Me., QuErcn : Now, Bunter ! Hold your hand out, Loo |
What did I do 1

M. Querca : You made protence of heing ill.
You also tried o thwart my will.
Curnny (v a m‘%}:ﬂf} d : . ]
&'re jolly sick of Bunter’s shannning.
Let's hope he geta a fearful lamming |

{Briry BUNTER i compelled to hold owt his hand. Tie cane
bites into his palm, and he dancea to and [ro, yelling with anguish.

My indigestion’s better now |

I've had enough, sir! Yow-dw-ow |
I'll never, never sham ngain,

S0 Lindly lay aside your cane |

Mr. QUueELCH :

BUKTER &

BUuNTER ¢ Oh, really, sirl

DBuxTER :

CCBRTAIN,

Four full supplement pages of fun and mirth next week !
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“Quelchy's gueer this morniog!”
T"{ﬁﬂ-w do you koow?” asked Peter
ol

1

"I saw Trotter taklog his brekker up to
hﬂ iga_ bed. Amd he wasn't In  chapel,
either.

Instantly there was & buzz of excitement.
The bell had gone for morning lessons, and
the Removites werg in thelr places. But Mr.
Quelch, “the gent with the gimlet eyes™
whs conspicnous By hiz absence.

Harry Wharton jumped to his feet,

“I'm roOTry ngl’thlr’s qluwr. in & way,” he
sald. "EBut I'm jolly glad in another way.
It means 4 morping of freedom. We're left
to our own devices,™

";fe-;, rather !:E{ _—

“1 expect A prefect wild he sent in to take
the ¢lass,’ said Nugent.

"Most likely,” answered Wharton. “Bub
there's no reason why we shouldn't amuee
viurselves until he arrives. Those In favour
of a pame of Form-room feoter, show hands!™

A forest of haods went up.

“Good 1" sald Wharton. "EBlip along to the
cludy and get the baM, Franky. Meanwhile,
we'll pile aH the desks together at the bhack
of tho room, s0 as to have & clear field”

“{rood wheeso ™

Motk of us were In o reckless mood that
morning.  Had w¢ stopped to thiok, we
#lrould not have dreamed of playing footer
in the Form-room. But fellows of feurteen
can't be expected to stop and think. We
leave that to older peaple.

We took off our jockets, rolled up our
sleeves, and shifted the desks. Many hands
madé light work, and the job was soon done.
Then Nugent came in with the feostball.

" Now, we'll play eix-n-side,' sald Wharton.
“My team osgainst Smithy's.  The rest of
you, in order to give us elbow-room, will sit
on the shndow-zills sod wakeh thoe mateh.
{hoose your team, Swithy!™

I selected flve good men and troe. Tom
Ledwing, Petor Todd, Micky Desmeond, Dick
Inszell amd Bulstrode were on my side.

Wharton's team consisted of tha Famous
five and Muark Linley.

I;'Zil.‘hﬁr two goals were the door and the fire-
place.

“Let's togs for dhpiee of emds,” T sald.

A colm was spun, amd Wharton called
“TMepds ™ Heads it was.

"We'll kiek towards the freplace!™ sald
Wharton with & grin.

*Ha, ha, hal™

Tom Drown appoluted hirsell referce

“Teun mipntes each way will be suwilelent,
I think,” he sa1d. “You'll have done quite
ciough diamage in that time ™

“"Ha, ba, hal™

Bulstrode looked a trifie anxious.

“Won't the din be heard in the other
Form-roomei"” he asked,

"It wlll If the spectitors cheer at Lbe bop
of their bungs,” erid Wharton. - Otherwise,
I think the otiwr Forme-rooois are toeo far
wway o matter.”

The ball was placed In the centre of Lhe
rErunt:, aml Tom DBrown gave the sigoal to
start.

“Go it, Wharton!™”

“On the ball, Smithy!™

Wharton and Cherry, passiog cleverly to
each other b the lmited space at their dis-
posal, made ground rapidiy.

Boh Cherry was about to shoot, when Bul-
strode ran ot to olear.

‘The Ureyfriars goalle seemed to forget that
I was operating ip 4 restricted area, He
kicked the ball with fuld foree, and it Aew
straight at Billy Bubter, who was perched
o ono of the window-gills,

HAY, you fellows!" piped Billy Bubpter. }

w

Dunter, bllsafully voconsious of daoger, was
engaged in polishing bhils spectacles with a
hapdkerchief

FPlonk !

The ball exught Bunter foll in the ehest,
apd: knocked him -backwards with such force
that he smashed the window,

" ¥ arocoooh I

Sounds of falling glass were mingled with
Bllly Hunter's howls of anguigh.

Bulstrode etood rooted &0 the floor,
appalled at what he had done. It was not of
the discomfort to Bunter that be was think-
ing. It wag of the broken window, which
would call for o explanation.

"That's falrly dome it!" pasped Bulstrode.
“Never miond! I'l! own up to breaking the
window, without going into detalls as to
how [t bappened.”

“"Ow-ow-a0w " moaned Bubter. lel've
broken my back, I think. I shall want com-
pensation for tﬁja, Balstrode

“Ha, ha, bal™

*On with the merry game!®
Cherry,

Play was resumed ab a fast apd furloes
pace. In epite of ourselves, wo couldn't help

sald Bob

GREYFRIARS HERALD.

I booted the ball, and it whizzed af
ggﬁfﬂfng speed fowards the door,
imultaneously, the door opened, and
a:r.‘Emc mﬂ: iﬁ::]' ;feia}i the ball
plump in fhe middle of his person,
That " somebody ™ was the Head |

making & dip. It is impossible to play foot.
ball in a Form-room without kickiog up
a shindy.

After five minutes” play, 1 foond mysell
with & gilt-eiged chaoce of scoring. I had
tricked two men in quiek suceezsion, and
now t-helre was only Ioky to beat.

Zomp !

I booted the ball, and it whizzed at lUght-
ning speed towards the door.

Bimultgneously the door opened, and some-
body came ip, receiving thw ball plump in
tha middie of his person.

The “eomebody™ proved to Le the Head!

Never chall 1 forget 1he scepe which
followesd, mot i I live to heé & Methoselah.

The whole Form woas capmed, every man-
gek of uws, Awd T pot oo extra doge Jor

feking a footbalk, unintentionally of eource,
at the Head,

In addition $o this punlshment, we were
all detained on the next hﬂ.il‘-huﬁida?, and
Bulstroda bhad to feot the bill for & new
window-pand,

"1

&
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FORM-ROOM
FACTS!

e el E
By BOB CHERRY. £
- Hillﬂlllﬂllliﬂ!I!HIHIII!FIiIHIIIIHHIHIIIIIHII!HTI!IIHE

Why is there na difference between
Mark Limley in the Form-room and
Mark Linley on the football-field? Be-
eausa in Both places he is * &t the top of
his Form ¥t

BN TN s

=

¥

[ n

Micky Desmond had the audacity to
tell r. Quelch the other day that

lessong wetre too tame, Needless to say,
this made Quelchy “wild |

» &

I have Becn asked to ndme the siw
best. :ﬂhDElﬂﬂ[?:} tha Rﬂﬁmie inlnrdar of
mari ere we are: Mark Linley, Dick
Penfold, Harry Wharten, Vernon-Smith,
Peter. 'fedd, and Frt::l?} Nﬁ IELB The
warst #ix  are pro 1l nnter
Wun Lung, Fisﬁar T.Fmﬂhf Rolsaver
major, Sidney Snoop,
Stolt,

»

and  William

L] o #*

The Fellow who makes most noise when
being caned is Bunter, The fellow who .
makes least is Vernon-Smith, It is
interesting to note that not a single
fellow in the Remove Form hee escaped
a caning. Lven the giileless Alonzo
1odd i3 numbered among Quelchy's
victimsg |

L @ A

Napoleon Dupont {3 the only junier
who ﬂ'.*n:l-r-::nmlghIjI cnjays himself during
the French lessonr, And Donald Ogilvy,
who Hails from north of the Tweod, s
the dnly fellow wheo ¢an render correctly
the line:

“Beots wha ba'e wi' Wallace bled.”

¥ * ]

Wun Lung considers that Chiness
ought to be taught in the Remove Form-
room. All very well for Wun Lung, but
wo prefer to give thHe lingo of the
“Chinks " a wide berth!

- ] -

_Bpesaking of Wun Lung, he iz the
lightest jumior in the Form. Perhips
this explaina why he is always belng
“ﬁmked ug ¥ b éuqir:h during lessons }
The sleepiest [elldw in the Form is Lord
Mauleverer, and this decounts for the

fact that "he is constaotly “caught
napping ' 1
» » »
Mauly s suggesting that the Form-

roofm should be made more cosy and
comfortable, Fe thinks that cups of tea
cught to be served out to the class
during afternoon lessons, I don’t kmow
pbout fea; but we get quite enough
“tannin'," as it is!

" a L

Bkinner, the bold, bad blade, gost po
far as to suggest that gmoking should be
permitted in the Form-room. The on!
thing that amokes al present is ¢
Form-réom chimney !

The hudding authors of Greyfriars at their hest 1
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‘MY MERRY
ADVENTURES !
| -

AM g member of the rodent tribe—
quite & handsome-locking mouse,
although my jealous admirers zome-
tirmes call me *‘ Beaveri” becaunse of

my whiskers,

I live in the eupboard in the Remove
Form-room. And I often take s peep at
what is going on during lessons.
Dihm-a uite & nleo time of it, because
lots of fellows are in the habit of eating
in cl and they drop lots of erumbs
wunder the desk, When the Form has

n dismissed I come out from my lair
have n jolly good tuck.:in. I'm .o
mp that I'm a sort of Billy Bunter

i ‘the mouse kingdom.

Talking of Bunter, I plaved & joke on
hlm the other day. R t]l’um.? & mﬂén jake,
I admif, but the meanness of it
strike me at the time.

In the middle of first lesson, Y started
squeaking.
Mr. Queleh looked up sharply.

“Thera is g mouse in the Form-
room !’ he exclaimed.

Baueak! BSqueak!

The class tittered, and Mr. Quelch
frowned.

"*That mouse must be found!” he said
angrily. “1 canmot have this inceasant
squeaking !

M We'll find it, sir, and feed it to the
kitchen cabt!" said Bob Cherry,

And down he went on his hands and

23,

The other fellows followed suit, and
through tha chink in the cupboerd door
I beheld the mbsurd spectacls of forty

lows grovelling on their hands and
knees on the foor, y welcomed this
a3 a diversion from lessops,

“Bqueak | Squeak I" I shrilled joyously.

“Tliere it is again! snapped Mr.
Quelch, who was ’1'? this time purple
with annoyance, “The noise seemed to
coma from the eupbeoard. I wonder——*'

Mr. Quelch broke off suddenly. He
happened to catch sight of Rilly J:i:ttluﬂ:mn
and he noticed that Bunter was grinning.
It cecurred to him gt once that Bunter's
ventriloguisrn was  fesponsible for the
sgueaking.

‘The Form mastor’s brow grew black
and ﬁi;unrlarﬂus.

‘: ume your geats, my
claimed.

idn't

e ; ** ha ox-
I have discovered tho caunse

THE

of the disturbance. I had forgotten the
fact that one of your number iz a von-
triloquist. Bunter! Stand out before
the class 1™

Ok crumbs ! gpasped the fat junior,
in dismay. ‘‘It wasn’t me who did that
squeaking, sir!”

Eut Mr, Quelch seemed to think other-
wize,

“The squeaking has now stopped,' he

sqtid, “so 1t must have been you,
DBunter!™

The squeaking had certainly stopped.
I saw to that!

“*For this practical joke, Bunter,” saiil
Afy. Queleh, ¥ 1 shall cane you severcly I
And ho kept his word. Poor old
Bunter’s yells foated through the Form-

room. It was like the slaughter of the
Linogents,

I felt sorry, afterwards, that I had
ilayed that mean frick on Bunter. Even
a mousa is capable of repentance and
remorse.  An uncle of mine onee started
tickling & cat while it was asleep. It
wag pusay's salvation, for she hadn’t hnd
a square meal for days, She turned her
head with a jerk, and my uncle went the
way of all flesh! His repentance came
too latal

However, T did manage to do Bunter
a good turnt the next day, [ went out
in full view of the Form and squesked,
Then I bunked—hard! I gpot away and
pub my ear to a litile hola to wait for
what happened. Guess what did happen!?

Mr, Quelch was 20 sprry he had

urished Bunter he told him he could
etch » dozen taris from the tuchkshop!

BEERELE R D RO AR RO EERY DR RO BB DR TR R

ODE TO
MR. QUELCH.

