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In honour of seveval Old Roys who have re-visited Greyfriors Horry Wharton & Co. give a varicly concerd in the
Rag. At atime when the funis at its height the olorm is given that Greygfriars kes been plandered by a mysferions
brerglar.

Who 33 the man ?

—

A Magnificent

=
Y

S-t-ﬂ}? :E Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars.

By famous FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Coker Comeés a Cropper !

[T DOKER'S on the warpath!” said
Bolb Cherry.
The chums of the Remove
chuckled, The mere mention
of Coker’s name was a sufficient cause
for merrintent.  And the fact that
Horace Coker was on the warpath meant
that there was going to be some fun—
and some trouble. The fun would be
for the lookers-on—the trouble for Coker
himngell !

There could be no disputing the fact
that the great Coker was on the warpath.
As the gentleman in the * Gondoliers”
observed, “of that there was no shadow
of doubt, no possible probable shadow
of doubt, no possible doubt whatever !

The mighty Horace was striding along
in the direction of the Sixth Form
passage. Thers was a frown on his
rugged face, and the light of batile
gleamed in his eye. He Jooked neither
to the right nor to the left as he strode
alongr. e Famous Five of the Remove
followed in Coker’s footsteps, and he
must have heard them coming alon
behind him. But he did not heed.
Coker was too absorbed in his present
mission to take any notice of a parcel
of fags, as hie would have called them,

Coker halted at length at the door of
Wingate's study. He applied a burly
fist to the panels, and the deep voice of

the captain of Greyfriors bade hun
enter. Coker stalked into the study,
leaving the door ajar—for which act of

ihoughtfulness Harey Wharton & Co.
were duly grateful. They did not want
to mis: any of the fun,

“I've got a feeling that Coker will
come out of that study a jolly sight
E'uirkn:r than le “went in!" sawl b

herry.

“Yez, rather.”

“Hiz entry was quickfully swift, but
his exit will be goickfully swifter " said
Hurree Bingl, showiag his teeth in a
broad guin,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Listen!” said Nugent
“Coker's speaking [

“(Oh, father, % hear the sound of
guns ! murmured Bob Chevry.

Coker waz certainly speaking. He
seemed to imagine that George Vwingate
was afflicted with deafness, for his voice
was loud and dictatorial.

“T insist, Wingate! 1 absolutely in-
sist! Fve been barred from the footer
eleven too long. And now that the Old
Boys are sending & team down to Grey-
friars, for the Past versus Prosent
match, T must insist.upon having a fair
show. You hear me?”

"I hear you."

Wingate's reply was quiet —ominously

suddenly.

quict, it seemed to the listening jumors

in thae passage.

“ Well, whal do you say ?” Coker went
on. “I can fill any position in the team
—goal or back or hall or forward.
it's a first-class defender you want, I'm

your man! If it's a goal-getting for-
ward, wvou mneedn't look farther than
me 1"

“Indeed 1™

“ Yoz, indeed!™ said Coker, his wrath
vising. * I'm not going to be barred and
boycotted and back-seated any longer!"”

Coker evidently believed in "apt
alliteration's artful aid’ in order to
emphasize his remarks,

But those remarks were wasted on the
desert air, so to speak. They might as
well Have been addressed to the ceiling
or the carpet, for all the effect they ha
upon Georpe Wingate, captain of Grey,
friars and skipper of games,

There wasz a pavse inside the study.
Then the booming veice of Forace
Coker became audible once more. Coker
wssessed a fine pair of lungs, and the
i’iuli of Bashan would have envied his
thunderous bellow,

“What about it, Wingatc? Am I
gninfr to play against the Old Boys, or
am L not?”

Yot 1" was the prompt reply.

“0Oh!  And why?" demanded Coker

{ruenlently.

“I wish you'd run awar and pck
Aowers,” said Wingate wearily. * You
make me tired. I'm zick of pointing ount
to you that you're the biggest booby
that ever attempted to boot a football!
You put up a fairly good show when
Enu played for the Fifth in the Coker

up contest. Dut 1 knew that form was
too good to last, Instead of progressing.
you've goue back; and now you're as
big & duffer as ever! Pardon my plain
speaking, but it's mo use a fellow
mincing his words when he's trying to
make you understand,”

There was a spiuttering sound from

Coker——something like a soda-water
siphon in action. :
“You—you—— I'm not going lo

stand here and be insulted like this!
You might be captain of the school and
captain of games, but you're not going
to ride roughshod over me, George Win-
gate! " I've been looking forward to
playing ageinst the Old Boys, and you'll
want the very best team you can get
together I

“Quite s0,” agrecd Wingaie. “ And
that’'s why I'm mneot including you!
You'd better buzz off now. Your face
worries me!"”

“My hat!” gasped Coker. “I'm
dashed if I'm going {o take this lying
down! I'm a dangerous sort of fellow

when I'm roused, and if you put me
out—""

“Precisely what I'm goipg to do!”
soid Wingate,

Tt was not the sorl of “ pulting-oul ™
that Cioker meant, bul it was very drastic
and effective.

There was a short, sharp seafle inside
the study. Then the door opened io iis
fullest extent, and the hurll;.' forun of
Horace Coker came harling forth into
the passage.

Harey Wharton & Cn. sprang clear.
and Coker landed at theiv feet with a
Lump and a roar.

Crazh :

“ ¥ aroonnp
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The tall figure of George Wingate
lvomed up in the doorway.

“Coming back te continue the argu-
ment, Coker?” he asked pleasantly.

9 0w-ow-ow BT

“I dou't know whether that's an
affirmative or a negative,” said Win-

gate. ‘' But I fancy you've had enough.
These kids will render first aid if you
need it.”

S0 saving, Wi::ﬁ;ate retired into his
study and closed the door.

Coker lay in a sprawling heap ¢on the
linoleum. He was vaguely wondering
whether an earthquake had struck him.

® Wélrl::t a h;]flingl;mnd, Coker i asked
Bob Cherry itely.

“{Gerraway ! gasped Coler.

But the Famons, Five were always
anly too pleased to help lame dogs over
stiles or to help lame Fifth-Formers
along passages. They grabbed Coker
without ceremony, and heaved him to
his feet. Then they gave him a push, and
a nuraber of well-shod feot clumped to-
gether upon the rear of Coker's f)ers:m.

The great Horace, ut-tannilhel ows of
anguish, broke into a run. He sprinted
down the passage like a champion of
the cinder-path, and the tuneful lavghter
of five merry juniors followed Coker
in his headlong flight:

“And now,” said Harry Wharton,
“having - witnessed one enterlainment,
we'll toddle along te the Rag, and
arrange enother. 1'd almost forgotten
that we'd called a meeting of the Re-
move Entertainments Committes. It's
timed for six o'clock, and that’s six
striking now !” S

“Lead on, MacDuff!" said Johnny
Bull.

And the Famous Five wended their
way to the junior Common-room—
familiarly known as the Rag.

—_—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Wealth of Talent!

i ENTLEMEN—"
B;:l:.iaﬁ others !V
erry.
Harry "E-Fhurh::n frowned his
chum into silence, ]

“We are gathered together with one
accord, in one place, to discuss a ver
important matter. On Friday the Ol
Boy: are sending therr footer eleven
down to Greyiriars—"

Y Hyurrah ¥ :

“They are going fo F.[ir:*nd the night
here, and the preat match—FPast versus
Present—will be played on S8aturday.”

“Tell us something we don't know !"”
growled Bolsover major,

Wharton glared at the bully of the
Remove. )

“1'11 tell you one thing you don't
know—how to behave yourself at a mect-
ing 1 he said. “Now, gentlemen, it
lLas occurred to me that we ought t‘-".'f"f’t
up o chow of some sort for Friday
evening. It will be a deadly dull even.
ing for the Old Boys, unless there’s an
entertainment going. We want p real,
live, sparkling show! And who can
deliver the goods better than the Re-
move

‘Naobody [
unson,

Harry Wharton, perched on the table
at the end of the Rag, smiled upon the
assembly.

“Well, that’'s unanimous, at any rate,”
e said. ““Now, we've got to decide
what sort of a show we're going to

ive.

“ A cattle-show, with Billy Bunler in
the limehght 1" suggested Skiuner.

< Ta hE-, ha I
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murmured

roaped the Remove in

“0Oh, really, Skinner—"'

“Don't rot!” satd Wharton, " What
i3 it to be—drama, comedy, tragedy,
farce, or what "

There was a confused clamour of
voices. Bomebody shouted for Bhake-
speare. Somebody else wanted one of
the famous musical comedies of Gilbert
and Bullivan. Bolsover bellowed for
tragedy. Bkinner screamed for farce. .

!"FI gy, you fellows,” said Billy
Bunter, “ what about a farcical dramatic
S

“Ha, ha, ha !"

“Waal, I guess no show will be & sue-
coss unless you count me in !” said Fisher

. Fish, "If you give a tragedf, it
will bo a farce, and if you give a farce
it will tulz;n out a tragedy !”

u ]

il

VEL

“Dry up, Fishy

Tom Brown lifted up his voice.

“I think we ought to play * Hamlet,
ha said, "on one condition.”

““And what's that?" asked Wharton.

“That I'm Hamlet "

Wharton laughed.

“I think Shakespearc’s a little too
stodgy, for an occasion like this,” he
said, ‘' Besidea, we'd never be able to
swot up our parts in time. Personally,
I don't think we could better a variety
concert, with all fhe songs and patter
written by ourselves."

“Hear ﬁear.!“ said Bob Cherry. " A
varisty show is the proper caper.”

“1 was going fo suggest a migger
troupe,” said Skinner. * But we've only
one nigger !"" he added, with a glance at
Hurree Singh.

Instantly the Nabob of Bhanipur was
on his feet.

“nless . you withdrawfully take back
that remark Skinner,” he said, "I will
dotfully smite you on the boke!™

“Sorry!” . said Bkinner promptly;
for Hurree Singh's dusky fist was posed
within an inch of his nose.

“Lot's get on with the business," said
Harry Wharton. “I'll put the madter
to the vote, Those in favour of a variety
entertainment, El‘ﬂpﬁ.‘:’ﬁﬂ by the Ramove,
and rendered by- the Remove, kindly
show their hands ™

Qluitla a forest of hands went up, There
could be no doubt a= to the popularity of
Wharton's suggestion. Shakespears was
all right at times; and Gilbert and Sulk-
van was even better, But nothing could
beat a home-made show—a concert i-
ally prepared by the Removites them-
selves.

Y(Food 1" said Wharton, * That sottles
it. Now, everything we act and sing
has got to be original. No stale songs
and skits. Sqmﬂbud}f will have to write
sama special songs for the oceasion.”

“Ponfold’'s the man ! shouted Micky
Desmond, .

Harry Wharton turned to Dick Pen-
fold, who was the recognised poct-
lanreate of the Remove.

“Will you write us some songs, Pen "
he asked.

“Delighted 1" :

“Yeou'll make them beight and
breczy, so that they'll go with a
swing 1"

“0f course ! : .
The writing of the Iyrvics having been

arranged, Harry Wharton ealled {for
volunteers to give variedy turns,
There was no lack of talent in the

Remove, There was, in fact, quite a
wealth of ik, Therc was scarcely a fellow
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who was not prepared to take his turit
on the platform in the concert-hall, for
the amusement of the Old Boys.

_Billy Bunter offered to give an exhibi-
tion of ventriloquism—an offer which was
cordially accepted, There were lots of
things that Dunter thought he could dg,
and couldn't; there was one thing he
thought he could do, and could. That
was ventriloguisne.

The fat junior could throw his voice in
a marvellous manner, and at times he
had deceived nearly ¢verybody st Grey-
friars, He had not given an exhibition
i public for some time; and the fel
lows were locking forward to another
ventriloquial display by the Valentine
Vox of Greyfriars,

Oliver Kippe, who was a juggler and
mniqwr of no mean order, volunteered
to give an extra-special - turn. Kipps
could conjure and juggle with the’ EEI:II
of a professional; an Wharton
glu-d]if put his name down on the list.

William Wibley offered to give some
impersonations of the Head, ]& . Proat,
Mr. Quelch, Gosling, the porter, and
other Greyfriars celobrities,

It would be good fun, and the mastera
would enjoy it as much as anybody; for
Wibley would be careful not to say or
do anything that was likely to' give
offence. 8¢ Wibley’s name was added
to the list of performers.

Bolsover major had no intention of
being left out of the picture. Bolsover
had learnt some rope tricks from & mean

.at a country fair,

“T'll allow one of the Old Boys to tie
me up in knots,” he said, “and then I'll
undertake to get free. He can truss me
up like a chicken, if he likes; but I'll
guarantee to find & way out.”

“How i3 1t done 7" asked Billy Bunter,

Bolsover chuckled,

“I'm not giving away any secrets,” he
said. “] can do it, and that's
enough.” ! i

Little Wun Lung, the Chinese junior,
expressed his willingness to give a dis-

play of acrobatics. Wun Lung was as
agile as a ' monkey, and he coul riorm
the most hair-raising feats. ow he

managed them was & complete mystery
to his schoolfellows. hey =imply
couldn't “savvy.”

Bob Cherry and Mark Linley arranged
to dress up as a pair of country vokels.
One wazs to be “Old "Arry ™ and the
other "Old Jarge.” They were to
give an amusing dizlogue concerning the
new-mown hay, and the *turmuts,” and
other rural matters.

Billy Bunter asked if it would be pos-
gsible to have an eating contest. He
offered to enter into competition with
any two fellows in the Form; but there
were no takors. . ) 3 .

“Tt would bo a rltsg;]st.mg exhibi-
tion,” said Wharton, “The Qld Boys
wounldn't care for it at all. Besides,
there could be only one result. The
combined appetites of any two fellows
in the Remove don't equal yours,
Bunty."

S0 the cating contest was ruled dut.
But Frank Nugent, whoe was a cléver
artist, undert to do some lightning
shetches on a blackboard. Nugent's
amusing caricatures were a constant
source of delight to his schoolfellows;
and hiz gervices were gladly accepted.

“There's no reazon why the concert
shouldn't be a luge success,” said
Wharton.

"“In fact, with Johnny Bull at the
piano, it will be a * thumping * suceess "
grinned Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!" ;

“Ag soon as Penfold has written the
songs, wo'll have the hrst rehearsal,”
said the caplain of the Remove.



THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE B
TWOPENCE

]
e

. F‘
]

%

R TG ™

!ui'
ot

b

“* Want a helping hand, Coker ¥ ** asked Bob Cherry politely.

always willing to help lame dogs over stiles, or to help lame Fiith-Formers along

ceremony and heaved him to his feet, Then they gave him a push, and a number of well-shod feet clumped fogether upon the
rear of Coker’s person. ** Yarooop! Ow-wow !’ roared Coker. (See Chapier l.)

“* Gerraway ! " gasped Coker,

But the Famous Five wera
passages. They grabbed Coker without

Dick Penfold offered to sit-up late,

consuming large quantites of midnight
oil, in order that the songs might be
written with dispatch. And after further
discussion the merry meeting broke up.
_The Hemovites were resolved that
their concert should be a brilliant sue-
cess—"' right from the word ‘Go!' " as
Fisher T. Tish expressed it.
_Even football would have to take a
back seat during the next few days,
whilst the juniors threw themselves
heart and soul into rehearsals,

—_— ——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Luck for Bunter,

i HE class will now dismiss!"

I Mr. Quelch smiled as he
uttered that welcome announce-
ment. And the class, instead

of gpringing to their feet with alacrity,
and ‘making a dash for frecdom, blinked
at the Remove-mastor in armazement.

It was Friday afternoon: and there
was still an hour to ge before the proper
timo of dismigsal arrived,

Had Mr. %ueln]’t mistaken the time?
Was his wateh an hour fast? Ewven so,
there was the Form-reom clock, which
advertised that it was half-past threc.
And lessons were not supposed to finish
until half-past four.

It was not at all unuzunl for lessons
to finish late; but it was only once in a
blue moon. =0 to speak, that they
finished early., BMr. Quelch was a hard
taskmaster, and he was not in the habit
of making lavish concessions of this sort,

But Mr. Quelch, from his point of
vantage at the desk, had seen what the
niors could not see.  Glancing over the
heads of his pupils. and through the
window bevond, Mr, Quelch saw eleven
stalwart young fellows coming across the
Clasc.

“You seem surprised at thiz early dis-
missal, my boys,"” said the Remove
master, with a smile.  **Rut thero is an
adequate reason for it. The Old Boys
have just arrived !’

“Hurrah!"

Tha juniors were on their feot now
and making tracke for ihe door. There

was quite a stampede from the Form-
room, and everybody rushed inte the
Close to meet the Old Boys.

There wero several familiar faces
among the visitors. Bome of them were
in the habit of paying frequent visits to
the old school,

Tha . Honourable James Maxwell—
affectionately stvled the * Honourable
Jimmy "—was the skipper of the 0ld
Boys' Eleven; and he greeted thp
boys cordially. He knew most of them,
pnd he had & busy five minutes shaking
hands.

* Hallo, Wharton! How d'ye do, kid?
3till ruling the roost in the HRemove,
what? That's the siyle ! Hallo, Cherry !
I see you're still smilin’—as usual ! Why,
here's our old friend Bunter—fatter than
ever, by Jove ! Too much grub and too
little exercise-—what "'

#Dh, really, sir—""

“No need for me fo perform any intra.
ductions.” said the Honourabic jimmj'.
“1 think vou know neoarly all of us. Oh,
but there’s one Old Boy you've never
soen before—=Dick Chester.  Forward,
Chester 1"

There was a buzz of exeitement among
the jumiors as a tall, handsome-looking
yvoung fellow stepped to the fore,

The name of Lick Chester seemed to
have an eleetrifying effect wpon Harry
Wharton & Co. True, they had never
seen him before, but they had heard of
hirm. There was scarcely n Greyiriars
fellow who had not done so. His name
was *familiar in their mouths as house-
hold words.” For Dick Chester was the
greatest goalkeeper Groglfriars had ever
known. The story of his hrilliant
achievermends had been  handed down
through the generations. He had been
knewn to go through a whole football
seazon without conceding a goal.  And
it was with feelings skin to awe that
Harry Wharton & Co. shook hands with
this great man.

“YWell, this is an unexpected treat, and
no mistake ! said Harcy Wharton, ** We
didn't dream we should ever meet you,
Mr. Chester! Matter of fact, we—we
tlmught—-"

“That 1 had

ionn under in the Great
War?” said Dic

Chester, with a smile.

“Yes, You were reported wounded
and missing, and we wero afraid that
was the end of you"

“ Happily it wasn’t,” said the Old
Boy. *1 came through all right, But

this is the first ﬂppurtunit'y ‘ve had of
visiting the old school. It's the same as
ever, see, That old tower has

weathored the storms of conturies, and it
will stand for & good many years yet."”
“The tuckshop's still standing, too!™
chimed in Dilly Bunter. *You must be
jolly hungry, Mr. Chester, after your
journey. And T'll admit I'm s bit
peckish myself—— Ow! Why did you
troad on my foot, Bull, you beast "
“Shurrup !" growled Johnny. Bull,
“You're having tea with us, aren’t
you, Mr. Chester?” said Harry Whar-

fon.

“That's immensely kind of you." =aid
the Old Boy. “We've all been invited
to tea by the Head; but, personally, 1
should prefer to have it in a junior
study. It will be less formal, and far
mare enjoyable,”

“Hurreh !

Harry Wharton & Co. were delighted
at the prospect of entertaining such a
great man as Dick Chester. For in their
eves he was truly great. A Cabinet
Minister, or a ficld-marshal, or an
admiral could not have commanded such
admiration as o fellow who had gone
through a whole scason without giving
away a goal.

The chums of the Remove escorted
Dick Chester intoa the building, chatting
cagerly with him as they went. They
feﬁc that thoy were in for a good time,
Over the tea-table they woul £ their
guest to tell*then of some of the great
ames which had been played in the dash-
g days of old.

Tilly Bunter tacked himself on to the
party, but he was not wanted. And the
juniors frankly told him so.

“ Buzz off, Bunter!”

“*Make yvourself scarce

“Roll away and plackiolly
Aowers !

Tilly Bunter blinked indignanily at his
schoolfellows.

“Beasts ! Why can't T come and hava

" Tae Magxer LipRaRT.—No, 844,
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tea with Mr. Chester? I believe he's a
distant relation of mine—fifth cousin
twice removed, or something like that,
and ¥ want to talk to him about 1t.”

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

Dick Chester did not seem cager to
olaim kinship with the portly Owl of the
Remove. ertainly Harry Wharton &
("o, were not-cager for Bunter's company.
And, since he would not go quietly, they
had to resort to gentle persuasion.

Billy Bunter was whirled round in the
pn.-*;ﬁage, and a numnber of boots elumped
together wpon the rear of his plump
person. Bunter fled, howling; and the
chums of the Remove, with many
chuekles, went on their way with Dick
Chester,

“HBeasts I growled Bunter, as he
cmerged once nere into the Close. M1
ﬂmugﬁlt there was guite a good chanee of
getting a feed; but those roiters are
always cutting me out.  They know what
a faz:cmatm% fellow I am, and they were
afraid that Mr. Chester would jaw to me
all the time, and leave them out of it."

But Billy Bunter soon brightened up at
the prospect of extracting o loan ouf of
one of the Old Boys, He enupght sight of
the Honourable Jinuny Maxwell, and
promptly relled up to him,

* Exvoeuse me, sir——"

The Honourable Jimmy, who stood
snrveying the school fountain, inm which
be had often 'been ducked as a bow,
tarned his head.

"Well, my corpulent friend*” he said

genially.
“Ahem! T—I'm expecting a postal-
oider——" bagan DBunter. )

“(agod 17 said the Henourable Jimmy.
T hope vou pet it all right.”

And he resumed his eontemplation of
the fountain,

“You—you don't quite understand,
gir 17 said Bunter desperstely. " There—-
there's been a delay in the post, and my
postal-order’s hung up somewhere.  If
you would be kind encugh te advance
wie a small loan—"

The Honourable Jimmy was smiling
grimlv. Ha recalled the occasion of his
previous vizit to Greyfriars, On that
occasion Billy Bunter had come to him
with a tale of woe, They were going to
eject him from the Remove Cricket Club,
he said, because he hadn’t the where-
withal to pay his subseription, which had
got behind,  The Honourable Jimmy had
“owallowed " thiz plansible tale, and had
advanced Bunter half-a-guinea, Ha
learned later that the half-guines had
been expended at the tuckshap.

‘That mcident rankled in the mind of
the Honourable Jimmy. It was not so
mvch the loss of the money, as the fact
that lie had been “taken in,” which
uettled him. And be resolved to teach
Billy Bunter a lesson,

“Ten bob would tide me over till my
postal-order comes,” explained tho fat
Junior,

If Bunter expected the Honourable
Jimmmy to produce his wallet, and hand
over & ten-shilling Treasury note, he was
doomed to dissppointment,  "Fhe Old Boy
was still surveying the shallow water
which rippled in the basin of the
fonntain.

“In fact, T shouldn’t sav ' No * to five
hob,” Bunter went on.  *““If you're hard
up, siv=—though .1 don't see why a gent
like you shounld be on the rocks—I'll be
gatichied with half-a-crown,”

“Indeed !’

“Yewir "  eaid  DBanter  caperly.
“ Even a mouldy hali-dollar will be usaful

to a chap whe's in low water. Hellup!
Wharrer you up to, six ¥
The Honourable Jimmy had spun

ronnd suddenly.  He laid hands on Billy
I'RE Maagxer LiBRARY.—No. B44,

Bunter, and, with a hercnlean effort, ho
swung the fat junior off hia feet,

Strong man though he wasi that feat
of weight-lifting put a great strain upon
the Honourable I‘J]im'm:.r's musecles, But
he managed to stagger forward, and de-
posit hiz human burden in the basin of
the fountain.

