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BUNTER AND A BATH!

REALLY fine and interesting
letter reaches me from a reader
in Manchester who can't

. enough in praise of the Com-
panion papers. My chom sends along
the request that the Famous Five, with
Bunter in tow, should wvisit Droitwich,
sl what iz more. to the point, the
Droitwich Brme Baths. Poor old
Bunter! Why, the very thought of a
bath sends cold shudders down his spine.
Hegven alone knows what would happen
lfll;lhl} fai Owl vizited the baths at Droit-
wich. One thing is certain—there would
be a great splash!

——

A CURE FOR BLACKHEADS !

3. K., of Birmingham, asks me to let
him have a cure for this troublesome
mfliction. I have often replied to the
same question.  Will readers cut ot
this paragraph if they are worried in

58y

this way ! The best way is to steam the
face with the vapoiir of extremely hot
water, Then the blackheads can be re-
moved without much pain. Brisk frie-
tion with a rough towel is required after
removal, I think, however, that S.K.
should consult a doctor before taking
any steps, as he tells me his general
health i3 shaky. A doctor would set
him on his feet again, and the facial dis-
figurement would vanish of itself.

TWO SUGGESTIONS !

A "Hegular Reader " wants a story of
romance, with Miss Clara and Miss Mar-
jorie taking conspicuous parts. He says
this would be a welcome change, What
do others think? “Maidstone” says
that Loder, Walker, and Wingate ought
to have more of a show. He is not
satisfied with the noble prefecls playin
a sort of ashplant chorus at the back, %
am pleased {o be able to inform my

latter correspondent that Mr. Richards

written .2 fine series of yarps in
which the BSixth-Formers mentioned
above figure preminentlv., And number
one of zeries starts next week

Next Monday's Frogramme,

“ BROTHER AND PREFECY!"
By Frank Richards.

The opening story of a grand new
stries featwing George Wingate, the
captain of Greyfriars, and his young
brother Jack, of the Third Form, at
Groylriars. A winner all the way!

HIGHCLIFFE !

A special " Herald *' Supplement dlnn.i-
ing with Higheliffe School-—an old neigh-
bour of Greyfriars—compiled by Harry
Wharton & Co. Well worth Treading,
boya.

“« THE PHANTOM BAT!”

Another gripping instalment of this
splendid mystery story, featuring the
prince of defectives, Ferrers Locke, and
his bov assistant, Fack Drake, Look
out for k.

PORTRAIT GALLERY !

Another topping portrait of & Grew-
friars celebrity, making No, 'i' of this
popular series

[{Conlinued on page 28.)

JUST THE BOOK FOR THE WINTER EVENINGS!

ANNUAL

360 Pages of
Wonderful School,
Sport, and
Adventure Tales.
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Gorgeous Coloured
and Photogravure

Plates by well-
known artists,

ON SALE AT ALL NEWSAGENTS!_ Price 6/-
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FOGIC ? If money

con wnake o mﬂﬁ Leep his month shul, then more money will make him open it. That's the woy

Herbert Vernon-Smith reasons things out when his chum’s welfare is af stake !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.,
Skinner's Scheme !

LY SAY, Redwing, old chap!”

I “Well, Bunter®"

“I've been looking evervwhere
for you, Redwing!"

Tom Redwing stopped and smiled.

“Well, here I am, Bunter,” he said
cheerfully, " What's the trouble?”

Billy Bunter blinked rather sorrowfully
at Tom Redwing, of the Greyiriars
Remove.

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

“Eh? What have you done for me,
Bunter!" asked Redwing, looking
puzzled. “You've pinched grub from

e, and yvou've borrowed cash from me,
and you've done me down more than once,
Dut I'm- blessed if I know what vou've
done for me!" 1

*Oh, really, Redwing—">"

“If you've stopped me to ask for a
loan——""

Y Nothing of the sort,” =aid Bunter,
with some dignity,

“"Then if it's grub you're after—'

“It isn't grub,” said Bunter warmly.
“Look here, Redwing, old fellow. You
know jolly well what a pal I've been to
vou, old chap. I've backed you up
through thick and thin; I've stood by
vou when other fellows have given you
the marble eye, you know.”

“You fat asst”

_ “Dther fellows,” went on DBunter,
blinking seriously at Redwing, “ might
look down on you beocause you happen
to be the son of a dashed low fisherman;
but not me, I'm not like that. I'm
awlully dem-demoeratic, you know."

“ Are you?"

“¥es. I don’t mind if yow are the
son of a low.bred longshoreman., 1
don’t care a thump how you happen to
have been dragged up, wing, You
know what that chap Shakespeare says—
it's not the jacket that makes the man.
Well, that's how I look at things' ox-
plained Bunter, still blinking sericuzly at
Redwing. “You see, it all depends on
the man, Reddy.”

“Does it?” gasped Redwing.

Y Exactly! It's the man that counts™
said Bunter, waving a fat hand, ** Now,
I like you, Reddy, no end. You're a
jolly goad sort, old chap—decent, and all
that. I usually bar scholarship cads!
But I can stand you, Redwing !™

“¥ou—you can?”’

“Well, ves; I try to anyway. In fact,
I've always tried to be a pal to you,
Tom. That's why it hurts so when you
treat a fellow like this. It isn't like you,
old chap '™

And, dropping hiz patronising man-
ner, Billy Bunter blinked at Redwing
once again sorrowfully,

Tom Redwing looked at him, scarcely
knowing whether to laugh or be angry.
Buch remarks, coming from anyone but

‘Bunter, mwould cerl’:ainlg have given him

causa to be angry. ut 1t was always
rather difficult to be angry, really, with
the fatuous Owl of the Remove,

The good-natured Tom Redwing found
it difficult now,

“You—yow fat ass!” he exclaimed
at last, grioning. **What's the game,
Bunter? What's all this gas mean?
You know I'm no pal of vours—and
never likely to be.”

“Dh, really, Redwing! You know
jolly well what I'mean. What about this
afternoon?’ asked DBunter warmly.
*“What about the pienic? I understand
vou're taking some fellows for an outing
this afternoon i

*“That's so, But—-"

“You're taking Smithy, and Wharton's
crowd,” said Bunter accunsingly—"or,
ak least, your pater is. He's taking vou
all on a trip in his fishing-boat.”

“That's so0, Bunter.”

“Bmithy's supplying a  luncheon-
basket,” said Bunter. “I know all
about it, Redwing, I=—I happened to
hear Wharton talking about it beforé
dinner. You're going to have lea on an
island—Ethe Shark's Tooth, it's ecalled.
I=n’t that troo?”

“Quite  true, old lard-tub,"” agreed
Redwing, smiling, *Well, what about
it

“What abont it?" echoed Bunter in-
dignantly. * What about me? Where
do T come in, Bedwing? After all T've
done for vou—the pal I've been to you!
Where do I come in??

chap.

A Magnificent, New,
Long Complete Story
of Harry Wharton &
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millionaire friend
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BY
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Redwing laughed. Ho understood
now. Bunter had evidently heard about
the outing, and this was his little way of
fishing for an invite.

s ¥on fat chump!” said Redwing.
“You don't come in at all. We don't
want a Jonah aboard, Bunter. Besides,
even if you didn't sink the boat wou'd
scoff all the grub. There's nothing doing,

Fatty !"™

Redwing was walking away, but
Bunter grabbed hiz arm.

“He, he, he! he cackled. “I know

you're only joking, of course, Tom, old
I know vou won't forget an old
pal. ¥You'll put me down, of course?”

“You really want to be put down,
Bunteri”

“ Naoturally—as an old pal.”

"Then here you are, Bunter.”

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

“Yarocoooh!” roared Bunter. *“Ow!’
Oh dear! Beast! Wharrer you do
that for?" -

“You asked to be put down, and I've

Ent you down,” said Redwing. * Goo.l
ye !
He strolled away, laughing, and

mounted the Schosl House steps. Bunter
blinked  after him—a ferocious blink
that bid fair to crack his gleaming
speetacles.  He had not wanted to be
“put down * in that manner at all, He
had wanted to be “put down™ on the
list for the pienie-party—not with & pain-
ful hum;ia on the hard, unsympathetic
quad, t was pamnfully obvious to
Bunter mow that there was “nothing
doing."

“¥Yar! Deast!" he howled after Red-
wing. “ Low beast! Rotten longshore-
man! DBeastly scholarship ead! Yah!
Who wants to go in the rotten, stinking
fishing-hoat! Yah!"

Redwing vanished into the Schaool
Honsa, still smiling, Three juniors who
had witnessed the incident from the top
of the steps ecame down them oand
strolled up to Dunter as that fat youth
serambled to his feot,

The thres were Skinner, Stott, and
snoop, of the Remove, and all three were
grinning—umtil they reached Bunter,
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Then Skinner assumed a look of sym-
pathetie inquiry as he helped Bunter to

brush himself down. o
“Hurt, old c¢hap? he inguired
anxiously, “That cad I'{[:dm:!F bieen
bullying you, I suppose, Bunter?
“Ow 1" gasped Bunter. “The awiul
beast! Yes, that's it, Skinner; the

beast was hul];,.-i.nE mio—like his cheek!
Fancy a low cad liko that laying his paws
on a pentleman ' .

“ Awful!” agreed Skinner sulﬁmn'lf'.
“Rut what was it all about, Bunter, old
man? I=I fancied I heard you say
somothing about & picnic, and about a
fishing-boat, Bunter?''

“Rlow the rotten pienic, and blow the
linking fishing-boat, and blow that
beast Redwing!” snapped Dunter
erosely. “Look here, Skinner. That
beast Redwin punnhcd vou on tho nose
yesterday, dit?n t he?" ]

8kinner stroked his nose, and his ayos
glittered. Skinver's nasal organ was
rather a noticeable feature of Skinners
faco in the ordinary way. But just now
it was doubly so—being red and de-
cidedly swollen.

“Yes, he did??
quietly. _

“Well, I'll tell you what,” said Bun-
ter viciously. “Let's go after the beast
now and lick him, while Smithy -isn't
with him, you know. There's four of
ns. I—I'll hold your jackets while you
pitch into him.”

Skinner shook his head gravely.

“Wouldn’t do, Billy,” he said thought-
fully. *But—but look hore, old man, it
would be rather a lark to do them out
of their picnic this afternoon, wouldn’t
it "

Grunt, ] ]

* ¢ And, bettor still,’* continued Skinner,

gssepled Skinner

watching Bunter's face closely, tﬂ
collar the pienic for ourselves, Bunter. ;
“Eht What d’you mean, Skinner T’

said Bunter, with sudden interest.

“ It conld be worked ecasily enough, I
should think,” said, Skinner carelessly.
“All we've got to do it to get there
before they do and collar the boat,
Bunter.”

Bunter blinked at Skinner, and then
he grinned. Besides being Redwing's
bitterest enemy st Greyfriars, Skinner
was a notorious schemer and trickster—
a fact Bunter well knew,

“1—I say, Skinner,” he breathed, “do
—d'you think it could be managed ™

“ Pasily enough!” said Skinner. *I
heard Wharton talking about it, too,
Bunter. They're starting out on their
bikes for Hawksclif at two o'clock,
aren't they!"

“Yes, yos!” .

“And the boat will be waiting for
them—with the picnic-basket? Smithy's
gent that on ahead, I beliave?”

“That's right!” grinned Bunter.
H'But IE

“Well, all we've pot to do is to get
there first on our jiggers,” said Skinner
reflactively. ** The trouble is that they'll
be starting on their bikes soon. If only
wa ?:mid stop ‘em—ijust for an hour,
pay 7

“That's the trouble,” agreed Stott
seriously.

“Bunter might be able to think of a
way, though,"” saicl Enr.m‘p. looking at
Skinner and winking. “He's such a
jolly brainy chap.”

“That's just what I wae thinking,”
gaid Skinner. “I'm fairly beat—can't
think of anything. But it struck me
that Bunter might—with his brains, you
know.
kngw—hard-heeded and all that.”

Bunter grinned and smirked with self-
gatisfaction. He liked flattery in chunks,
Tae Mianer LiBrary.—2No. 922,

busy, Bunter.

later ha waz makin

He's such a clever chap, you |

“I say, you fellows,” he grinned.
“Leave it to me. I'll manage this little
affair all right! Trust me! ‘What
about smashing their rotten jiggers up
now ¥

“Wouldn't do at all,” said Skinner
doubtfully, * OF course, if they all hap-
pened to get a puncture, now—"

Skinner Eﬁused; but he had said
quite enough for Bunter. He swallowed
the suggostion just as Bkinner had ex-

pected.

“I say, wvou fellows,” he pgrinned
eagorly. 1 was just going to sugﬁest.
that, vou know. ave it to me., I'm

the chap for thia jobl He, he, hel
It's easy enough. ou chaps just back
me up, that's all!”

“Well, perhaps we had better leave
that part to you, Bunter,” agreed Skin-
ner, “It needs a chap with brains and
plenty of nerve, of course, Wo should
only bungle it, perhaps. Don’t you
fellows think so?"

" Oh, quital” said Stott.

“Leave it to Bunter,” said Snoop.

“Mustn’t lose any time, though,”
warned Skinner,
two now. Come on."

“Yos, rather!”

“ Better not all go together, though,”
said Skinner. *You run on, Billy, and
we'll follow,” )

“Getting  funky—what?”  grinned
Bunter. “He, he, he! Look at me, you
cha 1 as an iceberg, you know,
That's me! Just as you like, though,
Leave it to me, and I’li' see you through,
you chaps."

With that Bpoter rolled away, 2 fat
grin on his grubby features. It did not
gpoour to the fat junior that Skinner &
Co. might have an object in not wish-
ing to SEE1 ﬂ.I:rl'Jll'itzndzl.a.':ll'ri'ﬂ%.l the cyele-
shod with him. Indeed, in his fat com-
placency, Bunter never gave a thought
in that direction. He imagined Skinner
& Co. were beginning to *'funk,” and
he was exce inlgl:.r flattercd at the
thought that such usually sharp and
“nervy ' youths as Skinner & Co. would
be willing end eager to “leave 1t " to

him.