By WUN LUNG

(The Chlmese Junlor),
L P L O L T U T T

R HPLTTREE T S
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Me likee not this master grim,
Hiz eane go swisheeg-swishee ;

Aud when he say “ Hold out veur hand'®”
It's much asxinsk my wishee,

The cane come down with fearful force
Apd make me squeakee-squeakec,

Mo likee Mr. Quelch at all,
His nose me love to tweakes!

His faces like a hatchef s,
And he is lean and lanky:
And underneath hiz cugle cye
Mo daren't play prankes-prankce.
Mo doare nob be impertioent
And give him any lippee,
Or Quelehy make me touch my toes,
And then he whippeg-whippes !

He never smile a sunny smile,
But always ook mast rolemn;
If me desctibed his faults in full

Me take up every columu!
SGome 52y he Is & eplendid man,
Amnd thera iz not a fner;
But me would like to kidoap him
And pack him off to China!

When Quelchy reachcd my native land
They'd choppes offee headee:
To zee the éxecutioner
Would make him quake with dreadee!
Mo like to send him off af once
To some big Chiness eity
But no kidpappiog is allowed,
And more's the pity-pity!

GREYFRIARS HERALD.
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SOME FORM-ROOM
SUGGESTIONS !

STLIE [k
T

j|' Iﬁi FFH H m i

i

HE Remove Form-room is aboot the
moat dreary awd dismal apartment
at Orexiriars.

But why should it be! When you
come to congider that we spend the best
part of our time in the Forme-room, you will
apree that the conditions ought to be made
cheery and comfiortable,

With this end in view, I am making bald
to put forward o few eugeestions,

Sugprestion pumber one. Muake a clean
gweep of all the hard, hideous desks, amd
chop them up for fireweod. :

There iz nothing to he said in favour of
desks. They mnst have been invented et
the time of the Bpanizsh Inguisition,

In place of desks, I sugpest 2ofas and
easy-chalrs, with plenty of soft cushiona,

The Form-master pught to have a specially
eos¥ armchair, so that there would be quite
i good chance of his dezing off to sleep.

uggestlon oumher two,  Serve light pe-
freshments In £he Form-room at regolar
intervals.

Thia Iz the sort of suggestion tihat Billy
Bunter might make, but I hope it will pot
he “turped down ™ because of that, [ am
not makiog it in a spirit of glottony. You
will observe I specily "lght ™ refreshments.
Bunter would probabl fn:ist. upon heavy
refreshmeots—the henvier the better.

A wise old uncle of mine, who 13 a doctor,
and one of the pillars of Harley Sirest,
layas it down that the human body requires
light aoswurishment at frequent iotervals. He
declares that heavy meals are a mistake.

Very well, then, Would it oot he a happy
netlon to serve hot coffee and omelettes at
cleven o'clock in the morniog? Also o nples
soothing cup of tea at four In the after
moon? We should lay back in our easy-
chalrs and enjoy ourselves famously.

Hilly Bunter is jn favour of having pork
chops and hefty joints of Leef brought Into
the Form-room. Bui thie I5 not neces=ary.
We doo't wapt to make an entiog-houss
of it, or "a good pullup for carmen.”

cuggestion mumher three. If a  fellow
should happer o foel drowsy duripg lessone,
ke should be permitted to go to sleep with
oub let or bifidrance. Some of us were born
with a "tired fecling,” which is just as muoch
a permanent part of us es our arma and
lega, We can't belp it 2pd we ought pet
to be punlshed for it. You wouldo't puoish
a [ellow hecapsze he bappeped to bave gloger
hair, or a2 Roman nose, would you? Then
why punish 4« fellow because he waa homn
with that *tired feeling”? He iz mors to
be pitled thao punished.

I am oot suggesting that the Form-room
ghould Le fturned into a sert of does-honpe
for Weary Williez and Tired Tims. Dut T do
thiok a fellow should be allowed to Lake forly
winks when he feels like it.

1 commend these suggestions to the school
avthorities, in the hope—the ratiter falnt
hope, [ admit—that they will adopt them,
Tt will be & bhappy day for a vertain weary
nobleman when they do!

A special “ Bullying *’ supplement next on the list !
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Don’t forget that wonderful glossy photo next mnr

STRAIGHT AS A DIE!

{Continued from page 12.)

“Hea dido’t want Bob Cherry to know
what 7

“N-n-nothing 1"

“Lee was gone when Bob came to his
sengoa ™

“(h, yes!” :

“Id wou mention to Bob thal he had
besn there?”

i N“n“u I.”

“Why not?

" Because—because 1—I'd promised to
keep it dark,” stammered Bunter. “You
—¥Ou B, Loo was very heen on keep-
ing it a secret. I—I did it 1o oblige
himm, you know. He never had a hand
in "

“Now, witness, I am going to ask you
A vovy important question,” aaid the
judge sternly, * Was it you or anather
person that wenl over the cliff to fetch
up Bob Cherry ™

“Me!” roared Bunter.

“Was it Lee?"

“Nunno!” gasped Buntor.

Thera was o general gasp of astomsh-
ment from the Remove fellows as Peter
asked his %‘uestmn. Jim Lee compressed
kis lips. Befora this, Lee had discerned
lo what Poater’s questioning was leading,
and he had littla expectation that the
obluse Owl of the Remove would be
zble 1o keep the secret, undor the sharp
examination of the schoclboy lawyer.

“Was it Lee? said b Cherry
dazedly. “What on earth do you mean,
Toddy? You know it wasn't Lee.”

Peter Todd smiled the samile of
superior wisdpn.

“Bo ]-n:'.tr?; as we supposced there was
nnl; one {ellow on the spol we had io
believe that Bunter did the trick,” he
said. **When it came out that thers was
another fellow on the spot, it made a
difference. But let's get on with the
mquiry.”

“1 say, vou fellows——"

“*Now, Bunter, I warn you fo I-LEEE fo
the truth,” said the judge. ““Did Lee
for some silly reason known only to him-
pelf, clenr off befors Bob came to, and
ssk vou not toe mention that he had
pulled him on the chif "

“(lortainly not,” stammered Bunler.
“You—vyou aee, he couldn't have, when
I pulled old Beb on the oliff, Lee had
unthi:ﬁj.r’ io do with it. He called me

“Why did he call you names?™

“Because I wouldn't go near the

¥

- —

" What ¥

“I—I muan, I would!™ gasped Bunter.
“1 wasn't alraid fo go near the edge.
You fellows know how plucky I am.
Only—only, you see, I—1 was éating my
jam-tarl ge——"

"It was because you were eating your
jam-larts that you refused to go near
the edge?"”

“That's 1t1"” gasped Bunter.

“And how did you got over the ehiff
and rescue Bob Cherry without going
HEEFI thIe ﬁiﬁge?:: inguired Peter blandly.

i “Tﬁ]l?ﬂl

“I—1 did, of course!™ gasped DBunter.
“What T mean to eay i that I—I did
o near the wedge. I—I wasn't eating
warts at all?®

“0Oh, my hat!” sai] the judge. “Bo
it transpires that Lee want.adA you to help
him and vou refusedi”

“I didn't!” howled DBunter. *I—1

rushed at once to help lim., Didn't T,
Lea®™

“¥ou rushed lo help Lee!” said the
judge grimly. “We're getting nearer
tha facts, think, though we're not
gutte there yet. Lee was slanding doing
nothing but looking on?”

i YEE‘?‘J
* And wou rushed to help himn ™
“Ye-g-ps,” gasped Bunter, whose

abtusa brain was in such a state of con-
fusion now that be hardly koew what he
was snying.

“¥ou rushed to help him look on and
do nothing i

“Ves—I—I mean, no!
fellowge——""

“T think we have got the mailer
retty clear new,” said Peter Todd,
ooking round. “As soon a3 I knew
thera was anpther fellow on the spot 1
knew ihat that fellow must have done
the trick. For some silly, sulky reason
or other Lee did not want the faclts to
be known, and he asked Bunter io keep
them dark, ‘So Bunler rushed m to bag
the ‘fidd}' glory—just like Bunter.”

“The fat rascal!™ exclauned Harry
Wharton indignantly.

“0Oh, really, Wharton-——"

I—1 say, vou

“¥ou may ss woll own up now,
Buoter ! grinped Hazeldene,

“I—~1 say, Bob, you krnow I saved
vour life, don't vou, old chap?

“I know you didn't, you fat bounder 1™
said Bob Cherry, in uller disgust, *'It

wanted a lob of swallowing, anyhow, 1i
vou had told me thet another fellow was
there, and left before I came fo—"

“There wasn't any other fellow there,”

“What?' gnsped Bob.

“[—1 mean——"

“The wiiness has ol whoppers in
court,” said DPeler Toadd. “That
amounis to contempt of court, and I sen-
tence the wilness Lo be bumped three
limes."

“Hear, hear!”

“Y say, you fellows—yaroooch !™

Bump!
“I—I gay, leggo!” howled Billy
Bunter. *“‘It was all Lec's fault, He

asked me mot to mention that he had
done it—yaroooch 1

Bump!
Y ow-ow-0w-ow | It's all Lec’s
fault ! howled DBunter. “He fairly

begged me not to let Bob know he'd

ITTIY TR IV L LI R Rl L L]l
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Lenrn how to da all the Little odd
jobs and repairs in your home—

ow to peint, whitewesh, and repair
woodwork, metalwork, gas, an
electric ﬁttinEw. cte. ' Harmaworth's
Household Eneyelopedia '™ explaina
all these things simply and by means
of practical diagrams. Fart | is on
pele on Thursday, February 8th.

HARMEWORTH'S

HOUSEFOLD
ENCYCLOPEDIA

For Handyman and Housewife.

® In Fortnightly Parts.  Prioe 1/3 sach. §
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done it, You can ask him, Boasides, I
did it.”

Bump !

' Wh I:II:!_DI:IWCI Lo !'"

“* Ha, ha, ha”

Bitly Bunter -:mwﬁd back into bed,
feeling that life was hardly worth livi
for an heroie youth like his noble self.
Bunter's brief glory was over; it was

ong from his gaze like a heautiful
dréam. The daw hed been stripped of
his borrowed plumes, and he felt a very
dismal and moulting daw as he crawled
inlo hed,

Bob Cherry crossed over to Lee’s bed,
a strange expression on hia face. The
discovery had come aa a shock to,Bob.
Ho could hardly realise yet that it was
Jim Lee, the outcast of the Remove, to
whorn ha owed hia life.

He looked down on Led.

“Ro it was youi” he said slowly.

Lee smiled faintly, and that was alL

“Why didn’t you let me know?"

Bob Cherry waited for an epswer to
that question; but he waited in vam.
Lee did not apeale,

Bob turned away dnd went to his own
Led. The candles were blown out, and
ihe Remove settled down for the mghi%
but for & long time there waos a buzs
talk, ot the amazing dissgvery that hed
been made by the perspicacity of the
echoolhoy lawser. Lee did not answep
n single remark addressed to him—and
silence and slumber descended at laat
on the Remove dormitory.

———

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Taken to Tea !

E next day was Sunday—a quiet
day at Greyfriara School, en
the Remove were fairly subdued
{hat day. Aftar morning service
the Famous ﬁva were going ont for a
walk, when Bob Chery spotted Les in
the quedrangle, and ed to him,
Jimt Lee did not eeem to hear.
walked on, with his hands in his. pocketa,
his eyes fixed moodily on the ground.

Bob coloured a little, and wolked on
1E.;:i\‘.-[] his chums, out into Frisrdala
afe,

Bob was thinking deeply. He had
plenty of food for thought, sinca the
discovery made by Peter Todd.

TLeo had saved hie life; and Bob,
remembering that ternible adventure on
the cliffs, knew the peril that Lee had
rono through in saving him, He knew
that it must have been touch and go—
that Jim IL.ee had taken his life in his
hands, apd escaped death almost by &
miracle. That was the fellow whom_he
had challenged to fight—because Lee

had  <denounced Bunter's egregious
claim. Bob did not blame himsell for
that—he was bound to stand by

Punter, believing Bunter to have
the resewer. Put why had Lee hidden
the truth? _ ;

It was mysterious enuuf_h ta Bol,
Obviously, Lee had acted like a hero,
and had desirod to keep his herolsm a
deep secrot—never to Jet Bob know
obhgation be was under, Why!?

There were many things that Bob
could not understand about Lee, but this
was the greatest puszzle ﬂ-f] c1a'll.

But Bob felt that he could not let the
matter rest where it was., He was under
too deep an obligation for that.