Splash !

“Oooooch! Gug-gug-gug! Help!
Rescue ! spluttered Bunter wildly.

It had all happened so suddenly and

uncxpectedly that the fat junior had not
been able to offer any resistance. He
wallowed in the shallow water, hke &
plump pig in a muddy ditch,

There was a patter of running feet, and
Tom Brown and Squiff and Russell and
Micky Desmond came hurrying to the
spot,  They roared at the sight of the
Houndering Bunter, who Jay on his back
in the basin of the fountain, with his legs
wildly thrashing the air,

“Ha, I, hal" . .

“ Faith, an' Bunter's baving his annual
bath ! chortled Micky Desmond.

The Honourable Jimmy beckoned to
the laughing juniors, ,

“ Vour fat {riend came to me with a
tale that he was in low water,” he said.
“So he is—now ! You'd better help him
out of it.” _

And the Ionourable Jimmy strolled
away, leaving the juniors to go to the
assistance of their unfortunate school-
fellow whe happened to be “in Jow

[k

water |

— —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
0ld Memories !

N Study No. 1 in the Remove passage
I all was merry and bright,
A cheerful fira spurted and
crackled in the grate, and the table
groaned beneath the weight of the goodly
viands, asz a novelist might say.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in funds,
and they appeared to have bought up the
contents of the tuckshop—lock, stock, and
barrel. It was a feast of the gods that
the Famous Five had prepared.

Dick Chester made himself thoronghly
at home. He had been given the place
of h::-n;:uurh at the hﬁﬁ of the tab!u.th‘]'hn
rest of the party to squeege them-
selves ih whEra they could, Peter Todd
had dropped in, and Mark Linley, and
Yo Redwing, and two or three more.

“In fact, there were a dozen juniors in the

study, including the Famous Five. And
the Remove studies had not been con-
structed to accommodate a crowd.

The Famous Five sat at the table, as
was their right. ‘The others sat where
they could. 'I'wo or three were perched
in & row on the window-sill, balancing
their cups of tea on their knces, :

“Quite like old times, having tea In a
junior study,” said Dick Chester, smiling
upon the assembly.

“You were in the Remove at one time,
of course, Myr. Chester?” said Harry
Wharton.

The Old Boy nodded,

“When I was in the Romove we had
the reputation of being the most unruly
Form at Greyfriars ! he said.

“A iradition which we still live up
to ! chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Yes, rather!"™
- Hurree Singh, poising a dish of dough-
pits in one hand, and a dish of jun-tarts
in the other, presented them to Dick
Chaostor. .

“Will you partake of the jamiul larts
or the doughiul nuts, honoured sabib ?
he ashed,

“Thanks!" zatd Dick Chester, smiling.
“Ell have o doughnut. I see the o
came at the tuckshop makes them as well

a3 ever. wicely coated with sugar, and
plenty of jam ocozing out of them, I'm s
connoisseur of doughnuts, and I've nevor
tasted nicer ones than Dame Huggins

mikes.”
Mimble " corrected Fraok

* Dame
Nugent,

“Ah, yes, Mimble! I had forgotten.
One forgets a lot of things during an
absence of twelve years. But there arc e
few things that one never Ic-rliets. Thero
are famous [coter matches that stick n
the memoryv, and famous fights, and
dramatic expulsions. A Great Rebellion
i3 also an event which is not scon for-
golten, ™

The juniors looked eggerly at their
guest, They felt that a good story was
coming. _

“There was a Great Rebellion in your
time, wasn't there, Mr, Chester®"” ashked
Bab Chorry.

“Yez, in 1910. I happened to be the

| ringleader of it."

“Was the Honourable Jimmy Maxwell

in it iniuire:l Wharton,

“Oh, na! It was before his time. I'm
the oldest member of the [ooter team
we've brought down. The other fellows
belong to a younger generation. ‘They've
naver met me before, Simply knew me
by repute. But I happened to run across
the Honourable Jimmy in town, and I
told him who I was, and said 1'd love to
run down and see the eold place again.
B0 he fixed me up with a place in the
cleven, I'm o keep goal™

“Then thore will be no hope for our
forwards, I'm afraid,” said Johnny Buil

Dick Chester smiled.

Y Ton't expect great things of me," he
said, “I'm pot the goalkecper I was.
Five years in France, fighting the Huns,
put me back a good deal so far as fouler
waz concernced. I you expect to see me
pluy like & Sam Hardy to-morrew, I'm
afraid you'll be disappointed.®’

“Tell us about the Great Rebellion,
Mr. Chester !" exclatimed Tom Redwing,
from his perch on o  window-sill.
" What started it 1"

“Well, it was thiz way. Mr. Quelch—I
notice he's still here—was thoughtless
enough to contract a nervous breakdown,
and he was ordered away for a month to
wet over ik, They put a temporary
master i his place—an awful old tyrant
called Turnbull., I was captain of the
Remove at the time. We'd always looked
upon Mr. Quelch as a bit of a martinet;
bt he was a docile lamb compared with
this brute Turnbull, I shall never forget
the man. He had a face like Oliver
Cromwell, and a voica like the Bull of
Bashan, and the cruel nature of a Nero,"

“ My hat!"

“Turobull ruled with a vod of ivon,”
Dick Chester went on, “ He also ruled
with a birch rvod, which ought never to
have been allowed. It's an unwritten
law that only the headmastor is entitled
to birch a fellow. But Turnbull kept o
birch in the Form-room—and he didn't
keep it there for ornament, either., Ho
used it, and he laid it on pretty thick,
too! I've known a fellow to be birched
for meraly muttering m class.™

“(areat Beott |

“Tha hruto anght to have been kicked
out !' said Bob Cherry indignantly.

“Ila was,” said Dick Chester. “I'mm
coming to that. Of course, we weren't
going to-stamb-sueh tyranny. We sent a
petition to the Head, but that didn't do
any good; so thoe only course open to us
wii & rebelhon. We had a Form-meet-
ing in the dorm, after lights out, and I
put it to the fellows straight. * Are wo

oing tamely te kmuekle under to this
wastly tyrant, " I saud, * oF are we going
to kick?' ‘ We'll kick!" was the unani-
mous answer. ' Very well, then,” I said,
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" We will pool our money, and lay in pro-
ri?i-:-m fnﬂ siego, And we'll barricade
the dorm, and hold out against all
comers, And we'll refuse to budgu_uﬂt:l
the Head has sent Turnbull patkm%l

- " What ‘hap}ibemed then ?" asked Whar-
ton breathlesaly.

“Well, a party of us broke bounds, and
went down to the village and bought
enough supplies to last us for e week at
least, We smugsled the grub into the
dorm in the middle of the ing‘ht-!n a:::;
then we started to dig ourselves m,
to speak. We barricaded the door gnd
the windows, so that it was impossible for
anybedy to get in. And next mormug,
instead of turninF out at the first clang
of the rising-bell, we enjoyed the un-
wsual Tnxury of breakfast in bed.

“Old Turnbull came along and
hammered on the door, and bellowed for
admittance. We told him to run awsay
and pick fAowers, and he nearly had an
apoplectic fit, He threatened us with a
Aogging npicre, and he added the cheer-
ing information that the ringleader would
be expelled. Then he went and fetched
the Head and the rest of the masters,
and there was a terrible to-do. Bubt we
stuck to our guns and refused to budge.

¥ Wo held out for two days and two
nights, and defied all efforts to dislodge
us, And then I came up against the fiest
bit of real trouble. The provisions
weren't lasting out so well as we expected
—there were ope of two greedy fellows
who had been exceeding their ration,
The weaker spirits began to whine, and
wanted to give in, But T wasn't havin
that. We all had to stand together i
the vebellion was to be a sucecess, and T
refused to release any of the funks,
thuugh they badly wanted to go.

“The third day of the rebellion was
jolly uncomfortable, because the funks
exercised a cdepressing effect over the
others, It was as much as I could do
to maintain a cheerfu] spirit among’ the
rebels, It looked as if there would be a
mutiny in the camp, and I began to feel
genuinely alarmed, ] )

“ And then the rebellion ended—with
dramintic suddenness.

“ It appeared that Turnbull, the tyrant
had bLeen put in charge of the Third
Form. He lost his temper with one of
the kids, and fogeged him unnlmrr-lfullzr.
There's no need tor me to go inte grue-
some details,  It's sufficient to say that
the kid was hardly conscious at the finish.
And then the Head walked in and saw
what had happened. He realised at once
‘that the Remove had a gemune griey-
anee, and that they had been guite justi-
fied in asking for Turnbull’s dismissal,

“Tyrnbull went at a minute's notice.
The parents of the kid he had flogged so
brutally wanted te prosccute hun in a
court of law: but the affair was hushed
up somehow.

“Ihe Head came up to the dorm and
told w2 that Turnbull had ne, ang the
rebellion ended avutomatically, "We got
off scot-free, Tm thankful to say. The
Hend realised what a brute Tournbull had
been, amd  he overlooked  the affair,
Anothey temporary master was engaged
—a decont fellow this time—and cvery-
thing went smoothly after that.'”

His story ended, ick Chester sat back
in hi= chair and lighted o cigarctte. But
the juniors were eager for frezh yarns,
and they gave ihe popular Old Boy no
rest,  Ilo had to Iu}H them of tha most
excicing feoter matehes he had played in,
and 1hen to describe his thrilling cxperi-
ences in the Great War, And MHarrey
Wharton & Co. listened all the while with
rapt attentiodn.

“Thanks awfully, Mr. Chester!™ aaid
Harev Wharton, when the Cld How had
lintshed, * You've lhad enongh eveibing
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e::imriencc«s to fill a book—several
volumes, in fact!”

"Yes: I've led a pretty crowded life,”
said Dick Chester, *and my adventures
are not over yet—at least, 1 sincerely
hope not, ILife would be a deadly dull
affair if every day was alike, and if
nothing ever happened to break the
monotony. ™

“Indeed it would !™ said Mark Liuley.

Thers was & tap on the door, and Mr.
Quelch loocked in,

Dick Chester jumped up,
slightly flushed.

“How do you do, sir!” he said, cx.
tending hiz hand.

Mr. Queleh shook hands cordially.

“I am delighted to meet you, Mr.
Chester, after all these years,” he said.
“Dear me, how you have altered! 1
should searcely have known jyou, had I
not been informed that you were taking
tea in thiz study.”

Tha Old Boy smiled.

“Twelve years make a ftremendons
difference to a fellow,” he said. * But
vou, sir, do not appear to have altered a
serap.  You do not seem a day older thay
when I was a boy in your Form I”

Mr. Quelch was naturally delighted at
this compliment. His colleagues on the
school staff sometimes imparted to him
the painful information fthat he was
“getting on "—information which no
middle-aged gentleman likes to hear, It

hia face

was refreshing {o meet an Old Boy who
considered he had not altered a scrap
in the course of twelve years.

The RHemove master remained in the
study for some moments, talking about
old times.

Harry Wharton & Co. noticed that
Dick Chester did not seem quite at ease.
But this was easily understood. Very
few Old Boys ever feel quite comfortable
in the presence of their old masters.
They get the feeling that they are small
boys again, being taken to task for some

misdemeanour,

“Good-bye for the present, Mr,
Chester,” said Mr. Quelch at iength'.
“We shall robably meet again this

evening, at the entertainment which the

ingenious youths of my Form have
organised for the benefit of the Old
Boys."

Dick Chester nodded, and Mr. Quelch
smilingly withdrew,

"The same old Quelchy " murmured
the Old Boy, when the Hemore master
had vetired. Then, {furning to the
juniors, "he added:

“What time does the entertaimment
start 1"

“Eight o'clock,” said Harry Wharton,
“ And the fun will be kept up until neacly
midnight, by special permission.”

“8 %.Eﬂdid! I can clearly see that my
friends and I have a delighiful evening

great satisfaction.
fix in ten seconds ! "

ha, ha !’ roared the audience,

“ There,”" said the Honourable Jimmy Maxwell, surveying his handiwork with
“* P'r*aps you'll oblige the audience by gettin® out of that
** Oh, eertainlv,”’ sald Bolsover,
sped by and Bolsover was still struggling to rid himseli ol his bonds.
**Go it, Bolsover ! "

But the ten seconds
11 HF}
(See Chapfer 3.)
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in store. And now, with your kind per-
miggion, 1 will leave you in order to
wander round the old boyhood baunts.
Many thanks for a most enjoyable
epread ! . :

Dick Chester took his departure. His
¢ars mubt have burned as he walked
down the corrider, for Harry Wharton &
('g,, summing up their Old Boy gxlgfh
unanimously voted him a jolly g
fellow.

L —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunier at His Best!

URING the afterncon a number
D of amateur billstickers had been
biisy.

J3r3:EIIef; wers exhibited all over
e #chool, to advertize the forth-
coming  entertainment.  Noi  that it
needed much advertising. Tt was_already
coninon  knowledge that the Remove
werg going to give a show, and a free
whow ot that. And every fellow in the
whool, from Wingate down 1o the
voungest fag, intended to roil up at
wight o'elock 1o see the {un.

Iowever, the affair had ;uc-;in n.d\;:-;v
imed—more a9 # merry jest than any-
thing clse—and every hill bore the
foflowing thrilling annoaneement :

*GENTS OF GREYFRIARS!
ROLL U@ AND SEE T1IE REMOVE
REVELS!

A GRAND VARIETY BHOW

will be given in the concert-lall this
evening, commencing at B sharp.
Nothing stale or out-of-date! No jokes
with whiskers onl Everything brand-
cew ! Grevfrisys songs written by a
(ireyfriars fellow ! Come and hear them !
Come gnd cheer them!

At enormons expense we have secured
the aervives of

BILLY BUNTER
the world famone ventriloquist),

who has agreed ta throw his voice, pro-

vided the awlience promises to throw no
e s !

We have alio secured the services of
OLIVER KIPP3
{the celelrated conjurer and juggler),

who can produce tame rabbits from

wowhere, and keep a dozen top-hats

spinuing in the air st the same time !
{ther tulented artistes include

FRANK NUGENT,

the
aof

shetehes ' on

whosa * lighiniug
evoke * ithunders’

Llackboard will
applause !
Aleg the Twnous rope-trick mevchant,

PERCY BOLBOVER,

wha will permit any member of the
wadience to the Bim up in knots, and will
widertake to free himself 1o ten s.m:q:ud:!

BOB CTHERRY and MARK LINLEY
will appear in a Brilliant Burlesque;
WILLIAM WIBLEY will give some of
his  wonderful impersonations; WUON
LUNG, the famous' acrobat, will' hop
nbﬂuth]ikﬁ a Chinese Cracker; and fherc
Wl &

A 1IIOST OF OTHER ATTRACTIONS!

The awdienen i earnestly rogoested to
refrain from hweling missiles at the per-
formers; bat in order that their ammund-
tion may not be wastod, we will prevanl
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vpon Coker of the Fifth to render a
song : It is bad form to ‘pt:]t. Remaovites,
but Fifth-Formers are fair game!

ADMISSION—NIX !
(Procecds Lo Le bhanded to Billy Bunter
a5 a loan!)

ROLL TP IN YOUR MILLIONS!

The Greyfriars fellows volled up quickly
onough—not in their millions, but in
their dozens and scores.

The masters rolled up, also, and even
the majestic Head econdescended to
patronisea the Remove's latest and
greatest venture, .

As for the Uld Bays, they had special
zpats reserved for them in the front row--
the “dress circle,” as Bob  Cherry
humerously ealled it. )

Dick Chester, however, detached him-

preferred to sit at the back of 1 all.
Not being of the same generation as the
other young men, he hadn't a great deal
in comman with them, though they
would have liked to see mare of him, He
had spent very little time in their com-
pany since they had all travelled down
in ﬁle tratn together.

Harry Wharton & Co. were busy be-
hind the scenes. They had adorned their
faces with make-up, and they wera now
runving through their sengs for Thﬂulast
time, in ovder to get them off ™ pat,

There was a clamour of voices from
the crowded hall. .

“On the ball, you fellowsl”

“Jp with the merry cuctaim .

Harry Wharton smiled.

“They're getting a bit restive,” lie re.
marked. “ But we sha'n't be long noew.

“} say, Wharton! Am I giving the
firsk turn {* asked Billy Bunter.

“# Na "

“ Oh, really! I suppose you and your
wls ave going to sct the ball rolling ¥
f:'-:t.rsrmal favouritism again! 1 never get
o fair show. I've a jolly good mind not
to perform! That would knock ihe
hottom out of the whole concern. It
would fall flat!” _ ) ‘

o And you'll fall flat in a minute, if you
don't dry up!" growled Johnny Bull.
“1 say, Bob, how do I laok?"

i Mo uglier than usual!” grinned Bob

Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha
Johnny Bull gave a wrathiul snort,

and clenched his hands, as if with the
intention of committing assanlt and bat-
tery on hisz chum. But Harry Wharlon
hastily poured oil on the troubled watevs,
“ Come along 17 ha said briskly. ** We'll
got to business. Opening chorus by the
Vamous Five. That's the first item.”
'The members of the f[amous Co.
stepped on to the stage, and tho signal
was given for the curtain to be vang op.
A loud cheer greeted the artistes
Jobhnny Bull was at the piano; and his
four chuma stood in & row behind the
footlights.
Five tuneful voices rendered 1the open-
ing chorus:
“0h, we are the Famous Five,
The merriest fellows alive! .
We revel and fight from morn till
night, .
In jests and japes we take delight,
Our maotte is * Always werry and
bright ! .
Oh, we ara the Famous Five ™

Thtz Childrers Best Colour ! F;.“«pﬁr
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“Bravo!"

“Quite a bright an' breery ditty, by
ad!” drawled the Honourable Junmy
axwell, “Pila n!"

Btimulated by this encouragement, the
Famews Five plunged into the second
Ve

“Oh, we are the Famous Five,
As busy as bees in & hive !
We never get slack when things ook
black,

To worry and care we give 'the
sack,’

We lollow up fast on Adventure's
track ! '

Oh, wg are the Famous Five !”

larry Wharton & Co. reccived | guite
an ovation. And then Peter Todd
came on,_ and sang a song about Coker
of the Fifth. Everybody vevelled in il—
except Uoker! The great Horace was
seated in the second row, belind the Old
Boys, and he flushed to the roots of his
Linir while Peter Todd chanted his chorus
ahout “ Coker, comical Coker—the most
amazing joker!"

“AMy hat " muttered Coker wrnﬂi[u]]f.
“He's libolling me, the young rascal!
Just wait till after the performance!
I—-I'll burst him ™

“Hz, ha, ha!”

At the conclusion of his song Peter
Todd was loundly encored; and Coker
had to endure the ordeal all over again.

Then Oliver Kipps came on, and caused
qnite a sonsation with his conjuring
and juggling feats. .

The Remove entertainment was swing-
ing along in rare style, It was crammed
with fun and sparkle, and there was not
a dull moment,

The only failure was Bolsover major.
1lis celebrated rope-rick did not work
out ¢uite as he had iniended. DBolsover
invited & member of the aundience to tia
him wp in knots, and he undertook to
extricate himself [rom the tangle in ten
seconds. ;

The [lonourable Jimmy Maxwell rosze
fromy his seat, and vaulted on to the
stuge, und proceeded to truss Bolsover
major up like a fowl. By the time he
]mdI finithed TRolsover was almost ob-
Lierated from view by the ceils of rope.

“There ™ said the Honourable Jimmy,
surveying his handiwerk with great satis-
faciion. **P'r'aps youw’ll oblige the andi-
ence hy gettin® out of that fix in ten
seconds,”

“(h, certainly !’ =zaid Bolsover.

The burly Removite had practised the
vope-trick  several timez with success.
Follaws had tied him up in the Close,
and he had managed to wriggle free.
Bur something had gone wrong with the
works, so to speak, on this occasion. The
raore Bolsover wriggled and struggled,
the more hopelessly entangled he became.
The ten secouds sped by, and Bolsover
was still strupgling. Beads of perspirn-

tion broke ont on his forehead, and he
became gnuite  panic-stricken as  he

=T

realized that he was a helpless prisoner.
I}']i1t-nttlui|y, he was obliged to bellow for
el p.

The onlookers were almesi in hysteries,

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Ho, ho, ho!"

“ Poor old Bolsover!"

“1xd yon say you'tl got free i len
seconds, or ton davs 7

laughing theartily, the TITonourabln
Jimmy remounted the platform, and
sovered the unfortunate Rolsover's boneds
with a penknife. Bolsover hurriedly re-
iraated behind the scenes, to hide lis
diminished head.

Feank Nugent was the next performer,
A blackbourd was placed on an easel,
facing the andience, and Nugent, armed

| v ith u piecs of chalk, did zome hightning
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caricatures. There was one of the Iead,
in gown and mortar-board; another of
BMr. Quelch, in the act of uhualismia re-
fractory pupil; and another of Coker of
tho Fifth—though it loocked more like
Tarzan of the Apes than Coker.

Nugent finished up by sketching the
Old Boys from life—exactly as they were
sitting 'in the front row. - A storm of
&plp]ause reeted his eflort.

- Jolly clever, by gad!” murmured the
Honourable Jimmy approvingly. *‘That
kid will be a second Tom Webster, one
of these days” ;

Frank Nugent Bushed with pleasure as
ht retired.

Then came the *“star turn ” of the
cvening. Billy Bunter, fairly bursting
with pride and importance, rolled on fo
the platform, He carried in his arms the
dummy figure of a man. :

A couple of chairs had been placed in
position on the platform. Bunter seated
the dunumy figure in one, and deposited
his huge bulk in the other. Thon he
commenced a conversation with his in-
animate companion,

“ Hallo !

“Hallo!” responded the dummy clicer-
fully.

“What's your name?*"

“Timothy Lraddles!™

“What are Evuu?" .

“FEh? Well, some people might =ay
I was just & stuck-up dummy, but I'm
really quite an intelligent fellow. I'm an
Old Boy of Greyfriars.”

“0Oh, really! And iz that where you
learncd to be intelligent?” _

“Yes., And now I'm in the Intelli-
gence Department at Scotland Yard.”

“ A detective—what?"

“That's 30."”

“Well, and what can you detect
amongst the oudience?” asked Billy
Bunter, tilting the dummy bGgure for-

ward in its chair.
Coker of the Iifth,

“Lots of things.
for instance.” ,

“I'm not a thing!” howled Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter chuckled.

“(an you dotect anything funny about
Coker i" he asked. :

“Yes, That mask he's wearing—an
g‘t;\\ful'iy grotesgque wask. Can’t you seo
!

“It's not a mask!” hooted Coker.
“It's my face!”

“"Ha, ha, ha!"

The audicnee was almost in convul-
sions, Coker of the Fifth was being
“raggad "' right and left that cvening.
The performers had piled it on for all
they were worth. And now that Billy
Bunter had started, it was like piling
Pelion on Ossa.  CUoker's countenance
was crimnson, and he was muttering dark
threats as to what he would do to certain
of the performers after the show,

Gladly would Coker have rushed on to
the platform, and knocked the heads of
Billy Dunter and the dummy figure to-
gether. It he was restrained by the
presence of the Head, the masters, and
the Old Doys, Coker saw, to his cha-
grin, that the adults were laughing just
as heartily as the fellows.

Billy Dunter went on with his ven-
triloguism.

“How long have you left Greviriars
he asked, jerking the dummy towards
him.