He reached the cycle-shed, and
chuckled at finding it deserted. In less
than a minute, Skinner, Stott, and
Sncop joined him there,

“ All serenc,” smiled Skinner. “Not
a soul about, old chap. Go ahead, and
we'll keep cave. Let's get our Jiggers
out first, though.”

Skinner & Co. wheeled their bikes out
of the shed. Bunter wheeled out the
machine that belonged to Vernon-SBmith
of the Remove, . .

“Hallo, that’s Bmithy's bike!™ said
Skinner, staring.

“Well, you don't suppose I'm going to

rind ten rotien miles on my old crock,

o you?" said Bunter, grinning. * Be-
sides, it's busted, I'm taking Smithy's
—save doing in the tyre, you know.
He, he, hel™

“Ha, ha! Yes, old chap!” agreed

Skinner, laughing, *Buck up and get
Got a pini"”
Bunter had got a pin, and a moment
good—or, rather,
bad—usa of it. Ho knew the bikes be-
longing to the Famous Five and Red-
wing, and a moment fater the hiss of
ascaping eir was heard in the cyele-shed
as Bunter gontly pressed the pin home
into the front tyre of Wharton's
machine. .

“(io it, Bunter,” said Skinner encour-

agingly. “ That's one 1"

unter gigeled and rolled over to Bob
Cherry's machine. Skinner & Co. re-
maingd «An the doorway and watched
with grins on their faces. Five more
times came the hiss of escaping air, and
then Skinner chinckled at the sixth,

“It's getting on for]

“Finigshed, Bunter ¥ he inguired.

“That's the sixth,” grinned Bunter,
streightening himself and turning & [at
face towards the grinning Skinner &
Co., “I say, shall I give 'em another
dose——"

“Yes, do!" grinned Skinner. " Sure
yvou've done in the front tyres, Billy?"

“Yes old cha L

“Then we'll leave you to it, Bunter,”
sald Bkinner, “ Good-bye, old chap!®
_ With that Skinner stepped back, pull-
n}g the door of the ¢ycle-shed to as he
did so. The next moment the key clicked
in the lock, It was followed by a
startled exelamation from Bunter inside,
and then a howl.

“Here, wharrer you at, Skinner?”
howled Bunter, rushing blindly to the
door and thumping it furiously. * Look
here, you beast—"'

But Skinner did not stop to *look * or
“hear.” Ha %rahbed hiz machine, and
chuckled as he led his chums away
towards the gates.

“HEven Bunter's useful at times,” he
remarked, with a soft chuckle. "I
fancy that puts me square for that

unch on the nose yesterday, anyway.

onder what those cads will say to
Bunter when they find him in there,
and their jiggera busted ?”

“ Ha, ha, ha "

Skinner & Co. laughed, and wondered
as they made for the gates.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Y hat] Why not " .
Harold Skinner hesitaled,
with one leg over the saddle
sudden exclamation.

The three black sheep of the Remove
had just passed through the school gate-
also just about to mount their machines,
stop and locked at Skinner.

“Fh? Why not what, Skinnerf”

Skinner grinned and glanced sbout
him. His eyes were gleaming.

“Why not do just as we suggested to
1] “‘hy l‘lﬂt ?.".'l

His chums looked at him, ]

“You—you mean go to Hawkseliff
said Stott.

“Just that!™

“But—but I thought you were only

Wla 1 was!” grinned Skinner. “It
was just an idea that occurred to me—
an idea to make Bunter da those cads
at Redwing turning him down, and
knew the fat ass only wanted a Jead to
make him do any silly thing to get his

“ Yes, but—" i

b “Well, Bunter swallowed the bait as
1 expected. He's puncturad their dashed
neck for it. That was all I wanted
then. But—it's just struck me. you
chaps. Why not go the whola hog?

Stott and Snoop looked at Skinner in
rather a scared manner. They Wwero
used to Skinner's * practical jokes,” and
Bunter to punciture the bikes of the
fellows he hated had amused them
vastly. But to carry the “joke " on to
frightened them.

“Tpg risky, you ass!” said Snoop.
“If you ask me, you've risked enough

The Pride of Eent !

‘M

of his bike, and made that
way, and Stott and Snoop, who were
asked Bnoop.
that fat ass, Bunter?” he grinned.
and collar their boat, and all that?"
pulling that fat rotter’s leg,” said Stoit.
one in the eye. I saw Bunter was waxy
own back.”
bikes, and I expect he'll get it in the
I1t'll be easy cnough as we told Bunter.”
his mean and spiteful trick in getiing
the length 8Skinner now suggested,
already, Skinner. Bunter's bound to
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iell those cads who put him 1‘};: to pune-
turing their bikos as it 15, You've for-
gotlen that.”

“ Mok at all 1™ said Skinner. “*Nobody
belicves Bunter; they'll just think he
did it to spite them for not taking him,
Bunter a,],'.'ca,:.'a tries to put it on to
souneone olze.  Wharton knows that.
He's too just and high-minded to risk
doing little usz an injustico. He'll tackle
us, and we'll simply deny it. That's
nll.™

Amd Skinner lavghed sneeringly.

“Well, that's so0,” grinned Stobt.
“Wharton won't believe Bunter againat
s, But how is it going to bhoe managed ¥
Bedwing's dashed pater’s bound to be
in charge of the giddy hoat——"

“1 don't soe it,” said Skinner. “The
dashed boat's more likely to be drawn
up on tle beach, or tied to the jetiwv.
I cxpect Redwing will just call at the
cottage for him. Anyway, we can easily
findd a way of doing down that simple
ol fishorinan jobhany. '

“Iut we were going to meet TPon and
hi¥® pals, weren't wet”

i I‘:'Eﬂ. aied we are!” grinned Skinner.
"I het old I"on will jump at the ehaneso
—especially to do down Redwing and
Smathy, He hates ‘em just as hie Lhiates
Wharton's crowd, My hat! It'll be
vipping, chapa! A trip out to thaf
neerey old island, tes, and then banker
and smokes aftorwards. We can leave
the dazbied old boat on the beach some-
whorse nﬂr-rwarrl:i) can't wa? It's [ERY
as ealing jcos!”

“Phew ! DBut—"
“(h, stop  butting, for goodness’
sake,” sneered Bkinner. “ Come on, you

silly funks '

=kinner jumped into the saddle. Stott
ant Rnoop only hestlated for a moment,
amd thou 'r.hl:t:,r didd  likewize. Tlhc}'
nanally did object to Skinner’'s schemes
at first t but they never had the courage
to decline 1o tu{o part in them for all
tlat. *«BMorcover the prospect Skinner
eld Lefore them was distinetly alluriog
to the shady hangers.on,

They raised no farther ohjectiong, and
the three rode hard along Friavdale
Lawe, and turned on to the CLff roml.
Al the cross-ronds, where the Higheliffe
road joined the CHE road, three juniors,
wearing  Highelilfe  School caps, were
watting, and SBkinner & Co. dismounted
oo orned them,

The three were DPonsonby, Gadshy,
antl Vavasour, three elepant “puts " of
the Higholiffe Faurth Forin,  Cecil Pon-
canliy greeted the Greyiriars trio with
noteow],

“Late as usual, Skinny,” he sneered,
“[dash it all, T wanted to be in Court.
field by this time. Come ont™

Skinner ,F:rimw{l,

“Hold on, Pon,” bhe said, "I've got
zopwethiong better on than & Coworthicld
puh for this afternoon.”

Ponsonhy  jammmed his eyveglass into
place and regarvded Skinner coriously.

“Well, what's the game, Bkinny ™ he
demanded,

mhinner ehockled, ond told him, As
he Jistened Ponsonby's eves glinted, and
he noddded at last,

“T'tn on, Skinny," he said, grinning.
" oon, if it's ﬁrli:.-' to more over Lhose
caids,  Bmithy's hammered wee more than

once—s0 has Redwing, lfer Lhat matter.
I'm on!"

Skinner grinned. He had been wel
aware of the hitker enmity batween Pon-
sonby amd Redwing and bis chum.  He
had known what Ponsonby's answer
would be, ;

“Right!" he said briskly, “Tet's got
going then,  Tt's a bit of a fag to Hawks-
chilf, hut it's worth it*

" What-ho !™

r.
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** Ha, ha, ha ! " roared Skinner,

Skinner encouragingly, ‘' Now

** Buck up and get busy, Bunter ! Gotapin®"
Bunter had got a pin, and a moment later he was making good—or rather, bad—
use of it. He knew the bikes belonging to the Famous Flve and Redwing, and soon |
the hiss of eseaping air was heard in the eycle-shed as Bunter gently pressed the
pin home into the [ront tyre of Wharton's machine.

“ Go It, Bunter ! ™" sald {
(Nee Chapler 1.)

the othersI*'

The aix juniors  mounted  cheir
machines and started out, foking the
ChiE romd at o good speed, As Skinner
pombed ok, it vonlil not take Redwing
and his chums long 1o repair punctures,
and spredd was necessary. They reached
the little fOshing hamlet breathlesz and
panting and perspiring. Tt was quite a
warm afternoon, and none of the six
was an aflilete.

The little hamlet --moerely a few seat-
tered cottages =was almost deacrbod, s
anly a couple of figures were to be seen.
Outside a cabin a fHisherman was mend-
ing & nel, and down alongsicde the little
jetty was & fishing boat with an elderly
mars busving  himself about ithe little
hatchway.

Though the jetty was scmne little dis.
tance away, Skinner recognised the man
at Onee,

YPad leck te it he muttercd.
“That's old Redwing, you chaps, He's
getting the dashed old tuls ready, What's
to he done?”

“Teeave it to me,” said Ponsonby
coolly. " Let's go on through thix hole
for a Iat. PPlenty of places to hide the
bikea bevond those rocks there.”

"Hight-hﬂ L4

The six mounted again, and rode on
through the little hamlet. Just ontside
there were plenty of hiding places ammong
the rocks, and leaving their machines
there, they started back along the Leach
at a stroll,

They renched the little jetliy, and Pones
sonby gave the sigual to stop. With his
hands in the pockets of his  elegand
blazer, Pousonby led the way on to the
jetty at a careless stroll.

At the sound of footsteps on the jetiy
Mr. Redwing looked ronmd quickly, e
lockod n little <isappointed az he =aw
the fares of the juniors. He had
obviously taken them for his son and
his frionds at first.

“(iood-afternoon!”  sail  Tonsonby
genially, * Nice day for the time of vhe
year,”'

Mr, Redwing smiled. Ho was a burly
man, with satlorman written all over
him, and his beardod face beamed with
honest good nature.  Just for a moment,
Skinner & Co,, who had met Redwing's
father before, and had good reason to
fear recogmtion, hung hack, but, as the
sailorman smiled they realised they had
nothing to fear.

Quite ohiviously he had not recognised
thern again.

" (zo0d - afternoon!”
cheerily.
lacds."

“Tidving the old boat up, what?"
said DPonsonby, looking the boat over,
and reading the pame on  the prow,
“Pricle of Kent, ch? Good name for
the Loat, that.”

Thers was a snigger from Gadsby—a
snigger that made the old sailorman
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on ! he  answored
“"Yes, 1t 13 4 fine aflternoon,
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look up sharply. But Ponsonby nudged
his chum warningly, and went on agan
quickly : :

“I suppose you wouldn't care lo hire
us the old tub for the afterncom, my
man 1" he inquired blendly..

Mr., Redwing shook his head,

“I've already got & job on thia alter-
noon, young gentlemen,” he said, !::rﬂk*
ing at Skinner & Co. and smiling. *' My
son, Tom Redwing, is a scholar at Grey-
friars, lika these young gentlemen. I'm
taking him and some of his Iriends out
to Shark’s Tooth on a picnie.”

“I know him,” said Fonsonby, nod-
ding. " Well, our luck's out, you chaps.
Come on. Good-after—"

Ponsonby was turning away, when he’

stopped. . o

“By the way,” he said, smiling gen-
ially, “if you happen be waiting for
Tom Redwing now——" : s

“I am, sir. 1 expocted him and his
friends befora this,” said Redwing senior.
“But I suppose—"

“1 asked,” said Ponsonby, *because
we passed him and some more chaps
from Greyiriars outside a cottage up n
the village there. ked to me as if
he was waiting for someone.”

d'“ Oh, abzolutely ! said Vavasour, nod-
Ing. .
“Oh 1" anid Mr. Redwing. “That's it,
then!” He jumped on to the jetty.
“"He'll hﬂ.ﬂwaitinglfur m:s,dtili :i‘ﬂ‘r.lrﬁf,
young gentlemen. I expected he'd come
right along here. I'd better go up to

the cottage.”

“1 should,” said Ponsonby. *Good-
afterncon !

Ponsonby turned away, and his chums
followed him, trying to hide their grins.
The simple fisherman, never dreammg
that Ponsonby had lied, returned a
hearty * Good-afternoon, lads!™ and
hurried away.

“(Good man, Pon!" chuckled Gadsby.

“1 thought that would do it,” grinned
Ponsonby. “Simple, innocent old
codger, 1sn't he? We'll stroll on for a
bit until he's out of sight.”

“Where i3 the dashed cottage?”
grinned Stott, ;

“Yau can't see it from here—luckily,”
gaid Ponsonby. “It's just beyond that
row of rotten- hovels there. Hallo!
MNow we're right !

s Ponsonby spoke the upright figure
n{AMr. Hedw;zném vaniahedpbghind tho
row of “rotten hovels,” as the clegant
Pansonby called them.

In & flash Ponsonby was hurrying back
to the jetty with his grinning chums at
his heels, Ponsonby, as usual, had quite
taken charge of the affair, and Skinner,
secretly, was only too glad to let him
take charge. It occurred to Skinner
now that if Mr. Redwing remembered
any faces he would remember Ponsonby's
firat.