During that Sunday gave the
matter & great deal of thought—as did
his churms, for that matter. Al the Co.
wore puzzled by the strange line Lee bad
teken, A {felloy who deliberately set
out to moke himself unpopuls

Will the Courtfield polioe take a hand in the game ?
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wedulously hid & deed that would have
sat him right with his echoolfellows—was
a problem to the Famous Five.

Cherry had no chance of speak-
ing to Les that day; and he realised

that-the new junior was aveiding him.

When the Remove went to their
dormitory that night Lee did not
answer Bob's “good-night.” His man-

ner made it clear that he did not wish
the discovery to make any difference in
hia relstions with the Remove.

But it was not to rest there. Bob
waa quite determined to get to the
bottom of the strange affair, and to
learn, at least, whether Lee hpd any
motive for his action, or whether he
ncted out of sheer wrongheadedness.

On Monday, in class, Lee was careful
not to mect the glances that Bob gove
him, and immediately after mornio
lessons he disappeared. Bob Cherry di
not see him agam till dinner; and imme-
diately after dinner Lee weht out on his
?i-:m:la, and did not return until time
or clags.

But aftor class that sfternocon EBEob
Cherry made a point of joining the out-
cast ns he left the Form-room. Lee was

urrying away when Bob caught him by

a arm.

“Hold on a minute!” said Bob
ohesrily.

Jim Lee held on; he had no choice
about that. Bob's grip on hia arm was
that of & friendly vice.

“Well, what is i£?" asked Lee impa-

tiently.
scrap I'll coma to the gym.”

Bobh Cher hu%lwd.
“Do you rg'n'i:k want to scrap with
7" he asked.
“1 don't care either way.”
“Well, I do,” said Bob_ good-humour-
a&!g.ﬂ “I want a little jow with you,

:%-:lﬁn’ﬂ” snid Lee. Gt i
ill you come up to my study?”
*Thanks, no.”
“You're not what would be called a
sociable chap, ara you?” said Bob, with

B grin. aye you always been like
e T
“"Let go my arm, please.™

“But I've got to have a little pow-
wow with you,” urged Poh. *“Come
up to the study, old scout.”

“1 won't!"”

*“"Rot! Take his other arm, Harry.”

Hla.rr:,.r Wharton, with a laugh, took

a's

er atrm. Johnoy DBull and
Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
tﬁm-ed round, smiling. Jim Lee

f;ﬂkﬂd from one to ancther of the

Famous Five, They were all friendly

smiling; but it was evident that

y meant to have s talk with Jim

, and there was no escape for him.

“Let me go, will you?"” said Lee, In
s low voice.

“This way [* said Dob,

And the ontcast of the Remove was
marched up the staircase in the midst
of the Famous Five. They marched
him inte Study No. 1; and Frack
Nugent cut off with a bag to get the
supplies for tea, whie Johooy Bull
started the fire and jamnmed on  the
kettlc.

Leo was deposited in the srmcharr.

He sat there, with a clouded brow,
Harry Wharton & Co., still smiling,
koeping an eve on him to sce that he
did not escape. . +

“You see, vou're in for 41" grioned

“If you want to finish the |

. But

Bob Cherry. *You asked for it, you
know. It's your own fault.”

“FEh! How?i”

“Youn shouldn't have pulled me on
the cliff the other day,” explained Bob.
“Now you've got to face the music.”

Lea laughed involuntarily.

“ That's better,” Zaid b. " Keep
that up. Hallo, hallo, hallo! What 13
that fat frog doing hera?™

Billy Bunter's spectacles gleamed in
at the doorway. “The fat junior had
scented a feed,

il | izy. vou fellows, T've come—-"

“And now you'd better go!" growled
Johnuy Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull—after the way I
saved Bob's lifa—-"

“What?"” romred Bob Cherry.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Saved your life!” he repeated
firmly. “‘Sprang over the clif with an
Em: nerve, an eaved wour life—after

_n_ [ ——

“You fat spoofer!” stuttered Bob.
“Den’t you understand that we know
the facts now ("

“0Oh, really, you know—"

“Tha esteamed Dunter does not
understand,” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, "Let ws make it painfully
clear to him."

The dusky junior took Bunter by the
collar and spun him round. Dob
Cherry planted a heavy boot behind
William Georgoe,

“Yooooooop !

Bunter went into the passage with a
bump snd & roar.

“Now come back and ask agein!™
aaid Bob Cherry. *““There's a lot more
whera that came from."”

“ Yaroooooogh 1V Bunter sat up,
roaring. “‘ls that what youw. call grati-
tude, Bob Cherry, to a fellow who
rushed into fearful _da.nger. and saved
your life? Yow-ow-ow ! :

“Doesn't he take the cake?" said
Wharton. “Jump on him!"

“You bet!" said Bob, *“Lock out,
fatty, I'm comung !
Bob Ch jumped into the passage.
Wiiﬁg George Bunter jumped
firat, and he was in full Bight for the
steira. He did not return. Even
Bunter realised, at last, that his claim
to heroism was a chicken that would
no longor fight. .

Frank Nugent came in with the sup-

‘phes for tea; and the table in Study

No. 1 was laid. Jim Lee looked on
with & curicus expression on his face.
It seemed that he was to share the
hospitality of Study No. 1 whether he
liked it or mot—a peculiar position for
the outcast of the Eemove.

In spite of himeelf, the outcast’s clended
face relaxed. His grim determinntion
to make no friends at Greyfriar:—to
make enemies rather than friends—was
against every instinct in his nature. He
had felt it his duty ; and he had done it
unflinchingly. But his heart went out to

the checry, friendly juniors, who were
determined to make much of him wheiher
he objected or not. How gledly the un.

happy lad would have met their advances
haﬁ'-way_tha juniors did not puess.

They felt that there was something
gqueer about Lee, something oddly
chstinate and wrongheaded; but they
recognizod the fact that he must be a
thoroughly decont fellow at heart. The
affair on the Sﬂguil Cliff proved that.
And they had made up their minds to do
their best with him, and “bring him, if
they could, to a better way of thinking
—fairly dragging him out of his shell, ay
it ware.

“Tea's ready, Lee!” said Wharton.

Send in your solution of the puzzle-picture on page 201

“I1'd rather get out!”™ mutiered Lees.

“There's your chair, old scout!" said
the captain of the Romove unheeding.
m:‘Eha&I I help you, Lee?" grinned Bob

erry.

Lee took his chair at the table. There
was no belp for it—without a muﬁh-nnd-
tumbla with the Famous Five. Nugent
Eaur&d out his tea, Bob Cherr ga.uue:i

im ham sandwiches, Johnny Bull heiped
hitn to milk, and Hurres Singh to sugar.
The distinguished guest waea in Study
No. 1 by main force—neveértheloss, he
was & guest whom the study delighted to
hogour, and they made that clear.

The Famous Five were in high good
humour. Taking Lee to tea in this
forcible way nppealed to them as rather a
lark. And they waited for him to un-
bend, and join in the genersl good
humour.

Tea in Study No. 1 wos certainly more
cosy and cheerful than tos in kﬁl]l, to
which Jim Lee was aocustomed. In spite
of himself, his epirits rose, and he smiled
cheerfully, and joined in the talk of the
chuws of the Hemove.

MNobody, locking into Study No, 1 j{.:t-
then, would have imagined that Jim Leo
was an outcast, a “schoolboy hermit,” a
fellow generally disliked, and who
courted dislike, and hugged it to himself
ag a cloak.

For the moment, at least, he was o
bright and cheery schoolboy, in mercy
spirits, and the ciange in him was sur-
prising enough to the Famocus Five,

But it was brief.

Tea over, Jim Lee seemed to recollect
himself all of 2 sudden, and he rose to

hiz feet, the cloud returning to his brow.

“ Thanks, you fellows !" he said. *T'll
g0 now, "’

“No, you won't!” grinned Bob
Cheiry. * We haven’t hud our little jlw
yek. want to know why you didn't
tell rne you pulled me up over the eliff
last week.™

“1 ecan’t tell you [

[ 4] I’h“ EI‘!‘

“Don't be an ass, old scout!™ said
Jobany Bull. *Now, we're all friends
now, so gebt it off your chest. What's
the giddy mystery about! Have you
been seeing lilms, and getling them on
your little brain?™

Lee flushed,

He looked at the smiling, cordial faces.
and there was an ache in his heart. Ho
longed for a friend—dor at lexst one
fellow in whom he could confide—whom
he could ask for advice, for counsel in the
terrible difficulty that econfronted him.

Thesa fellows were friendly enough
now, bubk what would they eay—heow
would they louk—if they knew?

Tha thought came into his mind that
ha would tell them, that he weuld reveal
the miserable tecret they never dreamod
of. They would let him go soon unr:rurglu
when they knew that he was the rclative,
the ward, of a crook—a professional thief.

His lips apened, but he closed Lh::m
again. The thought of such a confession
dyed his cheeks with acarlet. -

¥et the knowledge must come, It was
only till the end of the present week that
the period of grace lasted: then Tlick
Driver would strike, and all Greyiviars
would know the truth—and woree,
What would they think of him then?
What did it matter? he asked himself
drearily. He was doomed, hopelessly, to
shame and unending disgrace. What the
Remove fellows thought abont it was
nothing to him. And yel——
The hapless boy's heart
burdened. He longed to speak.

L ﬂ"n-'_E =

If they

The good-natured Bob Cherry plays an important part next Monday I
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repuleed him with scorn, what did 3
matter ¥ It would be only one more drop
int the ocean of what he had Lo bear.

Again his lips opened to epeak, apain
ha closed them. Harry Wharion & Ca.
were wondering; but only too cbviously,
ﬂ:reiw had not the fainlest snspicion of the
real state of the case. ‘Ihe thonght of
crime—of a sccret of crowe—had never
crossed thelr minds. ILea's face grew
pale and tense; he knew that he could
not speak. He choked back the wnorda
that ‘were already ricing to his lipe.
M Well7” said si:larrj* Wharton, break-
ing tha mlence at last.

‘Go ahiead, Lee,” said Bob Cherry.

“I can™t 1" eaid Lee hoarsely. “Yon
—you wouldn't understand! DBut you’ll
kaow soon ecmough. I sha'n't be at
Greyfriars long. wigh I'd never come
hera; but I had no choice about that!
You'll know all about me when T'm gone.

That will he soon enough.

And with that, Jim iﬁu crosged Lo
riedly to the door, and vanished, leaving
the Eamnus Five staring at one another
blankly.

PR N

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Jim Lee's Last Word !

HE remainder of that week was a
nightmare to Jim Lee.

On Saturday, Ulick Driver was

_ fo be at the ﬁam of appointment

again, in tha wood by Redelyffe ILane.

'lﬁmm he would wait—for the schoolboy

to join him, and to submit to his de-

mands. There he would wait In vain—
Lee was determined upon that,

And then?

Only too well the unhappy boy kpew
that he had no merey to expect—that the
vengeance of the crook would follow.

Ho was almost feverishly anxious for
the week of groce to expire; but ihe
hours seemed to drag. And yet, when

Haturday came, it secmed as if the week |

liad raced by.

During the week, Lee had :tpoken to
hardly a soul—he seemod more and more
impenctrably wrapped in his cloak of
IMEAT T,

Many of tha fellows would have besn
friendly enough, after the discovery that
had been made-more especiaily the
Famous Five. But Lee grimly repulsed
cvery advance, and he was soon left to
himeelf apain as of old.

. He was in trouble in the Form room,
toe. He had hitherto been one of Mr.

welch’s most painstaking pupils; but
all that was ¢ ad now. 'ﬁ’ith so ter-
tible a weight on his mind, it was diffi-
enlt for him to concentrale his thoughta
npon Form work; and he made continual
mistakes, which exhausted the patience
nf the Remove master,

Lines fell thick upon hin, end the cane
followed; but he hardly felt even Mr.
Quelch's cane.

He did not grow sullen; but he grew
more and more silent and reserved, Hhis
look Llacker and blacker.

Bob Cherry often observed him, and
wondered. In ordinary circumstances,
Bob would have taken little note of him;
hut ns the matter stood, Bob eould not
lwlp being concerned for the fellow who
hud gaved his life. It iwas clear to Tlab,
after long observation, that Jim Lee had
somoe weight upon his mind—somae heavy
recret that accounted for hia strangd con-
duet, though what it was Bob's honest
mind conld not even remotoly guass,

dJeveral times Bob went out of his way
o speak to the outeast, but Lee scarcely
answered. Once, at that tea in Stirdy

On no account must you miss ** Friends at Last | *
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his task,

3

Form-room writing out his imposition, but his thoughts
Ho was thinking of Ulick Driver, who must have
arrived at Lantham by this time—had cha
now. to the wood by the lane—io wall for him. Lee glanced at the clock,
Ullek was waliing now—walting for the schoolboy who would never eome !
{See Chapfer 11.)

tralns for Redelyfle—was walking

No. 1, the impulse had been strong upon
hini to speak: but it had {Fﬂsmd. and it
did not return. He could not tell his
shame. Soon enough they would know,
and all Greyfriars would know.