“Ten yvears™

“Was the same Head here when you

were a kid:”

“Yes, Dear old Locke, bless his
heart 17

And the miasters ™7

U Alost of them were here then,  Old

Quelehy, for one—-" :
“Bbhush! You muste’t allude to him
as ‘old Quelechy.” IHe's not oldl. Why,

i

){Mﬂw

T
Wy

the right side of seventy ! ™

* Shush,' sald the Owl of the Remove to his dummy fgure. ** You musin’t
reler to Mr. Queleh as old Quelehy ' ! He's not old. Why, 1 believe he's still on
“* Ha, ha, ha [ * laughed the audience.
frowned and rose to his feet as the ripple of laughter ran round the hall, hut he

recovered his good humour in an instant.

Mr. Quelch

(Yee Chapter 5.)

I believe he's still on the right side of
seventy !

Mr. Quelch frowned,
laughter ran round the hall
Bemove master recovered
humour in an instant,

“Did vou cver get tannod when you
waore & kid?"" Bunter asked the dummy.

ag a ripple of
But the
his good

“¥es. Sometimes by the sun, and
sometimes by  Quelchy—I  mean, Mr.
Qualch. He used to {reat me hike a

postage-stam).”

“What o you mean?”

“Well, he used to lick me; and then
put me in the corner!”

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Buunter was fairly in his element
now, Ile léved the limelight, and the
laughter and applause rang like music in
his ears. After further conversation with
the dumnmy concerning Mr. Quelch, he
suddenly switched on to M. Prout..

“Was Mr. Prout at Greviviars when
¥Ou wore heve ¥

“Yes, rather! Poor old Prouty! Aw-
fully decent sort, but a dangerous man
when he runs amok with Lis Winchester
repeater !

‘Ha, ha, lLia!™

Mr. Prout rose indignantly from his
seat.

“Bunter ! he roared.  ** IHow dare vou
causo that grotesque ligure to make suclh
mpertinent remarks '

" No offence, sir!" came g voice from
the duminy.

Mr. Quelch leancd forward in his secat
ant tugged at his colleague's coat-tails.

“"Pruy be seated, my dear Prout, and
permit DBunter to proceed with his non-
sense,” be said, “You were highly
amuased ju=t now when I was made the

victim of Bunter's sallies. I took them
in good part, and it now behoves you o
do likewise,”

Mz, Prout sat down., He really had no
choice in the matter, for Mr., Quelch
practically jerked him back into his scat.

Billy Bunter prattled on gaily.

“Did Mr. Prout ever run amok when
you were here ¥7' he msked,

“1 should say so! We had a burglar
seare one night, and Mr. Prout rushed
round the Close with his rifle, intending to
shoot the looter. He managed to put a
bullet through the tuckshop window, and
another through the windaw of the

rter's lodge: and with a third bullet

¢ punctured the Head's mortar-hoard !
I hope his marksmanship has improved
during the last ten years?™

“Oh, yes!"” said Billy Dunter hastily ;
for Mr. Prout; like the ancicnt mariner,
held him with his glittering eve. " He's
improved out of all knowledge! Why,
hee could snick the pimple off Gosling s
nosa at a distance of fiver Lundred
yards ! \

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Gosling, the porter, was not preseni at
the cnterctainment. Which was just ma
well, He wounld possibly—nay, probably
—have resented that alluzion to the
pimple on his nasal orpan.

“Mr. Prout very often forgets to load
his rifle,” Billy Bunter went on; ' then
there’s no danger of any damage being
done. "

“That reminds me,” zaid the dumm;.

“Eh? Reminds you of what?”

“ A little conundrurn of mine, What 1
the difference between Jack Dempsoy
and Mr. Prout?™

Tie Macser Lisaary.—=No. B4
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“3ive it up,' sdid Bunier, after a
pause.

“One shot out his left, the other left |

out his shot!” came the reply. And
thers was a peal of laughter from the
andicnce. ) .

Billy Bunter went on with hiz ventrilo-
quism for quite a long while. He would
probably have gone on all night had not
Flarry Wharton whispered to him from
she wings and urged him to “ pack up.”

Thumg[crs, of applanse followed the fab
junior as he retired, dragging the dummy
figure after him. )

The Remove entertanument
proving an unqualified success; and there
were still many more *“numbers" o
rome. That was why Wharton had in-
sisted on Biliv. Bunter's vetivement. e
wanted to get the show over by midmght.

William Wibley was the next performer
to .take the platform. 'The audience
watched him with eager miterest as he
impersonated several well - known
calebrities at Greyiviars. ;

DBut one member of thic audience was
not watching.

Dick Chester, the popular Old Bey,
autetly vacated his scat at the back of
the hall, and, like the Arvabs in the poem,
he silently stole away.

W

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
A Startling Discovery !

LEVEXN o'clock!
E Even the loud boom of the old
clock in the tower vould not he

heard in the Greyfriars concert.
hall. It was drowned by the roars of
applause which greeted lob Cherry and
Mark Linley, who had just rendered their
amusing burlesque of a coupte of country
vokels.
Mr. Quelch rose to his feet.

“Kindly excuse me,” he said to his
colleagues. “1 should like to &top and
00 tho entertainment through, but I
have work to. do.™

“Your 'Histery of Greyfriars’?”
questioned the Head, with a smile.

“Precisely, sir. I have a very im-
portant chapter to write, concerning the
rreat rebellion of 1910.%

“Write it to-morrow,’
Prout.

But My, Quelch shook his head.

“Thera is a proverb about the un-
wisdom of deferring till to-morvow what
can be done to-day,” he said, “I really
must go.™

And he hurried oub of the concert-hall.

The corridors were in darkness as Mr.
Quelch wended his way to his study.
And the place seemed Etranﬁa:lé desolate
as well as dark. Practically all Greyfriars
was present in the concert-hall.

Mr. Quelch shivered a little as he
rroped his way along.  The corndors
wemed chilly and draughty, after the
warm atmosphere from which he had
just emerged.

Picking his way with difficulty, Mr.
Juelch  muttered uwnconplimentary re-
marks concerning the . individeal who
should have seen to the lighis, bui who
had neglected his duly in order to go to
the entertainment.

There was an electric-light switeh in
the -corridor, but when AMr. Quelch
uressed  iF down nothing
Hence the uncomplimentary ' remarks.
Apparently the House lighis had been
switched off at the main, not having been
needed. Bit Mr. Quelch considered it
was high timo they were switched on
agrain, : :

The Remove master groped for lis
gtudy door—and found it. He cannoncd
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into it in ihe darkness with an impact
which shook every bone in hiz body.

& ﬂ\"; E"

Mr. Quelch staggered back against the
opposite wall. By this time he was feel-
ing annoyed—not mildly aunoyed, but
very considerably annoyed. No niddle-
aged gentleman enjoys the expericnce of
colliding with a door in the darkness.

*The House lights ought certainly to
bave been turned on by mnow!” he
muttered. *'This is most exasperating !
I shall be unable to switch on the Light
in my study.”™

Mr. Quelch groped for the door again
—very. cantiously this time—and he
turned the handle. To his further exas-
peration the doorrefu sed to budge,

“Bless my soul!l™  exclamed
Remove master.

He rattled the handle, and fwisted it
this way and that way, and pushed with
all his force. But all his eforts were un-
availing. The study door was locked on
the inside.

Mr, Quelech was amazed, as well as
annoyed.  How came his door to be
locked ?

The possibility of burglars flashed into
the ‘Form master's mind. Had some n-
jruder entered his study with.the object
of raiding 1t ?

As he pondered over this possibility,
Mr. Quﬂ{:’aﬂfancimi he heard & movemont
ingide the apartment. There was a sound
as of & window being opencd. It mught
have been merely the wind, for it was a
wild night. And yet—

Now greatly alarmed, Me Quelch
hurried down into the Close, At least,
he tried to hurry, with disastrous results,
In the darkness he took a short cut down
the School House steps, and literally
rolled [rom top L0 bLottom.

Bump !

“Wow! Oh dear! ' severely
hurt ! groaned My, Quelch. ™ How did
[ come to miss that top step?”

For a quite a minyte the Remove
master lay in a sprawling heap at the
fool of the steps. DBut his mjuries were
not so severc as he had feaved, for he
found he was able to rise to his feet.

Dusting his clothes with his hands, Mr.
Quelch made his way through the wind
and the darkness towards hiz  study
windaw, He saw that it was unfastened,
argl his fears of a burglary weres con-
firmed. Mr. Quelch had left that window
soenurely fastened before going to the
Remove entertainment.

“There has been a marﬁudvr in my
study—I am certain of it ! Mo exclaimed,
* Andd ap;.ral-&nt!; he has only just
HCR the window., He may be still
on the school premises! I will ak once
investigate 1M

Mr. Quelch peered all around him o
the gloom. Like Moses of old, he ldoked
this way and that way, and there was no
A,

In the distance he could see the red
rear Hght of a car disappearing down
Friardale Lane. But Mr. Quelch
attached no imporiance to this. There
were cars. on the read ab all hours
P'ossibly that particular car belonged to
Dr. Short, of Friardale. who was refurn-
ing home sfter paying a lale call

Mr. Quelch made a tour of inspection.
1Te walked right round the Close, peering
into every nook and corner. Hut there
was no shulking figure to be seém m, the
shadows, i

“T may be incorrect in my surmise that
a burglar has been busy,” be mnrmured,
* Before giving an alerm, I had better
ascertain if the contents of my study have
been tampered with. Enlry by the door
ia impossible; but I will get Gesling to
climb through ihe window.™

the

Having made this resolve, Mr. Quelch
hurried down to the porter’s lodge.

There was a light in the parlour
window. Mr. Qmﬁch peeped tirnu h
the panes, and a peaceful scenc met his
gaze. ]

Cosling, the porter, was lying back in
his armchair. There waz an empty gin
bottle on the table, and an expression of
placid contentment on Goshng’s face.
IHe was asleep. His. feet—those *‘pore,
tired feet” to which he frequently re-
ferred-—were encased in  comfortable
slippers,

Mr, Quelch frowned. He opened the
window and thrust his head into :the
parlour.

“"Gosling 1" he roared,

Snore !

“"Gogling ! Gosling! Rouse yourself
at once !” thundered Mr. Q‘I.IE_GIEEI._ “1
suspect that there are burglars on the
promises [

« Mr. Queleh’s voice rezembled the
booming of breakers-on the beach. It
was sufficiently stentorian to arouse the
celebrated Seven Sleepers. It certainly
aroused (zosling. He opened his eyes
with a start, and blinked towards the
window. Then, catching sight of Mr.
Quelch’s wrathful countenauce, Gosling
jumped up with surprising agility for a
man of his years,

‘* Anythin® wrong, sir " he asked.

“"Yes!" snapped Mr. Quelch. “My
study has been entered by some unknown
marander [

i ﬂ},e !1|

“The door has been locked on the
mside, but the window iz open; and I
want you, Gosling, to climb into "the
gtudy and unlock the deor, so that I can
enter. ”’

(Goshng grumbled under his breath.

“N[{}_&'guinf hon! Crawlin’ an' clam-
berin’ through winders at this time o'
night ! I'm & porter, I am—not an

acrobat |’
“ Make haste ! rapped out Mr. Quelch,
Gosling sat down and proceeded to put
on his boots, grunting laboriously as he
did so. 'Then he lighted a lantern, and
shuffled to the door, and joined My,

Quelch in  the wind swept Close.
Together they proveeded to their
destination.

The outer sill of Mr. Quelch's study
window was at no great distance from
the ground. This was fortunafe, for
Gosling’s climbing powers were not equal
to those of Tarzan of the Apes. As it
was, he had considereble difficulty 1n
hoisting himself on to the sill. But he
succeaded at last, and clambered through
into the study. .

“Zwitch the light on, Gosling ! called
Mr. Quelch from the Close, ;

“That's jest wot I'm tryin' to do, sir|”
grovwled Gosling, “ But the blessed thing
won't hact 1"

“Then I must trouble you, as soon as
you have unlocked the door to go and
put on the House lights at the muain
switchboard. They ought to have been
turned on by now.” :

There were further mumblings and
grumblings from Gosliag, as he groped
his way to the door and unlocked it.

“Wot I says is this 'ere—I'm a porter,
T am ! not & bloomin’ electrivian !

Nevertheless, Gosling did as My,
Quelch requested, and when the Remeve
miaster entered bis study a few moments
later and pressed down the switch the
light appeared.

Mr. Quelech gave o hurvied glance
round the apartment.

The room was in a state of the most
complete disorder. Chairs had been re-
moved from their customary positions,
papers were strewn about the table, and
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Mz, Quelch’s desk had been forced open,
and lid was thrown back.

“Good gracious!” gasped Mr, Quelch,

“There has undoubtedly been s burglar |

in this study! Gosling could not have
caused all this chaos and confusion when
he was here just now. I must ascertain
what is missing.”

The Bemove master's first thought was
for his priceless manuscript. ad the
“*History of Greyfriars ”" been stolen?

But the burglar had evidently come
across something more interesting than
the “History ol Greyiriars,” which stal
réposed 1n ﬁ'ruz- desk,

A valuable ivory bust was missing from
the mantelpiece, also a bundle of
Treasury notes, which Mr. Quelch had
intended to take to the bank at the first
opporfunity, The opportunity had gone
‘now, and so had the notes.

Mr. Quelch stood thunderstruck.

* A deliberately planned robbery!™ he
exclaimed. “The thief must have known
that practically evervbody would be at
the Remove entertainment, and he could
not have_chosen a more appropriate time
for his nefarious deed. I wonder if T am
hiz= only wvictim, or if this robbery has
been carried out on & wholesals seale 7"

Mr. Quelch hurried out of his study
and rushed around to the other mastors'
studies, He found all of them in the
same condition as his own—completely
disordered.

The mysterious burglar had  indeed

. busy. He had burgled on a
rolossal scale, for not a single master’s
study had been overlooked.

As to the exact nature and extent of
all thae thefts, Mr. Quelch was unable to
judge, Nor did he stop to find out.

It was possible that the plunderer was
still on"the premises. DMuch valuable
time had been lost, but Mr. Quelch hoped
that if he gave tha alarm at once and
the whole school joined in a hue-and-
cry after the burglar, that daring in-
dividual would be found and compelled
to. surrender,

Cherishing this hope, Mr. Quelch
strode away at a rapid pace in the diree-
tion of the conecrt-hall

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Man-Hunt !

1] INAL chorus, gentlemen—by the
F Famons. Five!" announced
Havry Wharton,
L Ifm'rhh pr

“Pile in, you fellows!"

It was on the stroke of midmight when
the Famoéus Five started to give the last
“turn ' of all.
| They were half-way through their
lively¥ chorus, and going  strong, when
" Mr. Queleh re-entered the concert-hall,

The Remove master was looking very
grave. He walked up to the Head and
whisperad a few words in his ear. The
Head gave a violent start, and those

sitting near him were gware that some.-

thing was seriously amiss.

Tﬁﬂ Famous Five finished their chorus,
and it was loudly encored. But before
Harry Wharton & Co. could give the
encore, the Head mounted the platform,
and raised his hand for silence,

“I regret to announce,” he =said
gravely, *‘that whilst we have been en:
joying ourselves in this hall, the school
has been plundered !

There wns a buzz from the audience
and from the fellows on the stage.

“My only aunt!” muormured Bob
Cherry, clutching Harry Wharton’s arm.
“ Burglars, hy Jove!”

“¥es, and they couldn't have chosen
a betier time!" replied the captain of
the Remove.

“They bave raidfully burgled the
school—lockfully, stockfully, and barrel-
fully I muttered Hurree Singh-

“*Bhush! Head's speaking.” whispered
Nugent.

“It is just possible,” Dr. Locke was
saying, ' that the burglar or burglars arc
still on the premiscs, Search must be
made at once!"”

“Yes, rather ! An' I'll lead the way !
exclaimed the Honourable Jimmy Max-
well, jumping to his feet.

There was quite a commotion in the
concert-hall.  Anything in the nature of

a man-hunt qpi:euled to the Greyfriars
fellows—especially the juniors and fags.

There was quite a stampede to the door,

and the doorway was blocked by a
:tr!ugglmg. clamouring throng.
‘Make way, there!™ roa Coker of

the Fifth.

“0Ow! Bomebody trod on my toe!™-

“ Heave-ho 1"

It was like a Cup Final crush, The
weakest went to the wall, and the
strongest soon pushed their way through.

Harry Wharton & Co. let themselves
ont by a smaller exit at. the back.

“After the giddy burglar!” shouted
Bob Cherry.

. And they went off like a pack of bload-
ounds in full ery.

. “The question is, where are we to

start searching ?" panted Frank Nugent,

as he ran.

“"Let's go out into the Close,” saud
Johnny Bull, “If the burglar’s still in
the hilﬂd"lng, he'll be driven out by the
hue-and-cry, and he'll run right into our
arms !”

_ “That's =0," =aid Harr:,- Wharton,
“Hallo! Here's Mr. Chestor !

The Old Boy looked flushed and breath-
less as he joined the juniors.

“No luck so far,” he said. * When the
alarmy was given I rushed around to the
box-roem, hoping to cateh the marand.er
in the act of slithering through the
window. Buat he wasn't there. 1 think
the best plan is to keep wuteh in the

Close. ™
think alike.” said

“Great minds
Johnny Bull. *“I'd just suggested the
i I [T

same thing., Mr. Chester.”

“Coma on!"” said the 0ld Boy.
scoundre]l musin't be allowed to escape if
we can help it!”

The party rushed out into the Close.
It was very dark, and the wind was blow:
ing great guns. But the noise of the
hue-and-wry inside the building was
plainly audible. - Greyfriars resembled a
human hive,

The Famous Five, accompanied by
Dick Chester, kept a sharp lock-out. At
any moment they expected a shadowy
[orm to ewerge from the building,
driven out inte the Clese by the know-
ledge that the alarm had lLeen given,

I
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“ Coliar him ! " panied Dick Chester,

ever was !|” Wharlon gave a startled

There was a rush of feei, and the man who carried the sack was leapt upon from
behind and bowled over without ceremony. The Old Boy seated himself on the man's chest, and Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
grabbed his legs. There was a gurgling cry from the victim.

“ Hellup !

gasp.
{Sce Chapter 5.)

Gerrofl me chest !
*“Why, we've got the wrong pig by the ear,”" he said,

You're suffercatin’ me, as
“It's Gosling ! **

Tue Macoxer [LiBRARY,—No, 814,



12 THE SCHOOL AND DETECTIVE WEEKLY!
They were ready for him when he |had made an easy get-away before the THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
appeared. But he never cawe. entertainment had ended.

“Yust have got away already,” mut-
tered Harry ‘harton, after several
moments had elapsed.

* Looks like it,” said Nugent. .

Suddenly there was a shout from Dick
Chester. N

“There he goes ! After him 1™

Peering through the gloom, the juniors
distinctly saw the outline of a man's form
making its way towards the school gates.
There was a sack over the wans
shoulder, and the juniors did not doubt
that it was the sack containing the
plunder.

Dick Chester darted off at an amazing

turn of speed, with the Famous Five
hard at his heels. They: caught wp to
their quinr_;'y as he was mnearing the
rter’s lodge.
g Collar h?m!" anted the Old Boy.

There was a rush of feet, and the man
who carried the sack was leapt upom
from behind, and bowled over without
ceremaony. )

Dick (hester scated himself on the
man’s chest, and Harry Wharton and
Bob Cherry grabbed his legs.

There was a gurgling cry from the
victim.

“Helluop ! Gerroffi me chest!
vaffercatin’ me, as cver was!”

Harry Wharton gave a startled gasp.

“We've got the wiong pig by the ear,
you fellows,” he said. " 1t's Gosling !

“Yes, an’ I'll report yor!™ 5plazltcr-e~rl
Gesling. “*Hattackin' an honest an- :u::bml-
man, an' bowlin’ ’im clean off 'is feet!
Wot I says is this ere—

“There's no plunder, in this sack,”
vhimed in Johnny Bull, who hud“beeu
investigating. “It's only firewood |

“Oh crumbs ™

ek Chéster vacated his human seat,
and Harry Whartonw and Bob Cherry lot
go of Gosling's Jegs. Then they assisted
the wrathful ind indignant porterto rise,

f Awfully sorvy, {Gossy—"" Dbegan
Boh Cherry. .

& S0 ] Eﬁrﬂlﬂﬂ think " snarled Gosling.
“ Bumpin' an’ brusin' an honest man like
{his ‘ere ! Disgustful, I calls it! Can't
a man go to the woodshed an' fetch some
wood for 'is fire without bmn’” et upon
by a pack of young 'coligans?

“Jt's an unfortunate mistake, dear
man,” said Dick Chester. ™ We mistook
you for the burglar.” .

“ Burglar*” hooted Gosling, El.mﬂ!l!-'
incensed. “Do I look like a blinkin'
burglar 7 ‘Ave I got the features of a
Bill 8ikes®" : x

“Wa only saw the back view of you,
explained the Old Boy. r

“ Well, you might make sure of a man's
hi-dentity before settin’ en ‘i like
vhat ! grunted Gosling. I reckon 1
ought to 'ave summat by way of con-
centration.” . »

“You mean © compensation,’ surely’
said Dick Chester, with a laugh.

“That's it !™ _ )

“Well, I'm  smcerely sorry  at
happened, Gosling. Perhaps this will
recompense you for the shock you haye
sustained.” ‘o

And he shipped a couple of half-crowns
into the porter’s horny palm.

Greatly mollified, Gesling ;])_J:F];ed 3P
the sack and proceeded to his lodgp,
limping a little, _ .

" ]{"Fhm a sell 1 said Diek Chester, with
a rueful laugh, " Never mind! If we
hang on a it longer we may get hold
of the mght man.”

But, although the party “hung on”
for gnother half-hour, there was no sign
of the burglar or burglars. It scemdd
ouly too probable that the plunderers
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A number of figures loomed up in the
darkness, and the voice of Wingale of
the Bixth was heard.

“Heep anything of the burglar ¥

“ Mot so much as his shadow " replied
Dick Chester. “ He must have got away
before the alarm was given.”

“He's made a jolly good haul, any-
way,” s=aid Wingate. “"He seems to
have taken every articlo of velue that
was in the place—every portable article,
that. is."”

“Great Scott 1™

“Hus the Head telephoned to the
police 7™ asked Dick Chester.

“Of course!  Every effort will be
made to caplure the burglar—or the
gang, as the case may be. We can do
nothing more héra. The place has been
searched from end to end—every nook
and corncr of it. And the Head's just
told us to give it up, and get off to bed,
A complete list of the stolen property
will be available in the mormmg—and it
will }Jm a mighty long hist, too, I'm think-
ing.

“Hope my concertina’s safe,” said
J.GI'II'I.IIJ’ BLI”. Il]'lxiﬂllilja

“0Of course it's safe, fathead!" said
Wharton, laughing. **What would a
burglar want with an old-fashioned, out-
of-date, ohsolete concertina ?"

“lack here——" began Johnny Bull
angrily.

* Anybody who has removed your con-
cortina, Johnny, would be bestowing o
boon upon the community!™ said Bob
Cherry, with a chuckle, ““Sounds heart-
less, T know: but I wish the burglar had
bagged it—likewize Tom Browns gramo-
phone ™

AW el we'd botter buzz off to bed !
saicdd Harry Wharton. * Good-might, Mr.
Chester &

“*Good-night ! said the Old Boy cordi-

ally, as he shook hands all round.
“Great pity this has happened! Dut
it won't apake any ~difference te the

mateh being plaved to-merrow, will it
Wingate ¢

2ot a s-:?rz_L:EJE’ said the captain of
Greyfriars. “ They've robbed us of our
possessions, but they won't rob us of the
satisfaction of licking the Old Boys "

Dick Chester lmmﬁed.