A quick glence round showed not a
soul in sight along the sea-wall or
beyond, and the juniors swarmed aboard
the Pride of Kent. Despite Ponsonby
& Co.’n sneears, the fishing boat was far
from being an “eld tub,” and it was
certainly tidy and as clean as & new pin.

“Buck up!” urged Skinner, rather ner-
vously. *“Let's get far out before that
old bounder finds he's been diddled, and
comes back.”

“Hallp, getting the breeze up,
Skinny 1" grinned Ponsonby. * What if
ha does spot us? He can prove nothing,
neither can Wharton's lot 3 they can nnf
suspect.  Matter of fact, I jolly weﬁ
hopa the cads do suspect us,” added the
Highcliffe junior viciously. “That's
what I want—to do the ecads down, and
for 'em to guesz we've done 'em down ™
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" But if they prove it—"

“Oh, dry up, you funk! Heave-ho,
my hearties! ~Up with the rotten old
sail, chaps!”

“0Oh, absolutely!”

Skinner, anxious to get clear of
danger, grabbed a boat-hook, and pushed
off desperately, aided by Snoop armed
with an oar. The Pride of Kent rolled
and pitched away [rom the fetty, and
Pansonby took charge of the tiller, whilst
Gadshy, Vavasour, and Stott struggled
with the big mainsail. i
_All three had many & time and oft
been sailing in Pegg Bay, but they were
by no means szkilful eailors, They got
the sail up at last, however, alter much
struggling and panting, and the Pride of
Kent all {rut-'capsi&:.ed as she heeled over
and forged away seawards,

“My hat! gasped Skinner, who was
looking rather white. “If you idiols
carn’t fmndlu a dashed sail better than
that you'd better leave the dashed thing
alone.” N

“Skinny's got the breeze up badly,
grinned the Higheliffe leader. “It's all
serene now, the giddy wind's with us,
luckily, and we'll soont be well away.’

Skinner scowled. As a matter of fact,

tha cad of the Bemove was already re-

retting the expedition, not only because

¢ felt that the fishing-boat was a little
more than they could safely handle, but
for other reasons. Mr. Redwing might
have recognised them, after all. And
it was pretty certain that Harry Whar-
ton & Co. would guess they were the
fellows who had played tha trick, espec:-
ally after the suspicious puncturing of
their tyres at Greyfriars, Ponsonby &
Co. were, perhaps, safe enough, but
Skinner & Co. belonged to Greyfriars,
and Skinner did not feel at all safe now.

“0Oh, dry up, Pon!" enarled Skinner.
“Why should I funk it, when 1 sug-
gested the trip? Look here, blessed if
I can see any picnie-basket.™

“My hat!”

None of the juniors had theught of
that until now. They glanced about the
boat, but saw no signa of a basket,
Skinner rummaged in tho tiny cabin,
but found not a serap of food on board.

“ That's mucked up the whole wheeze,”
said Stott glumly.

“Blow the grub!™ said Ponsonby,
“YWe'll have an hour or two at the
cards, and then we'll run back and
shove this old tub ashore somewhero
round by the Shoulder there. Jove,
we're moving now |*

“Yes, rather!”

The Pride of Kent was moving—there
was no doubt about that. She snorted
over the crisp waves, burying her nose
again and again, and sending showers
of stinging spray over the juniors erouch-
ing in the well. They were well beyond
the looming mass of the rocky Shoulder
now, and Sherk’s Tooth was in sight—a
rocky islet, bare and desolate, and
almost surrounded by jegged, half-sub-
merged rocks.

Slkinner and several of the juniors
eyed it somowhat dubiously as the fish
ing-boat drove on through the dancing,
sparkling waves towards it.

“1 say,” seid SBkinner at last, “It's
a jolly dangerous place to approach, I
hg']igve, Pon. Treacherous rocks all
round it, and our chaps always give it
& wide berth. Better go carefully !

“ Rot 1* said Ponsonby easily. "7 can
handle & blessed old tub like this, don't
you worry! We'll work round to the
soaward side, though—no place to land
thiz side.” ]

But none of the others, to judge
by their fares, shared Fonszonby's
confidence. They watched rather

anxiously as the rocky islet loomed
larger. Rounding the island, the craft
once egain narrowly escaped capsizing,
but they got it round at Jast, and Bkin-
ner breathed deeply in relief as he
pointed to a tiny stretch of %a[den sands,

“There you are, Pon!” he muttered.
“Better have the dashed sail down now,
what ¥

“Plenty of time, you ass!" grinned
Ponsonby. “I’ll tell you when 1’

The Pride of Kent hecled over and
slid towards the stretch of beach at a
gmdﬁpeed, and suddenly Ponsonby gave
a yell,

" Down with it, chaps!”

Skinner & Co. were only too glad to
obey the command. They jumped to
obey, and then the trouble started. Try
as they would, they could not get the
sail down.

“The dashed block's jammed or zome-
thing !"” yelled Skinner, tugging des-

erately at the ropes. “Oh, my hatl
Turn her out again, Pon, you fooll Oh,
look out (™
Even as Skinner shouted to Ponsonby
his eyes glimpsed zomething in the blue
watoer aﬁ:’eaf—-a sunken, ugly enag
clearly scen in the waler, and his voice
ended in a shriek that was drowned in
a harsh, grinding erash,

Crash |

The boat struck, rose, and fell again
with a sickening lurch, amid & grinding
of timbers lndg yvells of fear from ita
occupants, and then she hecled over
drunkenly, flinging the juniors over n a
strugpgling heap.

— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER
A Startling Discovery !

H crumbs !’ groaned Billy Bun-
ter, in dismay.
He stared at the closed door
of the eyvele-shed with feehings
almost too deep for words as he realised
how Skinner & Co. had tricked him.

For some moments he hammered away
at the doors until he heard the footsteps
of the treacherous trio die away, and
then he gave it up, fuming with wrath
and indignation.

He saw it all now—or thought ho did.
Skinner had tricked him into doing their
dirty work for them—leaving him lo
face the music while they wont off to
collar the boat and the picnic-basket for
themselves.

“0Oh, the awful beasts!"” repeated
Bunter. " 'I'hose other beasts will como
along soon, and they'll find me hero
and know I've punctured their bikes.
Oh dear 1™ :

Bunter rolled over to the window of
the shed, and blinked out dizmally.
Thoe window was amall and did not open,
and his only hope now was that some-
one would como along befors Redwing
and his chums—someons who would let
him out of his inerimineting position.

Bunter's luck was out, however.

As he blinked out of the window le
spotted seven juniors crossing towards
the cycle-shed.  He groaned as ho mmig
nised them as Wharton, Cherry, Bull,
Nugent, Hurree Singh, Vernon-Smith,
and Redwing.

W

“ Tust my luck!” groaned the [at
junior. “Oh crikey! What am I to tell
:ﬁn'.l. -}I‘:-

He blinked about him desperately, and
suddenly seeing a huge packing-caso at
the far end of lﬁua shed, he rolled quickly
over to it.

As he hoped, the case was empty, and
PBunter swiftly turned it on one side.
Then, crouching down, ho pulled ihe
easge over him.

It was not an easy task, and the
result was & very tight fit, and most
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uncomfortable to Bunter. But it ‘hid
him, and that was what the fat junior
worried aboub at the moment,
Gasping and quaking, the fat vouth
crouched in the darkness of this case,
and the next instant a voice chné

faintly to his cars from outside—
Bmithy’s voice.
“Hallo! Who the thump's got my

dashed jifﬁ:ler out—"

There owed a murmur of voices,
and then the kev rabtled in the door of
the shed, and the voices became sud-
denly louder.

“The same chap locked the silly door
who shoved your bike out, I expect,
Fmithy,” Harry Wharton was saymg.
*Bure you didn't get it out yourself "

“0Of conrse’ I didn't ! said Vernon-
Smith, “Bome silly ass playing a silly
game, I suppose.”

“It'z queer, certainly 1" said Wharton.
“ Anyhow, let's have the bikes out,
chaps ™

The Yamous Five and Redwing and
the DPounder swarmed into the shed,
and there was & vattling of machines—
followed by a chorus of angry remarks
thet made Bunter quake.

“Hallo! ©Oh, blow it!
tyre's down!”

Y80 mine 1

“And mine !

“That's gueer, you chaps,” chimed n
Harry Wharton, “ My front tyre's flat,
too! Who the thump——-"

“Some silly ass playing tricks”
grunted Bob Cherry. “Youre down,
too, Heddy ¥ :

Redwing nodded.

“Dine also!” added Hurree Jamset
Singh, “The flatiulness is terrilic, my
esteomed chums., Someone has been
playing the absurd trick jokefully.”

“Half a minute,” said Harry Whar-
ton suspiciously., " Thiz looks queer,
chaps ™

He legned his machine apainet the
wall of the shed, and started to pump
up his front tyre. He very soon dis-
covered what he had half [eared—that
the tyre was punctured.

“Try your tyres, chaps,” said Harry
grimly.

“Yes, rather!”

There was a general reaching for
{.umps, and soon all the juniers except
Vharton and Bmuthy were hard | at
work pumping. Like the captain of
the Remove, they soon found the use-
lossness of pumping.

“Well, my hat ™

“I'his is the gil:]dlj' lignit 1™

“YWhe's done it?'

“That's the guestion,” said Harry
Wharton guictly. “It's not just coinci-
dence when six bikes are discovered
to be punctured.™

He tried the tyres of several other
machines in  the shed, but none
appeared to have suffered except their
Ol

“Only yours has cscaped, Smithy,”
zaid Bob Chorry, “ and 1hat was outside
the giddy shed. Here's a mystery, if
yvou like!™

(£ PILE“‘ !!I

“YWho is the ead?” breathed Frank
Nugent, “Someone who wanted to
mnck up our afterncon’s tr:g;-t.hat's
clear. Can it be Bunter? & was
waxy because ho couldn't join us, you
know.”

“Well, he might have done it out of
spite,” said Harry, doubtfullv. " But
he'd acarcely dare, on his own, anyway.
{1h, blow it! No good standing grous-
g, though, Let's make a start at
mwending the dashed thimgs ™

“Plow k1"

“ Yes, rather!” said Bob Cherry with

" My f{ront

a2 snbrt, “If T over get my fists on the s

cad who did i—"

“ Oh—Ilook out I ** Skinner’s ery of wamning came too late,
struck the snag, rose and fell again with a sickening lurch, amid a grinding of
timbers and yells of fears from its occupants, Then she heeled over drunkenly,

flinging the junicrs over in a struggling heap !

Crash ! The boat

(See Chapler 2.)

Bob gave o blood-curdling growl, ad
Lurned his machine upsidoe down to start
operations.  His chums did likewise with
many growls and threats against the un-
knownr miscreant who had caused the
tronble.  Hagor to help the unfortu-
nates, the Bounder hurried away for o
bucket of water.

“Might as well sit down on the job”
said Bob Cherry, who was a fellow whe
always tried to make life easy when he
could, “Here we are.”

Bob grabbed hold of the packing-case.
Though very wide, it was rather flat, and
Bob thought it would make a good seat.
He zat down on it, The next moment,
however, he had jumped up as if the box
were red-hot, az a startled yelp rang out.
© ¢ Mum-my hat!"” gasped Bob.

“What the thump—"

Hiz chums had also heard that yelp
of pain, and they stared at the box
aghast. .

“ Something alive inside it!” gasped
Frank Nugent. * It almost sounded like
a pig. Hark!”

From the box came the sound of heavy
breathing and a servies of muffled grunts.
Billy Bunter, though kllmwing: e was
on the verge of being discovered, could
not help breathing heavily and grunting.
It was stifling inside the box, and in

adidition to being cramped, the fat junior
wasz almost suffocated.

Quite suddenly Bob Cherry gave a
chuckle, and grasped the box again.
This time he gave a haefty heave, and
up-ended it.

Bump, bump!

“Yaroooooh I

“My hat 1"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter!" bawled
Bob Cherry. "I thought so.”

“Great pip!”

“1 say, you fellows

It was Bunter, as tho juniors saw now.
After rolling over, howling, Billy Bunter
sat up, and blinked up in slarm at the
chums of the Remove.

“Ow! Ow-wow!” he gasped. "Ow!
You carcless beast, Bob Cherry! You
pulled me over like that on purpose.
You've nearly busted my back, and jolly
nearly broken my spectacles,”

“You—you fat ass—"

“T say, you fellows—" gaspéd
Bunter, blinking up at the startled
juniors in a scared way. “ It—it's all
right, you know. If you think I punc
tured your bikeg you're jolly well mis
taken, you know.

13 Gh [JF

“In fact, 1 know nothing at all about
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it," explained Bunter cautiously. “In
fact, I don't even know your bikes are
punctured. So--s0 you needn’t ask me
about it!” ‘
“Oh, noedn’'t wei” said Harry Whar-
ton grim!:-r. )
“ Certainly not! I Lknow nothing at
all about 1t. I'm innocent. Never cven
knew wvour [ront tyres were punctured !
I1—I zay, vou fcllows, I can’t stop now;
t to mect=lo—to meet my :_nmur"'
Dilly Bunter serambled to his feet and
gtarted for the doorway. He gave a
volp as Bob Cherry's powerful gresp
closed on his fat arm, All the jumors
were looking grim now. As usual, Billy
Bunter had given himself away by being
g0 eager to deny knowledge of the
crime.

“Hold on, you fat clam!" snorted Bob
wrathfully. “Bo it was you, after all,
yvou—you fat rascal I )

“]—1 say, you [ellows—"

Without warning, Bunter broke of,
aud, wrenching his arm free, he made
a leap for the doorway. At the same
moment Vernon-Smith appeared there
with a bucket of water in his hand.

Bump! Splash, splash!

“Yooop!” roared Bunter.

The two collided with terrific force,
and Bunter yelped once, and then agaim,

as half the contents of the bucket
splashed out over iz waistcoat and bis
lega.

"You careless idiot!" roared Vernon-
Smith. : ]

He grabbed Bunter with his free hand,
and raised his boot.

“Hold the fat rotter!™ yelled Bob
Cherry. “He's the cad who punctured
our bikes, Smithy !"