Un Baturday morning Leo looked pale
and clouded in class, and Mr. Quelch

lanced at him expressively several times.

ore than once the Kemove master
snapped at him, as he answered at
random’ Lo questions, Leoe was finally
given an imposition that would kecp him
occupied for a couple of hours in the
afternoon=—a hall-heliday. He smiled
%f_l'l_mly. He would be writinpg]!im:_ﬂ while

thick Priver was waiting for him 1n Red-
clyfle Lana,

After dinner he went ta the Form-
room to write out Viegil, But his
thoughlz were not much on his task.

He was thinking of Ulick DPriver, the
pitilesa raseal in whose hands hig fato
was. Ulick had arrived at Lantham b
that timo—had changed trains for Red-
elyffe—was walking now to the wood by
the lane—to wait. Jim lee glanced at
the Faorm-raom eolock. Ulick Droiver was
waiting now—with gathering rago in his
heart—waiting for the schoolboy. whe
would never come,

The boy's heart beat almost to suffo-
cation.

It was the end, then; the end of all
%hmgﬁ for hin, His reseolution was still

¥in,

BBul he was thinking, thinking, After
all, was he callud u%mn to make this ter-
rible sacrifice?  Innocently, he had
fallen intoe the power of the, crook.
Innovent, he would be condemned, if Lie

stood to what was right. SBhould he
eould he—-  The Form-room eecmo
Lo awim for a mioment round Jim Lee.
He was weskening--the {rial was too
terrible for his strength.

There waa n footstep in the doorwey.

“Ialle, hella, halls ™

It was Bob Chervy's cheary voice. He
strolled intoe the Formn-room, end gaye
Lee & pleasant nod.

Y Gotting on with 1L he ssked.
“Eh? What? ¥Yes, no!” muttered

Loe incoherently. His bran was
ho stered almost stupidly at Bob.

"1 sav, eld ¢hap, you're looking ?T-Ettj‘
goedy,” zaid Bob with concern. Y You
ought to come out in the open air™

£e langhed almost wildly, Open air
was DBob's eonre for all troubles. Tt was
nolt likely lo eure Leo's,

“Chuck the lines for a bit,” urged
Ral.. " VYou're not bound to hand them
in till after tea.™

Loa thaoolk his head,

“What's the row, old chai‘?" asked
Bob, "“You're in some trouble, a cat
with glass eyes could eee that, Can't
you tell & chap?®*

“In trouble?” repeated Lee, * Yo,
no!* He gave Bob s sudden, hard,
sarnest laak, “You're a pretty straight
fellow, Cherry. Suppose—suppose you
were in an awiul serape

“Yas ' said Pob in wonder,

“Suppoze- vou had to do something
wrong, snmething rotten, something
you'tl loathe yourself for doing, or else
—or elge face a punishment you'd never
dererved —a punishment you couldn's
bear—-—-

dizzy;

It’s a stunner
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“Good hesvers!" muttered Bob. He
wondeted, for a moment, whether Jim
Lea was vmdﬁnng in hia mind. But a
look at the white, tense face told him
something = of the truth, that the un-
happy boy before him was in the throes
of & terrible struggle, the nature of
which he could not guess.

“Well,” ssid Lee with a ghastly look,
“suppose it stood like that, what would
ou do? What would you advise a
allow to do?"

*A fellow ought to keep atrmght i
said Bob sturdily, “He ought to kecp
straight, whatevor the consequences
-might be. That's a cert.”

“You're right!” said Lee. "1 know
that [—*'

Trotter, the page, put hia head into
the Form-room.

“ Master Lee here? Yon're
Master Les."

Lee slmost staggered to his fepl,
Tlick Driver's threat was ringing in his
ears. Was it the police—already?

“ Wanted " he repeated in a husky
whmpar

Trottor atared at his .clz]haatly face.

“¥es sir, Mr. Quelch's study.”

#TIs—is anyone there?”

“Ne. Ooly Mr, Queleh,” said Trotter.
He added by way of comfort: “It ain't
a licking, sir. Only somsbedy wants to
speak to you on the telephone.”

“Oh!" gasped Lee.

He crossed quickly to the doorway of

wanted,

the me=mnm. and Bob watched him
go, in great alarm and disquiet.
by the

Loae was composed, hawever,
time he presented himself in  Mr.
'%Iu&lch'ﬂ study. The receiver was off
e telephone there.
has

“*Your guardian, Mr, Driver,
asked penmnission to speak to you on
the telephone, Lee," said Mr. Quelch.
“You may take the receiver,”

“Yes, sir!" gasped Lee.

Mr. Quelch quitted the study.
dragged his footsteps towards {h{!-
phone, and picked up tho receiver.

A voice cameo through, the voice of
Ulick Driver.

“Ia that you, Jimi"”

(11 YEH- L3

*“1've waited for you.”

[{} 1 h ﬂ'ﬂl" i3

*Are you coming to keep the appoint-
ment?" asked Ulick Driver in a low
voice of concentrated fury.

&k Hﬂ j!

“You refuse to obey?

“1 refuse!"

“Is that your last word?"

*“That iz my last word 1"

“If I ring off, Jim, I shall not com-
municate with you agﬂ.m Take warning
while thero is yet time.'

“That iz enough. I will nob come!”

“Then prepara for prison!" said
Ulick Driver. "I will have no merey
on you! For the last time, Jim—--*

Without waiting for the crook to finish

Lee
tele.

o1y

Are you reading the barring-out school siories in the * Gem” ?

the senfence, Jin Les replaced tha
receiver on t.fm

hook, He had said his
last word.

With & firm step he quitted the Form
master's study., Bob Cherry was wailing
for him in the passage, his honest,
rug ol face full n concern,

ea—" ha an,

Jim Les hruahﬂdg past him without
epeaking, He went out into the quad-
rangle, his face set, looking straight
before him, without a glance to right
or left. In & quiet corner bLehind the
elms the doomed scheolboy paced to and
fro, heedless of the passage of time,
Whllﬂ the winter duaﬂ cluaed in, and
If hts began t—n gleam in
the Behool House.

The die was cast.

Bob Cherry's honest, sturdy advice
had, perhaps, helped Lee at the finish,
He wes standing firm, He was keeping
straight and defving the conseguences.

Now to wait till the blow feil—hours
or days. Till the blow fell that was to
drive him from Greyfriars, clothed in
shame na in & garment! That wes the
price of his dehance, and terrible as it
was, Jim Lee did not regret it.

THE END,

(¥Next Monduy's magnificent  school
story winds up the startling ecareer of
Jim Lec of GFreyfriars. Whether the
new bay suffers for the Nonourable
stand he hes teken, youw will learn
from " Friends at Lust!" By Frank
Richards.)
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HERE’S AN OPPORTUNITY FOR YOU! WHAT YOU HAVE To Do.

A Simple One-Week Foothall Competition.

Solve the Simple Picture-puzzle, and send In your solution.
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Here 13 a splendid Footer competition
which I am sure will interest you, On this
page you will find a history of Sunderland
Foothall Club in  picture-puzzle form.
What you are invited to do is to solve
this picture, and when you have dore eo,
write your solution on o sheet of paper,
Then sign the ¢oupon which appears below,
mn it to your solution, and post it lo
“Bunderland " Competition, MaGyEr
Oftice, Gough Touse, Gourh £ are,
15.C. 4, z0 as in reach that address not
later than THURBEDAY, FEBRUARY
15th, 1923,

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will be
awarded to the reader who submits &
solution which 15 exactly the zame as, or
nearest to, the solution now in the po3Bes:
sion of the Fditor. In the event of tuls
the prize will be divided, The other prizes
will be awarded in order of merit. The
FEilitor reserves the right to add together
and divide the value of all. or any, of
the prizes, but the full amount will be
awarded, It 1z a distinct condition of
entry that the decizion of the Editor must
ba accepled as finnl. Employees of the
proprietors of this journal are not eligible
to competo,

This competition is run in conjunction
wilh the “Gem,” *“ Popular,” and * Boys'
Triend,” mnd readers of those journals ara
invited Lo compele,

T enter * Sunderland ” Competition,
and  agree to  accept the Editor’s
decision as fnal.
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HOW WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER SAVED BOB CHERRY! 2

(According to bis own atorvI)
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"“"WITH NEVER A THOUGHT OF PERSONAL DANGER, I COURAGEQUSLY SPRANG OVER THE EDGE OF THE

CLIFF AND LANDED ON THE LEDGE. THEN, SEIZING THE UNCONSCIOUS FIGURE OF BOB CHERRY IN MY

STRONG ARMS, I HURLED HIM BODILY UPWARDS INTO SAFETY ! (An exiract from Bunisr's modest acaount
of how he rescued Bob Cherry from his perilous position on the ledge of the Seagull Cliff.)
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SO A Y,

The Days of Oloak and Rapier.

HERE i5 so much to tell you all
about the grand new serial in
the “Popular,” that 1 scarcely

- know where to- begin. It
iz the finest, most dramatic, ard the in-
toneest yarn David Goodwin has ever
written. LThe author has made the study
f his life the history of the old days of
oak and rapier, the stirring “cut and
rry ' times, when the vofids of
gland were not safe; everybody went
armod; the Mémbers of Parhament
laft Westminster under- sirong escort—
that's the meaning of the old question
heard nowadays ﬂ% “Who goes home "
David (ioodwin fairly jumps to the
endid spirit of the sncient times of
sh and heroism, Ho styles his mag-
nificent story a8 one deseribing a peri-
lous friendship—and il was ndeed 8
rilous friendship which gallant young
ick Neville had for the brave high-
wayman, Dick Turpin. We find in this
tdle the truth about the man who ranged
the Old Country, whose word was st
one btime law; & fearless rider, & con-
sytamately skilful awordsman who could
ord to laugh af the officers who pur-
suad him, and were foiled again and

again. -
The King of the Highway.

Dick Turpin has becoame a hero of
popular legend. 1 advise you fto read
about hin: and understand why this was
¥0 wrll-gh the owner of Rlack Bess figured
8 b le fellow, on the lines of
Hood; for his sword flashed from its
ssabbard often enough in defenco of the
mt' and to his friends he was true as

Dick Naville of Neville Court,

I am proud to have the opportunity of
giving such a yarn in the good old
*Popular.” It a genuige ring all
through—the gleam of high resolyve, the

romance: while, as you read, yvou
will feel a warm-hearted sympathy for
Dick Neville, Turpin's friend. Neville,
st one time in early youth, was a fol-
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lower of the highwayman; then the

ung fellow, by a sudden whirl of
ortune’'s wheel, came into hiz estates.
He wes & grest man. The country was
at hiz feet; in his old baronial hall he
feasted the pgreatest people of the
countryside. gnd then Ilick K Turpin
cames back on the scens. The highway-
man is tracked to the eplendid castle of
his young friend, Dick stands loyal to
his old comrade, and the results are bad
for Mevillee He is thrown back info
the exile of the road because he has
shown contempt for those whe are aftor
Tuipin.  He foils the King's Iiders nnd
Turpin, who has found shelter under
Neville's roof, shows the pursuers a
clean pair of heels.

(b Back to ths Road.

DICK TURPIN AT NEVILLE COURT!

Dich Neville started forward as the
mashed figure [Teapt [lightly into the

room. Then he gave a shout of joy.
“Dick Turpinl 'Tie youl"
Tre Mucner Lizrary.—No. T83.

[ his  complicity

Afler this the amection geots fast end
furions. MNeville s outlawed because of
in the eseape of Dick
Turpin, but the young fellow had grown
woary of & silk-cushion exiatence, and
meets the disaster with the careless spirit
of his race.  Amidst these wups and
downs of fate, the set-back which
would have chilled the marrow of many
& man, we see & tremendouns lot of the
thrilling pageantry of the far-off time.
You will be captivated with every line,
and the breathless adventure and recl-
less, dare-devil spirit of it all cannot fail
ta grip yvou right away from the start to
the beolliant wind-up, I am not going
into that part, it would not be fair: but
pluck wins, and it always will

were the real

- When you have the time, drop me a line!
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DICK TURPIN-HIGHWAYMAN!