“You'll never do that,” he said, “not
in g thousand years! Good-night all !™

And the party in the Close dispersed
to their respective sleeping quarters.
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A Man Shoit!
GREYF RIARS had a severe shock

next morning.
It was, of course, common
knowledge that the school had
been burgled overnight; but the full
extent of the mischief was not realised
until the dawmng of a new day.

Laosses were reported from all quarters,
In addition to the thelt of the Treasury
notes and the ivery bust from Mr.
Queleh’s study, the Head's safe had been
rifled, and a large sum of money taken
therefrom.

A very valuable stamp album—the
pr{}p&rti; of Mr. Capper—had been stolen.
A small gold cup, which Mr. Larry
Lascelles had won during hizs boxing
curepr, had taken unto itself wings.
Many articles of value had been taken
from the studies of the other masters;
and, to grown all, the various Games
Fund boxes had all been rifled, It was
estimated. that the thief or thieves had
got away with several hundred pounds’
worth of loot.

“Why, the place has been absolutely
plundered !" exclaimed Harry Wharton,
when this jnformation had Eccn made
known.

“The burglar must have had the
geography of the school at his finger-
tips,"” said Frank Nugent. “Ho must
have known ‘exactly which studies to
vigit and which to leave alone,™

“How on earth did he manage to get
away with such a huge haul?"” said Bob
Cherry,

“Well, he only took small articles,”
said Johnny Bull. " And I dare say he
had a ear waiting out in the road.”

“ But Gosling would have seen it——"
began MNugent.

“Neot he! Tf I know anything of
Hosgy, he would have been eurled up in
his armchair, fast asleop, at the time the
school was plundered.”

“It's a votten business,” said Whar-
ton, with & frown. *“And it couldn't
have happened at a worse time, 1 hear
that some of the Qld Bays are among the
victims, The Honourable Jimmy Max-
waell left hiz gold ticker on the dressing-
table, in his voom, and it's been taken.
And Dick Chester had a wvaluable tie-
pin stalen. It's beastly! The Old Bays
will begin te think they've walked into
a sort of thieves' kitchen!"

The Famous Five were taking a stroll
in the Close, on that sunny spring morn-
ing. There were no lessons, for it way

“Baturday—the day of the great match

between Past and Present,

The sensational events of the previous
night made no difference to the mateh.
The Honourable Jimmy Maxwell re-
ported that the members of his eleven
wore fighting fit; and Wingate of the
Sixth had posted the names of the schoel
plavers on the notice-board. The
name of Horace Coker was absent from
the list. Coker was naturally very sick
about this, aund ho broadcasted his
opinion that the Old Boys would win by
a big margin—owing solely to the fact
that he, Horace Coker, was not playing !

“It ought to be a great game,” said
Bob Cherry. “I'd walk a good man
milea to see Dick Chester keeping goa
for the Old Boys. He says he's gope off
a lot. but I'll wager he's as pood as
ever !

“¥resg, rather!” .

“Talk of angels,” said Hurree Singh,
“and yow're surc to hear the flapfulness
of their esteemed wingfulness ! :

Dick Chester, looking az handsome and
debonair as usial, came strolling towards
the group of jumors.

(Continucd on poge 106.)
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GREYFRIARS
REVISITED!

By AN OLD BOY.

Stands old Greyfriars where it did
When I was a tiny kid?

Yes! T seo its lofty spire,

Like a pinnacle of fire, |

Gloaming in the sunlight’s rays—
oodly zight to greel my gazel

Btill unscathed by storin or flame,

It stands, through centuries, the same.

Stands old Quelchy as of yore

Firmly on the Form.room floor?

Dops i:u'r; voica like thunder roll?

Does hae still say “ Bless my soul " 1

Yes! I see him standing thers,

Thmi:g}s. Father Time has thinned his
181T.

8till T hear his wrathfu] shout:

“Foy, you are & dunce! Stand out!”

Stand: the tuckshop where it did
When I squandered many a “quid " ¥
Xes! The worthy Mrs, Mimble

Btill presides, though not so nimble
Az in eighteen-nmnety-nine,

When her doughnuts wera divine !
Silver streaks adorn her hair—

It was black when I was there |

Stands the old scheol fountain still,
Where the sneaks had many a swill ?
For we used to duck them daily, :
Leave them there, and walk off gaily!
Many a “rotter ¥ had his face in—
suried in the Lrimming basin!

Yes! The fountain lingers yet—

A landmark few will ¢'er forget.

Boy: may come and boys may go

In a constant cbb and fow;

Mighty storms may rage and roar,
Sweeping over sca and =hore,
Greyfriars stands for generations—
Naught shall shake its sure foundations !
Me'er shall its traditions perish :

Its good name we'll ever chevish!
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‘1 Boys.

Woeek Ending April 12th, 1924,

MY FAVOURITE OLD BOY!

Nearly every fellow at Grevfrinra has his

own particular favourite among the 0Old

Some- interesting and amusing confes-
sions appear below.

BOB CHEREY @

My favourite 0ld Boy? The pater, of
course! I often get him to chat about the
gloriouz japez he played in hiz boyhood, and
about the thrilling ericket nnd footer
matches in which he took part. My pater
was * one of the lads ™ in his boyhood. He
has been described as ** The Prince of Prac-
tical Jokers,” and I reckon he deserved the
title! His motto at Greyfriars was: " A
jupe n Jday keeps stagnation away!" In
other words, it prevents life from becoming
moootonous. Being a merry Japer mysell,
I am following in father's footsteps!

BILLY BUNTER: y

I don't kmnow the name of my favourite
0ld Boy. I only know that he was no end
weglthy, He turned wp at the sehool in a
Kolls-Hoyee, and rekwested me to show him
round. willingly obliged; aod he not ooly
stood me 'a hanzom feed mt the fuckshop,
but gave me a * fiver ” into the bargain!
That partikular 0ld Boy will always be my
firat faverite!

DICE PENFOLD:

The nicest 0ld Boy I remember came down
to Greyfriars last December. He talked
about his- boyhood- days; he charmed us io
a hundred ways. His pame, I thiok, was
Captain Davey, and he was in the Brilish
Navy.” The yarns he spun were simply thrill-
ing; the jokes he gracked were simply killing !
Before he left be said: ** Here, kid! Kiodly
accept this modest quid!” ™ Hurrah!" I
cried. **Glve me your fist! You priceless
old philanthropist!™ But please don’t think
‘twas this donation which won my glowing
admiration. 1 liked him quite apart from
that. A real good sport, I tell you flat!

VERNON.-SMITH !

My favourite Old Doy is R. B. Standish.
Playing cricket for Greyiriars First Eleven
in 1000, he hit 2 ball clean over the roof
of the gyvmoasium—a feat which has never
been equalled. That is quite sufficlent to
make Standish a hero in my eyes. He Is
paying nnother wisit to Greyfrinra in the
apymmer, and I hope to see him repest his
wonderful feat.

INURREY SINGH:

The worthy and esieemed Old Boy who
stands first in my admiration ia B, W. Dart-
forth, the greatest bowler the sechool has
ever producefully hatched. Playing for the
semlor eleven aghinst Courtflehd Wanderers,
in 1911, he baglully captured all ten
wickets of the opposing team at o cost of
only two rons!  Verily, there wers some won-
derfu! giants in the dashiog days of old-
fulness !

HOBRACE COKEER !

My favourite Old Roy is Colonel Charlton,
2 distingwished Army offiser, who often
comes down to the school, The last time
he was down he told me I was a jolly good
motor-cyclist. And praise from such a dis-
tingwished Old Boy is praize indeed! 1
offered to give the colonel a lift in my side-
car, but for some uneggsplained reason he
deklined !

DICEY KUGENT:

My faverite Old Boy Is the fellow who
distinguished himsel! in the Grate War by
putting out an  ammupition-domp. | We

wlways bave a half-holliday every year to

That™s why this
fo be my

sellyhrate this gallent fect.
partikular Old  Bny  happeus
{averite!

]

SOME FAMOUS
OLD BOYS!

By GEORGE WINGATE.

REYFRIARS, like all other publie
schools, can boast a large number
of old scholars whe have * made
good *' fn the world's broad feld of

battle, and who have won fame and fortome.
seldom, indeed, do we hear of a fallure.
There have heen a few-—a mere handlul—
but these ** black sheep' exist in every
sphere of life, and there are some 0ld Boys
who would never distinguish themselves if
they lived to be ns old as Methuselah, Some
of my readers may remember Carberry of
the Zixth, who was expelled from Greyfriars.
Carberry néver did any [.Eu:md for himzell or
for anvbody else after leaviog the schiool.
He became a drifter—a thorough lazy, good-
for-nothing waster.

] L w

But Carberry's case I3 an isolated one—anm
gxception to the general rule. For every lellow
who has failed, I could mention a hundred who
have succeeded—who have climbed to the
tep of the tree by sheer merlt, On ocur llst
of distinguished 0ld Boys we have two major-
generals, several eminent statesmen, &
famous explorer, an actor whose name is a
household word, and a barrister-at-law who
has gaved maoy & mao from the scaffold
by the eloquence of hiz pleading.

Tu thie world of eport we have over o scopd
of ecounty cricketers—amatenrs—who wers
once at Greviriars. We can also poiat to many
amateur boxerz and footballers who recelved
their education at our famous Kentish school.
All forms of sport are encouraged at Eref-
friara; and if a fellow wantz to shine in
any particular department of sport—be it
cricket, or swimming, or rifie-shooting—he fs
given every [acility while at the school.
some critica of eur public school system sa
that we give too much attention to spo
and too little to study. DBut, personally, 1
helieve that sporf lLelps uws in our studies.
Kothing like a bealthy mind in & healthy
body.

L ] L] L]

Has Greyfriars produced any great airmen?
The anzwer is in the afirmative. Much gooad
work was  accomplislied during the Great
War by Greviriars Old Boyz who had become
pllots or ohservers. Some are still in the
Air Force, having made aviation their pro-
fession. Whenever an neroplane flies ovér the
seliool—and sometimes we see & dozen Io m
day—we wonder whether the pilota happen
to be Old Boys soaring over their ** Alma
Mater."”'

It is good to grect these famous Old Boys
when they come to pay us a visit. I have
entertained dozens of them to tea in my
stidy, and have enjoyed their nnecdotes anid
revelled in their reminlzeences. Doubtless 1
have entertained a coming Prime Minister,
ar a second Cromwell, or & budding Dickens.
Who koows?  But they are all rattling good
fellows, and we are all jolly proud of them.

Tur Macxer Linnany.—No. 844,



19 BAY, yvou fellgws!
ust arrived!
nek up!™
Billy Buunter jerked out ibhe words
Lireathilessly. He blinked in at the opcn door
of Btudy No. 1, where the Famons Five were
preparing tea.
MFawous Uld Boy, eh?”
Wharton, " What’s his nawme?”

“Colonel Funguss, 0.B.E."

“ Zounds rather an ancient old jozser!™
grinned Dob  Cherry, “Any  fungus on
Lvolonel Fungussy™

“Well, he's got plenfy of face-fungus, Iif
that's what you mcan,” said Billy Buouter,
“A  military moustache und pork-chop
whiskers,”

" You mean mutlon-chop, surely?™ chuckled
R TELE 1

i 1/ [T W [

“And lhe's & preat gorger!™ said Dilly
Lanter fmopressively,

Famrous Ol Boy

Sabld  Harry

“Eh? How do you Enow that?™ deinanled
Jolimay Buall,
' Becanze he'a an OBE. T sappose  an

Bull, wouldnt hnow

igrorant fellow like 3‘ﬂ11£ 1 4
means * (rders Buns

the meaning of that, 1
Everywhere," ™

“Hla, ba, hal?

W¥ou fat, frabjouws dummy!"™ roared Bob
i'herry. “O.RB.E, stands for Order of the
British Empire. It"s a Uoverdment bonour,
vou know. They used to give "em away with
i pecket of tea during the war™

"I% wasn't quite 30 bad as that, Lob"
(| Eurr{ Wharton, laughing. AL, 1
gratt you It was custer o geb 2o OB K. than
w V.C. Let's come anmd have a yarp with
(he old colonel.”

The Famong Five lwrried down 1o Lhe
school gates. They had rather a shock wlien
ey canght  sight of the distinguished
warripr. I they had expected to sce a tall,
npright pentleman of military bearing, they
were disuppoipted. Colonel Funguss was
stnall of stature="an vmderzized [Htle rat”
3 Johnny Bull rather Dluntly expressed if.
He was altired in o golfing-suit, and, like
most men of diminotive =tature, he looked
Fddicrous in * plug fourd,” The only thing
abont him (hat was wilibary was his mons.
twche, He alao had sideowhiskera, In faet,
the colopel’s face was almost obliterated by
“ e fungus.” LE resembled an overgrown
garden,

*Good-alternoon, my  lads!™ said  Lhe
eodovel, o o grall volee, ag Harcy Wharton
& Co. camve ap. " A what Form might you
Loe'ong to—the Secondd™

Barry Wharton Aeshed indigoantly.

“We'ra in the Heimove, sic!" he aaid,

s Hm?! Mosb wpruly Form oat Greyfriurs,
il wy memoty sorves me correctly.”

The colonel pavsed to survey the historle
edifiee of Greylviars, .

I =ee the old place i3 slill the sanie—
every stick and stone of it begad! Doesp't
redml ta have altered a serap during the last
foriy sears,"

"Woas it forly years apo when you were
heve, siry™" asked Bob Cherey.

“Nes, Qoite a Hfebime, isn't H7 T mnst
have & good look round the old place, affer
L

AL vou do us Lhe honour of having tea
witle ws, =iy inguired Wharton.

! What bhave you pot to cot? T'm
pot faddy, but I Like my food to be plenti
ful and whalezome.”

“We oean get anvibing you lLike, sir, Trom
the Auckshop,” said Sueent.

“Fxcellent! Lead the way!™

Colonel Fuugnss was eseortad fa Sy
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THE

Down at the gates!

No. 1, and the Co. made him comfortable,
wml waited on hitn hand and foot., They did
not warm fo their guest exactly. e had no
winpning ways with him—uo charming per-

sonality, He was, in fact, downright rude
on  seversl occasions. He eriticlsed Mrs,
Mimble's rabbit-pie, and he belittled her
buns and slandered her scones, and traduced
her tarts. But it was observed thet he ate
Lhem all pight!

It was not until after tea that the juniors
snspected that anything was wrong. And
then- Bob Cherry happened to notice that
the colonel’'s mutton-chop whiskers were
coming unstuck, as it were, down one side.
Now, whiskers are supposed to Le stationary
tixtures, and when they slip their moorings,
a0 to speak, they cannot be real whiskers.

A gleam cume into Bob Cherry's eyes. le
whispered his suspicions to Harry Wharton,
and at the same instant the colonel jumped
up from his chair, sald he would have ta be
guing, and darted to the door, But he fowmd
the exit harred by Johony Bull,

"Stop!” suld Johnny grimly,
you're gan impostor!”

“Let me pass!™ panfed the ealonel,

The wext moment Harry Wharton and Baob
Cherry were upon him. The side-whiskers
were  wrenched off, likewize the military
ntoustache ; alzo, the false wig and the bushy

et e i e i e o e e e et i

EDITORIAL!

By HARRY WHARTON.

£l E never hear much about the Qld
Boys of Greyfriars.” This is a
camplaint which conetantly erops

! up iz my correspondence, and
u‘Eml-‘ll I am doiog my beat to remedy this
week,

Oune palarally wonders what has become
of all {he hundreds of fellows who lave
passed through Greviriars School ot some
time or awolher. Just as one woodera where
the flies go in the wigter-lime, so omne
wondera where the OId Doys go when they
have left their schooldays behipd them.

Many, of course, go up io Oxford or Cam.
Lridge. Mauy others go into training for
rommissions in the Army or the Navy. Some
devote themielves to the study of the law
or medicine. And o few daring  apirits
ignore the beaten track of life, and go
exploring in distant laods, living lives of
adventure in the remote places of the eartl.
Same seel their career on the stage; and
some fow become ' pew-pushers,” or, to use
4 more digoifled phrase, novelists,  Aund
there i2 a4 poet or two knocking around
among our Old Boys, [ can give prool of
this, hecause one of them has scub me some
verses for this issue.

My umcle, Colonel Wharton, was at Grey-
friars ig hiz youth, 350 was Major Cherry.
Lots of other fellows can claim that ileir
paters and grand-paters were ab Greyfriars.
But it iz vot oo record that Billy Bunters
sire  ever pazsed through theze hiztaric
portalz.  Bubnter declares with pride that his
pater went to Eton., If fhis iz {rie, we
iffer aur sincers sympathies to that famous
college, Byt it can’t be true; for, as Bob
Clhierry humorensly observes, i Buoter’s paler
went to Eton, he would bave ™ Eton ™ them
out of houwse aod bome! What a ** Harrow '™
ing reflection!

Good Iuek €0 all the gencralions of Grey-
frivrsa Old Boyve, apd nmeay fheir shadows

pover grow legs !
HATRY WHARTON,

I belinve
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eyobrowz, Awd the Fumous Fise found
themaelves ;.tatillﬁlintu the chagried fuce of
ek Trumper, their rival from  Courttield
County Council School?

" dpoofed ! roared Bob Cherry.

“ Dishfully diddled, aod japefully ragged!™
groaned llorree Singh,

" Trumper, you cﬁeek}' bounder—"

“What a nerve!”

" Bump him!"”

There was short sbrift for the lmmorouws
Trumper. In fact, he saw wo humour whab-
eveér in the situation. He was soundly
bamped on the study earpet, until every bone
in his body seemed to be aching at once.
And then he was shown the way out—not
eourteously or politely, but wve foreibly,
with several hefty hoofs behind him, to
Tacilitate his exit.

The practical joker took Lo his heels, and
he didu't stop running uptil he was safely
off the school premises,

It was aboul half an hour later, when Boh
Cherry, standing at the window of Study No.
1, gave a shout of sheer astonishment.

“My only aunt! That cheeky bounder
Tromper has had the nerve to show wp
again!”

Instantly Bob's chunr joined him at ihe
window., Coming across the Close wus a
dapper little gentleman in " plus fours.” It
it wasn't the dizgulzed Trumper, then ik was
his counterpart.

Harry Wharlom & o, were stapggered.
They had mot dreamed that Dick Trumper
would dare to venture ipto the Hou's deno
again, after the rough hendling Le had
recelved.

“He's going to Lry to spoaf some of the
other fellows,” said Wharton, = but we won't
give him g chanece! We'll put him out on his
neck i

“Yes, rather!™

Anorting  with  indignation, the Ferous
Five hurried down into e Close, Without
a4 word, they burled themselves upon Lhe
dapper bittle gentleman, and started to whirl
him lowards the schooi getes, dezpite his
franiic protests,

Then o window was thrown wp, and the
stern volce of the Wead rang out.

"Wharton! Cherry! Bull! How dare you
13'15' hands upon a respected Old Boy of this
sohoal 7 Relesze Colonel Funguss  immedi-
ately !

" But--but he's an ieposlor, sir!” zluttored
Harry Wharton.

SN oneensel”

Bob Cherry plicked at the litlls man's
ide-whiskers, wmd he gave a fowl of
anguisli,  The whiskers remained intact.
They wero real!

Then the awinl braih Axched
juniors that they had commitied
and  hattery wpon  the genuine
Funguss!

“Alv only Aunt Bempronic ! groancd Bob
Cherry. " We've Tairly done it now ™

“I°11 have you fHogged Llack an' biue &or
thia outrage, begad!™ =ftorned the colonel.

But when the juopiors explained that they
Iad already ween spoofed once that afters
noon by a  fellow masquerading as the
colonel, the wrathfu! old warrior simmered
down, and accepted their bumble apologies.
He alzo reguested the Head not to punizh
his axzailantz, fn the cirenmstancea, Jlarry
Wiharlon & oo, looking Yery sheepizh, went
back into ihe building, and Greviriars
lavghed lowd awd long when it beard fhe
story of the Jouble sonsation,

1IE BxD.
[Supplement i,
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T was on & sunny spring morhing in the
veur 1950, when a portly and middle-
aged gentleman came pufing wp to the

I gates  of Greyfriars., He was very
dusty and dishevelled, and he mopped his
perspiring brow with a large handkerchief.

“At last!™ he murmured, I thought 1
was nevar poing to get here!”

it of the porter’s lodge shufMed a wvery
anvcient wan, leaning bheavily on & pair of
vrutehes, and with one gouty foot suspended
from the qrruuml. and swathed Im bandages.

The portly and middle-aged gentleman gave
e ery of recognition.

"Why, it's Qosling—dear old Gosling! 1
thought you would bave been in your fitt-lﬂ
waadwlen box by mow, Gma’}'!"

“Wot I says is this "ere,” croaked the
Yery ancient men. "I'm deaf in botle hears,
ali’ -H you wants to make me "ear you'll
"ave (o beller. '00 are yer? An' wob do
you wank on these “ere "allowed presinks?”

The middle-aged gentleman went up close,
poil bawled into the porter's ear:

"I'm Bunter—Billy Bunier! Don't ¥ou re-
memher me, Gossypi”

*Aly heye!® gasped Goeling., “ Fancy you
turnin' wp after all these years, like a bad
penny ! "Ow did you get "erc?”

“Hoofed it, most of the way!" grumbled
Eiily Bunter. "1 tried to travel E‘:&y iraim,
without a ticket; but {hey spotted me at
sevenoals, and Klcked me out of the
carriage. I've had to walk all the way from
ihere, and I'm jolly kizh, I can tell vou!
Does Mrs, Mimble still keep the tuckshop?”

“she do.”

“And does she still make nlee jammy
doughnuts, and delicions cream bons?"

“Bhe do.”

“And does she condeet Lier business onp
eredit ™

"She don'ti”

Billy Bunter mnade a wry face at this. But
he was determined to try lis luck. Perhaps,
fo- ofld timnes” sake, Mrs. Mimble would nn-
bend to the extent of letting him have a jolly
good feed on tick.”

Billy Bunter recognized the dame when he
caw her, The onward march of Father Time
had changed her appearance considerably.
She was very, very old, and she zeemed Lo
have shrivelled and shrunk. She blinked at
Bily Dumter through a pair of enormous
spectaclies,

Bunter lifted iz somewhat baltered hat.

“Walla, Mrs, Mioble!  It's good to see
vour cheery old dial again, after all these
sears, You secip rather fogged as to who [
. Switelh your memory back tweoty-five
yeurs or s0, and my identity may dawn on
}'ﬂ“.”

* Lor®, bless me! Tte—it's Muster Dunter,
growed upt” gasped the old dame.

Hilly Bunter nodded and smiled,

Itz me, Tight epgugh,” he said upgram.
matieally.

“Why, [ thowght you would have gone nfl
pop  long ago, through over-estin'!™ sald
Mrs, Minible,

“Not e, matsm? My recipe for a long
Hife s to bave hall-a-dozen meals o day,
arul plenty of supacks between times. Keeps
ihe old cagine going, You *see,” cxplained
Eurter, sapping hiz bheart. i

o pavsesd, and zueveved the laden dishes
it the counder.

“Jally nice dounzhnots, ma’am!™ be re
mwarked, "Your hand baz lost none of [fs
eunning, I «¢an see. These jam-tarts look
simply delivigus, too. They'l Fairly micil in
the mioeth.”
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itNot in your mouth, Mr. Bunler—unless
¥you pay for 'em!” isaid Dame Mimble, in the
I]Ir::_ln manner which Billy Bunter knew of
old. .

“0h, really! I'll pay for them =all right.
ma’arn, as soon 43 my postal-order arrives.”