“Oh, is he?” ejaculated the Bounder.
“Then I'll let him have the rest of the
waé:war !"hf

WOOSs

The Bounder calmly emptied the
bucket over Bunter.,

Funter aat down with & bump and 2
spluttering roar.
p“{]w! EGI‘D‘DG]‘IE Ow! Beasts! Oh!
Croooooh !

“Ha, ha, ha!" L

Angry 83 they were, the juniors could
not help laughing at the dismal sight
Billy Bunter presented He sat on the

round and gasped and spluttered as if
or & Wager,

“ w1 he managed to articulate at

last. “Ow! Ow-wow! Oh, you awful
beast, Smithy! Oh, I'm wet—drenched
through! Groooh! Oh, you rotters!™

“It serves you jolly well right, Bun-
ter,” said Harry Wharton, ceasing to
laugh. “We might have guessed that
you wora the cad who punctured our
bikes. I suppose you did it out: of spite,
because Redwing turned you down Ehis
afternoon!” e

“ Beasts 1" howled Bunter, blinking up
wrathfully, “Don't I keep telling you
1 didn't do it. It wasn't me, I tell you.
1 know nothing about it, you awful

h-m;sts! Besides, Skinner made me do
it !
“0h ! exclaimed Harry Wharton:

" Skinner made you do it, did he "

“ Not at all I gasped Bunter in sudden
glarm. " D-dud-did T say that? Quite
a mistake. I mean I know nothing at
all about it, honour bright. Oh dear!”

“What's the good of telling fiba!"”
snorted Johnny Bull. “0f course, you
did it, you fat worm! It's no good try-
':‘IIF to put it on someonsa else, either”

‘Hold on!" said Herry, "‘There's one
thing wants explaining, chaps. If Bun-
ter did it, how canie ho locked up in the
blezsed shed? He couldn't have locked
himszelf in."

Ty H}" ]”lﬂ.f !1:
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The juniors stared at Bunter, That
fat junior scrambled up, hiz eves fairly
glittering behind his big glasses. It cor-
tainly did need some caplaining.

“1 eay, you fellows—" ,gﬂkjmd Bun-
ter, groaning., * It—it was Skinner, you
know. He made me do it, and then he
locked me in, the awful rotter! Ow-
yow ! It wasn't my fault in any way.
Besides, 1 didn’t it at all. Now
lemme go, vou beasts! I'm wet!”

“You fat worm i

“0Oh, really Bull— I say, you fellows,
vou'd better be quick, and go after old
Skinner before he collars that boat, and
does you out of the pienie!™

“Eh, what's that?”

“That's Skipnor's game,” groaned
Bunter, "He made me puncture wvour
bikes so that he could collar the boat at
Hawkscliff, and pinch the picnie, you
know. He'll do it if you're not jolly
shppy. Ow! QOwyow! 1'm wet!”

“Oh, let the fat ass go!” soapped
Harry Wharton impa.tientlg. “Let's get
these punctures mended and get off.
"i'l'i"_a can talk to the fat rotter later about
this,”

“Myg hat!™” said Nugent in alarm.
“Youn think the fat rotter’s telling the
truth, Harry I

“I'm blessed if T know what to think,"”
said Harry crossly., I certainly be-
liave that Skinner's at the bottom of this
rotten-trick. Dont—but it's all rot about
Skinner collaring the boat, of course.
He's just stuffed Bunter up to get him
to puncture our bikes out of sheer spite.
I expect he promised Bunter a look-in
at the pienic.”

“And then double-crossed Thim,”
grinned Bob Cherry, “ Well, my hat!
Just like Bkinner!”

“Just!"” sald Harry. “We'll talk to
Skinner about this to-night, chaps. Now
let's get these thumping punctures
mended, blow ‘em! Kick that fat ass
out, omeone,”

[T ?Brmﬂﬂh {43

Bob Cherry made a move towards
Bunter, but the Owl did not wait. He
fairly flew, howhng belore he was
touched, and vanished behind the chapel
at a rare pace.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wrecked !

T EVER in their lives had Pon-
N sonby & Co. and Bkinner & Cea.
beon so terriied as when the
Pride of Kent struck the snag

off Bhark’s Tooth Island.

For some moments there was a scenc
of wild panic as the juniors struggled
in the botiom of the straining, lurching
boat, which was heeling over now at a
dangerous angle, her sail almost in the
water,

Then, to make matters worce—or
rather, to add to their panic—Ponsonby’s
wild grasp closed suddenly on a rope,
and, as hiz weight swung upon it, what
the juniors had been trying to bring
about when the boat strack, happened.

The large mainsail came down with a
ruch, half of it into the foamy water,
and half of it enveloping the struggling
juniors,

Ponzonby and his companions almost
howled with fear.

Already thoy felt their feet and ankles
covered in water, and they expocted the
boat to sink under their feet at svery
passing second.

Dut it did not sink., After thal first
grinding crash, the boat had =lid off the
rock ou to a shelving bank of sand, and
uow it was hard ang fast there,

The frightened juniors discovered
this when the boat became motionless,
and they ceased to fyaEI, and drew in
deep breaths of relief.

“It—it's =all right, you fellows,"”
panted DPonsonby, whose face ‘was
almost green. * We've run off the rock
on to & sandbank or something.
Loolk 1"

Hea pointed

to the clear water,
thmugh

whith yallow sand could be dis-
cerned, scarcely three feet below the
surface, It was an exceedingly fortun-
ate thing for the shady adventurers
that that sandbank had been there, for
several of them could not swim a stroke.

“0h, thank goodness!” mumbled
Skinner, who was scarcely able to
speak. “I—I thought we were doue
that time.”

“We're all right so far,” said Pon-
gonby, who was recovering his nerve
rapidly. “The tide’s at its highest now.
My hat!” he went on eagerly, glancing
about him. “I believe we can get
ashore from here along that reel ™

“ {h, absalutely 1" breathed Vavasour.

It certainly looked possible. Some
yards away was & long reef of rock,
jagged and broken, but stretching fo
the rocky marge of Shark’s Tooth
Izland. And in ween them and the
roof was only a dozen wvards of water
whose sandy bottom was clearly visible,

“Wo can wade it essily,” said Skin-
ner, licking hig lips, *“Hadn't we better
do 1t now?”

" Yes, rather!”

The water was quite calm here,
sheltered as it was by the reef, and the
juniors lost no time in leaving the
wrecked fishing-boat. The idea of get-
ting wet was not pleasant, but it was
far to be preferred to being stranded on
the sandbank. All the juniors wern
anxious to feel their feet on dry land
after their terrifying experience.

Ponsonby led the way over the side
of the wreeked boat, and dropped with
a shudder into the water up to his
knees. The elegant Higheliffe junior
did not like the idea of wetting his
natty trousers, but he realised it could
not be helped, His companions fol-
lowed him %:nﬁarlf. their faces still
white. Though the sandy bottom looked
so shallow, thoy were up to their thighs
before they had crossed that dozen

vards,
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Buk they rcached the reef at last, ahd
all of them clambered on to the rocks.
with gasps of relief,

"AH serene now,”  mutterad Pon-
sonby. “Come on. Sooner we reach
thie dashed rotten island, tha better.”

“I'here'll be trouble about this,” said
Siodt, with a scared voice. “ That
least]ly boat—"

“Let the roftten old tub go to pot!”
snarled Ponsonby, “Think f;caru abont
the boat? What about us, you fool?
How are we to get out of this? We're
dashed well stranded fairly.”

“They'ill ¢come and s=earch for the
Laat,” groaned Skinner. *‘* And they'll
find us here. No good saying you don't
care about the boat, Pon. Someona
vill have to pay for this. Looks as if
it'll be ust”

“0Oh, don't ecroak, you =silly funk!™
snapped Ponsonby, though he was look.
ing none too cheerful at the prospect.
“Let's got ashore, anyway. \J:hn‘:i ot
a fag? Mine are dashed well
through. "

Skinner passed over a cigarette
stlently, but he did not light up himzelf,
Huhu&y felt like smoking, excopt BPon.
sonby—who did, apparently. He lit up
with assumed carclessness, and then he
lid the way along the reclf. Ever 1’on-
souby ecould sec that they were in a
very bight corner. There was nothing
wich to worry about as regards being
strampded  on the wsland, or 30 they
ilnuglu{f:f, It would be casy to aigual
ashove for aid. DBut aid would mean
trowble—serious  trouble.  Thoy  had
taken a fshing-boat without permis-
sion, and they had wrecked . Some-
o would hasve to pay the piper—oeven
Ironsonby saw Lhat,

It was easy enongh to reach the
i~land—the distance was not long nor
diflienlt to cover. They stood in a silent
ergup ul last, safe on the island. Al
ol tHhan looking what they were—wet
woel decidodly miserable,

“Well, what's to be done now, Ton "
seeereid Skinner. Y You wera cocky
euntizh a minute or two ago. Let's seo
whiat you're going to do to get us out
TH TR T T

{0, shui up!” snarled TPonsonby,
Liting his lip. © What's the dashed go
of soquabbding at a time hke this. Wea've
it 10 put onre heads together and think
of roner dashed way out.™

*There's only owe way out,” groancd
oo, Al That iz to signal to the
e, oF bo o prssing boat, T'hat means
we're tone: wi'll have to explain the
Facts, Lo anv case, that wreck theeo iz
e bl enoagh agaist s

“Bhat o up, hane you ! Ponsonhy
ankrled gt Hoeop now., U1 know we’ll
bave (o signal, vou fool! YWe can put
et hends together andd spin o yarn to
wevonnt For the hoal, We've got to gpet
fl”r-"-"l\L'h- ol DF |1Ii"i- Il[]-lﬂ :i"iril[!‘ltﬂ“'.h

“There's a lisherman™s huat on this
i=land  somewhere—deseriod row,"” sand
Cradshy, " So woe're /il right for shelter
il we e stranded here all naght 1

“Wiho's going to stay here all oight 7"
saul Ponsonhy, Iﬁhl'ﬂllj.:lr his teoth, =1
fell von we've sunply got to ot oul of
this somehow, We'll nol signal 1o the
sizore, Phough, unti]l we see it's hopeless.
I vote——  Hallo, there's o hoat !7

e pomted ont scawards to a small
Lol sewdding ulmlg wnider !ighl 2ail.
bin thee hoal, was & :-:c.:“hﬂ.r:.' figirrn—
wpparently a fisherman.

“That’s the =ort of chap wo wanl to
et hold of.” said 'onsonby, his oyes
ehemtting.  * Bone ol (hese rotlen boat-
tien will do anvihing for moneyv. W'l
ol hold of him somchow. Come on.
We'll hiribe the brute to take us ashoroe
wiel keep his mmonth st

Tl Highelifle dandy started off at a

vk
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heave, and up-¢nded it. Bump, bump !

the chums o! the Remove. “‘Ow !
beast, Cherry I ™

Quite suddenly Bob Cherry gave a chuckle, and grasped the box.
“ Yarocoooh I " “* My hat ! "' ** Hallo,
hallo, halle ! Bunter !'" bawled Bob Cherry.
pip ! ™ *'1 say, you lellows——"" It was Bunter, as the Juniors saw now,
rolling over howling, the Owl of the Remove sat up, and blinked up in alarm at

He gave a helly

*“1 thought so !'™ ** Great
Alter
Ow-wow ! ** he gasped. ‘' You careless
(Nee Chapler 3.)

trot, and the others followed, their wel
clothes Happing  dismally, Ionsonhy
ran to thwe far end of Lthe island rowards
which the distanr boat was approachin
rapidly, evidently intending to rmmﬁ
the galamed, His chums followed him.

Bnatehing off hiz jacket, Ponsonby
waved it Trantieallv. “The cpast on the
seaward side of the island was low, aml
Pon knew 11 was imposstbde for him to
be st fromn the maindamd.  He gave
a muttered gasp of relicf a~ he 2aw the
distant boat'= course suddenly altered,
and the Light craft now came shimming
avier e :-'p:trli“ug waves lowards the
island,

The juniors watchoed it approach in
stlence. They could see now that e
mian in the boat was » rouph-looking

:‘Hti.l'ﬁrlllﬂ.rl_ﬂr ][’J‘I!'Ii.fr-llﬂr'[’lrlﬂrl. Tﬂ.th-f’il'.
Skinner fancied Le had seen the man
bwefore,  hanging  abour  owntside  the

Fizlierman's Nest, at Pegg Village., He
was not al all a pleasant-looking cus-
Forbinee,
Ponsouby of Thighehiffe
fact, amd grinmed,
“(h, good egg ! he exclanned. “'This

noted  hat

12 the sort of brute we want, He's a
bhoozy-looking  blighter, and I bLel a
doughnut he'll play up !

“TE we pay lm well!™ sneered
Bkinnoer,

*Better than having to pav for that

wrecked  fishing-boat ' replied  Pon-
sonhy viciously.
“ (0, alwolutely ! agreod Vavasour,

This 1= o bit of lop-hole luek, dear
boys ™

“Heére ho comes!" grinned Gadsby,
“All sereno now! 1 say, he can't sro
that dashied wrack yet. No good telling
him, what? Why not just let him think
our own boat's sunk—a school boat,
vViknow. "

“1ashed good idea!” breathed Pon-
sonby., *“Uood man, Gaddy! Just the
vory whaeze 17

The boat was quite near now, and
studdenly the sail came down with a
run, and the longshoreman stood up
and hailed the stranded juniors.

“Ahoy! What's tho trouble, mates ™

“We're stranded,” velled Ponsonby.
“Can you take ws off? OQur boar's
stunk, you know."

The man grinned, He took ont s
pair of ocars, and a moment later was
pulling necarer. Somo yards out, ho
stopped, however, and stood up again.

“Take yve off, hey?" he grinned.
“Well, T reckon I can, young genlle-
men. I'm a poor man, though—a man
g 'as to earn ‘i3 living. I reckon as
ve don't expect a bloke to work for
nothin', young gents¥™

“I'll give vou five bob to land us at
Pegg," called Ponsonby, grinning., Ho
felt more certain than ever now that
this was just the type of man they
wanted.