The most Breathlessly Thrilling, and Dramatic Tale of the famous
highwayman ever written—a Story that will Thrill the World.
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Roal Old England.

I tell you frankly, e perusal of this
finely-told story i1s & revelation. It 3
just as if Mr. David Goodwin had drawn
axide a curtain on a radiant picture of
splendonr and vivid eolour. o see tho
brave-hearted king of that remote age,
and get o [glimme of palace and hovel, s
well az of the white, ribbon-like roads
down which Dick Turpin snd his com-
rades rode at breakneck pace. "1‘!11:;

fighters, meeting w1
conl audacity the deadly perils of each
dav. Wo sce the guaint old hostelries
where the famous highwayman found
sanctuary time and again: tha old
eonturied trees and heauntiful parks, the
penalled rooms, the wida ha&rtll:s.

Moving Timesa,

You will be delighted with this record
sevial.  Read it, and let me know your
ideas. It piekures the grand old country
i those moving times of ware and
fumult, and history shows that some of
the knights of road were great
gentlempen, ready to die for their king,
prepared to serve their country tlu-m“tgﬁl
stresz and storm.

Captaln Bwesany—Footpad,

And you will bo interested in e
exploits of some of the characters who
represent the lesser, shadior side

thitgs,  Just as_your heart will be
tonched by the exhibition of affection o
dear old J'];net.. the homely, pood-heartad

cook, who had served young Neville all
her lifa, 8o will wour contempt be
excited by the low-down villainy of Cap-
tain Sweeny and his misemgtﬁ gaL
of harpies. Jusi make & note the
rare freat that 13 comjng. It will meke
yvou think more highly n aver of the
“Popular,”™ if that is possible,

The Date.

Now I can tell you that this greatest
of all  serials  commences in  the
“Popular ™ TO-MOBROW [  Get your
order placed now !

EXIT THE SNEAKTHIEFI
With a bound Dick Nevilfe was beside
Captain 8weeny—and the next moment
had picked him up and thrown him
clenn through the window |
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A thrilling mystery at sea, solved by the famous investigator, FERRERS LOCKE,
and his young assistant, JACK DRAKE.

By

THE FIRST OCHAPTER.
The Meeting with Leopold Bundock !

is ET your gear together, Drake, my
boy.: we're nearly there.”
¥ With that remark Ferrers Lecke
- roze frow his seat in the frst-class
eaf of the New York-Montreal express, and
Logan carefully folding his travelling-rug.

Jack Drake, the great deteclive's youthful
assiatant. who Dad been taking a nap, rubbed
his eyee aod glanced out of the window of
the swiltly moviog frain.  Through a
rwirling screen of enowfakes he saw the
numereiis lights of residesces on the oput-
skirts of Montreal, glistening like yellow
supphires in the darkness of ths night.

*Thank goodiness ! muottered the boy, with
A mental visibn of & good hetel, & Luth, and
& pipiug-hot meal. “HWow we sha'm't be
long 1+

Jumpiog uwp, he =cb o with a will to heip
FLocke fo get their lugpaze teady, so that
Lhey might make an immediate departure
when the train drew ioto Windsor Station,
the terndinug.

Fallowing their successful rounding-up of a
gang of train bandits in British Celumbia,
Forrers Locke and Jack Drake had reterned
tg Mew York. Their jintemtion had been to
return to Euglaud forthwith., Bub the hook-
ings on the linmers ouf of New York were
vxtremely heavy,  Hathor then wait for o
passape on one of ihe siant Cunard or While
Star bogts, they had bosked throuwgh an
agency to travel home via Montreal.

Dircetly the train deew Lo g stendstill at
foe terminns, Locke amd DPrrake pot out, and,
carrring their own lugpErage, herried out in
search of A toxicah to take lhem fo the
hote! ot which they had Lbooked rooms in
wdvanoe,

Az thexy emergod from the main exit a
oAt chawifeur stepped up to them and
tolpched  biz peaked eap.

“Excuse me, sir,” he o zald, peldreszing the
heteetive, are you Mr. Perrers Tocke?

Locke lovked at tlic Tellow in astowishment.

Tt iz omy pame”" be said, " Tl yon
ity Bl addvantore of me, iny man.”

Tl chawtfenr seemed Bighly pleased wilh
Dige=edf.

“I thonzht § oombd recamnize yon, sir. I've
e YOsE pEebases iNothe gewsikiDers 50 Tany
iimes baiely,”

The deteetive srailed,

“The pivtwres meat have boeen hekber than
I thousnt dhwey were™ e 2aid Tt wr
i-l.l'r.- anxinn: Inopet o taxi amd rveach owr
wlel ™

“] have o car here, sir.,”

Thinking the fellow was & parkicularly
emart type of taximan, Ferrera Locke and
Drake followed him a few yards to the road-
way. To their amazrement, they found them-
selves confronting a mapnificent, covered-in
motor-car of French make. 1t waszs 1 sord
of super-vehicle -which would have cost ot
lenst two  thomeand pounds to huy in

aunt !

Euplard.
gasped  Drake o
admiration.

"MH

But Ferrers Locke frowned.

“Look bere, my man,” he said, regarding
the chaalfeur suspiciously, *“what’'s the
game?

The driver, who bore the appearance of an
Ebnglishiman who had lived for two or tliree
years in Canada, drew himsell up proudly.

“1 pan't tell you that, sir. I know nothing.
except that 1 was told to meet your wmd
Mr. Prake.”

"You were told to meet usz!

“Mr. Leopold Bondock, sir™

“TLeopold  DBundock!™ exclaimed Ferrers
Loeke. "The meat maznnta?" 1

e eattle magoale, sir,” said the manb,
with =« pentle air of correclion.  "I'm hiz
chanlfeur. He fold me that you and Mr.
Drake were arriving by the Toronto train,
uwd asked me wiwlher 1 thouzht 1 could
ToroeEise Yol I repeived orders 1o arive
you hoth to Mr. Bundook™s residence, st
mouut, o Mount Boyai”

e opeped the door of the heantifal motor-
car for Locke and Brake {o coter.

The eyes of the detective and hisg yoneg
assistant met. There was a trace of hesitaney
ar] ddoubt im thoese of Locke. Nat Deakes
aparkied witn fhe prospeect of adventure.

“Taot's o, sir!™ e whispered.

clreet

By whem?"

¥ -
Au Ferrers Loeke stoppud inlo the ear the

cheaMenr's relief was apparcut,  Directly the
Eravellers and their lipggage were repositis
o fLhe Inxurions wpholstery  inslde 1%
siperh ear, he teok Liz scat at the wheel
aml deove rapidly from Lhe station.

Neither the detective nor Drake fellt any
unepainess 4y they glided swittly and swoothly
throveh the strects of Montreal, Sheevd
Jilerees o eharneter, they Lholieved thet 1he
menelind cpoken the trabh,  Nevertheless.
they wore not averse fo an adventure hiaed
b tmeed o tleein. Holh earriedl o overy wsednl
aubomatic pistol in ease of ¢MCTZeNCy.

Bat it quickly beeanwe apporent Liat the
ehanficar, af benst,  was honest in Ddiilling
iz ereamd,  Fle car eolrrol o long, swoegping
drive. amd dlrew dooon bulb opposite o wide

OWEN CONQULST.

flight of steps leading to the porch of a buge
Lanao.

Two smartly uniformed English foolmen
came out apd fook clarge of the lugpage,
and Locke and Drake werg escorlcd into the
house, Relieved of thelr bats and over-
ecoats, A butler ushered them through a
magnificent oaken hall imte = spacious
dining-room,

“Mr. Locke and Mr, Drage!”

Upon the anpouncement, & stout, clean-
shaven man rare from a chair by a log-fire.
His face was wreathed In o warm snile of
weleome. . .

“= y, this is Teal bhully of you fellows to
come!” he exclaimed Ip the brocey mManbar
trpical of tue msesage American. T 1 guess
you thoupht i waz mighcoy cheeky of me to
zenid my cir down to meet you, without
previons arconuement? Hut 1 was moat
ppwraanfar] gretege o g Yol

“&o I showld judge, elr,” suid Ferrers Locke
with u smuie, s he toor the rusgnata’s
proffered hand. “On bualness, I suppossi”

“wo.al, 1 must allew it is* sald Leopeld
Dundock, " But yon will dine with me frat?
(iood!  Pleasnre hefors huziness in this
fnstewee, yon know. have ftakeo upon
myzelf to have 2 couple of roors ready for
you, for 1 shall expeéct Fou to secspt my
nospitality for ihe wight. Yon will require
a wush and brush-up after yoar journey, so
the footman will zhow you the rooms now."”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Thoe Mystery !
ALY np hour later Ferrers Locke and
Jaghk Dirake sat down with the cattle
magnate to an excellent dinner.
Ouly  ihe  thres of them  were
present, for Bumdeek’s wife and gi:mpl‘hter-—
na he himsell cxpliined—were winiering in
Florida. :

Puring ihe meal only meneral topies were
hroaehed, 1t wans after tiey bad adjourned
bt the beawtifvl library, and Locke had
lighted fhe execllent Havana supplicd bibm
by his hest, Lot the deteetive came dowu
tor "lrass taeks” L

Perhang, Mro Bundeck,” he said, " you will
now oxploin the repson yom werr 5o auxious
for the company of my able young
asstatant and myvself to-nighty”

The maenate carefully lighted hiz own
cigar hefore replying.

“f hawe @ wo-e Jor yon, Mre Tocke. &
W e

Bt the detective swiftly interrupled:

Another thrilling detective yarn naxt Monday !

Tae Maicxer Tapmany.--No. 785,
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“Lét me gay here and vpow, Mr. Bundock,
ihat my stant and 1 moest leave for
England to-morrow.  Already we have relused
dozens of cases In the Jtates.~ It would be
i azible for us to delay our departure for
bome any longer.”
“Yes, I uoderstapd,” sald the magnate.
“That 12 why E did not wire to you to come
bere, slthongh my sgent in New York kept
wise a3 to your movements. I was afraid
yoit would turn down the proposition without
igiug into it thoroughly. by sendlng a car
meet you, I judzed you might come here

oub of curiosity.
gEX  an &

You have hooked first-clazs

Canadion evan Services

aé whieh smila to-morrow ™

“That 13 ao."

“Wasal, my proposition ls that you should
¢apeal them, and trevel on anotlier vessel
wihich leaves Montreal to-morrow afternoon.
This ship will arrlve &t Liverpool only two
dl';l after the liner.”

To what vesfal do you referit

“The Elefredds, of the Elsdon-Grey Line”

Forrera Locke wrinkled his brow.
hu:ﬂta Elsfredda,” he repaated—*the catfle.

"8he's carrying a live cargo of Canadian
aAtests back to Britain. Since the corttlo
embargo was lifted h{aMt of Parllament
the Elsdon-Grey boats have reverted to their
pre-war programme. They carry saloon and
atedirage passengers on thelr cutward voyages
from BEritain. the homeward journey they
carty cattle. and also a limited mumber of
#8loon passengers only.”

“Agd It {3 your Brm—Messrs. Leopold Bun-
tock & Co.—which undertakes the shipmeat
of the cattle?”

“That is &0, BMr. Locke. As you ars
probably aware, we are the biggest com-

¥ of its kind in the world. Our method
s to purchmsa the cattle on this side, and
export them. The steamship company takes
o0 reeponslbllity; wa supply our own men
to tend the animals durlog the voyage. All
went well with our shipments until about
# couple of months ago. But during the
last eight weeks & series of misfortumes camae
ebout. The trouble has alwaya occlrred on
oos boat only—the Elsfredda.”

Leopold Bundock paused as he fleked the
agh from his Havana. Then he resumed, a
far-away look (o hia 2yes. ;

“Oo & voyage made by the Elsfredds about
two mugltl_:a ;mn‘i;. ﬂfte&:ta: head of natﬁfﬂcdfed

rently of some swift, mysterious ase.
;ﬁ: a pgraat deal of Importancéd was
attached to the metter at the time. But
ax the next voyage no less than thirty-five
S UceumRed, i ity i mparony

a the last voyage o e K ds rorty-
three herd of cattle were lost.” -

. ¥Do those figures represent the total
number of deaths among the eatils during
tha three voyages?” asked Locke.

"No¢. [To additien there were the nanal
quata of deaths duve to Injuries sustalned in
vlolent weather and throuzh other account-
able causes. But such lpsees have never
. amounted to much, The fHrures have
glven are the deaths among the eattls due,
undoubtedly, to foul play.”