" ness!”  gasped Mra, Mimhle.
“Iz it the same postal-order you were ex-
pectin® when you were a boy et Greyfriars:™”

“0h, no!” gald Billy Bunter Joftily, “I've
bad hundreds of ?{rstal-urdcrs gince T left
school, - In fact; I've had g0 maby that it
wasn't worth the fag of cashing ‘em! Butb
just at the present moment 1 happen to be
on the rocks, o il you'd be d cuough,
ma'am, to serve me now, aud let ane settle
up later—"

~ But Dame Mimble pointed out, as she had
often pointed ouk of yore, that hier gstablish-
meént was a tuckshop, not a Lickshop.

However, help was at hand. There was a
sudden stampede in the doorway of the
tuckshop. The memberz of the emove
Formn had just been dismizsed from morning
school, and the tuckshop was alwave their
first port of call, when they were in funds.

“Hallo!" ejaculated Dick Barton, the cap-
tain of the Remove., “Who have we pol
here?"”

A distinguizhed 014 Boy ! zuid Billy
Bunter, puffing out bis chest withh pride.

Ay leat!™

“Ewver heard of Willlam George Buuter, my
hl:..r?ll

“Yes, rather! said Barton, " They've
handed his name down Irom gencraiion Lo
genetation. Me was the faliest fellow Grey-
friarz ever had, and the biggest suocak, spy.
and glutton into the bargaio!™

Billy Bunter went purple.

“Be very careful, my lad! You arc taking
my name In vaim., Suarely you bave loard
that W. G. Bunfer was a wonderful aports-
man—the greatezt ericketer whe ever ericked,
and the greatest  footballer who  over
footed i

Dick Barton shook his Dead,

Bxo: but we've heand you were he
greatest glutton who ever giutlied !™ ho said.

“Ila, ha, hat™

Billy Bunter wapged a pluwip Torelinger ad-
monishingly at the lagghing juwniors.

“Cheeky young beggara!” he aported, * You
dezerve 1o be reported to the Hewd, for in.
sulting such o falented and Jdistivguished
Old Boy. But I'l overlook your finpertin:
ewpce on condition ¥ou stend me o jolly goml
feed, heére and now!™

The good-natured Remonitos prowptly rose
to the oceaston, and Billy Bunter perehed
himself on a stool—the ldeutical stool ob
which he had often sat in the daya of long
ago—and was repgaled with cakes aml tarls
aml buns. e was permitted to cat as wnuch
as he could, without stint or limik, And the
"uniurs stood spellbound at the coormity of
g appetite. 1Msh after dish was cleared of
ita contents with amuzing rapidily,

“By Jove, what a trencherimani”
one of the juniors.

{No doubt about thizs being the gewulne
Billy Bunter!” zaid anotier,

"Iz he going on for ever, Fle (ire Drook?”
mqueried a third.

Billy Bunier’a gaztronomic feals

stapeered the juniors.  ~And  =#till
gazed, and still the wonder grew.”

But even DBunter wus finishod at last, aml
it was A wonder the stool diduw't cellep:e be-
[ pewtli him,

gaspod

Fairly
they
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.- .I Vision of the Future
\ @}, Bob Chcrry.

“Thanks awfully, you kids!" bhe seid, rolk
ing off his perch. “1've done famousliy!"

“ I slwuld say ¥ou- had!" sald Dick
Barton. “Youn won't want apotber meal for
about a lortnight!”

*Rubbish! ¥ hopd to have late diuncr with
Mr. Quelch this evenipg, He is =till lhere,
I take iti”

“Yoz; mb eIl soon be retiring.” sald
Barton. “He's ripe for his 0Old  Age
Penzlon.™

“ Dear ofd Quelehy ! said Bunter, with &
sigh. *He always had a-warm corner in his
heart for me. You sce, 1 was his favourife
pupil—the apple of his eye, so to speak.”

“He told ns quite another story,” said
Barton. “0Only the otheér day, when he was
talking about old times, he suid: * William
Bunter was the most refractory pupil I ever
had, Me used Lo eat in the Form-room, and
eleep in the Forme-room, but he never by
any chance did auy work in the Form-room '

“Ha, ba, hat!™

HThat’s & grosg slepder!™ said  Billy
Bunter  Imdignantly, 1 shall s:k  old
Quelehy what be weans by iL"

The porbly Od  Roy rolled awsy 1o Mr.
Quetchi's  study., He found the Remove-
mpster working af a very battered and
whrelent typewriter,

The Remove master had alfered ot of all
knowledge, The briskness and alertuess which
had characterized bim in thie old dayvs were
now absent. He felt old, and e looked old.
e Iad, in fact, enltivatod a beard.

*Halky, =ir!" zabd Billy Bunter, roliing
into  thae stody, 5Ll going stromg with
your ° History of Groyfriars,” T soé”

“Bless oy soull” pxelsitied Mr, Quelch,
tottering tu his feet. "It is Bunter! And
#1ill as =substantisd as ever! llow arg you,
aficr this Jong imterval of timc¥”

O, I'm all right." said Bwder, “I've
elimbed to the top of the tree, and I'm a
vory - auhatantial  man  now==financially, as
woll as physieally. I have o large haluuce
ab Che Bank.”

Rilly Buntar discreetly rofeained from
pointing out that it was a debif balance,
amd that lie had averdrawn his aceonnt!

“1 um delighted Lo heat of your success,
my dear Bunter,” =aid Mr. Queleh, T wever
dared fo hope that you would make a sue-
eris ool your life,”

S, really, sir! You  remembor  ihat
penkuife yon gave qoe, on the «day T lelt
Greylfriars? Well, 1 carved oult iy carcer
with 15"

Mr. Quoleh smiked.

You will stay to divwer, Buoiler, T hapo?2e

He hoped wothing of the sort, bat he had
(o appear polite,

i, yea! That's what T eame abowg for,™
saill Buoter frankly. 1405 o treat to soe my
old Farm master; b il's a bigger reat to
spe a well-hudon table, By the way, I've gob a
bope to plek with you, Mr, Queleln,. Vou've
becn telliug the kids that I was apn owful
bonnder in my vonth,™

“ 1 merely told them the frath,™ suid Mr.
Quelel mildly,

i really! Well, 1T won't quarecel with
¥l maw, or yon might change yonr mind
alvwrt leiting we slop to ginper.”

Billy Bunter powde himself cotuforialde in
Mr. @ueleh’s armehair, In due cours=a
dinwer way  serverldl,  and, despite Ris tre-
et orgy at the (wekshop, Bunter did
full justice 1o it. And then, having bors
poreeed five shillings from e, Queleli—io ke
sopaid when his postulaopder arvived—BiHy
Baeter bade o foned farewel] 10 {'h'n;'frlarf.l

Tine Macxrr Lisriry.—No. 844,
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{Continued from page 12.)

e ]

;‘Tr:rp of the morning !"” ho daid cheer-
fully. .

“E:.}ggd - morainy, Mr; Chester!”
chanted the Co. in chorus, iy

The Old Boy fell into step with the
juniors.

" “Grand day for the match,” he re-
marked. “I'm beginning to feel gyuite
sxcited! ‘There's only one thing thak
takes the gilt off the gingerbread, and
that's this beastly burglary.” ;

#1 hear you've had a valuable tiepin
gtolen,” said Harry Wharton.

“Yes., And if ever I come to close
quarters with the thief it will go hard
with him!"” said the Old Doy grimly.
#That tiepin was a very special gift from
my mater,”

1] Gh !l."

. _"What wretched Iuc¢k!” said Nugent
Eympathetically.

“I'm not the only victim to be con-
doled with,” said Dick Chester, I
understand that your Games Fund box
has been rifled.”

“Only too true,” said Wharton.

“T'm very distressed about that. [t
was a beastly, low-down trick! How
much had vou in the box "

** A matter of eight pounds,” said the
captain of the Remove. “ A1l the footer
gnbscriptions had just been paid, you
EBE, 1

Dick Chester gave o low whistls.

“¥Your footer-club can'ill afford to loze
such a sum,” he said. “I wonder if you
would allow me to make good your losses
to a cortain oextent ¥ If a fiver would be
any use, fo start afresh with thee junior
funds, just say the word.™

“That's awfully decent of you, Mr.
Chester 1" said Harry Wharton, speaking
with some emotion, ‘‘ Buat—hut I don't
think wo ought to impﬁse on your gener-
osity to that extent.’

. “Nonsense 17

The Old Boy produced a wallet from
his breast-pocket, and extracted a five-

und note. He handed it to Wharton,

ut the captain of the Bemove shook his
head.

. "I really don't feel justified in taking
it, Mr. Chester,” he said. “But I'm
awfully grateful to-you for your offer—
1o fact, we all are.”

“Qur gratitudg,” kind sahib, cannot be
expressfully put into words!™  said

urree Singh,

Dick Chestor smiled, and replaced the
banknote in the -wallet.

“As you wish,” he said. *I sincercly
hope that even now it i5 not foo late
for the plunder to be recovered. The
police are investigating the matter, and
at any moment there may be develop-
ments. "

But the TFamous Five had litila
faith in the abilities of the local police.
They visualised the portly P.-c. Tozer
ambling about aimlesa-l;,r in quest of
the burglar; and they sighed,

After taking a few turns up and Jdown
the Close, Dick Chester nodded cheer-
fully to the juniors, and departed. He
had not been gone many minutes when
the Honourable Jimmy Maxwell ap-
peared on the scene,

The ;]:;cnml skipper of the Old Boys’
eleven Jooked anything but genial now.
His hands wera thrust moodily into his
pockets, and there was a frown on his
face. Harry Wharton & Co. attributed
this to the fact that the Honourable
Jimmy's gold watch had heen stolen.
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But it was pot on that account that tlurll

Old Boy was frowmng. _ o
“Good-morning !" bhe said gloomily.
“Could I trouble one of you to pop down
to the post-office for me and dispaich &
telegram §"
“No trouble at all, sir,” .5aid Whar-

ton readily, “We'll all go.”
“'IEIH.HREI T'll scribble out the wire
i,

“ Nothing wrong, sir, I hopel” ven-
tured Bob Cherry. _

The Hondurable Jimmy looked
a5 he scribbled on the ﬁ}rvlun[ Iy
pocket-book.

_“One of our men has been called

away,” he explained, “'Ilness in the
family, It's Bylvester, too—one of our
best ETnj'{:rs. Jm wiring to Captain
Westbrook—an Old Boy who was here
i Dhick Chester's time—to come and fll
the breach. The probabilities are that he
won't be able to get away at such short
notice. ., Anyway, I'll send the wire an’
Imﬁa for the best.”

Having  written the message, the
Honourable Jimmy tore out the dj'-IEHf
and handed it to Harry Wharten, And
the Famous Five set off at once on their
Mmisaion.

It was a very urgent “B.0.5.7" call
that the Honourable Junmy had sent
out.,

Y Westbrook, United Services Club,
London.—Man short.  Desperately in
need of substitute. Do come if humanly
possible, *MAXWELL "™

[gium

his

That telegram was dispatched at the
earliest possible moment, Bui the morn-
ing was well advanced now, and it would
take Caplain Westbrook all his time to
get down to Greyfriars in his car. Be-
sides, the wire was addressed to his club,
and he might not be thero!

However, the Honourable Jimmy was
hopifig for the best. 8o were Harry
Wharton & Co. Ther wanted to see a
thrilling match, with a close finish; and
if the Old Boys had only ten men they
would be severely handicapped. And it
was an unwritten law that no Erﬁent
Greviviars fellow could play as substitute
i an Old Boys' cleven.

hope to_sec (laptain Westbrook
turn up in time for the kick-off,” said
Harry Wharton,

“If he doesn't, I'm afraid it will mean
i li:i-king for the Old Boys,” said Johnny
Bull.

And Hurree Bingh remarked that the
lickfulness of the esteomed and worthy
Old Boys would be terrific!

e

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
The Match—and the Bombshell !

FITR dinner all roads led to Big
e,
Seniors and juniors and fags
flocked down te the ground,
followed at a more sedate and leisurely
pace by the Head and the masters,
. The atmosphera was electric with ex-
citement. Even the amazing affair of
the burglary was banished from every-
body's mind for the time being.

As Bob Cherry remarked, there was
ouly one quostion worth debating at that
moment : ** Would the Present pulverise’
the Past, or would the Past put it across
the Present "

In the visitors’ dressing-room the
IHonourable Jimmy Maxwell was pacing
to and fro in preat agitation.

‘I was hopin' our substitute would
be here by now," ho said.

“Have you sent for somebody to come
and play n Svlvester’s place?” asked
Dick Chester,

Wingate cheerfully.

“Yes, I'm expecting him to arrive at
any moment, I?Qhu“goean’h turn up n
time for the kick-off we shall have to
start with only ten men.”

“Oh, help! Rotten luck, Sylvester

.being called away like that!"

The Honourable Jimmy nodded, and
contracted his brows, ceasionally he
halted at tha little window of the dress-
ing-room, and pazed across the plajrillﬁ;
fields to the lfcurnjg,- white road whi
stretehed in the distance. Fe hoped to
see  Captain Westbrook’s car come
whizzing into view,

But the minutes passed, and the substi-
tute did not arrive. The countenance
of the Honourable Jimmy 'Maxwell grew
more and more doleful. He had set his
heart on winning this match, but he
despaired of doing so with only ten men,
Confound that fellow Westbrook! Wh
didn’t he get & move on? The irony of
it was they used to call Westhrook **
Hustler " when he was a boy at Grey-
friars, because he was such an energetic,
go-ahead sort of fellow., Great pity he
couldn't hustle & bit now, reflectod the
Honourable Jimmy,

“The time for the kick-off came—and
went, Around the ropes all Greyiriars
was congrogated. But neither the Past
Ebfﬂthﬂ resent tcam had yét taken the

ol F

Wingate of the Bixth, clad in speckless
jersey and spotless shorts, put his head
in at the window of the 0ld Boys'
dressing-room, :

“¥Your man not arrived wet, Mr. Max-
well 1 "he asked.

* No. o was wived for, an' if he
started away on roceipt of the telegram
he ought to be here by now. I wonder
if we dare positpone the start for five
minutes 7

“0Oh, yes, that'll be all sercne!” said
“We'll wait, The
crowd will get a bit restless, but that
can't be helped.”

The five minutes ripened into ten, and
the ten into & quarter of an hour. And
still the gubstitute had not arrived.

It was impossible to delay the stazt of
the match any longer. The crowd had
grown f'E'i"E-'I'iEﬁI}" impatient. They were
demanding, in no uncertain voice, the
appearance of the players,

“We'd better .':.aﬂ_v forth to the fray,”
gald the Honourable Jimmy, with a iug;lh.
And he led his men on to the field.

A mighty cheer greeted the appoar-
ance of the Old vs. And Harry
Wharton & Co. put in a special cheer
for Dick Chester. “The popular Old
Boy was attired in black shorts and a
white sweater, which had the Greyfriara

eolours interwoven in the form of a
triahgle at the chest.

“Hurrah 1™

“Play up, the Doy: of the Old
Bri'gade!"

Pile in, the ten men !

Thea I!]_'.Ipllﬂ.'l:IE'E!. however, was mild b
contrast with the deafening roar whiﬂg
groeted George Wingate and his merry
men.

Wingute had pgol together a very
strong team, sound in all departments.
Hammersley was to keep goal, Walker
and Tom North were the backs, Thers
was a vory strong intermediate line, and
Wingate, Gwynne, and Faulkner were
among the forwards. It was a team Lhat
would take somo whacking.

“Greylriars!  Greyfriars ™
ehout,

“zood old Wingate !

“Pile up the merry goals !

Mr. Larry Lascelles, the mathematics
mastor, was in charge of the game. He
shook hands with the rival captains in
the centre of the field. Then a coin was

roze the

"1 spun,
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The Heonourable Jimmy Maxwel | But I shall do my best, of course. By | in my bones that he'd work the oracle

made a wry face when he found that he
had lost the toss, .

“It never rains but it pours,”™ he said.
“First we're a man short, then we go
and lose the toss. I suppose you're goin'
to set us to face this hurricane "

“Exactly [? said Wingate, with a
grin.

It was not really a hurricane that
gwopt down the ground, but it was a
very strong wind from the sea, and it
would ]mnﬁir:up the Old Boys to a con-
siderable extent.

Mr. Lascelles blew his whistle, and the
ball was set in motion,

In-the first minute the school attacked.
Swinging the ball from wiu%tu wing,
they made ground rapidly. ventually
the ball was returned to Wingate in the
L'I-Bt]tl‘e, and he fired in a fast Arst-time
sliot,

But Dick Chester was ready, He was
upon the leather with the spring of a
panther. He grabbed it, bounced it as
he stepped forward, and then punted
it up the field.

“Well cleared, sir!"
“And he said he had
claimed Bob Cherry. *©

good a goalie as ever!”

“It will have to be a very good shot
to beatfully bafle the worthy Chester I
saidd Hurree Singh.

“Yes, rather!™

There was a short spell of mid-field
play, and then the school forwards
gpwarmed to the attack again.

Diick Chester was literally bombarded
with shots, but he never lost his head ar
hiz judgment.
Chester alone who stood between the
sthool ferwards and their objective, He
gave a masterly exhibition of goalkeep-
ing. Shots were rained in upon him
from all angles, but he kept hiz citadel
intact, A Hashing drive from Wingate
logked gs if it would beat him all ends
up, but he dived low and ecleverly
diverted tha ball round the post.

A corner-kick followed, and Gwynne
lobbed the leather to alight just in front
of the goal. Wingate's head and Dick

one off I" ex-
Yhy, he's as

Chester's fist went for the ball zimul- |

tancously.  But the Old Boy got there
first, and punched clear.

And so the grim duel went on—a duel
between the Greyiriars forwards and
the Old Boys' defence.

Wingate & Co. were **all over " their
opponenis, and they did everything but
score. Had an ordinary goalkeeper been
opposed to them, they must have beon
two or three goals up at the interval.
But Dick Chester was no ::nn:ilhmrit goal-
keeper. He knew his job, and he was
equal to every cmergency. And if he
had a stvoke of luck occasionally, who
could begrudge him 1% He deserved to
have all the luck that was going, be-
cause of the truly great game he was
playing.

Half-time came, and neither set of
forwards had found the net., The Old
Boys had never looked like finding .
Theiv forwards, dizorganised by being
a man short, had never been sble to get
BT,

Traring the “breathee™ the Honour-
able Joumy Masxwell strolled up o
1dick Chesier,

Hear moan, vou've our salvation ! he

eadd. Y DBut for you we shoukl be in
‘(]}ueer Strect, o¢  soma egually un-
ezirable  thoroughfure. You  den't

appear to have forgotten the art of
goalkeepin'. Your hand has lost none
of s cunnin’,”
Dick Chester laughed breathlessly.
“I've been lucky,” he overred, *'It's
too much to hope that I shall go throngh
the second hall without being beaten,

Tine and again it was.

the way, what's happened 1o our
eleventh man ™

“ Ask me another !" said the Honour-
able Jimmy. **His car turned iurtle in
a ditch, I expect; or p'r'aps ho tried to
get here by aeroplaneé, an' somethin’
went wrong with the works.”

: “Do I know the fellow yon've sent
or ™

- “¥es: he was here n your time. In
fact, T believe you were great pals at
school.™

“What's his name 1"

Before the Honourable Jimmy could
reply to that question he was called away
by Mr. Lascelles. And IDick- Chester
had ne chance to pursue the topie,

The game was, resumed at a great
pace, Now that they had the wind in
their favour the Old Boys were more in
the picture, Their forwards got within
shooting distance on several occasions,
but Hammersley held the fort in capital

siyle.
The crowd round the ropes was
hungering for a goal. And presently

they had their hearts' desire.

The school forwards broke away, and
Gwynne put across one of his u.]u!}ghtfu]
contres. Faulkner fired in a licree shot,
which Dick Chester pushed out.  But
he conld do nothing more than push the
Lall to the foot a? Wingate, And the
Greyiriars shipper banged he ball into
the corner of the net with & shot that no
custodian in the world would have zaved.

“Lronl 1"

“Hurrah "

“0Old Wingate has scoved ab last !
chortled Bob Cherry. I had a [eceling

soviter or later !

The spectutors were highly elated.
Caps went whirling in the air, and the
applause was deafening.

But it was short-lived, [or within &
minute the Old Boys had equalized.

The Honourable Jimmy Maxwell,
lcading his forwards after the manner of
an oficer leading his men “over the
top,” gathered up a pass from the right
wing, and shot with all Ins foree.

Hammersley of the Bixth rolled over
in the mud in a frantic attempt to
vluteh the leather, but the ball crashed
paszt him into the net.

i Gﬂﬂ.l 12

“All sguare!” said Harry Wharton.
“We shall see a rare tussle now !

And they did! From that time one
wards the game was packed with thrills]

Both gouls had narrow escapes, but
both’  survived—until the wvery last
minute. And then Wingate rallied his
men for a lust desperate onslaught upon
the Old Boys' goal. Dick Chester listed
oud a couple of shots in quick succession.
Then he rushed out—in order to take the
ball from the very toes of Faulkner,
But the tall Sixth-IFormer was oo quick
for him. He smartly side-stepped, and
then the ball came red-hot from his boot
and whizzed into the net.

It was the winning goal, A sternly-
coutested game had ended in a victory
fur the Present over the Past by the

Gwynne lobbed the leather to alight just in ront of goal. Wingale's head and

Dick Chester’s fist went for the ball simulianeously.

first and punched clear, ** Good save, sir ! '’ roared the juniors, *‘ Played, sir! "
(Fee Chapter 9.)

-

But the Old Boy got there

Tie Magxer lasnany.—XNn, 844,
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narrowest possible margin. And the
mir was rent by cheering.

The Old Boys were not disgraced by
cheir defeat, They had played -ﬂgl'nrneiy
enough, and with a full tehmin the feld
they would probably have saved the

ame. On the othér hand, but for the

rilliant goalkeeping of Dick Chester the
school would have wol by a much
bigger margin,

uddy add leg-weary, the twenty-one

players relired to the dressing-rooms,
while the muliitude shout rtself
hoarse.

T A great game, by gad!” panted the
Honourable ﬁimmy axwell. “'If only
our substitute had turned up—— Why,
by the Lord Harry, here he is!’

All eyes were turned towards the
entrance to Dig Bide, where a smart
two-scater had just drawn up.

A tall man of military appearance
jumped out of the car, and hurried with
]n-ng strides towsrds' the Old Boys
dressing-room, The Honourable Jimmy
Maxwell greeted him from the dmnvai,'.

“Why, Westbrook! You're exactly
ninat:f, minutes late, dear man. The
game's over an’ won !”

“ Awliully sorry, Jimmy ! panted the
captain. “JI had engine trouble on the
road, and was hung up the dickens of
a time before I could get going. 1 hoped
to be in at the death, but I see the
game's over. o won " i

“ Zchool,” said the Honourable Jimmy
tersely. “Two gosdls to one. We
shouldn’t have got off =0 lightly, but for
the glorious gealkecpin’ of Dick
Chester.” b

Captain Westbrook gave a . violent

start.

“Eh? Whom did vou say ¥’

_"Dick Chester—the fellow who wused
to keep goal for Grerfriars in the old
days. He came down with the team,
you know."

“The dickens he did " ejaculated the

“Gad! What makes you say that,
Westbrook 7"
The captain’s reply was heard by

everyhody in the dréssing-room. And it

cama as a hombshell to the Old Bays. |

“Dick Chester iz déad. ‘He was killed
in nction during the second battle of the
Homme 17

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Brought o Book !