The man chucklad,

“I vreckon yon
stranded,” ho said.

“Of course we are,” said Skinner im-
patiently,
THE Maicyer Lisrany.—No. 928,
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“I reckon yo can afford fo make it
five quid, thent"

Ponsonby bit his lip.

“Look here,” he shouted. “Do you
think we come boating with fivers in
our pochets, you fooll! We'll make it
ten bob—that's all the money we can
rake together between us."”

“Make it & quid and I'm your man,”
elled the longshoreman, who had never
wped to get o “fiver,” but who was

obvicusly out for all he could get.
“Better than epanding & night on that
thero island, gents.

Ponsonby scowled. i

“Tall him yes,” said Skinner, in an
agony of fear lest the man should de-

art, “Losing a quid’s better than
I]:}aing thia chance, you fool, Ponl

Let's have a whip round. I've got
three bob1” _

“Come on, then!” snarled Ponsonby.

The juniors went through their
pockets, None of them was the fellow
to part with cash if he could help it,
but all of them realised that it was their
only hope now—if they wished to escape
from the island without their connection

with the wreeked fishing-boat becoming
Enown.
They casily made up the pound

between them—indeed, the wealthy Pon-
sonby had more then one treasury noto
for & pound in his pocket-wallet. But
he did not choose to make that Iact
knowir.

Ho called his agreement to the com-
pact to the grinning boatman, and then
the man puﬁad ashore uiﬁhf:r enaugh.
As the beat grounded he held out a

cady hand, and Ponsonby handed over
the pound he had collected. Then the
man allowed the juniors to board the
boat. It was quile a rmmf craft, and as
the juniors seated themselves, the boat-
man pushed off again,

* All right now, voung gents,” said the
man affably. *“I'll soon land you
at Pegg. Sim Sparks—that's me
—ain't & ‘ard man, only he ‘as
to get Yis living, as you young §
gents will own, I reckon.”

“That's all right,” said Pon-
gonby’ calmly, here, my
man, How would you like to
carn another ten bob "

“Arsk meo another,” grinned
Jim Sparks.

“ Listen ! said Ponsonby, eye-
ing the fellow narrowly. “We
took our school boat out withont
permission-—we'd no right to be

out at all. It's sunk now—sunk }
without any hope of getting » .
up again, We shall get mto a I

frightiul row if it comes out that
we had it. Seei”

The fellow grinned and nodded. i
His face, in addition to bein
far from clean, was red an :
flushed and uonshaven. And it
was a crafty face. Skinner noted
rather uncasily that the man's
oyes glea now,

“ 1 understand, young gents,”
he grinned, * You want mo jest
to land vou and keep my mouth
shut, hey "

“We want you to do more then
that,” =zaid DPonsonby coolly.
“We wank you to do that cer-
tainly. But if anyone comes and
asks vou about us, we want you
to tell them that we hired you
and your boat for the afterncon.
I supposo you do hire your boat
out, my man?"” .

“That 1 does” grinned the
man, nodding,

“Right! We want you to tell
them that we hired your boat at
tvwo-thirty or thereabouts at Pegg
beach, and that we've been out

e

ol TR i
—

I

with you all the afternoon. And remem-
bor that we've not been near the Shark’s
Tooth. Understand " %

“I reckon I docs,” was the grinmn
answer. “And you wants me to do o
this for another ten bob, heyt”

*That's it " X

“It ain't good enough,” said the man,
shaking his head. * fil! tellin® lies jest
for ten bob, and p'r'aps gettin’ inter
trouble. It's worth more than that to
vou young gents, I reckon.”

Ponsonby bit his lip. The other
juniors looked at each other E']I.JI'I'J-]ih
But ‘they were in the greedy rascal's
hands, and Ponsonby knew it.  They
would have to pay up.

it k here,” scowled Ponsonby, after
a pause. **'We'll pay you ancother guid;
that's all we can possibly pay.”

“Oh, all right—"and it over, then,”
said the man, looking closely at each of
the dismal-looking juniors. “I reckon
I've seen all you young gents alore—
three of ye comes from '?ghr:liﬂ'e 8choal,
and the other thres from Greylriars,
yvonder I

“That's 50,” said Ponsonby, nodding,
and looking rather uneasy. * But that
neadn’t interest you, my man.”

“MWot et all,” grinned Jim Sparks,
winking at a passing scagull. " Only if
I wants to sea any of you, to report, like,
I shall know where to find you, hey 1"

Ponsonby did not at all like the ras-
cal's learing grin, but he said nothing
more. He handed over & pound-note,
and after pocketing it, the man chuckled
atid picked up the oars. The noext
moment he was pulling hard back the
way ho had come. Presently he ceased
to row, and got the zail up. The light
craft skimmed away towards the red
roofs of chg, nestling in Pegg DBay on
the mainland.

Up till then no other eraft had been
sighted, but as the boat ncared Iegg,

Skinner happened to glance behind him
and he startod as he saw & distant sal
between Shark's Island and the main-
land. It was only a white speck in the
distance, and was evidently just leaving
Hawkscliff and meaking for the Shark's

Tooth.
“Just in time, Pon!” breathed
Skinner. “I bet that’s Redwing's [athcr

out after his boat. Phew ™ s

“Bhut up 1" muttered Ponsonby, with
a warning glance towards Jim Sparks.

Skinner Ehut. up, and nothing more
was said until the boat touched the beach
at DPog The juniors jumped out
thankfully, and none of them troubled lo
return Joe Sparks’ grinning “Good-
arternoon, :.'nung'dgﬂnts 1" They hurried
up the beach, and started back towards
Hawkseliff at & run, after wringing the
water from their trousers as best they
ecould. It was not a long way, and they
reached Hawkseliffe at last, and, skirt-
ing the village, they made for the rocks
behind which they had hidden their
bikes. As they were about to monnt on
reaching the road again, Skinner
pointed suddenly out to sea,

“I told vou s0,” he said. “There's a
boat just leaving the Shark's Tooth, and
that's Wharton's erowd in it, I bet.™

The juniors saw it clearly—a fishing-
boat just leaving the 1sland, and making
for Hawkecliff. In it werec several
figures, and their size in comparison with
the man's figure seated in the stern was
enough for them.

“Come on!"”
“Let's get back.™

A moment later the six black sheep
were poedalling hard back again alon
the Chif Rtmg It had been a disma
afternoon altogether, and none of the
juniors felt up to slanging Skinner for
over mﬁgcstmg it. They were only teoo
thankful to have got out of their pre-
dicament—if they were out.

“1ut it on,” gullwd Ponsonby.
“We're safe enough now, I faney.

[ snapped  Ponsonby.
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GEORGE WINGATE

{the Captain of Greyfriars}

Detter not let anyone see our
clobber wet, though, if it can be
halped. ™

“Oh, absolulely ! said Vave-
sour, rather feebly.

Bkinner & Co. raid nothing.
They were not fecling guite o
certain of their safety as the
Highelilfe juniors.  Frem the
bottom of his heart Skinner
wished now that he had not
E’anud that trick on DBunter,

unter would tell, and Wharton
would guess the rest. Moreover,
Redwing's father wonld remem-
ber them—perhaps had fecognised
tliem. ‘Then therc was that brute
of a hoatman, Skinner was feel-
ing rather uncagy about him. He
did not like the way the [ellow
had grinned at parting.

L]

- 3:_—-._"1.

Wi

1:"' Al

2y
v '.I'.';r'. :' .',‘ ‘*;"1'_';',{'-.'-:'-.' P '."."-"'-' v

D oy o
[ LR i Pt
g L, Py R iy
[ ry

’

PoRr
[T
[}

“MAGNET"”

B e T T T e R R R R

=]

An early order for the
SAVES
disappointment.—Editor.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Ruined !
I 11 ERLE wo ara!l"™
[ H “Uood egg!™
y TPorspiring and
rather breathless, tha
Famous Five, with Redwing and
Vernon-Smith, dismounted oit-
gide the little white stone cottago
that was Redwing's home at
Hawkszeliff. The punctures had
goon been repaired, and the
juniors had made light of tho
\ ton mile ride, -
“We'll shove the bikes in tho
vard ot the back,” said Tom Red-
wing cheorilv. *Wo can carry
the grub down to the boat. I ox-
ect the pater's down at the jetty.
allol He's herel"”



—{F YOU HAVEW'T,

Tom Redwing ended on a note of sur-
prise as his father cmerged from the
cottage. He was looking just a trifle
wzaled, but he greeted the
eartily. )

“Ciood-afterncon, my lads!” he cried.
“1 was just beginning to wonder what
had happened to you.”

He shook hands with each of the
juniors. All of them had met the satlor-
man before.

“We were delayed with punctures,
dad,” smiled Redwing. “I expected
vou'd be down ab the jetty. Doat all
ready 7"

“Ready long ago, Tom,” was the sur-
prised answer. * But—but, you talk as
if you'd only just arrived. I understood
that vou'd been here before—were wail-
ere for me, lads. That's why I

n
left the boat and came up. I've been
waiting here some time, wondering

where wvou'd got to, and wondernin
whora your bikes were. Your school-
fellows told me you were here.”
Tom Redwing gave & stari—as did all
the juniors.
“Our  schoolfellows?" echoed Tom
Redwing quickly. “What do you mean,

dad ¥ We've only just this minute
arrived." 1
“Dh!” exclaimed Mr. Redwing.

“ Then—then those boys——"

“Which boys, dad?” said Tom, ex-
changing a startled glance with his
chums.

“Bir of them—they came along the
heach to the jetty., Thres of them wore
CGireyfriars caps” said Mr. Eedw:mg_
“ They told e that you and your friends
wers waiting at the cottage here for me.
That's nearly half an hour ago, though.”

Flirent Seott !

All the juniors remembered Bunter's
¢laims at once, and they all thought of
Bkinner & Co. 3

“My hat!” breathed Tom Rﬂdw]q%{
exchanging another meaning glance wit
his chums. “What werae they like,
dad "

“T hardly noticed them particularly,”
said Mr. Redwing, looking curiously at
the juniors. “Bohoolboys mestly lock
alike to me,” he added, smiling. " One
of them—not from yvour school, wore an
eveglass, though., He was the lad who

spoke to me, Tom.”
“Ponsonby !”  ejaculated  Vernon-
Smith. “0Oh, my hat! It was Skinner,

and Ponsonby was with him. This looks
like dirty work, you [ellows.”

" Phew 1"

“Did you leave them with the boat?”
demanded Tom Redwing, his eyes
gleaming a little. “ They told you = lie,
tlad: they could not have seen us wait-
ing at the cobtage.” ‘

TOh!™ eald the old sailorman, con-
siderably taken aback.  ® They—they
were civil enough, and I belioved the
bov. But—but 1 hope nothing 15 wrong.”

“We'd better go down to the jetty—
smartly,” said Toem Redwing, lacking
ot his egually startled chums. * Come
on. dad. We'll zoon know if those chaps
have been up to any tmcks.”

Alarmed considerably now, the juniors
hurriedly shipped their bikes into the
vard at the back of the cabin without
stopping te unstrap the parcels of foad-
stuffs from Ehe carriers, A moment
later they were hurrying fowards the
heach, As the party rounded the row
of cotiages facing t-?m jelty, Mr. Red-
wing gave o ory of alarm,

“Gone!"” he stammerad, staring at the
jetty where he had left his boat. “My
fmut.'ﬂ. gone, Tom. It was tied up at the
jetty thore !

“3Well, the cads!” snapped Tom Red-
wing.

Ilis face flushed, and hizs eyes gleamed

Juniors’

YOU'RE MISSING THE TREAT OF THE YEAR! n

approaching rapidly.

Ponsonby ran to the far end of the island towards which the distani boat was

Then, snatching off his jacket, he waved it frantically.

The Greylriars Juniors gave muttered gasps of relief as they saw the distant boat’s

course suddenly change, and the little white craft, with its solifary, rough-looking

passenger, come skimming over the sparkling waves towards the Island,
(See Chapter 4.)

angrily as he understood. There was
little doubt in the minds of the juniors
a3 to what had happened now. Skinner
& Co., with their shady friends from
Higheliffe, were at their usual dirty
tricks sgain,

“ But—but T saw themwalkaway, Tom,
lad !’ gasped the honest old fisherman,
1z Tom Redwing cxplained their sus-

icions. * They asked me if they could
ﬁim a boat, and T told them it was
impossible. They walked away. I—I'm
sure they wouldn't have—"

“You don't understand, and you don't
know the rotters,” zaid Tom Redwing
through his teeth.

Ha shaded his eyes and scanned the
shimmering sea along both coasts. Dut
not a sail was to be seen—not a boat on
the water. In the hazy distance the
Shark’s Tooth could be seecn, but it was
too distant to meke anything out. And
the jutting shoulder on the mainland
shut off a great part of the sea beyond.

“Dad,” said Tom Redwing through
his testh, * those cads are vp against us.
They've tricked you. They've taken the
boat, and we must go after them before
they do any damage. They're not safe
with a boat at all  Look here can’t we
Lorrow a boat from someono*"

He nodded toward: a couple of boats
drawn up on the beach. His father had
n'ra.ﬁped the position now, and his face
was considerably disturbed.

“One of them belongs to Joe Bates,"

ho mutterod. “He's at his cottage
vonder. I'll see him, lads.™

He hurried mway, and after a few
moments absence he came hurrying back
with an elderly fisherman. It was the
man Ponsonby & Co. had seen mending
nets in his garden.

7 seed the boat was out, though I
didn’t see it go,'” the man was raying.
“1 took it as vou was with her. Borrow
my boat? ps, and right welcome,
Wwe'll soon ’ave her afloat.”

“Lend a hand, you chaps,” said Tom
Redwing quietly. “If anything bhappens
to dad's anaE_ I'll—T'1l make Skinner
smart for this, you fellows™ .