“Foul Eh{fa alr?™ sajd tha defective.
“"When did that ides first oconr to youd”

“After the second voyage, when thers were
heavy casunities among .the eaitle. I then
isatied orders that & couple of the carcasses
should be preserved until Liverpool was
reched. And on the third vovage, when the
deaxths amounted to moere than upen any
Eznﬂnus mruga, an expert was magaged to

srd the ship at Liverpool., He B &
post-mortem examioation of the ecatoasses,
with the result that I wos informed h
cabla thet the beasts had heen polsgmed.
Yod het I was mighty fed-up, and—="

';"iflhut- pofson was wsed?' pub in Locke
quilatiy, i

Rising from his meat, Leoapold Bundock
opened the drawer of & writing bureaw.
From It lie took & plece of paper, which
be handed to the slauth.

Ferrera Locke gazed at the formula written
on the paper for some seconds in silence,

“H'm!" he murmurad. “The principal
ingredient of this curlous mixture is cyanide
af sium."

“That 15 a0 sald the cattls magpate.
“Bat who the blazes has adminigbered

son to the cattle Is an ahsolute mystery.

or what posslble motive anyona goes out
of hls way to poison the beasts is erqanlly a

ﬂnterr. And it 1s to clear the whole
tter up that I want you and your
asslstant to travel on the Elsfredds, If you

4 murmured Ferrers Locke with & smfle.

wiill undertake to cross the Atlantic on that
ship and Investigate the affair, [ will pay
you ons thousand dollars {n advance. And
this shall be your fee whether you solve the
myatery or not.”

Ferrers Locke looked towards Jack Drake,
who emiled and nodded.

“"Weo'll sccept your offer, Mr., Bundock,”
snid the sleuth. “Thla at fiest sight strikes
rae as being & cage very diferent from apDy
wilgh I remember.”

“Bully!” cried the catile magnate. It is
not the intrlosle value of the loases we've
suffered that worrles my company, as ¥ou
mmay suppose.  Hulb the mysterious affairs are
beginnlng to have a slnister politleal In-
fluence on the other side. Thers are roany
pecpls who would bhe only too pledsed to
gee & complete ewmbargo placed on Canadian
catiie ngaln.”

“Yes, T follow your llne of ressoning,”
said the detective. “Bot there are ooe of
twe questions [ should like to put to you.
You atated that forty-three head of cuattie
died mysteriously on the Isst homeward
voyags of the Elsiredda. How did these
ﬂeustihili':;h place—a large number together,
or slogly i

“Uspally two or three at a time during the
voyage."

"1 presume, 4s lsaued orders about the
poat-mortem, that you were notified of these
SecurTences by wireless?”

“Yes; I had given my chief permanent
hand on the ship instriuctions in 'advance
to wire me In the event of such troubles

occorring as thoso-on the E:ﬂlnuﬂ TOYAEER."
‘f"'-‘lr;h-:r the permanent hand to whom you
refer?”

“A Westerner known as Steve Pinchbeck.
He's been in the employ of my company for
fiftean years.  He took charge of the ship-

‘ménti on the Elsfradda immediately the

embargo was lifted and wa started exporting
to DBritain.”

“How_many. other men travel In charge of
the catfla?”

“A round dozen. Thera la only one other
permanent hand- Jeseph Hooker, an Bugllsh-
man., The rest of the men are engaged for
the ﬂ:rrage only. Most of "om are Hritlshers
who want to get back to thelr own country,
and not baving the price of the fare are
willing to ahip on the cattla-boat. We could
fﬁt hundreds of such fellows If we wanted

em. As we pay them ?ﬁcﬁcﬂu no Wages
end do not have to malptain them on the
return yoyage to Montrenl, it s 8 money
saving proposifion from the point of view
of my company.”

“Only Pinchiheck ond Hooker have heen
on all thres voyages when thesa myaterlous
deaths have taken piace smong the cattle?™”

"Thet's so. Hooker, as well as Finchbeck,
haa been jn the service of the company
long time. Both are highly trustworthy
fellowa™ -

“Neither Pinchbeck nor Hooker has a hig
grievanea of any sort agalnat the company,
a5 far as you koow?”

“No; though Hooker's whole attitude is
one big grievance ageinst lfe in general.
He's an out-and-out profeszed Bolzhevik.”

“And perhaps none the worse for th::-.“
1] rﬂ'
ﬁnu aware whether any members of the

Isfredda’s erew wonld have the opportunity
of wmdministering food or drink to the
catbla?™

"1 shouldn't think 207

Ferrers Locka amiled grimly.

“"Mow, Mr. Bundock,” he went on, T
atonld ke fo know how ¥you propose to
arrange for Drake and me to travel on the
Eisfredda smong the cattle-men.”

“That's easy.” zald the magnate. *“The
meanoager of my¥ Montresl office will giva you
a note to Pinchbeck to-morrow morning.
Plochbeck hims=ell will be pleased to get
a couple more hands.  Several fimes he's
reques that two others showld ba em-
ployed when there was a capacity.cargo of
cattle, siich as the Elsfredda ia carrying on
this voyage."

“Groodl  Then the muatfer s settled, Mr.
Bundock.”

“Except For the chenque,” spld the rcattle
magnate, amiling. “I'll hand that to vyou
before you leave me to-miorrow. 1 shall, of
course, also make good the deposits #n the
parsages you will cancel on the C.0.A. liner.
And——- By gosh, it's alfter ten o'clock!
Just soy when you want to turn in. You'll
have some mighty hard graft during the
next week, ¥ou fellows, unless I'm  mis-

taken!”

The most amazing sleuth-hound of modern fiction: ' Tiger’' Ferrers Locke!

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

A Tough Craw !

™Y, bo, is Steve Piochbeck aboand
this "ere packet?”
The quartermaster gn duty at the
after-gangway of the a6, Eifredda,
berthed in 3A Dock st Montreal, turned amdt
guzed at the speaker angrily.

“Yeas, he §s1" he spapped. " But this Is
the gungway for passengers—not down-and-
out Doboes!™

The wiry, ill.dressed, aod unshaven man
who had come ap the pangway while fhe
quartermaster's back had bheen turned.
raizsed an arm threateningly. But the smaller
and younger “down-spd-out ™ who accom-

anfed him oo board the ship restraiped

im.

“Chuck it, "Erb!" he sald. “We want to
get back to the ©Old Couniry, dom’t we!
Walt till we get out to ser afore you atart
any eloggin'.”

The feltow addressed as "Erb dropped lils

paper

arm and drew & crompled aheed o
from his pocket.

“Hes 'ere, Lord Nelson,” he sald to the
officioua quartermaster, “me¢ and my mate
has been told to report mhoard thia ‘ere
packet by the manager o' Leopold Bundotk
g..:ec ‘:}u. Woe want to see Bteve Ploch-

The quartermaster looked st the dls-
reputable couple with marked disfavour. He
had no use for these down-and-out imtividanls
who had to work their passages home to
England after a- serlen fullures in the
Dominkon, Little dld he know, however, that
the names of these two apparent hoboes had
been. goundi throughout the American
continent for the last fortnight. . For—nesd
we aayP--the couple were pone other than
Ferrera Locke and Jack Drake, whose
exploita had filled colomns In every news

aper, from New York to 'Frisco, and from

awaon to Mexico Clty,

But, not knowing these facts, the gquarter
muaster of the Elsfredda gove a <on-
temptuous jerk of his thumb towards the
stern of the steamship.

“¥ou'll find Pinchbeck on the alter well
deck,” he grunted. *Deat-it there as qulek
as you like: we doo't want none of your
brmﬂ hanging around on &the promenade:
deck ™

“Thanks, meatey!" said Ferrera Locke.
“Youn're uan nprficer and 8 gentleman-—I
don't think! Cheeriol™

Going aft, tha deteetive and Drake found
Bteve %'mlr:hha:-:k initiating some of the new
hands into their dutles,

The henad-catileman proved to be o
sutller Indlvidual than the quartermaeter.
Ha plunced ot the note written on the
Leopold Bundeck Company's paper, and
throst it tuto his pocket.

“Hyer, get a-hold of those two pails and
mops, and swab down that fheer it o
deck, you hoboest” he orderad. “That'll glve
you somethin® to do till the ship sailsl"

Scom it heenme apparent that Ferrera
Locke sl Jack Dirake, in their respective
rales of 'Erh Corby and Ned Jenkins, had
struck the toughest job in their careers.
Tha actual manval wartk they bad to
perform was had enough in port. Buot after
the ship had eailed and completed her
journey down the beautiful stretches of the
9t. Lawrence River, conditions became
almoat Intolerahle.

The chief aanger In their tazks came from
the ecattle themselves. To move ahont
amongz them on the heaving decks when
feeding or watering the poor brutes waas to
court injuries from horas and hoofs, Doth
Looke and Drake parrowly escaped troubie,
while one unfortunate cattle-hand received
o ok from a steer which Dbroke n small
bone in his ankle. In consequence there was
another man wsclesa for the arduous job:
te be perlormed.

To do him justice, Pinehheek himzell worked
I'ke & slave. So did Hooker, thongh the
intter growled and grumbled {ocessantly,
The catbleman's chied provse appeared bto he
dea to the fact fhat he had to work at &l
for his liviog. But the Leopold DBundock
Company amd the Elafredda amd the cafils:
came in for their fair share of
Venom.

By revealing a certain amount of sympathy
for Hookers DBelshevik leoandnge,  lacke
managed nquietly to pump the fellow. Bat
he learued nothiog that seemacd to tend 1w

% The 8ign of the Flaming Torch 1 finds the ¢ Tiger "’ at his best—
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Another splendid detective yarn next week!

any way towards the selution of the mystery
he had set out to solve.

“You Enow, sir,”" whispered Drake to Locke
on the third' day of the voyage, as they
werg drossing the after well-deck tegether,
=I've noticed that Pinchbeck ia jolly friendly
with the ship's boa'on—the fellow they call
Pynch {J'Rorf- He was on the cattle-decks
Tagt might with Plochbeck.”

“Thanks, my boy. 1've noticed the chap,
a congh-paced secoundrel by the look of
him. Bot yon can't always go by looks.”

5 the twain approached the crew’s galley
where fthey were to dreow  their midday
rationz, they reiapsed into the coarse dialect
heflibbiog the characters they were apliog.

Having drawn a plate of stew and a hunk
aof bread apiece from " Buck ™ Jackson, one
of the two negro cooks who prepared meanlz
for the crew of the ship, they started back
across the well-deck again. Tt was their
intention to get under the lee of one of the
temporary cattle structures to have their
tneal, DBub Drake’s luck was dead out.

The oy was about four yards in advance
of Ferrers Locke on the most expased portion
of the deck. The eghip gave a sudden lurch.
Drake stopped, the better to maintain his
halance. Then a sheet of =pray. whipped
across the deck, drenching him to the skin
and cauzing him  completely o lose s
Tooting,. Down he went, while the plate of
stew spread itsell over the deck planks.

It was at that moment that the haliy
form of the Dosen of the Elsfredda emerged
from the alleyway leading under the poop
of the vesscl.

“Hi, you elumsy young enftle [ybheri® he
roared. “Look aft the me:s ve've nade all
over the deck, hang ye!”

And, just as Drake was rising to his feet,
he sent the la@ huriling hack inte the scup-
rers with a vicious kick from bhis sea-haot,

*You cowardly ruffiap!”

With a fierce cry, Ferrers Locke lnried his
plate af stew full at the bosun, 1t struek
the brute on the shoulder and the stew
spattered over him from head ta foob.

For a few moments the gizot bos'un &plite
tered and poasped, hardly realising what Dhad
happesed. Then, with & bellow [ike that of
# maddened steer, he hurled his huge bhualk
at Locke, his #ists, each the sire of a ham,
whirling like a windmill.

The detective, however, waited until the
bos'un had almost reached him and theu
side-stepped brigkly ap the slope of the deck,

The hos'un made a vicions swing Dbut
missed the eleath’s head by inches, Alinost
simultaneonsly Locke's right fist chol oud.
The blow ecaupht the gpiaof seamano foll on
the right ear and zent the fellow reeling
down the deck, to briog up against the
vessel’s unyielding side.
~ Clinging to the bulwark, the Los'un strove
to regaio tha breath which had heen knocked
out of his body when he had struck the
Iard woodwork., Then as the roll of the
steamship brooght him highér on the deck
than his wiry Rotagonist, he hurtled tdmself
forward agaln.

Locke saw the mountaln of flesh and hopes
hurtling towards him and sidestepped onee
mors. This time he unluekily slipped nnd
the bos'un’s fist caught him a glancinz hlow
on the shoulder which spun him completely
round. A medley of shouts rang in the de-
tective’s cara. For by this fime Buek Jaok.
zom, the cook, and his assistant, Rastus,
together with two or three of the eattlemen,
had been attracted by the shindy and were
intarested spectators.