L ICK CHESTER—killed in

The Homourable Jimmy Max-
well  muttered the

blankly, like & man in a dream,

“It—it can’t be so (" he added. )

“But it 1a so!” rsisted . Captain

estbrook. " As a fellow-officer of poor
old Chester, you must give me the credit
of knowing the facts., T was with him
at the last. In fact, I had the grim duty
of conveying hizs dying wighes to his
relatives. I don't believe the Greyfriars
authorities ' knew that Chester had been
killed. He was reported wounded and
missing, and the report was never
amonded, ™

The. Honourable Jimmy stood thunder-
struck.
. If Dick Chester was indeed dead—and
the captain’s statements clearly showed
that he was—who was this man who had
vome down to the school in Chester's

words

name? Was it an amazing masquerade ?
Was the man an impostor, personalin
en kille

i puﬁmlu.t Old Boy who had
in_the War? - :

Incrodible I Surely the whele school;
and the Old Boys into the harfai_n. had
not been deceived by a colossal piece of
bluff ¥

There was a look of utter stupefaction
on the face of the Honourable Jimmiy.
He turned again to Captain Westbrook.

“Had Dick Chester any brothers?”

captain. *Fhen he must have come in | he asked.
spirit, aud not in flesh and blood 1" “No."

—-
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gaid the Honourable Jimm

“Had he & namesake in the school at
any time "

E Nudl.l‘

“Then—then this fellow who came
here calling himself Chester iz ad imi-
postor, by gad !

- “That 12-quite obvious,” said Captain
Westhbrook grimly. “Where 15 the
fellow? In here?”

i Even as the captain spoke one of the
footballers, wearing a raincoat over his
football attire, and ‘a thick muffler
around his nur:rk, attempted fo pass ont
of the dressing-room. He tried to dart
past the two Old Boys, who had beeon
conversing in the doorway, but Captain

Westbrook was too quick for him,
““Stop !" he thundered, :
And. his iron grasp fell upon the

shoulder of the would:be renegade.
Then the 1ip"ht of recognition gleamed
in the captain's eyes,
- “"Why, it's that scounderel Cunning-
bam! What are you doing at Grey-
friars, you rascal?" "
tiwe

“Let me go!"
Bercely. _

But Captain Westbrook was a power-
ful man, and he held his quarry safe.

“(zentlemen,” he said, surveying the
circle of astonished "faces, *1 regret te
inform wyou that you have been the
victims of a dastardly deception. This
man is not Dick Chester., 'kHis name is
Cunningham. He is a waster of the
worst type. 1 don't know what his
motive was in coming here in the name
of Dick Chester; but you may depend
upon it it was no honourable motive.”

Instantly there was a stariled exclama.
tion from several of the Old DBoys.

“The robbery !"

“That's 1t!" said the Honourable
Jimmy Maxwell excitedly. *The school
was plundered last night, Westhrook,
and this villain must have had a Land
in it!"

The captain nodded grimly.

“] don't doubt that for a moment,”
he said. * Cunningham has already been
eonvicled for robbery.™

“PBut how did he get to know about
Dick Chester 7" usked one of the Old
Doys,

“ And where did be pick up hiz know-
ledge of Greyiriars¥” asked another.

“That is easily explained,” said the
captain, * During the War Cunningham
sorved as Dick Chester’s batman. But
he was something more than a mere
servant. Hae l:s:l]vgyﬂd Dick Chester's
confidence, and find a close insight into
his private afairs. They often talked
about Groyiriars, pnd Cunningham used
to read the school magazihe when it was
gent ont to Chester. 3o you can sce how
he gained his knowledge of the place.
It was a comparatively simplec matter
for him to come herc posing as Dack
Chester. In the first place, none of you
follows wore here in Chester's time, and
would thérefore not recognize Cunning-
ham as an impostor. Some of the
masters would have remembered the
genuine Chester; but a fellow alters a
good deal in twelve years, so they would
not have suspected that anytlung was
wrong."”

“Well, 1t's dashed fortunate that I
sent you that telegeam, Westbrook !
- Maxweli.
“If you hadn't turned up, this precious
seoundrel would have got clear away.”

“I doubt it,” said the eaptain quietly.
“His number would have been up,
any case, Here come the police ["

A police-inspector, accompanied by a
stout eergeant, was approaching the
dressing-room. At the asight of them
Cunningham turned pale, wnd clenched
his hana::is until the kouckles stood out

snarled other
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sharp and white. He knew that the
end had come, but he made no comment.

The polive-officers halted at the
entrance to the dressing-room.

“Borry to intrude, gentlemen,” said
the inspector, “but I have a warrant for
the arrest of a man npamed Mark
Cunningham.”

“Here's your
Westhroak. )

And the next moment the handeuffs
clicked on the wrists of the captive.

“Is that the man who engineered the
raid on the school lagt night ¥ inguired
the Hoanourable Jimmy Maxwell.

“Tt is, sir,” said the inspector,

“How did you find out "

“Cunmpgham had a confederate, who
has given him away,” was the reply.
“It was the confederate who removed
the stolen propertv—by car. He was
apprehended at Burchester for exceeding
the speed linut, and then the plunder
was discavered in the car. We assuméd,
of courze, that the man had carried out
the- burglary himself; and he is to be
brought up before the magistrates on
Mﬁllguy‘ morning. He refused to make
any sort of statement until this after-
noon, when he informed us that he was
merely the catspaw of this man Cunning-
ham. He eclares that it was
Cunnmingham:  who actually carried out
the thefts”

*“Thereby hoping to zave his own
skin!” snarled Cunningham, * Well,
the game's up, and: I've nothing mdre
to say. But I don't want to hang. about
here. You can shunt me off as soon as
you like!™

Cunningham’s  wish was lgramptly
gratified. He was “shunted off " there
and then. He was marched down to the
school gates by the two officers of the
law. ']ﬁ’l&[‘ﬂ was one on either side of
him; and, like Eugene Aram of old,
“he walked between, with gyves upon
his wrists,”

Harry Wharlon & Co. had witnessed
that dramatic arrest from a distance.
They cculd not understand it—could not
make head nor tail of it.

“Dick . Chester arrested!” gasped
Harry Wharton. “ Good heavens !™

“Yhat on earth i3 wrong ! muttered
MNugent.

It must be a ghastly mistake " said
Bob Cherry,

As the procession passed the juniors
Harry Wharton ran forward.

*Mr. Chester! What is wrong ! Why
have they arrested you ¥

The impostor dared not meet the
frank, inguiring gaze of the captain of
the Remove. TI:} lowered his cyes and
said no word. And the procession passed
an to the school gates,

Harry Wharton & Co. were utterly
bewildered, DBut they understood later,
when the truth was made known to
them by the Honourable Jimmy Max-
well.

It was a great blow to the chums of
the Remeve, They had become warmly
attached to “ Dick Chester,” and had
not for one moment dreamed that Grey-
friara had becen harbouring an impostor
ancd a plunderer,

“He, he, he!” chuckled Billy Bunter,
“1 knew the fellow was a crook the
mormont e seb foot in the school., That's
1.1."E|:.r I declined to have teg with him in
your study, Wharvton, old chap. You
ghould Yoarooop! Ow-wow! Stoppit,
you beast 1™

Nunter'z remark: ended in o howl as
Wharton brought his foot into play wpon
she fat junior's nether garments. YWhar-

4 had little time or svmpathy al that

man ! said. Captain

you rascal? ™
held his quarry safe.

“*Stop ! *' thundered Captain Westbrook, gripping the footballer by the shoulder,

*“ Why, it’s that scoundrel Cunningham !

“*Let me go!' snarled the other,

** Gentlemen,” he caid, ** I regret to inform you that you

have been the victims of a dastardly deception. This man is not Dick Chester ! **
{See Chapter 1.}

What are you dolng at Greyiriars,
But Captaln Westbhrook

E:Ement. to expend on the fat and fatuous
illy.

“J\".-'e!!, this is 4 giddy knock-ouf, and
no mistake ! ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“I hadn't the slightest suspicion that
the fellow was playing a part. I thought
he was a real good amt.”

“Same bere,” said [Jarry Wharton.
“To give the scoundrel his due he had
a most charming way with him " )

*“He was jolly cute, too!" said
Nugent, ' Faney offering wus a fiver o
start the Games Fund afresh, after he
had rifled the box cwﬁr'ﬂ!i?htl”

“He pretended he had had a valouable
tiepin stolen, too,” smid Johnny Bull
“He was jolly deep, and no error! But
ha was bowled out at the finish, and he

deserves all he gets. It was a frightfully |

low-down trick to impersonate an Old
Boy who was killed in the War.,”

“Yes, rather!

It took Harry Wharton & Co. quite
a long time to recover from that rude
shock, And for many days afterwards
the main topic of converzation, in study
andd  dormitory, was  the amazing
masquerade of Mark Cunninghanm, who
had caused such an upheaval during his
twenty-four-hour visit to The Plundered
School |

THE END,

fDont miss nexd Mowday's  sgprascd
cietri=-Tong story of Hareyg Wharton
& Co. af Greyfriars, entifled * INKY'S
PERIL!—Mr. Frank Richards ot his
Best. )

Number Four.

The citizen of the purple countenance
strode ominously into the front office of
the country newspaper,

“Where's the editor?’ ae zhooled.

“ Do you want to see him pervsonally ™
queried the nl"ﬁm-hn;,r calmly,

“0f course I do!™ roared the caller,
“I'ni gﬂhlq to thrash him witlhhn an inch
of hiz Life !’

“(th, that's all right!” replied the box
ccolly. “Just take a seat, please, will
you?! Thers are three others whead of
yau. If you watch, you'll see 'em come
throngh the window one by one, Count
‘emy, and when the third comes down,
you can go upl”

Done Brown.

Tt was a stewpot morning on Auvpgust
1st, and Brown, the jumior. clerk ac
Rwotzon & Bwolson’s, was feeling sticky.

Suddenly the voice of Swotson seniov
floated to hin across the room:

“Brown, you may take a month off

It was too much for him, Sezing his
penholder in one hand and his rulee in
the other, he danced a war-dance gn the
affice floor.

“Brown," roared Swotson, “are you
crazy

“No, sir—no, sir!” sang Brown, " But
vou did say a month, did you not?”

“Certainly, that is what 1 said ! To-day
i5 the first of the monih, and lazt month’a
colendar remains upon vour desk. Take
lnst month off, Brown, my boy—tiake lash
month off I
' Tae Maewer LiBRARY.—XNo, B4d,
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THE SECRET
DOOM FARM!

OF

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Foxy Hearst's Cunming.

45 W LLICIT diamond buyipg? 1 thought
all that sort of thing was out of
date ™ observed Dick Mansel, in sur-
prise.

Maurice Hilton Llanghed.

wShows what a greenhorn you are, old
chap! There's as much seeret trading in
stones As ever, and the more dodges Wwe
unearth the more the beggars invent.”

*Buspeet anyone in partieular?” inguired
Mansel,

tﬂi]h}n glanced rgum‘l cnutiuualr,_bg_ur the
Wi YOoun oliee troopera were sitting on
the 'n?érnnﬁnl::[ the Trek Hotel. He lowered
his voice.

“Yes, we're dead sure of the chap. Trouble
is, we cun't get proof. Old Gregg, the in-
spectar, gave us the mischiel of & rowing
yesterday.”

At that moment a sguare-built,
dressed man came walking quistly down the
atreet. Muansel saw Hilton start slightly as
hiz eyes fell upon him. The man looked up,
gaw the t ers, and waved a emiling
greeting, calling out In & patronising tond:

“Grood-morning, Mr. Hllton !”

“Good-morning ! returmmed Hilton gruffly.
And then, as the other passed on: “The
cheek of the brute!®™ he muttered angrily.

Manzel stared.

“Talk of the devill™
"That's the chap himself, John Hearst—
Foxy Heurst we call him., He's been atb
the %arma for a year or more, and how
lie gets the stones away, Heaven only kEnows.
It’s this way,” he continued, after a pause.
“Hearst lives at Doom Farm, two miles out
of town. Nice little place all hiz own. He
has an office in town here where he plays
at being a land agent. But that's only to
mask his real husiness. Not a good stone
is atolen by a Kafir but it reaches his hands,
and somehow or other he sends "em down
country. We've done all we koow—watehed
iis office and arrested and searched niggers
leaving it, watched his house and bribed his
gervants. Al no good. The fellow grins in
iz ateeve, and practically defles us.”

“Bver scarched him?" suggested Mansel,
affer a pause.

*Can't do that without a warrant. And
we can't get o warrant on mere suspicion.'”

Maunsel smiled.

"1 wobldn't . worry about & warrant.”

“What do you mean?” muttered Hillon
sharply, -

" What time does he go home at night?”

“Pretty late, as a rule.  Ususlly dines in
town,” replied Hilton.

“It's dark by szeven these nighis,™ sup-
gested the other significantly.

Hilton started.

“Yon mean—"

THE MacxeT LIBRARY.—No. £44.

growled Hilton.

well-

There's a

You understand.
pluntation by the road, isa't thered”

L ] L] * - L § L]

* Exaclly.

At half-past eight that evening Foxy
Hearat, watking back to Doom Farm, was
guddenly set upon by two burly tramps. Ha
lufd nuir with his stiek, but was disarmed
betore he could do any damage. Next instant
& cloth was fung over his head, and he was
qulekly dragged into the bushes, where he
was bound, gagged, and chloroformed.

As soon as he was quite imzemsible, his
captors went through his clothes with pro-
fesstonal expertness, but to their dicgust
found absolutely nothing incriminating.

“There'll be a secret pocket somewhere,”
muttered the taller of the two seeming
tramps, who was none other than Dick
Mangel. "Here, let me look!”

“Quick, he's coming fo!"™ whispered the

£T.

“Pull the coat off him," anawered Mansel,

Hilton did eo, and jost as Hearst began
to ztir the two vanished ino the gloom, carry-
ing the coat with them.

Arrived at the barracks, the twa troopers

Spread out the gurm'ent.—s:"]ung-nl:irtad morn-

ing cont--and searched it thoronghly. Sud-
denly Hilton uttered an exclamation. He
had found a pocket cleverly concealed in the
lining. He turped it inside out.

“No luek!” growled Mansel.

*worried and

1‘ e e S Tl e of g i el
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Story of Harry Wharton & Co.
" of Grevfriars appears in next
Monday's issue of the
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Save for a few small downy feathers the
pocket was absolutely empty. [

A week later Dick Mansel found his chum
one evening sitting in hiz room looking
rim to the laat degree.

“What's upi” he asked.

*Only Gregg swears he'll send me up
country next week,” answered Hilwon despair-
ingly. “That'll mean loss of promotion for a
certalnty. ™

“The Hearst business?” Inguired Mangsel,
who, being a neweomer, was not actively
concerned In the I. Tb. B. innulry.

“0f course!™ was the reply.

Mansel considered n while,

“Have you ever thought of searching thé
fellow's house?™ he suggested at last.

“No uze,” answered other. *“He has
two servants there in the day, and at night
a big mactif prowls round the yard and
outbuildings.™

"Bit of doctored meat would setile the

dog for the time,"” auggentﬁd Mansel. “Then
you might get in and have a look round.
It's risky. but I Jolly well think IF's
worth it.*

“I'm game to try,” answered the other
m:rcsér- “Anything'a better. than being
buried up in Basutoland.”

Mansel volunteered to help  Hilton in hls
desperate enterprise, but this the latter
fatly refused. So Mansel had to content
himself with procuring the drugged meat
for his friend. Hilton, a lover of animals,
stipulated that the bait should not be
poisoned, but merely Inoculated with a
sleaping drug.

Boon after twelve next night, Hilton, in

his tramp disguize, reached Doom Farm.
ANl wna dark, not a light showing from an
window. He crept up on tiptoe the wall,

and quietly pitched his pieces of doctored
ment over the wall which surrounded the
whole place. As the first [ell he heard a
deep growl. But presently a eracking of
bone bhetween powerful jaws told him that
hig ruse had succeeded. He walted ten
minutes, then scaled the high mud wall, and
dropped gingerly on the other side.

0f the dog there waszs no slgn.  Hilton
approached the house, and after a complete
circuit, decided that the back door offered
the best chanee of getting in. He went to

work with a skeleton key, and in three
minutes was ingide the house.
20 far all had warked like & charm,

Hilton had never expected anything hall so
casy, He drew a deep breath, and on tiptoe
erept through the kitchen into a front room.
He turned on, the light of a tinv electrie
lamp, and surveyed hiz surroundings. He
found himself in the dining-room, so switched
oub hiz hght, crossed the hall, snd tried the
opposite room. Ah, this was what he was
looking for! It was half sitting-room, half
study. most comflortably furnished, and con-
th:rn.ed a large writing-desk and a small irou
zale.

Hiltan decided to try the desk first, He
had plenty of keys, and very soon the top
drawer yielded 1o hiz burglarious efforts.
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Packets of letters Alled it, but there was no
sign of diamonds. A second and o third
gave the same results. Io apite of bis lntense
anxiety to get evidence against the clever
thief, Hilton could net bring himsell to read
the letters. It should be diamonds or
nothiog, he vowed to himself; and even
a5 he made the vow he Aushed hotly with
shame that he, Mauorice Hilton, should be
driven to play the part of midoight thief.

Yet the excitement of the search grew
upon him. He opened a fourth drawer, and
wus rapidly rommagiong through it, when his
vBra, sttained to cateh the slightest sound,
detected a board ercak outl=zide the door. He
sprang up, lstening with all bis might.

The neweomer was rapidly approaching the
door. The 3young trooper stared wildly
round for means of escape. Ah, the window !
He flung it open, and just as the door burst
open sprang wildly out into the black night,
and, droppiong in & fAowerbed, rao with all
his might for the wall

In hig hurry he ran bang irto i, jumped,
and tried to reach the top with his fingers.
With a groan he realised that it was higher
ficee than where he had fivst climbod 1l
Betore e could make a 2econd attempt, he
heard his pursuer spring Irom the window
apd comne dashing acrozs the grazs. Doubling,
he tore aloog the foot of the wall

A !J]Htﬂl criacked, bub the bullet flew high.
Lights sprang up in the windows,

" OAfLer
volee.

Hilton ouly hoped to Heaven that Brumo
was still azieep.

Hearst was too cloze to give him another
chamee at the wall, aod lights were already
appesring in  the compound. With the
courige of despair, Hilton turned off sharply
and muade for the outbuildings at the back.
He bhad a vapgue idea of reaching the roof,
aud so findiog & way out of the place.

The darkvess was intense, amd, uwnoable fo
zee where e wud pgoing, the young fellow
snddenly found himself inside a large shed.
Now be was trapped in very truth.

dhouts rang oubt; he saw lhe gleam of a
Iantern. Awpother man had joioed Menrst.
It was all up. And them, just when hope
was dead, iz outstretched bands touched o
ladder, and in u Aash Hilton was up i and
safle fur the moment in a large loft.

The place was full of hay, and it was but
a moment’s work for Hilton to dive ioto it
head foremost and burrow his way deep ioto
the soft, sweect-smelling mazs,

Lhitm, DBrumo?™ roared a2 man's

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Stern Chass.

HE noise of pursuit swept by.
“ Where did he go—over
woll 7' showied an AnEry volee,
"1 tink so, Boaas," replied the
Eafir's ideep bellow.

“ o round by the gate, then.'’

The sovnds died away. Hilton breathed
more freely. But presently buck they came,
awd, to his horror, Hearst's voice was heard
below.

“dam, I believe he's in the ontbuildings.
G up to the loft and take a look rouod.”

Bare feet padded op the ludder. A lantern
gleamed on the dark rafters, Hilton shrank,
breathiless, into o corner beneath the hay.

The burly nigger came stamping over the
hay. Hilton Rattened himsell tight agninst
ihe Aoor. The man actually walked right
ovier Dhim, bot, fortunately, (he cushion of
hay was thick aopd deep. )

* Ain't po one here, sahl’
Eaflr call at last.

And then the light vanished, and for &
sevond lime Hilton dared breathe again,

Al night Le lay there, not venturing to
move, for Sam had been left on guard, and
growls warped him that the mwstil was him-
solf sgain.

At last dawn broke, aud, as the light
grew, from overhead came the soft ecoping
ol pigeans,

And theo suddenly a pigeon flew «down an
to the loft Hoor, and hadf-nnconscionsly
Nilten noticed it waz of the long, =lim
carrier breed.  Like o Mash the remembraee
come ta him of the feather in Hearst's eap-
tured conat, and a ery of exultation almosi
cavaped from his lips as he started wp. He
felt hie had the key Lo the mystery.

The dawn was broadening. Hilton crawled
ant of hiz refuge and took a cautious glance
ont of Lhe end window of the barn. To his
dizguat, the negro wos on guard between him
and the wall, and ihe great fawwp-coloured
dog was prowling restles=iy to aod fro.

thie

he heard the

Back he went to his hidiog-place and
waited. About elght o'clock he heard steps
o the ladder agaln. [t was Hearst bhimoself
in his town-golpg clothes. Hilton watehed
with breathless interest ns the mau caunght
& plgeon, and carefully slipped it into a
tiny wooden cage, and this ioto a hidden
pocket in hie coat.

Without the slightest spspicion that be
wis obzerved, Foxy- Hearst tyuroed aod dis-
appeared. To Hilton came a flerce resolve
to follow him at aoy cost.

He waited only till his intended victim was
clear of the premises, then glanced out
again., Al, ag he thoaght! Sam had only
walted his master's departure to go luto the
house. . Hilton felt in his pockets. Hurrah!
He still had a bit of the dectored meat. He
fluug it to the waiting hound.

A moment of suspeénse as the dog soiffed
the bait suspiciously. Them the heast
crupched I up, and in fve mioutes HBilton
saw him keel aver in & sound sleep.

Hearst had mot been an hour in his office
in the town before Hilton was safel
cosconecd 4t an opposite window, from which
a good view of Foxy's office windows was ob-
tainable, The policeman was oddly equipped.
He had a powerful fleld-glass and a doewble-
barrelled gun, To make assurance doubly
sure, Dick Mansel was posted on the roof
of the same houwse, also armed with a gun.

The day dragged slowly by, but at last
twilight fell. It was a busipess 1uarter,_am:1
Hilton watched the offices rapldly emply.
But hizs glass showed him that Hearst was
still in his room, which was a large oune at
the back of the house, and on the first floor.

“It's getting late!" hLe muttered at last
disappointedly.

And the words were hardly out of his
moulll before the sash opposite wag carefully
slipped open, and a plgeon flung oub.

Hilton =zeized hia gun as the bird cireled
once or twice woecertainly,. With a sudden,
gwift motion the bird shot upwards, aud
hefore Hilton could bring Lia weapon to bear
was out of shot. But almost instaotly the
gound of a shot was heard above, and the
pigeon dropped like a stope and fell with a
fttle thud joto the paved courbtyard below.

“ Good shot, Mansgel!™" exclaimed Hilton,

He dashed out of the room and down the
stairs. But someope elge had been equally
quick. Ag the young policeman emerged

1

|

from the door Foxy Hearst came dashing
e T Kiashguard % Siillon: Tagrd
" You sne uard!" Hi ear
him shont. -

And then the two flung themselves aimul-
tapeously upon the dead pigeon.

Hearst fetl on top ol it, and, with a quick
motion, flung the bird aside and gripped at
Hilton's throat. e hand reached its.mark;
the other the policeman zelzed, apd a ferce
struggle began. Hearst was powerful and
desperate, and Maurice Hilton gasped uoder
the tremeadoys pressure on his windpipe.
He made a great effort, and, seizing Hearst's
wrist, tore the hand away from hia throat,
and then, Ripgiog bhimsell [orward, twisted
the other arm back.

Hearst kicked him heavily twice as they
rolled over, the second time on the Enee,
causing exquisite pain. Hilton replied by
griving hiz disengaged A3t heavily  into
Hearst's face.