The juniors lent a hand willingly
enough as the two sailormen ran the
boat down to the water. They wera
soon afloat, Tt was a roomy boat, and
Mr. Redwing stepped the mast, and in
n_very short time they were racing over
the sunlit water towards the distant
shoulder, Tom Redwing guessed they
would make cither for Shark’s Teoth
Island or Black Rock Island, and once
round the Shoulder tha boat's nose was
pointed for the former.

It was Vernon-Smith's keen eyes that
saw the wrecked Pride of Kent first, pnd
as he saw it he gave a startled shout.

“Look!™ he said.

“Good heavensz " panted Tom Red-
Wing.

Eliz alarmed exclamation was echoed

Tae Macxer Liprary.—INo. 922,
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by his father the next instant, and his
rugged, bronzed features went white as
he recognised his craft—a dismaying
sight; to say tho least of it b
“It is, Tom—it's the old boat right

enough,” he muttered thickly., ™ Dut
those lads—what hes happened to
them

Decp concern and alarm were in the
old sailorman’s voice. AE that moment
Mr. Redwing scarcely thought of his
hoat. He was thinﬁing of the boys
whe had, so it seomed, wrecked it. There
was not a soul to be seen on tho island,
and their absence from the scene was
ominous,

“They'll be on the island, I expect,”
said the Bounder, unable to restrain a
bitter note in his voice. “Trust them
to save themselves. Thoy'll be hiding.
They must heve seen us coming.”

“Dht" said Mr, Redwing. “Yes, I
hardly think they would come to harm.
There's a sandbank just there—the old
boat's fast on i, I reckon. The lads
would be sble to get ashore slong the
reef there. Take her in, Tom,"”

Tom Redwing, who was at the tiller,
nodded. His face was white and hard.
He did not think for one moment that
Skinner & Co. had come to eny harm,
He knew the spot was not dangerous
where the wreek lay. The sail dropped,
and Tom Redwing skilfully steered the
boat between the treacherous rocks as
Mr. Redwing toock the vars.

They edged necarer end nearertto the
wreck, and then as the prow of the
boat greunded on the hard sand, Tom
Redwing sprang on to the wrecked craft.
His father followed him, his Rindly face
grim now as he looked at the damage.

“Tt—it might have been woree, Tom,
lad,” he said thickly. “But—hbul she
wasn't ineured. We've just had a bad
season, Tom, and I had to let the insur-
ence lapse. Her bottom timbers are
ripped away, and it'll take more money
than I've got to get her afloat again and
repa.ireﬁ._ And there's the timo I'll loza
—my living till the old boat's mended
and seaworthy again, It—it means ruin,
Tou, lad ™

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Gkinner's Denial !

Ty vIN™
Tom Redwing gazed dumbly
at his father. Yeat he.knew it

could only be the truth. All
his father's savings were sunk in the
Pride of Kent. And now the old boat—
hiz father's pride—was wrecked, and
thera was no money with which to pay
for its repair—uo money with which to
make the boat seaworthy again,

““Yg—15 it as bad as that, father ' he
faltered,

Ay, ay, lad! And even if I could
raise the money, my living’s gone for
woeks an' more.  And times are too
slack here for me to hope to get a job,
or at Pegg, either. It's hard, lad, to
tee the old boat like that. But—but——"

Hea paused suddenly, seeing the dis-
tress on Tom Redwing's white face.

“But 1t might be worse, after sll,
Tom,"” he went on, more cheerily. “It's
Iucky that shé struck just here. Sha's
safe cnough where she 1s as long as weo
don’t get & severe storm, and that ain't
likely, 1a it? B8he's hard and fast, and
the tide'll leave her high and dry soon.
But never mind the boat now,” he
added, gazing anxiously about him,
“I'll be easier in mind when I know
what's happencd to those lads, Tom.”

“ They'll be hiding, sure enough,” said
Harry Wharton, though his  voice

Tre Magxer Lipnary.—No. 922,

gsounded doubtful and uneasy, “Had we
better search ?”

“More likely they've been taken off
by another boat,” said the Dounder bit-
terly. * Trust thoso cads to save their
skins somehow.”

“ Easy on, Smithy,” murmured Harry
Wharton quietly, **We don't know yet
what's heppencd to them., 1 hope—I
hope they are gafe, anyway.”

* Better search, lads,” said Mr. Red-
wing grimly.

He splashed into the waler, and the
juniors helped him to drag the hoat on to
the sands, Then, leaving it there, they
waded towards the reef. They soon
found clear evidence that the late occu-
pants of the Pride of Kent, whoaver
they were, had escaped along the recf.
Scratchos on the rocks, wet footprints,
and on the island they found plenty of
signs, incldding & eouple of dead matches
and a cigarette end.

“Ponsonby's crowd for a pension,”
said Harry Wharton, his fears vanishing
et sight of the cigarette end. “Thoy're
safe enough, Mr, Redwing, Nono of
them would be likely to be smoking if
anything had happened to any one of
them."

“Rather not!”

Mr, Redwing nodded, his kindly,

faca showing his deep reliel.
But now the juniors’ relief was changed
into feelings of deep anier against the
cads who had caused the damage by
their reckless acts.

“Oh, the cads!” breathed Tom Red-
wing.. “‘They—they've gone too far this
time, you fellows. They've hated me—
they've done all they could to injure me
ever since I came to Greyfriars. And
now they've done this—struck at me
through my father.”

“Redwing,” said Harry Whartan,
ncrtmg; the glitter in Redwing's oyes.
“they're cads right enough—cads to
play such a trick with your father's boat.
They must have known they could never
han}!ﬁ it zafely. But—Dbut they haven’t
done this purposely, of course. It—it
was an acvident, old chap.”

“And an accident they'll pay for,
Wharton !  snapped  Vernon-Smith.
“T'll thultﬂurinf well see to that”

“ Easy, easy, lads,” said Mr, Redwing,
ayeing *his son’s dark, savage face un-
eagily. It was an acowdent—that’s
plain as plain. The young rascals ought
not to have touched the hoat, of course.
It was just & schoolboy’s prank, I reckon.
It's bad—bad, but 1l ecan’t he helped
now. We must make sure those lads
sre safe, though.”

The search of the island was begun
glumly. Mr. Redwing's face, though
saddened, was quiet and composed. Tom
Redwing's face was also composed, only
the dark glitter in his eyes showing the
tumult that was raging in hizs breast.
Tom was a rood-tempered fellow at most
times, and it was very rare indeed. for
him to be roused to such a state of bitter
anger. But even he did not look so
savage a3 did Vernon-Smith, The
Bounder always looked upon a blow at
his chum as a blow against himself—or,
rather, he alwavs tried to take his
chum’s troubles upon his own shoulders,
Harry Wharton, angry as he himself
felt against the rascally Ponsonby & Co.,
felt uneasy as he glanced occasionally at
tha two chums.

It was not a long search, for the
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igland was small, and soon covered, and
the search ended on the beach, where
Ponsonby & Co. had boarded Jim
Sparks' iuat carlicr on. The footprinis
and the deep indentation of a at's
keel in the wet sand told its own story.
“They've been taken off, as I said,”
said the Bounder. “But they won't
escape us, never fear, Redwing. Wae
know tl:rei.' did it. Come on. Let's get
off the island—no good stopping.”
“You'll come to my cottage for tea,
of course, lads?"” said Mr. Redwing.
“Cortainly—thanks, Mr. Redwing”
eaid Harry Wharton, “The grub’s still
on the bikes” :
The party returned to the waiting
boat, and after another brief examina-
tion of the wrecked boat, they started
back. It was & very gloomy run back
to Hawkseliff, though Mr. Redwing tricd
to assume & cheery attitude—an attitude
all knew he was.far from feeling. The
boat was returned to the fsherman
fricnd of Mr, Redwing, and the part
made for the cottage. Then the food-
stuffs intended for tﬁg picnic were taken
from the bike, and after tea in the cot-
tage parlour the juniors bade the kindly
and started back.
It was Re g who led the way, and
he rode hard—the juniors did not need
to be tald why, For once the ususlly
forgiving sailorman’s son was bitter and
revengeful. Had he himself been the
only sufferer, Tom Redwing would have
taken it quietly, scorning to show his
anger ang hurts. But he made no
attempt to hide his feelings now. It was
hiz father who was chiefly to suffer
through the conduct of Skinner and his
shady pals, and Redwing meant to have
a reckoning with Skinner & Co. Like
the rest of the _Jiuni-::rs. Tom Redwing
realised from Billy Bunter's story that
Skinner must have been the instigator of
the whole thing in the first place.
And Skinner had to pay.
That was Redwing's resolve, and in

that way Vernon-Smith was no less
determined upon that. Indeed, the
Bounder's hard features showed far

maore bitter fury than did those of his
chum. Smithy was a staunch friend,
but a bitter, implacable enemy. More
then once Harry Wharton glanced un-
easily at his black brows during that
ride back to Greyiriars.

“We must fﬂ earciully, you fellows™
ha said quietly, as they dismounted at
the school gates at last. * Remember we
can prove nothing whatever. Bunter's
word 18 worth shsolutely nothing, and
nobody seemns to have seen them take
the boat. They will deny it, of course,
and wa can prove nothing.”

“That's enough, Wharton,” said tha
DBounder savagoely., “Wae know thev did
it, and that’s enough for us. e'ra
going to see that cad Skinner at once!'”

“I'll see him.” said Redwing. “Leave
this to me, Smithy.*

“We'll s3ee,” said the Bounder, setting
hiz lips. “I know yon, Reddy; vou'll
listen to the denials and whines of those
cads, and you'll let it go at that, or for-
give the dashed cads. Tt won't do, Red-
wing! They've got to pay the piper for
this, and they've got to pay for the
damage they've done!™

“Tt looks as if they did b, anywav.®
gaid Bob Cherry sobarlv. “Tf they did,
they ought to pay up for it.”

“Yes, rather [V

“Tha ratherfulness is
chums.”

All the juniors were agreed upon that,
DBut they also agreed rather gloomily
that it would be no easy matter to prove
the guilt of 8kinner & Co.

Smithv. at all events, had no intention
of troubling to prove it. And the
moment the bikes were housed he led

terrifie, my
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the way indeors and atraight to Bkinner's
study. He kicked the door open, and
strode in with Redwing and the Famous
Five at his heels, :

Skinner, Stott, and Snoop were in the
study, and they nxnhan%ed quick glances
as they saw the invaders. BStott and
SZnoop looked a trifle pale, but Skinner
was cool and composed. He hed cx-
pected just such & visit, and he was
rr:-nrH. .

“Hallo ! he exclaimed, eveing the
visitors ecoolly. “Is thizs the way you
usunally enter other chaps' studies?
What's this mean, Wharton? I don’t
remember askin' vou here.”

It was not Wharton who answered,
but Vernon-Smith, and he did not
answer in words, He grabbed Skinner's
chair and pitched the lounging slacker
out in o heap on the floor. .

“Geb up ! he hissed, " Get up, you
rotter, and Face the music!”

Hkinner serambled to his feet, his cves
glittoring. PRedwing iomped Fforward
and pushed his chum back.

“This is my affair, Smithy,” ha said
through elenchad tosth. “Leave thiz to
mie. Now, Skinner, I want to know
what share f;l:ru had in the affair that
happened this alternoon on Shark’s
Tooth Island 1"

Bkinner drew a deep breath. Even to
tle last he had cherished & lingering
hope that they would escapeo suspicion—
that Bunter had not told, and that Red.
wing senior had not recognised them.
He strove to recover his calimness.

“What do yvou mean, Redwing " he
anicl. “1 don't know what you are
dashed well talking about.”

“S3o you intend to deny it all,
Skinner

Skinner assumed a look of blank as-
tonishment.

“Look here,” he said, staring at the
faces of the juniors. “I want to know
what vou chaps aro getting at, I know
nothing of what voeu meotion—eof any-
thing that happened on Shark’s Tooth
Island., Are vou polty, or is this a leg-
pulling stunt ™

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath,
Skinner's indignant surpriso and appar-
ent ignorance was 50 well assumed that
he was almost taken in—though he did
kunw the cralty junior of old.

Nut neither Redwing nor YVernon-
Hmlith were alfected by Skinner's athi-
toicle,

“T'I1 scon explain, then,” said Red-
wing, in a harsh tone. “And if you still
ileny it, then, Skinner, I'm going to
hammer you until you own up, you

ci !::

He paused, and Skinner licked his
lips. The thought came to him that
quite possibly they had been soen in the
hoat—that Redwing and hiz chiums had
proof to show. DBubk ho dismissed the
thanght at once. It was almost eortain
they had net been seen—it was certain
ihat no preof eonld bo brought forward
npainsk them. They had anly to deny it
—to keop &2 bold front, awd to deny it
nbzolutely. Their combined word was
mnre likely to be  taken Ty the
nuthoritics, at all events, than Dunter's,
YVefore parting from DPonzonby & Ca,
Skinner & Co. had agrecd upon
their atory, and Skinner meant to stick
to it like prim death. His look was
nlmest careless and unconcerned as he
answercd Redwing.

“Go  ahead, then, Redwing,” he
sneored coolly. I shall be no end in-
terested to hear what this stunt means.
“(iot ready for some whopping fibs and
iocking charges, chaps.  Tt'1l he murder
we've done at least, T expect,”™

Stoft and Bncop grinned faintly—they
realised the necessity of backing their
lender up in his careless atbitwde,

-

carpet.
passion that consumed him.

Smack ! Skinner's words ended In & smothered howl as Redwing's clenched fist
hit him in the mouth. He went backwards, and measured hils length on the study
Redwing stood over him, his chest heaving; hls eyes blazing with the
“ Redwling,"" mutllered Wharton.
** Let him alone, Wharton ! ** snapped Vernon-Smith.
the sneering cad down I should have done!" ** What does thls mean? ' A

famillar volce came Trom the study doorway.

T H{I]-d. on I L1
** If Reddy hadn’i knocked

(See Chapler 6.)

“Ves, po ahead, Redwing,” grinned
Stott, “Bat cut it short—we're rather
busy, old bean.”