“Now"s vour chonee, mate !’

Drake's volce reached the detective above
the other yells

Instantly recovering him:ell, e found that
Punch 'Rory, the s'ub, was again on @
lower elevation than himsell, having passed
him on the sioping deek. It was an  ad-
vantafe Loeke made the meost of. Immedi-
utely he carried the fighting into the enemy’s
camp, =0 to speak. Dashing down the deck,
he feinted with Lis right. O'Rory ducked.
As he did re, Locke delivered a sizzling upper-
ent with his left to the fellow’s chin, and the
bog'un toppled over like a pole-axed bullock.

Buck Jacksonm, the negro vook, jazzdanced
across the hepving deek, oblivious of the
fiying spray, He caught Perrers Locke by
the arm aod drageed him away. ]

“Bully! . Bully fo' vou, boy?™ he eried
delightediy. " Ah™m suah right glad dat yo'

long to de galley an® AlL'll give yo' anotber
plate ob stew.”

But fArst Ferrera Locke went to Drake's
ssistance, The boy had been s badlv
kicked on the leg that he could barely limp
shong, It was a relief to Locke, however,
to find that n¢ bones had been broken.

A ehower of gy sep.spray specdily brought
the bosun hack to his scnses. But there
wad oo Heght left in him. e slunk forward
breathiong threatenings and slaosghter, and
didd not even report a Iying version of the
alfair to the chief officer, a2 Locke thought
he might.

Ferrers Locke gobt Drake info the bee of
one of the cattle strectures and made the
youpgster a3 comfortalide as he could. Then
lie retrieved the two epnamel piates whiclh
wers harfling about the deeks, and wenk
with the grinsing negto cook to the galley,
where he oldained fwo fresh Hbernl portions
of stew,

“Dere yo© are, bo,"” said Bock Jackson, as
he banded over the brimmming plates. Yo'

and ¥o' pard can get outside ob dat, It was
suall dandy de way v siammed dat white
But look ount fo" squalls in

truzih O'Rory.
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right aft of the vessel, erass the deck. Buot
he Wimaelf had to turn out at half-past fve
while it was yeb dark, so a cootinuous wateh
wa3 imposaible. :
It was on the feurth morning alter leaving
Montreal that the fipst amazing episods
oeeurred I the cattle poisoning mystery.
Leeke and Druke were on bhe well-deck dt
the time. Then, between six o’clock and a
quarter past, no less than mnine head of
cattle sickened and died in swift suceessipn!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Clua of the Charm !

HE mnext day dJdavwned with black
thnoderous clouds racing across the
I sky. The great foam-flecked rollers
of the Atlantic, mow running on tha
starboard quarter, hurtled the veszel, tossing
and groaning, on her way towards the distant
British Isles. ]
A pani¢ broke out among a porbion of the
gattle, herded In the temporaty structores
aft, and their bellowiog was reminiscent of
a round-up oo a Western ranch. Work

Ferrers Locke, running from the direction of the poop, gave a cry of horror

as the impact of the steer’s horns sounded against the wooden handrail of the

ship’s slde. And then a gasp of relief welled in his throat, for there was Jack

Drake, alive and unharmed, pinned between the animal’s shagg

and the bulwark, with a long, deadly-looking horn on either side of his body.
{See Chapler 4.)

forehead

de future. Puoch O'Rory am suah a proper
bad hat, yo' mark mah word?!™

Therealter, Locke bore the words of the
dutky well m mind. Bob somewhat to lLis
surprise, Punch O'Ttory, who was a Liverpoot-
Irishman, stadionsly aveided him.

That night Locke amd Drake azaln kept
wateh and ward.,  Tatil
number of people passed throuph that portion
of the lower deck over which they were nble
to mounnt guard. This was owlug to the facd
that the sccommodation for the ship's
stewards and several other members of the
¢rew was fight aft on the Elsfredda.

Twice Punch O'Rory himszell passed that
way, onde on his way 1o the amall eihio
oreunked by his friend, Steve Pinchbeck, and
opce on his returm. But peither O"Rory nor
any of the others whoe passed between the
rows of restless steers acted in o maoner
calevlated to arowse tho detectlve’s sus-
R ER

Again In the motning Ferrers Locke saw

pive dat white trash a good thrashin. Come severnl of the men whese quUATLers Were

~—and a gang of arson fiends is brought to hook !

eleven o'clock &

among them, as Locke and Drake foond, was
fraught with danger to life and limb.

Jick Drake, stagporing across the well-deck
with & bucket of fresh water, was seot fiylng
into the scuppers by a splashing zheet of
water which buret over the starboard bul-
wark. Luckily for hdm, however, the golid
wooden beck of ona of the low tempoTATY
cattle structures took the brunt of the wave,
otherwize he might have beetn swept <lean
overboard.

The cattle in the structure bellowed and
tore at thelr tethering-ropes. Then, with
startling suddénuess, oue of them burst free
and came charging out oo Lo the spray-ewepg
well-deck.

Dirake, rising from the scuppers, saw with
horrifled eyes the great shaggy brute
charging towards him. He tried to dodge,
but was ton late. Helped by the ncute angle
of the glippery deck the steer, with lowered
head, pluoged headlong at the lad.

Ferrers Locke, runping from the directiom
of the poop, gave a cry of horror as
impact of the steer’s horos scunded agad
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he wooden handrall of the ship's side. Ani
hen & great gulp of relief welled in his
throat. For there was Jack Drake, allve and
‘woharmed, pinoed between the steer's slngey
forehead and the bulwark, with a long, deadly-
looking horn on aither side of hia body.

Quickly the lad wriggled his way down-
ward and out of hlas dapgerous predicament.
And hardly had he doune se  than Lhe
plunging steer (lsengaged its horns from
the woodwork and went burtliog druokeoly
over the awlitly heaying deck.

“M-my anot!" pagted Drake, a trifie pale.
#That waz a narrow squeak !”

“It certalnly was, my ladl” waa tha great
datective's com mﬁ

Oos of the temporary cattle-hands who
bhad seen the affaly had gone post-haste for
Bteve Pinchbeck. The Westerner came out
on the welldeck wearing s¢a-boots, and
armed with a ropo.

It was quickly apparent thet his old-time
sklll with the lariat had not been greatly
dimmed through lack of praclice. fith a
well-judeed throw of the rope he Insaoed
the steer's forefeef. Then, with the belp of
Locke, Drake, and a oumher of others, he
dragged the besst uoder the lee of one of
the wooden sbrucktures aod tethered 1E
so¢urely to & steel riog.

When nll the oxcitement was over, Jack
Drake became awhte that Buck Jacizon, the
tblack cook, wae beckoniog bim: from the
galley. Hlipping away from the others, the
Ind wend across to the vegra.

Buck Jackson motigned him into the galley
and told him te warm himself at the fire,
This was a treat indeed to Drake, who had
bean hulf-frozen ever pince the ship had
left Conuda.

1 saw dat brute animal chnfpi:} yo' f'om
de window heah, bo,” said the cook. It was
stizh = parrgw escape. Yo' dobe gone carty
s mighty i?:nw'ful charmn, [ guess?™

i um L1

Buck Jackson drew from hiz pocket a very
grubby-locking rabbit's foot.

“Dis am mah ordinary ebbery-day charm,”
he said, “Dis all right fo° small spirit-
debbils aud such:like. But, ob course, 1 hab
got other charms, too, What charm hab yo
got, heh?™

The puzzled look disappeared from Drake's
face. He understpod pow, and it was with
difficulty that he was able to restrain the
ioclination to lasgh. He remembered that
most  pegroes  wera.  highly  superstitious.
Amd, -apparently, Buck Jackson thought thut
b carried some potent charm om his person
to ward off daogérs. Also the darky cook
was anxious to discover what It wasz, and
add It t¢ his own assortment of evil-
dispellers.

hen Draks told him that he carried no
particular charm to ward off evil, Buck Jack-
#on was plainly very disappointed. But he
quickly recovered his good humbor and
chatted genlally to the hoy uptll Drake
jdﬁmcd it policy to be getting %dck to his

‘rossing  the well-deck, Drake mtt his
chlet :

.

“'Allo, where have you heen, matey? said
Locke with & knowiog smnile,

“1'd an important engagement with the
cook,” grinned Drake. *0ld Darky Jack-
soni has taken a fgncy to me, [ think. He's
a geulal old blackbird, buot as superstitious
Al they make ‘em.”

Add he told, Ferrers Locke of what had
tranaplred in the palley.

The detective chuckled.

“Pity you hadn't & wishbone or some
thlog in your pocket to give lﬁ?. my boy,”
Mﬁ:lid. “It wonld bave bucked him up no
an ‘lF

Right throughqut the day aod until late
io thh evenlog the storin malntained its fury.
Never had Locke abd Drake performed such
hnrt-brenk'ini: work as was entailed In tend-
Ing the cabttle In fhat heavily lsbouring
vessel. The odour hbelow decks was In-
dsgeribable and engugh to  eleken  the
strongest man.

When the gale did abate a hit, those cattle-
hands, who, llke Locke and Dirake, had boroe
the bruot of the day, were completely worn
out. By half-past tea o'elock all were io
thelr hammocks,

The detective, despite the fact that he
could hardly keap his gmartiog eyes opeo, In-
slated on eepinf %he: firat watch, thouwzh
Drake peralsted that he himsell was At to
undertake the task.

By onea or in pairs vatious members of
Ehe crew, who had their quarters in the
after part of the veassel, passed benpeath him
alovg  the alleyway formed Letwéen the
stulls oocu]ied I::{ {he dark forme of tho
cattle. FKxeept where o small light glowed
farther for'and, it was too dark to dlstinguish
anyone elearly, Yeb tho sléuth's kevn éyes
wers alble to pruge who passed that way.

A temporary cuttle-liand, who bhad been
told off as night watchman, had found a
seclnded eorser on another deck, anpd Wwas
fust afleep, Locke puessed as much, fhongh
he did ot eee the fellow, for the moan did
pot puf in an appesrapce on the lowet
deck. Joe Hooker himself made a fnal
survey of the beasts, with o laotern,
examinlng a tethering-rope here and there.
Locke's eyes followed hhm narrowly.

A pantryman uand Rastus, the crew's
assistant-cook, went by fogether, Buck
Jackson made his way towards lis cabin a
fow mioutes later. Bbortly afterwards B
bulky form groped Ita wa¥y along from the
cllhier direction, COwes & pauced to deal a
violent kick at some poor beast which was
prone oo the deck, aod whoze hind legs
partially obstructed the alleyway. Locke
Hightly goessed ithat the hoaman broke was
Punch O'Rory, the bos'sn, who had Lecn on
o visit to bls pal, Steve Pinchbeck.

For a time thiogs were comparatively still.
Then a sudden commotlon oceurred. Joe
Hooker made & burried dnash aft. He re-
turped a few moments later with Pinchbeck,
who was only hall-dressed.

"The cattle!” Locke beard Hooker say. 1
tell you there's about a dozen of "em as dead
3 doornails.”

Steve FPinchbeck exploded with a wolley
of harsh words. Tho nolse he made roused
Drake and one or two of the other aleepers.
Ferrers Locke was bastily slippiog on his
clothea and hoots.

As the slenth clambered out of hiz ham-
mock. Drake jolned him.

“It's happeoed axain,
Dke in & hoarsa volee.

“Come [ sald Locke.

Carefully avoidiog Piochbeck and Hooker,
who had gome apparently to the main deck,
they made their way -nmun¥ the zfalls on
the lower deck farther fowward.
among the other beasts, three sfeers lay io
a row, all Hifcless,

Locke took Thia  electric-toreh from  his
pocket and went to the heads of the
animals. Flecks of white foam were upon
their muzzles.

“Theze have clearly been
mutiered the sleuth.

Very carefully he examined tho straw which
lay about the heads of the wnfortuoate
heasts. But it was Drake who pounced upon
a btiny ebject which had ottracted his niten-
tion. Bt was s four-leafed plece of clover;

) H

air?" whispered

poisoned,”
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which felt aticky to the towch., Almost
simultanecusly, Ferrers Locke rebrizved «
short atrip of bilue buntiog which was
crinkled in the ceotre.

The defecbive serontinlzed  ths
keonly beneath the lght of his torch,

“By Jove!" he muttered. " Here we have
& couple of real clues! Come with e, my
boy. 1 thiuk we can lay our hands on the
foul miscreant who Dhas perpetrated these
outrages at last.”