It wus hiz last effort. Hilton rolled him
over, anid his head came with a bhang on
the hard pavement. YWith -a groan he
strpightened out and lay limp,

“WWell done, old chap!™ shouted Dick
Mansel, ronning up.

And next second the two were eagerly
examining the dead pigeon.

" Here it 31" exclaimed Maurice in a voice
shaking with exciternent, as« he tore [rob
under the bird’s tail quills a tiny red bag.

As he slit it open a rough dinmond rolled
into his hoond. The case was complete,

There were two bhioge left to do. First,
Hearst was handeuffed aod taken to gaol.
Next, the two troopers galloped like mad to
oom Farm, and, after securing Sam, the
wigger, took possession of the place. -Ample
proof of Hearat's gullt was zecured amobg
the papers, and the pigeon-loft belng carefully
gunarded, hirds were watched returning,
Messages found upon these pave n clue to
the diamond-stealer’s correspondents, and
their sudden arrest Dot ooly saved hﬂtph
from  hizs bapishment, but procured him
shortly afterwards promotion to the rapk of
verpotal,

THE END.

{There iz anoller thrilling Mounted Police
story néxt Monday, entitled; " The Loie
Hand "

Re sure and read i, boys!)

Hilton drove his fist full into the diamond stealer's face.
““ Well done, old chap,’’ shouied Mansel, running wp.
let's have a look at that dead pigeon.'”

out and Jay limp.

Hearst straightiened
1] Hu'
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The Prisoner of the Loft!

URNING on his heel, Locke was
ahout to descend t.i'te staircase

arrested by the sudden sound as

of a man moaning. He halted, listening
intently, Sure enough, his senses had
not failed him. From somewhere close at
hand issued a low moan—a moan that
was repeated loud evough now for the
little party in the room below to hear.

“What's that?’ asked Smithson
guickly. .

“That's what I'm going to find out
enid Ferrers Locke grimly.

He stood listening for a few moments,
and then he turned sharply on his heel.
Renching the spiral staircase again he
began to climb the steps until he came on
a I%-.w:l with another floor of the cottage.
To right and left of him were several
doors, end from the one farthest away
the sounds proceeded., Locke reached the
door and tugged at the handle. As he
had half expected, the door was locked.
But that to a man of Locke’s capabilities
was no serious obstacle.  His skeleton
eys ¢ame into play, and before many
moments bad elapsed ho had foreed the
lock.

Another moment and the door was
swing open. The room beyond was in
darkness. But Ferrers Locke had made
no misteke. For the mogning sounds
were issuing from somewhere close at
Liand. The sleuth's electric torch shed a
welcome beam of light into the darkened
room, revealing a sceme that brought a
cry of triumph to his lips.

At the end of the beam of light was re-
flected the fipure of a man—a man
chained to the wall by a broad strip of
metal that cncircled his waist. At first

lance Locke would have put the age of
ﬁlﬁ' man down at sixty odd years, so frail
£0 aged was his appearance. A shock o
grey curly hair fell uncontrolled across
a doming forehead, its very lightness ot
colour contrasting strongly with the deeg
burning lustre of two eyves that stared out
and alternately blinked as the light from
the torch fell across them. 'The elothing
of the man was in keeping with what
fietion ha: erroneously ‘acclaimed the dis-
tinctive dress of artists, musicians, or
men of letters to he, It could be summed
up in three words—ecareless and eccentric.

All this Ferrers Locke took in in a few
seconds. The next he had discovered an
il lamp that rested on a small table in
the centre of the room. He hastened

“towards it with a reassaring remavk for
the benefit of the prisoner chained to the
wall, and quickly applied a lighted match
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to the bare wick, Once the light begun
to suck at the cil in the cubicle at the
ba¥e of the lamp the sleuth was better
able to take stock of hiz surroundings.

He found himself in a well-furnished
room—perhaps loft would be a hetter
term—with aﬁlv&a filled with volumes at
overy wall. On the floor itself was an
expensive Turkey carpet. At one end of
the room was a desk covered with papers
and writing materials. At the other, in
close proximity to the man chained to the
wall, in whose direction the detective
strode quickly forward, was a sumptuous
bed, with everhanging curtains in Vie-
torian style,

“Who—who are you?" gasped the
prizoner of the loft asz the detective
feverishly began to try his skeleton keys
on the patent lock that held the ﬂjl‘ﬂu:'ﬂ-l’
strip of steel round the old man's wrst.
ke 1‘ hﬂ_?f

“I am a friend,” said the sleuth re-
assuringly. “ Your period of captivity 13
at an end "

“Thank Heaven!" mutterad the old
tnan,  hiz head falling upon his frail
shoulders. I have prafed for such a
deliverance.™

It took Locke zeveral minutes to foree
the lock of the steel band, but at last the
task was accomplished. The steel band
fell to the floor, clanking noisily against
the chain that held it fastoned to the wall,
but the noise fell on deaf ears so far as
the old man was concerned. He had
fallen into a dead faint.

Gently as a mother would lift a child
the sleuth picked up the old man and car-
riecl him to the bed. He stretched hun
upon it, and covered him with the cider-
down. Then he gazed long and earnestly
into the intellectual yet emaciated face.
A deep zigh of pity escaped him as he
stood thus, and those who knew the
celebrated sleuth would have been
astonizhed to see him give way to such
Iamc:-tmn. At length ET! turned on his
1weel,

“A sleep will do him the world of
good I" he muttered, softly crossing the

1oom. “ He looks worn out.™ )
The grim lines relaxing about his
mouth Ferrers Locke slowly descended

the spiral staircase and rejoined his com-
panions in the room below. They, as did
the chauffeur, Yvonne, and Mrs. Mazel-
rigg, surveyed lum qu-Estmr:lmg‘l_\'.

“You scoundrel!” exclaimed Locke,
striding forward and facing the shivering
figure of the chauffeur. * How long has
that man been chained to the wall?

“Two daye!" replied the chauffenr,
Elri-i:akiug beforé that stern, masterful

AT, 'I—I was meting under orders.

t’s not my fault, sir,” he whined,

“Buh!" exclaimed the sleuth scorn-
fully, “You, perhaps, will taste a little
of what that man has gone through
before many hours have clapsed.”

He turned on his heel and spoke o
Smithson, communicating what he had
discovered in the loft above. The Seot-
Innd Yard man blinked in amazement as
the sleuth unfolded the story. X

“Great Scott ! he exclaimed. *1s thns
i Jﬂﬂ_? e

‘A play ! repeated Locke, in a tone
full of meaning. * Weil, 1 suppose it is
in & way. But the curtain i3 about to
fall before the author intended it.
Amithson, we must take our prisoners to
London. If you take the four lascars in
the limousine—you can drive a car, 1
know—1 will escort Mrs. Mazelrigg, the
chauffenr, and Miss Yvonne.”

“But what of the two Ethiopians and
the old man in the loft?"” asked
Sinithaon.

“Drake—he 18 just coming to—can
attend to the old man,” said Lockeslowly,
“Roberts can keep watch over the
two Ethiopians until I can arrange for a
conveyance, of some sort to fetch them lo
town, I'll phone from Godalming to the
Yard, and arrange with Colonel Horling-
son to despateh an ambulanece ear for the
old man, It would not be safe for him
to travel otherwise,’

* Right-ho !" said 8mithson.

Forrers Locke swiftly outlined his plans
to his astonished assistant, who, although
a trifle dazed, was none the worse for his
adventure,

And Rve minutes later the limousine
and the taxi were speeding towards
London with their cargo of prisoners.

Gavanga, the Mute [
i ALUBRIOUS neighbourhood, isn't

S it, Miss Yvonne ¥

Ferrers Locke accompanied the

remark with a smile at the rapt

and excited expression on the face of the
voung girl sitting by his side. The
sleuth and his companion occupied, next
the driver, the spacious front seat of n
large covered-in motor-lorry, No one
catching =sight of the innocent-looking
vehicle, whose canvas exterior bore the
legend * Furniture Removals,” and the
two passengers by the rugged-locking
driver, would have thought for one
moment that the “furniture " in the pre-
sent instance was represcnted by o posse
of the famous Flying Squad from Scot-
land Yard, But such was the case.
Ranged on forms in the interior of the
lorry were fifteen picked men, each fully
armaed.

Immediately upon his arrival in town
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Ferrers Locke had called upon. the Chief

missioner of Scotland Yard and
handed over to his care the prizoners
he had brought back from Fﬁndlu_md.
That Colonel Haorlingson was surprised
by ;he few facts which the private detec-
tive choso to make known to him was
apparent long after Locke had departed
with the posse of police-officers, for tho
Chief looked strangely moved and
excited,

And now the lorry containing the Je-
tectives was speeding through Limehouse
Causeway, the young girl by the side of
the driver doing her best to direct him to
the secret =trongheld of the Yellow Claw
Society,

“I am not certain of my wa:f.r.” she re-
marked- to Ferrers Locke, "for 1 was
never ablowed very far away from the
};I&—:ﬂ. and, moreover, I have only been

ack fremn Belgium six meonths, Dut I
shall know where I am when we have
procecded o lHtdle farther."

“"Good " ejoculated Ferrers Locke
hriefly. eagerly scanning the dingy street
through which he was now paszsing. 1
{eel certain we are on the right track !"

Yar ancther five minutes the lorry
rombled on ita way, and then Yvonne
gave a sudden start and clutched the
detective by ihe arm.

“Look 1" she said, potuting a trembling
finger in ihe direction of a tall, broad
ligure lounging aleng the pavement some
thstance in front of theni. * 1 know that
man ! IHe's Gaveuga—one of my
father's—1  mean, the Yellow Claw’s
servants, - A mute !

A mwrmur of  exolialion  escaped
Fervers Locke at this sudden picee of
news, and the next mowment he was sig-
nalhng to the driver of the lorry to pull
ap.  Then, whispering a few words in
the mon's ear and nodding reassurin Iy
at ¥vonne, the dleath slipped from %;::;
seat. Uncbserved by any passers-by, the
detective dropped hghtly on the pave-
ment and commenced to saunter care-
lesaly in the wake of the mute,

The lorry suddenly secmed to develop
engine trounble as, for the next five
niinutes or so, the driver was constantly
applying his brakes and attending to the
engine, But that was only a little bit
of blufi. In reality the driver was, in
turn, following the rouwte taken by the
mte and the detective, and the subter-
fuge of the troublesome engine allowed
him to travel at a snail’s pace, so that
he would not overtake thew, without ex-
eiting any suspicion.

Occasionally  pig-tailed heads would
appear in the narrow doorways that
lined the dingy thorovghfare. Suspicious
eyes would gleam out at the lorry. But
the heads were withdvawn as stealthily
and swifltly as they had appeared, and
the owners thereof were apparently satis-
fied that the lorry was oll it proclaimed
1o be—a furaitnre remover's van,

In the Chinese quarter of Limehouse
r:v?ri: man seems to be suspicious of his
neighbour, which is not surprising when
it 13 borne in mind that the glum district
50 loatheome to the European often
shelters some of the most hardened
scoundrels one could meet in a . day's
march., Here it is that 1he drug fiends
carry on their nefarious trade, reaping a
rich harvest in their poisonous wares,
only too readily sought after and in-
dulged i by derelict specimens of
humanity who seek oblivion in  the
potent fiones of hashieeh and opium,

Such was the distriet through which
Ferrers Lockn fownd himself sauntering,
a scove of paces in the rear of the broad
shape of Gavanga, the mute, Suddenly
the man he was following disappearcd
down 4 sido turping that led 1o the
murky waters of the Thames, The

stench of paint, tar, seazoned rope, and
the hundred and one odeurs that form
the make-up of riverside wharves assailed
the sleuth’s sonsitive nostrils. DBut he
scarcely heeded them in the excitement
of tho chase. Oceasionally he would
zlide into the friandly shelter of a door-
way as the man he waa following would
turn his head as though to make sure
that he was not being followed. Away
in his rear Locke could hear the uneven
purr of the motor-lorry s it rumbled
over the equally uneven cobbles,

And then, just when the slenth was
Lbeginning to wonder when the chase
welld end, the mute paused at a doorway
and glanced stealthily to right and left.
Locke was just in time to dodge behind
A buttresz, but his keen eyes, neverthe.
less, never left his quarry. He waited
five minutes, during which time the mute
had u[‘!'l."ill:'lﬂui[J been admitted to the house
outsidde wlich he had halted. Making a
mental note of the place, Locke retraced
hig gteps, and eventually joined the lorry-
driver,

Yvonne was {rembling with excite-
ment now.

“This is the road, Mr. Locke,” she
oxelaimed. I know the place now.
The house which Gavanga entered leads
to the largoe warehouse next door. The
warehousze is where I have lived since 1
returned fromn Belgiom.”

"Good!” grunted the sleuth.

Ho rapped three timos on the wood-
work at his back—a prearranged signal
for the police officers to hold themselves
in readiness.  Bix of them had previonsly
vecerved nstructions to form a cordon
round the place immediately  the raid
began. The other nine had Leen detailed
to follow Ferrers Locke,

The lorry came to a standstil]l outside
the door of the house next the ware-
honse,

_ "Now." yvapped Ferrers Locke, jump-
ing from his seat, revalver in hand, “all
together ™
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IN THE LIMELIGHT.

THE YELLOW CLAW, a4 mysterious
und  powerful organisation that
preys upon wealthy Englishmen.

SR MALCOLM DUNDERFIELD, a
successful  City Anancier, whose
Lamily  the Yellow Claw  has
threatened to wipe out,

JOHN HUNTINGDON, Lis nephew.
An actor by profession, Huoting-
e invariably fills the leadiug
rale in Mark Chaerton’s plays.

FERRERE LOCKE, the famons
ietective, of Baker Strect, who
has been engaged by Sir Malculm
to hring the dreaded society o

1K .
JACK DRAKE, the slenth's clever
hoy assistant, who iz given a job
_ax dresser 1o Huotingdou.
INSPECTOR PYECROFT, a Scolland
Yaurd detective, who has joined
forees with Ferrers Locke.
MARK CHAERTON, a sgecessfgl
playwright, who has ulso  been
thireatened by the Yellow Claw.
He, tou, eecka Ferrers Looke's
seEvices when his theatrlesl coms
paoy  astarts ila tour of the
provinees,

 Loeke has reached that stnge in his
investigations where he i3 almost
certain of Lhe identity of the Yellow
Claw., In company with fwo plain-
clotlies men, he traces the agents of
the sconndre]l tno a cottage situated
in the Devil’s Punchbowl, amd effects
their capture. At the samo Ume he
assures a young girl named Yvoune,
whom he findy in the eoltage, that
ghe iz pote—as she bhas been Fed to
bhelieve—the daughter of the Yellow
Claw.
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The members of the Flying Squad
scrambled from the lerry in less time
than it takes to tell. Searcely a second
later the door of the house was eresking
and groaning under the combined
charges of Ferrers Locke and three police
officers.

The rotten waodwork did not stand u
to such drastic treatment for any langt}:
of time, and suddenly it swung inwards
on & broken -hinge. The raiding party
surged in, revolvers in hand, and leaped
for the narrow staircase that ascended
from the hall. Abova and in the dis-
tance came yells and cries of alarm, and
the soundz of scurrying feet. Dut so
sudden was the attack and zo swiltly was
it carried ount that the inhabitants of
the warehouse were eaught like rats in
n trap.

Thanks to Yvonne, TFerrars TLocke
knew the interior plan af the hoilding,
and at the head of the police officers ha
reached the landing of the stairense and
plunged down a long, wide possage
heavily curtained,

From a door on the right a dusky
figure darted out, and, vpon catching
sight of the raiding pariy, the man
snarled like an animal at bay, ond
whipped out an ugly-looking kriss, But
before the blade could do any damage a
burly fist crashed into the man’s face,
and he dropped like & log, his weapon
vlattering to the floor. For one instant
Ferrers ?ﬂcl-:u stopped to issne instrue-
tions to one of the party to mount guard
at the end of the passage, and then he
sped on,

At the end of the passage wasz a large
equare of eurtaining. Thiz tho detec-
tive swung asude, finding himself in. o
room draped with heavy g.I:;I.m.*rl.: and gold
curtains. In the centre of the room was
a large cauldrom, in which some over-
powering mneense emouldered and spread
to every corner of the apartment. From
hiz lirst impression of the place Locke
krew it to be the same room that Drake
had deseribed to him. But he had Jjttlo
time to examine his surroundings then.
At the far end of the room, huddled hke
so many sheep, only looking more dan-
gerous, was a group of armed men. They
represented between them almost every
nationality under the sun,

“Hands up!” rapped the private detec-
tive, lavelling his revelver, a course fol-
lowed by the police officers, who spread
themaselves out fanwise. “If A man
mioves a finger in resistonee I shall shoot
without compunciion !

There was something in the ineisive
tones of the great detective that taok tha
fight out of the cosmopolitan crew in tha
corner. Snarling and cursing in their
different tongues, they slowly raised
their hands alaft,

In less than five minntes the whole Jot
had been taken prisoners.

A scarch of the warchouse revealed
many strange sights to the raiding party,
amongst wgir_‘h waz a complele wiraless
plant for transmission and reception.
The place was lavishly furpished, and
decorated little in keeping with what one
cxpects to find in a warchouse. Passages
lod off from all parts of the room wheremn
the cauldron of perfume gave off its
oppressive stench, passages Llhat led to
separate rooms. And it was in ane of
these latter that Ferrers lLaocke camo
acrosa  what, or, rather, whom, he
sought,

Chained to a staple in the bock wall
was Mervyn Dunderfield, the portrait
painter and cousin of Biv Maleolm Dun-
derhield.

He blinked in astonishment as his gaze
vested on the smiling face of Ferrers
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Locke and the less-amused expressions of
the police officers.

“Well, I'm hanged!"” he blurted out.
“I don't know whether I've been livin
in the Arvabian Nights or not, but this
is an unexpected pleasure, Mr. Locke, 1
would be obliged if you would set me
free.”

The painter was liberated within five
minutes, during which time he treated
Ferrers Locke to. an account of his ex-
Eari&nms during the past twenty-four

ours. )

“Whon I came to,” he said, in con-
clusion, “it was to find myself here,
whilet the scoundrel who had taken
great pains to kidnap me calmly told me
that in less than forty-cight hours I
should shuffle off this mortal coil, accom-
panicd in spirit Ly my cousin John,
whom he had lured, or hoped to lure, to
this confounded place.” _

““Huntingdon met with an accident
that detained him in Blackpool," ex-
plained Locke. “Nothing that you need
feel anxious abent now,” he added
higstily. “ For his broken leg is mending
well.™

Therenpon the detective gave Mervyn
Dunderfield a brief account of the boguns
telegram sent by the Yellow Claw fo
Huntingdon and the actor's subsequent
accident. b

“But where is the Yellow Claw?
said Dunderfield. “Who is he®"

“IHe is not in this building, I can
assure vou,” said Locke easily. I made
certain first that my bird was away from
his nest. We have yet to surprise him.
But come; time is short. Weo have to
escort those prizoners to the police-
atation. Thiz evening, Mr. Dunderficld,
you will know all.”

The sleuth turned on his heel, and the
police officers, with their prisoners in
tow, poured out into the street. Their
romrades, who -had remained below, re-
ported that no member of the gang had
escaped, of which fact Locke was cog-
nisant already, for he had obtained from
Yvonne the number of agents to be
found in the warshouse. Leaving three
of the policemen on guard over the
warehouse, Locke clambered into the
lorry, what time the temainder of the
Flying Squad dumped their prisonerz in
the interior of the van.

Once more the lorry moved off, its
lond of “furniture " ereating just as
little sensation through the Chinese
guarter of Limehouse az it had done half
an hour before.

‘The * Guest* of the Evening !

6 E are all present, geutlemen !
W 8Bir Malcolm Dunderfield,
. resplendent in evening-dress,
bowed to the seven sumlarly-
elad gontlemen in the spacious dining-
room of hizs Park Lane mansion, and
made 2 move towards a choicely-spread
table of gleaming silverware and snowy
white linen. 'I%u- financier, acting on
Ferrerz Locke's instructions, had in-
yited Colonel Haorlingson, Inspector
Morrison, Mark Chaerton, and three
diztinguished members of the Dunder-
field family to a dinner. The object of
the dinner ostensibly was to disouss the
amazing record of the Yellow Claw, but
Bir Maleolm  Dunderfield knew that
Locke's suggestion contained something
far deeper than that. Moreover, at the
far end of the dining.room a curtain,
hung at Locke's suggestion, screened a
portion of the room from view. What
was, or, rather, what had been, going on
behind: that curtain only Ferrers Locke
amongst the whole assembly knew.
There was a tense feeling of suppressed
Tue Maoner Tigrany.—No, Eﬂ)

excitement in the atmosphere that rather

%ﬂng'led the nerves of the financier. He
)

ad given Locke a free hand to do what-
ever he liked, a concession all the more
readily granted when the detective had
produced Sir Maleolm's cousin Mervyn
safe and sound, and appurqntl{l;mnp the
worse for his experiences in the strong-
hold of the Yellow Claw, But much to
Sir Maleoln's ‘astonishment, Locke had
definitely stated that®Mervyn's presence
at the dinner would spoil his plans, and
so the portrait painter had departed from
the Park Lane mansion on the under-
standing that he would be free to return
in an hour's time.

Colonel Horlingson had all his work
ent ont to keep his excitemcnt in check,
MNext td Ferrers Locke himself, the Chief
knew more about the whole affair than
anyone, But even the great man from
Scotland Yard was not cognizant with the
main facts of the little drama to be en-
acted under the direction of his un-
official colleague.

_The guests sat down at the table, and
three silent-footed menservarnts attended
to their needs. The dinner was a great
success. A desultory conversation was
kept up throughout the meal, Mark
Chaerton being the only one who seemed
to be preoccupied with his own thoughts.
Every now and then he would glance sus-
piciously at Bir Malcolm, and then turn
his deep, luminous orbs on the composed
face of Ferrers Locke,

Coffea and ligueurs were served, and
then cigats were lighted.

“MNow, gontlemen,” began SBir Mal-
colm, *“we will start the discussion.
Mr. Locke, knowing more about this
terrible perzonality, rejoicing in the name
of the Yellow Claw, than anyone pre-
sont, it will not be out of place for him
to set the ball rolling.”

The sleuth smiled and rose to his feet,
bowing slightly to the guests.

“entlemen,” he began, I have taken
great pains to prove the truth of the
words I am about te utter in connection
with the arch-scoundrel who has troubled
society so long, and I will therefore ask
yvour indulgence and unimterrupted at-
tenticn for about ten mnutes.™

A murmur of applavse escaped the
guests, aml all waited for Locke to re-
S,

“ It will sound very much like a story,”
continued the slouth gravely, " but, on
my word ag n gentlernan, every word of
what I am about to tell you iz solid fact!
You know of my adventures with the
Yellow Claw up to this point, so I will
not trouble to recount them again.
However, to begin at the right place, we
must go back over a period of frﬂrt,'f
years. About that time there belonged
to & certain well-known family in society
a young man noted far his extravagances
and wﬁd living. For the moment he
shall remain nameless. His father, how-
ever, did what many another man has
dorie in similar cirevmstances—cut him
off with a shillmg. The son eventually
disappeared from this country and went
to Californin, Thero he geems to have
led just as wild and unruly a life, for the
last that was heard of him was that he
died in poverty.

“Buch, however, was not the case, for
I am in possession of evidence to the
pontrary. Ho was very much alive—s
still very much alive. To retrace our
steps again,.as it were, I must point out
that thizs young scapegrace once belonged
to a secret society whose name we are
all familiar with—=tha Yellow Claw., At
the time he jnined the society, however,
it was in its infancy. A few years later
the society faded out of existence alto-
gether, but its memory still remained
with the young man of whom we speak,

Being a clever fellow, for all his wild-
n.esa.gha recognised the power that would
e his if he revived the society. Again
I must ask vour indulgence, for it is
necessary for me to go back over some
of the ground we have covered,” added
the private detective, pausing for breath.
" A wild, excited look shot mcress Sir
Malcolm Dunderfield's face—a look that
was - instantly quelled by a meaning
glance from Ferrers Locke.