Redwing clenched hia fists,

“Thiz afternoon, Skinner,” he said
thickly, “we founid ocur bikes punctured
in the bike shed, We also found Bunter
locked in there. He states that you put
him up to puncturing the tyres, leaving
him to face the music. Do you deny
that " |

Skinner whistled with well assumed
BUFprisc.

“Wall, the fat rotter ! he exclaimed,
"What rot! Of course 1 deny it, you
ass! You're not going to suggest that
vou belicve that fat fibber *"

“Yes, I do—1 believe every word of
it. Skinner. DBunter is telling the truth

for once. Dk that ise't all. This after-
noon some fellows went to Hawkseliff—
threa Greyfriars  fellows, ol three
Higheliffie  fellows.  "LThey took my

father's fishing-boat from the jotty there,
and they smashed it up on the rocks off
the Bhark's Teoth, Skinner. Those
follows were you Lhree and _1,'qur‘Prm‘:i::ru5
pals Ponsonby and his friends [rom
HiF]'ltrll'ﬂ'l::."

“Woll, I'm hanged " gasped Skinner.
“ Anvthing clse, Redwing? Bura wo
didn’'t drown your dashed father, and
burn your dashed hovel down, too?
Why, yvou cheeky rotter—"

“ Mo carcful, Skinner !" said Redwing,
hiz eves glinting dangerously. “I'vo

stoodl as much as I can stand this after-
noon. I'm asking you to deny it if you
can. I'm geoing to make you prove you
didn't do 1t, you cad—or own up that
vou did 1™

“{h, aro you, you cheeky rotter?"
said Skinner, unabla to restrain tha
snenr. " And how are you going to do
it? What the thump should we want
with your father's rotten boat? We're
not in tha habit of taking joy-ridea in
stinking fishing-boats, Redwing—or hob-
nobhing with fishermen. Get outside,
you—"'

Smack !

Skinner's words ended in a sinotherad
howl, as Redwing's clenched fist hit him
in the mouth. He went backwards, and
measured his length on the study carpot.
I{edwing stood over him, his chest heav.
ing, his eyes hlazing with the passion
that consumed him.

" Redwing ! muttered  YWharton,
“Hold an!™

“Let him alone, Wharton ! anu.p‘?nd
Vernon-Smith. “If Reddy hadn't
knocked the ancering cad down I should
have done. What's the good of oxpect-
ing the rottors to own up—we knew
they'd deny it. Tf ha dossn’'t own up
I'm going to Quelchy——"

“Quelchy i3 already here, Vernon-
Smith,” said a deep, quiot voice in the
doorway., “ What does this disturbance
mean 7"

(Continurd on page 16.)

Tug Magner Lisrary.—No. D28,
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GRAND “RUGGER" SUPPLEMENT!

Wek Ending Oct. 10th,

i
e

GGER, 9

RAN Morgan to earth in the tuck-
shop. e was asking Ilamao
Mimble why on earth she didn’t
goll leeka. Ha. was sure there

would be a big demhand for them,

The good dame sniffed,

“Lecks are all right in stews and soups,
Master Morgan,” she said, “‘but
shouldn't dream of sclling them over
the counter, like tarts and sweets, Ile-
sides, leeks are vegetables; and I'm a
confectionaer—not a greengrocer !

“Leeks are top-hole, look you!" said

|

Morgan, “We eat them with every
meal in Wales, where the people are
more civilised than the bun-eating
Englishmen.”

“ Exeuse me butting in,” I snid, perch-
ing myself on a stool and pulling out my
notebook. “I've come to have s chat
with you, Morgan, obout Rugger.”

Morgon's eyes glistened, His face

lnwecfnlik& o rising sun. I could sce
that I had touched on a topie that was
dear to his heart.

“Rugger,” he said at once; “ is the rip-
]I‘)m t gamo ever invented, look you!
t beatz Soccer into fits, and it licks
hockey and golf into a cocked hat! It's
a great, game, R grand game. It
hardens, invigoretes, and makes a man
of you, I used to play lots of Rugger
in Wales, before I camo here, and I was
never fitter in my life. I. wes awfully
dizappointed, on coming to Greyfriars, to
find that footer was played under. the
Yoccer code. I'm trying to persuade old
Wingate, who i1s Head of Games, to got
up Hugger matches, and I shall keep on
worrying him until he jolly well con-
sents, look you |”

“T wish you luck!” T said. " Per-
sonally, I don't know much about
Rugger. 1 saw & game once, but I

ponldn't moke head or tail of it. It was
ono mad scramble—like the.scramble at
Westminster School on Pancake Day.”

A5 ! gnortod Morgan.,  ““Rugger’s
not a mad scramble; it's a sciontific
game 1"

“Why do they call o chap a three-
quarter 1" I asked. “Is it because his
other guarter—an arm or & leg—-has been
torn from him in the fray 2"

Morgon glared.

“If vou're going to be funny,” he said,
“1 shall refuse to answer any more gues-
tions. Be serious—if you can! What do
you want to know !

“1 want somge advice en how to play
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Rugger, so that I can pass it on to the
readers of thoe ‘ Herald.!

“Woll,” said Morgan, thoughtfully
nibbling at a eream-bun, “the great
thing in Rugger is to watch the ball
wherever it goes. If you can't oxactly
spot it, you must know its whereabouts,
whether in the pack or in the open.
Keep the ball in sight’ as much as you
possibly ean—that's the golden rule.?

“Put surely vou don't spend all your
time watching the ball 1™ I asked.

“0Of course not! You get into the
pack, and push! And be =uro to give
the firat shove, because a lot depends on
that. Don't hack, and alway: be ready
to break up the scrimmage, and get
among the opposing backs. I'm presum-
ing, of course, that you're a forward.
Through following up in this way tries
are often scored.”

“I¢ all seems double-duteh to mwe,” I
said, “But go ohead! How do you
make a tackle¥"

“Round the hips. If you tackle a
fellows [eet, vou put your napper in
peril,  If you go for the neek, you
mostly lose your man. A genuine grip
round the hips is best. And go for your
man bald-headed. Don't be half-hearted
about it.”

“1 see. Now, I suppose vou have lto
be a3 fit as a fddle to last out m a
strenuous game of Rugger T

 Absolutely ! A fellow who ruins lns
wind by smoking cigs on the g.t. will
never be any good at Rugger. He'll
collapse like a pricked balloon bufore the
ame's half-way throngh, You've got to
seep yourself in tip-lop trim. Dumbbell
exorcises, club-swinging, skipping—that’s
the stuff to tune you up ready for a fast
game of Rugger.” .

“ Any more pointa?™ I inguired.

“One more. Keep your temper. A
fellow whe loses his wool on the Rugger
field is no good to himse!f or his team.
Of course, you sometimes find yourself
up ogainst opponents who are none too

tle in their methods.  They come

%Elrl ing and charging inte you like mad
bulle. But it's siliy to play them at thair
own game, Act like a gentleman your-
self, and they will coma to respect you.”

So saying, Morgan gave a sharp nod of
his head, and took an enornous bite-at
his creami-bun, to signify that the inter-
view was at an end. I thanked him pro-
fusely for his views and adviee, and stood
him & glass of foaming ginger-pop. We
parted the best of friends.

“ RUGGER?”
JOTTINGS!

AM a red:-hot Rugger conthusiast, and

I mesn to get up a Nugger ffteen to

challenpe the world—the world in this

cuse being Bt Jim's, Higheliffe, apd
Rookwood. Fellows who wish to play in my
fifteen should send in their names at ooee.
Ko duffers or mulfers need apply!

BILLY BUNTER tella me he Iz awiully
keem L plni; in my fifteen az *f stapd-nil
half." e has got his heart’s desire, for
I'vg sbaod Lim off already!

CORER of the Fifth wishes to know hov
long it wonld take a fellow Lo learn Hugger
If the learner happened to be Horuee Coker
I should say about a lifetime !

—

GERALD LODER, the black sheep of Lhe
Gixth, states that he imtends to play for a
well:-known Rupgger team. The Cross Keys,
wg presumnie !

MR. PROUT iz a man of many parts. He
geemis to have heen everything by turns, hut
pothing long. He reminds one of the
geotleman o Dryden’s poem,

“ Who, in the course of one revalving monh.
Wore fddier, chemist, stalcesman, awd
bulfoon !

Katorally, Mr. Pront Tncludes Rughy foolhnll
tn the list of his past accomplishments, He
declaros that he once toak part in a mast
exciting game, but had the misfortone to
be caught out at scrom-half, His sbde eventn-
ally won by twa wickets, A marvellous
Hughy malch, indeed!

FISAER T. FISH says that when he played
in o Hogger mateh In New York before Lie
eame to Greyfriars he convertod po  less
than twenty * tries.’* 1 wish somehody would
q;um'erE Fish from hiz hahit of telling tall
ptories]

— ey

BOLSOVER MAJOR has a very unuanal
rievance agaipst Rugger. Me saya it's too
ame. Rugger tame? Great Heott! What
Hulsover major seems to wapt 8 o gory
battlefeld !

R ——

WHEN playing Ilufger on Big Ride last
Wednesday Gwynne of the Hixth * dropped

goal.” Apyone fading same, and relurnin:
it to Gwyopes study, will be suitably
rewnrded !

——e

I ASEED Gosling, the porter, If Tie kuew

what lugger was, and he replied: ®Cer-
tingly, Master Brown! A Hugger is a person
wot maoulaclures rugs.’” 5o now we knowl



THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

L IGHT a bloke join in the

sevum 7 )

Dutleigh of the Bixth, skip.
per of the 5t. SBam's Hug-
«or 111111111111111 (I think that’s the
correel way to write © Rugger Fifteen ™)
spun round with a start as that quict,
dignilied voice fell on his cars.

fr was the Head who had spoken. The
Jdado and skollerly gentleman  was
attived in plus fours and a sports coat,
and he had ealmly strolled on to the
Rugger ground in the middle of the
mateh with St Bill’s. ]

Dr. Birchemall beamed at Burleigh.

“1I haven't played a game of Rugger
for at least ninety years, Burleigh,” be
eaid., I should like to renew my
avquaintance with the noble sport. Can
1 give you & hand, and help you to wipe
up the ground with St. Bill'st™

“ Impossibul, siv!” gasped Burleigh.

WERT ; .

“If vou were to join in, sir, we should
have sixteen en our side, and that iso’t
alowd.” -

“Ratts! You ecan give 5t Lill's
another plaver, to make it equal,” said
the Head. ™ Tackler of the Fifth would
e glad of a game—wouldn’t  you,
Tackler '™

“ Not half, sir!” zaid Tackler.

“ That's settled, then,” said the TTead,

o But—but——" stammered DBurleigh.

“YWhat are vou butting like a bleseed
hillygoat For, Burleigh 7 demanded the
Head testily. ’

“You're not dressed for tha part, H_I',"
<aid the skipper of Bt San's, glancing
st the Head's garments,  “You can’t
play Rugger in plus fours 1Y

“Can't I, by Jove! 1 shall play o
pally sight ten well for the liking of
theze St TaIs fellows. But enough of
ihis jaw. Tet's get on with the job!”

Yo sayving, the Head shut bis eves and
made o blind ruzh, and horled himself
adily inta the serom.

T here was & o4l
ronndd the ropes,

"o it, sicl”

“On the ball 1™

Tor a moment the ITead was com-
pletely lost to view. 1le was hidden by
a slrugeling, squirming mass of yew-
manity, fram which numoross arms and
iegs wore protruding.

When the aiv had eleared a bit, and
the =teupgling mass had  sortecd iself
ont, the lead became visible., e was
being spread-cagled on the ground, puf-
ingr and blowing like o grampuss, ml_d
!L‘lli?lﬁ out fasps like a very old pair

Q

ol bellows,
“Oh dear! Ol erumba!™ he panted.

il

from the ecrowd

“T+ this a Rupgby maich, or has an
:.-urlhqluakt: been let loose? 1 am
soverely shaken! Yow-ow.ow !™

There was a  wild scramble, in
thee eourse of which the unforchunitt
Head was kicked, punched, biffed,
bashed, broozed., and trodden on. The

anlookers roarcd with merryment, and
the Head roared, too—with angwish!
I1e felt as if he was being put through a
nmangle.

“Hellup!™ voared the Head. " Where
am I? What's happening? I had o
wloa Rughy was such & brootal and
lmrberous game.
in every part of my annatermy t”

I am seveerly injured.

DICKY HufEHT :
Ay Atazany Figger Shry o S Sows,

“3hall T send for ithe ambulance, sic?"
grimmed Burleigh,

“ No, Burleigh, you will do nothing of
the sort!” roared the Head, serambling
to his fect. " Borely wounded thongh [
am, I will not Irave the battlelield! I
will score the winning try, or porish in
the attempt. Charge, Chester—charge!
On, Stanley—on!”

And the Head dashed feercely into the
{ray. He collaved o 3t Bill's player
by the heals aomd wpended lime  He
punched another in the chest, and bowled
him over like a skittel. He botted into
a third with lowered head, and sent him
spinning into a puddle. Then be made
a lightning dive fer the ball, and
gathered it up, and went racing towards
the line, with a hoard of players in hot
PUraot,

The crowd cheerved him lo the cklo.

“{io on, =u!" )

“Rish it over the line!”

“IHe'll do it—=he's done it! Ilooray!”

Tho Head dived over the line with the
ball. 1le was scized by the ankles and
dragged back, but it was too late. The
try had been scored--the winning try, as
it happened. ) A

“PBravvo, sir!” said Burleigh, helping
the Ilead to his fect.
wellvof your country.”

“What do I do now?” panted the
Head. “1t's such o long time since I
played Rugger that I've forgotten.”

“You loke a shot at goal, sir, 10 sce
if you ean convert the try.”