Leaving the cattle-deck the detective made
direct for ome of the small, pokey cabins
whiecli bordered the alleyway below tho
poop of the vessel. He furned the hamdle
of the door and entered, With every nerve
n-tingle, Drake foltowed him. Then Ferrerd
Logke found the electrlc awitch and turoed
on the light. )

Immediately a black bhead shot up in the
upper bunpk. It belonged to Kastus, the
azsistant cook.

“1i, wiat yo' come a-buttin' in heal fo'?"
demanded the darky angrily.

But Ferrers Locke took mo notites of him.
His maze waz ?:ed ob 2 huddled form swathed
in tho Blankefa of the lower bunk.

“Buck Jackson!™ said [ocke in o slern
voice. 1 want a few words with vou!"

Tremblingly the cook emerged from the
blankets, and with a start of surprise, Draks
saw that his C&risp, black® curly hair was
decorated with what lopked like a number
of hive curl-papers, But io & flood of under-
standing Dirake realised that they were of
blue bunting like the strip which Ferrers
Locke held outstretched in his hand.

“The game's up, Buek!"™ said Feorrers
Locke. "Thosa wtch-raiia of yours have
proved your undeing this time. Beidgg &
superstitious coward, you wora ‘em to ward
off evil, One of them becams dislodged
from vour woolly head, and it has proved
your undolnog. ou sce, 1 happen to know
the custom of some of your people of wear.
ing witch-rags when engaged upon adventures
fraught with special dangers.”

Buck Jackson's thick lips parted in o
vicioua anarl. At that moment .there wag an
almost maniacal expreézsion oo hizs ebooy
features. His hand renched slowly towards
a heavy boot-jack beside his hunk.

But, quick as lightning, Ferrers Locke
whipped out his revolver and covered the
negeo,

“0oh!™ howled Buck Jackson, trembliog
violently. “Don't shoot, sah—don’t shoot !
Ah'll conless!"”

And in tremulous accenta he admitted that
e, and he alope, bhad heen reapoosible for
the cattle outragea. He had  brooght o
certain amount of dried clover aboard tha
ship, This he had covered with a deadly
proizon which he had obtained from an o
serupulous negro drogeist in Canada. Then,
when opportunities bad occurred, lie had
gitven to some of the cattle the poisoned
clover leaves, which thevy had eaten readiby.

Only when he described his motlve for his
mad actions did ha show any sigos of spirit.

“But fo' dat Leopold Bundock,” ho eald,
"1 should now he at a "Merican University.
My real mame am George Lincoln Oller, and
mah father iz George Washington Olley, who
was ol Bundock's butler. It was Bundock
who bhad de ald man put away in de cooler,
and ¥ swore to get even wid Buomiock fof
it. Al'm ouly sorry Al amir’t had do chavco
to feed dat hard-hearted old money-grabber
wid sofed clover, tonl!”

A Tew moments iater Steve Pinchbeck and
Jos Hooker appeared on the scenc.  Their
amazement when Ferrers Locke revealed his

objecta

fdeptity, mnd the ecircumstacces of his
presence in Jackson's ecabin, wos  almost
ludicrous.

“You'l ba troubled with no further
raysterfous deaths amonz your charges,
Pinchbeck,” said Locke. “If you will inform

the enptoln, we will have this madinan put
in jrons. No deuht he will join lis.epring
father in the penitentiary, In doe course. At
Liverpool we'll gerd a cable to Mr. Dundock
notifyiog him that the whole affair has been
cleared up”

That pipht Ferrers Locke and Jook Drake
had the first really satisfying sleep sinee they
bad left Montreal, As the detective jokinely
remarked to  hia  assistant, when they
clamhbered into their hammooks:

“"Our consclences will no longer troulde us
now that we've rteally earned Bupdock's
thousand-dollar e¢heque!”

THE END,
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Send in your * speech,” and win a prize!

e

THERHREREITIEM ]

HE Speaker: " There are zevernl inter-
stinir  watfers to be  eqnsjdeced
a-nmeht, Resder L. EVANS T,
Kenelm Boad, Small Heath, Birming-

ham, suggests thut there should he o
coupay senr i with every speech. 1 can
sefely beave the comzlderation of that point
to the Editor of the °Magnet.” Reader
Evans has something good to say about fret
work. He says: IT the Tretworker can geb
a complets outfid straight away so muech to
the mood; if not, he can get his tools one or
two at a time a3 funds permit. The neees-
sary tools are 4 12 or 14 fretsaw frame with
a few lretzaws; a cutting-out table with
clamp; two or three fat or hall-round metal
files. Good :abstitutes for the lakter are
mads az Tollows: Cut a piece of wood info
four-inch strips medzuring at aone end § o
wide by § o, thick, When sand-papered oue
side quite smooth, 4 2trip of Ane saod-paper
should be glued firmly to that side and left
to «dry. The fretworker will find these guite
az useful uas the more cxpensive metal files.
A amall bradawl can be used for boring holes.
Then the fretworker is ready for a start.
There ars a thousaud and one thinga be can
make, froom the howmely photo [rame, to an
elabarate trivket box. Two ounces of shellac
jm ooe gill of methylated spirit make o
splendid varnish, Fretwork designs are, of
course, ¢ut out much quicker with a machine
than by hand. Indeed the owoer of a frot-
work machine crn ensily moke a profit out
of hiz liobby." ™

Mr. Peter Todd: "I liztened to Header
Evans” speech with preat interest. If only
Mr. Bunter would ifeave aoff prodding me §
could gay something about the matter, for I
am & bit of o fretworker mrvself™

Mr. Buntec: "1 only asked you to Luy e
& maclive, oddy, old sport. With a ma-
chine we <ould make 2 profit, and thered
be free teas Io our stoedy. Withoot it 1
could not make one article, let alone a
thansand."”

The Speaker: “1I bave now fo draw the
attention of the Housa to what Header
EDWARD W. PIKE, Chine Studig, Espla-
nade, Shanklin, Isie of Wight, says abeut
photography : ‘' Photography is ome of the
moat interesting hobhies one ean have. With
4 camera oae can take anythiog and have a
lasting memento of it. Developing the plates
and filma is most - interesting. You wonder
what your photos will be lke., Your hopes
rize as the plates develop up, aod one gets
Over eager to 2ee the result. 1F you take out
your camera thers are sure to bhe many
pleazant things to spap. At o football
mutch, for instance, a brilfiant goal can be
easily spapped.” ™

Lord Mauleverer: “I like fhat zpeeeh, but

fog and a couple of legs In the alr
was no sign of the leather at alil™ .

The Speaker: “These things require oo
end of practice. I hope hiz lordship will he
more fortusnte. next time., Now I will deal
with a speech from Reader * BORBIES
ROWLANIY, 97Ta, Bandpate Hoad, Folkestone,
Kent, about amateur maegazines. No subject
appeals more than this.  Meader Eowlind
deplores the fact that zhe §s a giel, har
surely she 13 taking a wrong line here? Any-
how, here i3 her speech: * edibinzg on amateur
magazine 3 u pleasing and profituble piztime
One can sell the magarine for three-hati-
preace or twopewce, f it is hoth large aad
tberesting. The zbtorfes should he typed
on foolzcap, and frmly boond  with thin
atring. There could be a serial, » few short
storied, an editor’s corper, aud poetry, if the
editer wishéd. Of course cbhe needs con-
L!I_hlltnrﬂ: nne's friends or relations can serve
thiz purpose. 5till, white paper §= hest Tor
the cover. «f possible have an iMluztration
from one of the storiez on it. A short catchy
title will make your mamazine z2eil all the
better. Have your storiez hwmorous, with
well-thought-out plots, aed your paper will
soon be gmte popular, If one of your
chums can. deaw  oicely it will be well to
illustrate your storjes.”

Mr. Perey FKippa: " Very good, but why not
bave a conjurlag page?™

Mr. Alonze Todd: -1 think 3 few sérious
articles give tooe to o magszine.™

. Mr. Bunfer: “It strises me IReader Rowland
i3 underatating the difftculties of the muatter
Now, iu the case of my * Weekly "—"

There

Mr. Peter Todd:; "We doo't want to hear |

about that now.”

Mr. Bunter (sulkilvi: ~0h, vory well! ['ve
dooe ™

Mr. Frank Nogeot: "0 soppose Reader
Rowland conlemplates  heetographiog  her
periodicul. A very smart speech. she ought
to be congratulated." (Hear, hear)

The Spesker. “Tt is evident there s great
intéreat in farming. Reader M. WAND,
12, Strathfleld Gardens, Barcking, Essex, saya:
I would he plessed T the members of the
{rreyfriara Parliament would express their
apinfon on farming., A tew renra hack Mr.
Frank Richard~ wrote the story of “ Bunter
the Farmer . really think that that story
wan the hest Mr. Richards ever wrote.
Mr. Buatéer remember that oceasiony ™

Mr. Bunter: "I should fust say so. 1 am o
perfect dab at the pame In my recent
farming nambes of the * Weekly * [ went into
the matter thoroughly. Farming will yet save
this country.”
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Grand Money Prizes for “Spezeches!”
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oo eFect of farpungz on the nerves.
is musie ju the hugiuess.™

Mr. Mark Lig'ey: "When the pigs squeal.”

Mr. Hoshms: “The hop. member miisuinder-
stands. The rarmer las the best of life; ha
is out with roseate dawn; e lears the
lowing of tae eattle; the copeert of spring.
I ought to koow, for b oapent last halidays
o1 oae Twimy, and made bhay.™

Mr. Mark Lindey: *You would!™

The Speaker: *“Having leard Mr. Haos-
Hiua" view oo agriculture, I will vow pro-
ceell to read to the House what Keader
i MORGAN, 36, Lovglord Streef, Bepent's
Park, N.W 1, has to 54y on cinematography :
*Blost  fellows will agree with me that
cipematography is o splendid bobby. What
i wight than to sit
down with your friemds ln your home and
ghow your favourile Hlm stars. A smal
civema s vaslly worked. Yoo will sdy thia
coste money, ‘True, it does, but the apount
ia casily neenmulated i you  save youar
roiEY=—picture money uwsg well. A machioe
¢ostd about four pounds ten shillings—a %ﬂ-ﬂﬁ
vie, of course.  Acvkylene light is the hesk
far a4 emall cimemer; 3 complete autfit costa
about fAve shillinogs axad sizpence.” ™

Mr. Frank Nogent: “ A jolly good potioa!
There's your chapce, Bunter!™

Mr. Bugter: “1 am feeling faint. Wnhere
does Qeader Morgan think o chap fs golng
to get four pounds ten shillinge,- plua five-
aod sixpence? . OMen and often 1 have tried
to save 2 pound. but it always comes to
pothing., You have to apend mopey oo
keeping bhedy and soul topethee.™

The Spenker: "It struck me that the
argument sbonk saving mopey wan :
Five hoh =aved is five hob gained. The
words will appeal to all economiats. Besldes.
it 18 wortlh while going without o few cheese-
ciokes wo a4 fto have 3 elnema with which
fo amuse your friepds.”

Mr. Bunter: *"It's gll very well.” (Making
o rapid calewlation). * Four poupds Gfteen
shiltings and 3.i.1];euee for u hlinkiog show,
when, if you took the money dowu to Mrs.
Mimbl:, she would put you oo the free llac
for montha.”

Mr. Weter Todd: “MNot likely! Buuter
would mnoage that lot at one aitting.™

The Ipeakar: "I nm sorcy to hear i, Bub
that = heside the point. My idea is fhat
o home cinerme 3% o capital notion, It
amnuzez overybody, A magic lantern iz paltry.
compared to it. aud 5o long as you kpow the
working of tlic businesas your Itiends will he
delighted.”

“"Hear, heari®

I am not sure about the easy spapping of | Mr. Clanie Hosking: “ The covutry is all Vates of tuanks to readers were passed
pgoals. Last time I only got a plcture of a ot [ should like to =ay a wao ahont ! npem. cont a-d the House adjouraed.
e — ——

Hobbies Fretwork Qutht,

FRETWORK IS AN

Cvom a Kall Stanal 10 a Bracket

Articles large and small can he easily made in your spare time with a
You need little practice before you can turn

out useful articles to sell at a profit. Designs are given free every week
with Hobbies. Your newsagent can supply, every Wednesday, price 2d.

IDEAL HOBBY FOR BOYS.

DEREHAM (L2~ & NORFOLK

Cetan Outhit out of your A 1/6 Design free _

pocket money and start- ' with the 1973 184. If you arein.
at once. From 4/-to les page Catologue. Price Froren i
60/- Designs 1d.to 1/6 0 9d. Post free b free Cotalogue
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