“At the time our man joined the
secret society,” continued the sleuth, "he
was accompanied by his hali-brother.
Hs, too, by force of cirenmstances, which
we need not go wmto at this moment, was
campelled to join the Yellow Claw. He
was compelled also to sign certain docu-
ments wherein he contributed his for-
tune to the godd of the canse—a fortune
that he was yet to inlerit, for his father
was at the time still alive. Here," added
the detective, slipping a hand into the
En:ml:et of his evening_ jacket, I must
hasten my story, for I am causing Sir
Maleolm Dunderheld unnecessacy
pense,’

The puests garzed searchingly at the
City financier, noting his drawn features
and tho hectic Aush that burned in either
cheek. Mark Chaerton fidgeted uneasily
in hiz chair. Perhaps out of the whole
assembly he was the most uncomfortabla
person present,

“The man who fled to Califsrnia,” con-
tinued Ferrers Locke impressively, *was
Sir Malcolm's half-brother Wallis !

“Whatt"

A murmur of astonishmentfescaped the
%li:v_ast.s, with the exception of Mark
Chaerton.

* And Wallis Dunderfield,” went on the
sleuth, “is none other than the Yellow
Claw 1"

“YWhat " repeated the financier, rising
in his scat, * My brother ¥

“Fxactly. And your half-brother is
with us now," said Locke quietly.
“Here in this very room.”

*Great Heavens!”

The guestz jumped to their feet, as
this startling dencuement fell upon their
carg, and it was seen that Colonel Hor-
lingson and Inspector Morrizon moved
slightly in the direction of Mark Chaer-
ton in response to Ferrers Locke's mean.
ing glance,

“And Wallis Dunderfield, alins  the
Yellow Claw, lives under a cloak of re-
spectability,” went on Ferrera' Locke,
suddenly pointing & sharp Gnger at the
playwright. " He is known to us all as
Mark Chaerton, the famous playwright!”

The efiect the sleuth’s words cau
could not have been more startling had
he named the Chief of Beotland Yard as
the head of the dreaded society. Mark
Chaerton himself trembled slightly, and
a peculiar vengeful expression shot into
his dark eyes. But his confusion was
mMaomantary.

“Mr. Locke,” he zaid derly, breakin
an omincus and oppressive silence,
admire your nmthod of story-telling, but
I think it's hardly the thing fto do io
drag my name into the rarn, Did I not
know you better I would institute pro-
ceedings for libel. This is a rare joke,
however, although not in good taste.'

“This is no joke, Wallis Dunderfield !
aaid Ferrers Locke suddenly, whipping
out from his pocket a loaded revolver.
“I eharge you, in theo first place, with the
tnurder of Chip Sawyer!™

Colonel Horlingson and Inspector Mor-
rison moved forward, and before the echo
of the sleuth’s words had died away, the
handcuffs had encireled the bogus play-
wright's wrists, Even then tﬁe man's
sang-froid did not desert him. He
laughed harshly, although a fleeting
shadow of fear took hold of his heavy
features—plain indication of his guilt.

EUg-



EYERY
MONDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRIGE
TWOPENMCE.

s

o
=

oo e W e e P

[

At the end of the beam of light was
encireled his waist. ** Who are you? "'
reassuringly.

reflected the fligure of a man chained to the wall by a broad sirip of metal that

he gasped, as Ferrers Locke darted forward.
{&ee page 22.)

** Your period of captivity is at an end | **

“*I am a friend,”* said the sleuth,

“"You fool! You will regret this
Ferrera Locke!” he said harshly. * Buch
a slander will cost you your reputation
and your fortune!”

“Wa shall see,” rejoined Locke coolly.
“I have not done yet. You will change
rour tune before the evening is over,

"allis Dunderficld V'

“*But—but are you sure that this—this
seonndrel is my brother?’ exelaimed Sir
Malcolm wildly, looking fixedly at the
handeuffed man. “It—it cannot be!
He bears no resemblance to the young
man I knew forty years ago. See, his
hair iz black, not a grey hair visible.
And if what you say is true, my half-
brother Wallis wouald be over sixty years
old!™

“Very tiue,” smiled Locke. “ A man
changes considerubly in that time, and
& bottle of hair dye carcfully an& fre-
quently applied works wonders, Sir Mal-
colm. Wa will procead, however,”

The eleuth walked to the end of the
dining-room and drew aside the eurtain,
Instantly a young girl appeared. Trem-
bling shightly, zhe accompanied the de-
tective to the astonished circle of even-
ing-clad gentlemen.

“Allow me to present Yvonne Chaer-
ton!” said the sleuth quietly,

"Not—not—not  Wallis'  danghter?”
almost screamed Siv Maleolm.

“"No, no!™ was Locke's reassuring
answer, **She is the danghter of the real
Mark Chaerton—the real playwright, whoe
has been kept a prisoner for this last six
year< at a cottage in the lonceliness of the
Devil’s Punchbow] !

“Creat Heavens ! The exclunation ez
viprnd from six voices at onee,

“Aud Mark Chaerton now, happily, is
froe,” smilodd Forvers Locke, I released
him from captivity only this morning.”

e clapped his hands owice, amd in

response the curtain ot the far end of the
roomn was again drawn aside. Thiz time
an aged, frail-looking man came slowly
into view. He halted before the assem-
bly, trembling elighily, and his eyes
turned to flash a hatred of the hand-
cuffed man.

" You—you scoundrel!” he said, his
vaica  trembling. “"Bo your day has
come! [ have waited and prayed for
such a timo!™

The pseudo playwright shrank away
from the lashing scorn and hatred in the
old man’s voice. Ho realised that hizs last
card had been plaved, and-all his com-
posure fell from him like & cloak. He
vovered his face with his manacled hands
and sank into a chair, DPut he was not
allowed to rest there for long. Colonel
Herlingson  sumpmoned two  policemen,
who had been holding themselves in
readinesa below, and a moment later the
bogus playwright passed out of the din-
mg-room —a broken man.

“And now, gentlemen,” zaid Locke
coolly, I expect yon are all dying to
know how thiz puzzle has been piered
together, If vou will give me your at-
tention [or another five yanutes I will

explan”
uI
Lered that the Yellow Claw was
nofed  for the vheap dramatic
effeet that aticoded his excurzions into
crime, hence his imposture of a8 China-
man, That leads us ta the point that
Wallis Dunderficld was prezent at the last
hall given by tho late Alec Maldane, in
the fancy dress of a Chinese mandarin.
Arvain, be wiz present au the reception

o e

Ferrers Locke Explaios !

™ the first place,” eaid the sleuih
at length, it mnst bo remem-

given by Bir Malcolm Dunderfield, also
in the guiza of a Chinaman,

“I first became suspicious of his move-
ments when, in response to an urgent
telephone message, I hastened to his
house in Eton Square and found that he
had, according to his own story, been
honnd and gagged and robbed by the
Yellow Claw, to the tuno of ten thousand
E:Jundu. I extracted from him the num-

w of the notes alleged to have been
stolen, and discovered at a later date
that two of the ten-pound notes alleged
to have been stolen were still in his
seesion. A few daye later he gave t.l!:am
te Huntingdon in exchanga for =&
cheque. They are now in my wallet, for
I exchanged them in turn with Jahn
Huntingdon for the equivalent amount
in one-pound notes.  Again, the hand-
culfs with which he had alleged he was
macle prisoner by the Yellow Claw were
of the type that could be operated at will
by the wearer. In point of fact, they
were Yproperty "' braceleta used on tho
stage. Tho knot holding the goag, too,
was & poculiar sailer’s knot, and a glance
at this scoundrel’s boxes will reveal the
fatt that several of them have been ses
cured by cord tied in the same fashion.
But even et this stage I was not cortain
of my man ; 1 did not know, {or instance,
that he was Wallis Danderfield.”

“Amel how did you get on the trail i
askied Colonel Horlingson.

“A visit o Somerset Iovse furnished
me with a few parbeuars,” continued
Farrers Locke, 1 discovered that the
genuing Mark Chamton was borm in
Milford, near Witley,  Inquirtes - at
Milford. drew the fact that Chacrton had
livad there until six years ago when, just
after - him wife's «leath, he dirappearcd

THr Maaxer Lisrary.— No. 844,
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entirely. His daughter, I learned, too,
was being schooled at a convent in
Belgium.

“1ittle was known of the weal
Chaerton, for he lived the life of a
rocluse; so the villagers said; but no one
in Milford accepted the bogus Mark
Chaerton as thé man who had lived in
their midst all his life. The coincidenge
of the names was scarcely noted, and the
fact that the impostor set himself up as
a playwright aroused no suspicion, for
no one in Milford was awave of the fuct
that for many year: they had nursed a

enivs inetheir midst. You see, none of
%hnertﬁn's plays had been put before any
producers up till that time,  Writing
plays was a hobby of vours, was 1t nof,
Mr. Chaecton?”

" The plavwright nodded,

Vs " he replied.  “T wrot® them for
tha love of the thing.  Ilave always
written them in that spirit. But procecd,
Mr. Locke, You interest me!”

“Yery well,” continned the sleuth,
“ Before my visit to Somerset House I
pame across an Bthiopian—a servant of
this scoundrel Wallis—who had be-
frjended my assistant Jack Drake when
he had the misfortune to fall into the
hands of the Yellow Claw. "'he man was
dying, but before the end came he en-
deavonred to moke known lo me the iden-
tity of the man af the head of the society.
Before he drew his last breath I gleansd
ghat the Vellow Claw's real name was
Wallis something or other.

“The next clue I picked up was when
$he *Man and His Money " coinpany
prrived at Blackpool. As you know,
belore that IMuntingdon nearly lost his
life on the railway owing, as we thought
then, to an aceudent. In reality, it was 2
deliberate attempt on his life made by s
seotindrelly uncle. At the h-:rt:el Hunting-
don  received o threatening  letter,
followed by & visit of the Yellow Claw
himself. You know of the exciting chase
we had across conntry, culminating in the
Yeollow Claw's car plunging over the
cliffs- The dummy figure at the wheel
of the car, however, contained a valuable
clue. It was stuffed with copies of the
“ Califorman News.'

 Now, as you know, Wallis Dunder-
field was last seen and heard of
California. That fact oponed my eves a
little. But the ¢lues followed fast and
furious after that. I discovered wihen I
arrived back at my hotel that a light
burned from a tall Luilding n few hun-
dred vards away. I traced the room in
which that light appeared to the Mecca
Hotel. And t%m room was booked in the
name of Mark Chaerton. Strange, doo’t
wou think, that he should be awake at
such at time—two o'clock in the morning
—oapecially. in view of the fact that he
assured me that he had passed a peaceful
night !

“Then came the advent of the iall
siranger from abroad. I saw him follow
the bogus Chaerton into the first-clads
carfiage, and then I ploned vou, colonel,
to put a man on his track. TLater T
decided to run up fo town myself, "I'he
affair of the tragedy in Mervyn Dunder-
ficld's flat can easily be reconstructed. In
tho light of what I koow now—-for a
cablegrain from a detective agency i
California was handed e an hour ago—-
the tali stranger's name was Michadl
Sawyer, commonly known as Chip, It
franspires that Chip Sawyer and Wallis
Dunderfield had a lot in common, Sawrer
met Wallis, however, when the latler was
about forty vears of age, and, according
to the cablegram, both were wixed vp in

severnl burglarics. The reported death
of Wallis was a blind to hoodwink the
police, who were after him for man-
slaughter, Chip Sawyer went to prison,
and was released last vear., It appoars
more than likely that he trailed his old
colleagne herd, _
intendad to blackmail him. That meant
danger for the double game Wallis
Dnderhield was playing.

‘" Az T reconstruct the crime he lured
Chip Sawyer to Mervyn Dunderfield's
place, and then shot him. Dy so dong
he hoped to K reap a dnuhﬁ; benefit.
Naturally efiough, upon finding the shot
figure of 8 man answering to the Yellow
Claw's appearance, and Mervyn Dunder-
field missing, the police would theorise on
the lines that Mr. Mervyn had committed
the crime. And as Mr. Mervyn would
never be able to step forward and refute
any such charge-—for it was obvious the
itention of the Yellow Claw to put him
aut of the way for good—everything in
the garden would have worked out to
plan. But, like all criminals, Wallis Dun-
derfield left c¢lues behind him—the robe
unpierced by any bullet, and the key
insurance ring. Those two mistakes will
cost Wallis Dunderfield his life.”

* Amazing !" sald Colonel Horlingson.
“ ¥Your deductions, Mr. Locke, have boen
built up on most insi%’niﬁcant clues. But
tell me, how was it that this young lady
never escaped from the Claw's. clutches
and informed the police?  For it 1s
obvious that she didn't acknowledge him
#s her father.”

“‘There you are a trifle hast¥," remon-
strated Ferrers Locke. “For you must
remember that Miss Yvonne had been
abroad at her convent in Belgium for
over six years, ‘Bhe was sent home, and
waz met by Mis, Mazelrigg, an adven-
turess, whom I saw visit the bogus Mark
Chaerton's place the same evening that
the crime i Mr. Mervyn's flat was dis-
coveread, I recognised the woman at
once, for T had been investigating a case
in which she figured a year ago, Miss
Yvouna will tell you that Mrs. Mﬂ.ﬁﬁ'lﬁg'_g
was her keeper; no other word 13
applicable,  She watched Mizs Yvonne
like a cat watches a mouse, and never
allowed her out of doors alone.  Miss
Yvonne was stuffed with the story that
her father had developed into a first-class
cvitminal, and as she never saw Wallis
Danderfiald without his Chinese disguise,
it is quite easy to understand and sym-
pathise  with  the unfortunate girl's
credulity. You must remember, too, that
she hadn't seen her father since she was
six ¥ears old—and a ehild of that age does
not rememiber events too well, To sl
it simpler, the average child of six does
not know whether its parenta sre honest
follk or otherwise. The mind s not de-
veloped to a sufficient extent rightly to
dvew the line between honesty and
crookedness. Thus they played on Miss
Yvorme's credulity ' and kept her in
ignorance of the real state of affairs—
what time her father was kept a close
prisoner, writing plays in exchange for
his life.”

“But the motive of all this?"” said Sir
Malcolm  Dunderfield. *“Why did the
Yellow—TI mean, Wallis wish to wipe out
our family in its entirety.”

“ Mot in its entirety,” corrected Ferrers
Locke.  “For he himself would have
rernained alive, Do vou not seée the plot
now, 2ic Maleolm®"

“T must confess that I don't,” said the
financier =lowly.

“Tit's guite sunple, really,” smd Locke,
with a smile.  *It is well known, for

ierced his identity, and |

he i5!" roared Sir Malcolm.

returned Ferrers Locke,

instance, that you are & millionaire,
Again, it is more than rumourcd in
certain circles that you will leate the
bulk of your money to John Hunting-
don. . You certainly would not leave a

__rmi to Wallis Dunderfield, even if you
1ad known that he was still alive—now
would you?"

“That I certainly wouldn't,” said Sir
Maleolm quietly. I wiped Wallis out
of my memory altogether when my
father died, for i1t was chiefly through
Wallis' rotten mode of living and the
anxiety it caused, that the poor old
guv'nor went under. And on his deatli-
hed he beseeched me never to acknow-
ledge Walliz a2z a member of the family,
I agreed.”

" Then the motive is ¢lear,” said Locke.
“By first disposing of the mtmbers of
the family to whom the fortune would

come in the event of yours and Hunt-

ingdon's death this scoundrel would then
have come forward with impunity,
claimed that the report of his death was
a mistake, proved his identity, and then
calmly demanded the fortune. About the
same time, too, the man known to the
world ' as Mark Cheerton would have
mysteriously disappeared. Do you ses
daylight now "

“ By jingo, what an infamous scoundrel

“But he
shall pay for this!”

“¥eos, 1 rather think he will,” said
Locke guietly, A man can't commit
murder without paying the penalty. That
is the law.”

" And his cosmopolitan gang of con-
federates—what of them?” said one of

.the guests.

. " Penal servitude for them, I reckon.”
“They are only
his tools, it is true, but there are several
deaths lying at their door. Angelo

Costello, and- Harah, the Ethiwopian, for

inztance. '’

“By Jove, Mr. Locke, you are a
marvel,” exclaimed 8ir Malcolm at
longth. * You have given me the sur
prise of my life in telling me the identity
af the ¥ellow Claw; but you have put
my mind at rest. No longer shall I, or
any bearing the name of Dunderfield, be
troubled by the threats of the scoundrel
who has terrorised the world so long.
There 15 one thing that disturbs me, how-
over, and that is that when my scoun-
drelly half-brother comes up for trial the
world will hear the unpleasant fact that
1 was once a member ot the Yellow Claw
Society mysell, and the fact, too, that
my half-brother was its chief. It will
take a lot of living down, Mr. Locke.”

Before the celebrated slenth could
make any reply one of the footmen
hurried into the dining-room and
approgeched his master.

“ You will excuse me, gentlemen,” said
the financier. “I am wanted on the
phone.™ :

Sir Malcolm was absent about fve
minutas, When he returned bis features
were strangely drawn and white.

“What's wrong?" asked Ferrors
Lorke. * Nothing concerning your—"

Sir Maleolm nodded.

“Wallia is dead,” he said slowly., "It
appears that he took poison on the way
to the police-station. The two plain-
clothes men with him rushed him to the
nearest doetor's, but nothing the medico
could do would pull him round. It was
the doector who spoke to me over the
phone,™ :

For some fow minntes there was silenceo
in the room, and theu Colonel Horlingson
spoke.
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“Well, the Law has been cheated of its lelped. Took out for a really . e,

vietim,"” he seid ponderously. * But I’'m
thinking that it is all for the best. In
gy case, your brother, Sir Maleolm,
would not have escaped the rope. As it
1%, the unpleasant focts of which you spoke
Just mow will remain hidden to the
outside world,”

“Then I suppesa I ocught to [ecel
grateful,” murmured Sir Maleolm.

It was ihrse months later that the
eneral public became awaroe of the fact
that the ¥ellow Claw society had been
Misbanded, and that itas roscally chief—
who was mot a Chinaman—had been
arrested by the police, and had after-
wards taken his own life. And although
it appeared in print that the real Mark
Chaerton had been kept in durance vile
for a period of six years, during which
time he had written play after play,
which  had been appropriated by the
Yellow Claw and put forward as his own

work, no mention was made of the
Yellow Claw's relationship to  Sir
Malealm  Dunderlield, ithe big City
finanecier.

But o generous public was not tlow o
patronise the real Mark Chaorton's next
play. Every geat in the hopnzo was
Looked for a month ahcad hefore the com-
pany had performed its cdress reliearsal
oven,  And, needless Lo say, John Hunt-
ingdon, wha had recovered from lis
injury, Olled {he leading rvole,

The only person who scemed to be out
of sorts on the opening night of the play
wag Inspector Pyeeroft, Heo lhad not
vet bercome reconciled to the fact that he
had heerr left at Blackpaol whilet all the
fun was going on in town. But Fate had
landed him some compensation, for, on
hizs jowrney down from Blackpool, Pye-
vraft had %um ed inte ho less a person
than Ezra B. Phillips, whom, it appeared,
was wanted by the Amervican police on a
charge of embezzlement, The estimable
Tzra B. was promptly arrested and
vseorted to London;: and Colonel Hor-
lingson, the Chiof Commissioner. had
made & special mark against the in-
spector's name for future promotion,

But even Pyecroft’s morose mood fell
front-him as the curtain rang up on Mark
{haerton's latest play, and he hecome
absorbed i the splendid acting of John
flontingdon, for tho ““lead * was giving
ol his best.

And after the show Sir Maleolm Dun-
derlield sprang a lest-minute invitation
o the C.LD. man fo attend a supper-
party given at ihe Waldoerf IHotel,
Around the table were scated the psin-
cipal characters who have appeared in
thiz navrative—Ferrers Locke, John
Muntingdon, Colonel Horlingson, Jack
Lirake, Inspector Pyecroft, Mark Chacr-
taon and hiz daughter ¥Yvonne. At the
head of the fable was 8Bir Malcolm, as
gonial a host as could be met in the whole
of Londan.

Like the play, the supper was a great
enccess, and when the financier proposed
4 toask in honour of Ferrers Locke, no

voie wis guicker to vespond than that.

of Mark Chaerton, the man whe had
Loy rescnedl by the great detective from
ihe tentacles of the Yellow Claw,

THE EXD.

f Vore lnol: aud for e next amazing
mipgstery case, featuring the worlid-
furmousidetective, Fervevs Locke, * The
Dest of the Puvple Sandals 7' s billed
Cor sfurt the weel: afier nevt. Re sure
ot vead the opening chapfers of
this porceryul storvy, hoys )

I Next Monday’s Programme! |

“INKY'S PERIL!"
By Frank Richards.

next iisuo of the Macyer will
confaim a speeial long and extra
fascinating yarn of Gueylriavs.
The {itle speaks for itself, Lnt it only
gives you the merest shadew of an idea

ﬂl CCORDING to my promise, ithe

of the absorbing inlerost of & really-great

and powerfol storv. Wo see how the
cheery Nabob of DBharnipur, living the
jolly, care-frea lifn of a schoolboy at a
famous British sclioo), iz eaught up in a
network of inirigie which has wrecked
the peace of the distant land where the
popular Hurree Jamset Ram will one day
be called upon to reign,

(iood old Inky, the tower of strength
to the Remove, the zport-loving fellow
witlhh 1he brave heart, apd the weird
Euglizh, is the mark of a gang of dusky

«couspirators who will stick at nothing to

cempass their ends. Thero arn mys-
terious comings and goings, and.-a perfect
maze of strange happenings. Throvgh it
all tha good elmim from India comports
unnself lika the teve sporizman he f» and
always has boen,

Inky's pluck iz of ihe right raval sort.
He can play up io the great {raditions of
his race, and ilie npshot of the new rarn
will be that ITuriee will be belter fiked
than ever, naot a Jdovbt of it. The cxtra
length of thiz stary was called for. The
additional pages are -xpono too many.
Magnetites will he saying the fale runs
short as things are, but that cannot he

.rama to track down.

appealing drama, and plenty of Grey-
[rinrs dash next Monday,

—_—

A SPRING-CLEANING NRUMBER !

Most appropriately. tha ** Greyiriars
[Horald ¥ in the new Macxet is devoted
to. .thiat ever-nécessary spring-clean.
Some papers say a lot against spring-
cleaning as an institution, but to object
to tho business of renovgting end dusting
np when the primross zeason comes along
is all nonsonse. The blithe springtime
Lrings along no end of cheery events, and
it i3 only right that a general wash and
brush-up . should be regarded as the
correct thing. All ideas and ambitions
should he titivaled up for the spring, and
1. W. & Co. have much to say on tho
whale business,  An all round, illumina-
ting supplement, 1his,

“THE LONE HAKRD!™

You will Jike the stirring varn of Lhe
Canadian Monnied Police which appears
imxu week: It i3 gripping from (rek to
ast,

“THE QUEST OF THE PURFPLE
SANDALS ! ™

Far a forinight henco I have the first
ctory of {his new series. Ierrers Lockoe
iz on the trail, and has never had bigger
Mlake a note of this
iresh featnre., It is something out ond
aut now—Tor the MAGSET, a5 ¢ver, 2c0res
again, The week after next. Where ore
{hoso purple sandals 7

your €ditor,
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