“{1h, good!" : -

The bLall was placed in position, pud
the Head took a flying kick at it It
went smiling over the crossbar o clean
as o wissle. . :

The Ilead fairly danced with delite,
e ruzhed up to Mr. Lickham, the
master of the Fourth, who had just
arrived on the ground, T -

My dear Lickham,” he eried joyfully,
“T have dvopped o goal!” ]

“Indecd, sic! murmured Mr. Lick-
ham, * Have you any idea where yon
dropped it? If so, I will help you look
for !

“Idiot ! sported the Head. “Tlo yon
comjray, as the French say? I have
dropped a goal, and I had o try into the
bargin!™ ] )

“1Iad a try at what, sir? Making a
fool of yourselfi? Iekawse, if so, you
goem to have suxxeeded pretty thuar-
raghly! Faney ruvhing about on a
Rugby lield at your time of life. And in
plus fours, too!"

The Head frowned,

“You can thank your lucky stars,
Lickham, that I happen to be in a good
vowmer at the moment, or I wonld azk
vou to tender your resignation! Ab,
thero gocs the wissle!  The battle 15
aver and won, and the hero of the match
will now bhe carried sholdershigh from
the seon of his triumph! Come along,
m}r! !i}

Willing hands hoisted the Head, and
he was born proudly away on the shol-
ders of several sturdy Bixth-Formers;
while & procession of juniors and fags
hrought up the vear, playing *“The Kon-
kering Hero *' on.their mouth-organs.

THE EXD.

" You've deserved .

15
EDITORIAL!

UGGEL "—allus Rugby foolball—Ila
o great gpame,

1 feel bound to kick-off my

Editorial by that remaurk, In casé

you shounld thiok, by reading Alonzo Todd's

preemi, thut Kugger is a grim and groogome

game—n  * buttle, murder, and sudden
death ** gort of businesa!

Rugger is not played to any grent extent
at Greyiriars. We ate a Soccer school, and
most of ws prefer the round ball to the
aval one, But there-are several fellows iu
tlie Hemove who are crazy keen oo the
Rugger code.

Browney talks of getilng up a Rugger
filteen this winter. He has been cnnyvassing
for players, but I don't think he has made
much headway. Billy Bunter was ooe of
the acceptances, but I can't sce Bunoter
turning out for Browney's fifteen when the
day of the match comes along. Mnst of our
contributors treat the game of Kugder ‘in
a humorngs spirit, but it must not be In-
ferred from this that they wish. 1o bellitie
the game, If's Just their fubny way.

AARRY WHARTOXN..

. RUGGER!

By ALONZO TODD.
i, Bugeer s a splewdid game
For those who Jove tn maul amdl maim,
Al moke appopents Hmwp aud lome
By tackling them with vigour!
I played I once=but never more !
Aud when the flerce affray was o'er
' erawled away, both still ond sore,
And ¢cut a sorry Rgure!

I lnst my [ront teeth In the serum,

And sameoane sald:  Hard Inck, old chium ]

sach slight mishaps are bowted to comé—
You've ﬁim|}:—13r got to stick [t.

T quite agree that Rugger's rough,

Biuf hetter far than ‘Blind Man's Buifl

Aun all that kindergarten stuff—
In fact, it rivala ericket!™

I tried in valn to score a “lry ;

A fist came crashing In my eye.

A frenzied mob went surging by—
I fioundered In the mud.

Amd there 1 lay, as in a trance,

And walted for the amhbulance

o carry me away, perchance,
From the battlefield of blood.

I' also tried o drop a goal,

And heard the shouts like thuoder roll:

* There goes old Loozy, bless his soull™
I went n dozen paces,

‘Then someope grabbed me by the heel;

[ spun roumd ke a catherineawheel,

And, falling fat, hegan to feel

Punctured in Bfty places:

(h, Ruogger i3 a noble sport
For fﬂ]ﬁﬁ:ﬂ of the burly sort,
Wha never seem afrald 1o court

Plsaster every minute.
They come up, smiling and screne,
But I'm no longer fedling keen.
Tom PBrown is forming » Bftcen,

But.l shell.not.ba in It! 3
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(Continued from page 13.)

[4] MT hah Ir!!‘

All eves turned to the hali-open door.
It was Mr. Quelch who had appeared
there. He had evidently been passing
when Bkinner's howl of pain rang ouk.
He came in, clesing the door after him,

“What does this mean, boys 7" ho said
grimly, “Bkinner, get up at once.”

SBkinner—hia  face livid _ now—
serambled to his feet, nursing his jaw
as he did so. He zent a look of hatred
across at Redwing. That junior's face
went pale.

“Redwing,” went on the Remove
master, &8 no answered him, * why
did you strike Skinner 1"

There was & silence. It was broken
by the Bounder. Vernon-Smith's face
was set and determined., Whatever the
outcome of the interview with Skinner &
Co., the resolute Bounder had already
determined to ut;::jlunint the authorities
with the facts. He was resolutely de-
termined that the Redwings should not
suffer their loss without a fight for
justice.

He stepped forward now. )

“I can tell you what iz wrong. sir,”
he seid steadily. A

“Vory well, Vernon-3mith. I will
hear you, my boy.” _

Vernon-Smith did not  hesiiate.
Whether it could be called sneaking he
did not stop to consider—he did not
care. He told of the afternoon’s ad-
ventures—of the punctured machines,
and of the discovery of the wreck, and
also what that discovery meant to the
Redwings.

“Tt means ruin for them, sir—for a
time, at all events,” he said grimly, “I
am telling you this, sir, because I know
you will see that-justice is done.”

Mr. Quelch’s face was grim,

“I will certainly do my best to see
that justice is done, Vernon-3mith,” he
said quietly. “Redwing, you should
not- have taken the law into your own
hande—you should have come to me.
'This is not a matter I can deal with,
however, You had better come with
me to the headmaster, my boy. Skimmer,
Btott, and Snpop will also accompany
me. Wharten, will you pleasd find
DBunter, and zend him tc the Head's
study without delay.”

o Iﬁaf I come, too, asked
Vernon-8mith calmly.

“Vory well,” said the master of the
Remove, with a sharp look at the
Bounder “Come ¥

He left the study, snd Skinner, Stott,
and Snoop followed promptly enough.
Redwing gave Smithy a curious look,
and the two.went out together.

“Wel
ton. “INow for trouble, chaps.”

“Thundering good job this hap-
pened,” sajd Johnny Bull bluntly.
“Redwipg will get fair play now—the
Froad will see to that; Bkinner's bowled
out, and the cads will have to pay up.”

“1 wish I could be certain of that!”
said Havrry Wharton quietly. “Skin-
ner did not look wory scared to. me.
He's & crafty cad, and he’ll have got
soms varn ready., Anyway, let's lg:uod
Bunter!”

Tae Mioyer Lisrspt.—Nor 922,

air ¥

my hat!” said _Harrjj Whar--

And, followed by his chums, Harry
Wharton hurried out in search of Billy

| Bunter.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Crows Too Much !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. very
goon found Bunter, and sent
that shivering junior along to
the Head's study. Whatever

tha outcome of the affair, Bunter was
“for 1t " as the fat junior dismally
realised. His only hn-;;e- of baini let off
lightly for the raseally trick he had
played was in his smrar I;reinﬁ believed,
and in the Head thinking that he had
been but the tool of Skinner & Co.

After scoing the fat junior safely into
the Head's study, the Famous Five
waited in the corridor, anxious to hear
the result of the interview. Not for one
moment did they doubt that Skinner
& Co. were guilty. At the some time
they felt far Bi:rum certein that the cads
of the Remnove would be found guilty by
the Head. There was no proof what-
ever—nothing save Bunter's word in
regard to the punctured bikes, and Mr.
Redwing's statement regarding the
juxiiurs who had spoken to him at the
jetty. And this, they realised, was not
proof enough—if it was proof at all.

They did not have to wait long. The
door opened suddenly, and Skinner &
Co. came out, followed by Redwing and
Smithy and Bunter. A glance at their
respective faces showed how things had
gone. Bkionner & Co. were looking
almost triumphant. Bunter was white
and almost hlubbpring: Bmithy and
Redwing were looking bitter and angry.

With a grin on_his pasty face, Harold
Skinner led his chums awey. dwing,
Vernon-3mith, and Bunter stopped.

“0Oh, the awful rotters!” groaned
Billy Bunter dismally. “Fancy the
Head believing them before me, you
fellows. Bkinner's a lying beast! I
sy, you—"

“Oh, shut up and clear out, you fat
fool '™ hissed Yernon-Smith.

Hoe raised his boot, and Bunter
jumped away and fled.

“Well 2 said Harry Wharton, eyein
the two chums curiously. "“How di
things go?"

Redwing bit his lip hard.

“They've beaten us,” he said, “for
the present, anyway. They had a
yarn ready, as we guecssed they would.
They deny absolutely knowing nnt;thmg:
whatever about the punctured bikes;
they deny even knowing we were going
to Hawkseliff this afternoon. And the

sad won't accopt DBunter's word at
all. The fat idiot contradicted himself
again and again. You can't blame the
Head for not believing him.”

“ But—but——"

“They've done wus!” gritted the
Bounder through his teeth. “ The cads
admit having spoken to Redwing's

father, and asked to hire a boat. He
knows he daren't deny that if it comes
to him facing Mr. Redwing about it.
He savs they went straight back to
Pegg and hired a boat there, and that
they spent all the afternoon on Black
Rock Island. They've given the Head

F the name of the boatman, and Quelchy's

poing over in the Head's car now to see
the man=—to sea if their story’s trus ¥

“DBut it won't be true—GQuclchy will
anon find that out,” said Harry Whar-
ton blankly.

“Can't you seo tha gameo?” said
Smithy bitterly. “It must have been
the man who took them off the Shark's
Tooth. They knew there'd be a row,
and they've bribedl the fellow or some-
thing. I'm certain of that. Bkinner

was too jolly keen for the fellow to be
fetched and gquestioned for my liking.
They could easily bribs the fellow to
keep his mouth shut—or to tell their
yarn for them,"

“Phew "

“That's the game 1"

“Of course it is!” snapped the
Bounder savagely. “The man will
back them up, and we're done. 'The
Head says there is not an atom of real
proof against the cads. He says if their
story proves to be true—if the boatman
5RYS thn?' wera with him all the aftor.
noon, then the charge falls to the
%{nund. You raw Skinner grinning?

e knows wo're done, the cad!”

“And Quelchy's going now——"

“Yes. Wa shall b called again when
he comes back, I suppose. ut if he
does get out of it—if that brute Skinner

does get clear,” wvowed Lthq:- Eaundﬁr
savagely, “we'll deal with him our-
salvos.”

Vernon-Smith walked on with his
chum, both of them obwviously bitterly
disappointed and furious. They wen!
along to their study—but not to d¢
prep. There was no prep done by Red.
wing and his chum that evening. They
eat for somoe minutes with their books
before them, and then the Bounder
apoko.

“"Look here, Reddy,” he said quiuﬂ_s;.
“"What are you going to do if we can’t
make those cads pay up for the dam-
age? I heard what your pater said—
it means ruin for him, What will you
do about 1it3¥"

Redwing eyed his chum steadily; he
seemed to guess what was coming.

“1 don't know,” he said quietly. I
suppose we shall manage to pull along
somehow, Smithy. It may mean my
leaving Greyfriars, though—it all de-
pends,  If tﬁing& are bad I shall just
[eave Greyfriars.”

“Give up your scholarship?” ejacu-
lated Vernon-Smith blankly.

“"Yeos; if things are as bad as I fear™
sald Redwing simply. "I shall go out
to earn my living. Tho scholarship

scarcely covers my expenses here, you
know, Smithy., I won't be a burden on
tha pator. I want to bo a help at a

time like this. We shall see, though.
T—I hope it won't come to that.”

The Bounder said nothing for some
moments. He was oyeing his chum
strangely.

“Look here,” he said, at last. “TI'vo
got something to say, Reddy—some-
thing I know yon won't approve of;
I'm going to say it all the same. It's
this. If those cads don't pay up—and
it looks as if they won't—then I'm going
to lend a hand. My pator-——=>"

Redwing held up his hand, but the
Bounder ignored it, amdl doggedly went
O,

“Myv pater's got more dibs than he
knows what to do with, Reddy., Yon
know that. I've wanted to help before,
and you never would hear of it. But
I'm jolly well gomng to make you this
time. It's dashed idiotic of you fo
refuse, old man. Hang it all, man, do
vou suppose I'm going to let you leave
Greyfriars when the pater counld—and
jolly well would like a shot—lond. a
hand? If you're so dashed proud that
you won’t take it as a gilt, then you've
got to take 1t as a loan. Diash it all,
man—

“That's cnough, Smithy,” said Red-
wing guictly. "It is uttm']ﬁ imposaible
—aout of the question.  You know [ can't
take charity, and vou know neither the
pater nor I would borrow money. |1
know wvou mean jolly well, and I'm
grateful. Dut—but it's impossible |
Don't ask me, Smithy, old chap.”
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* But look here——" -

" Drop it, Smithy,” pleaded Redwimng.
“You know I can’t accept. It's uselesy
trying to make meo. My father would
nevar hear of such a thing, either,”

" Redwing——"

“ Drop it, old chap!®

Redwing turned to his books, lower-
ing his head to hide the growing mois-
ture in his eyes. He was grateful to
his chum—he understood the genuine
desira to help on the Bounder’s part.
But it was impossible. He could never
take charity, for it would amount to
that, The Bounder looked at him, more
than & trifle impatiently, it seemed, He
never could quite understand why his
chum should refuse help. But he said
nothing more then regarding the matter,
And at last a knock came at the deor,
and Wingate looked in.

“Wanted in the Head's study, Red-
wing,” he sad, “ Cut off thare, sharp I

i E{aa Quelchy come back, Wingate 7"
asked the Bounder.

The captain of Greyfriars nodded, and
withdraw.

“Come on ! breathed Bmithy. “ Now
for it, Reddy. I'm coming, too.”

The juniors hurried along to Dr.
Locke's study. They found Mr. Quelch
with tle Head, and Skinner, Stott, and
Snoop were also in the study.

“Rodwing,” said the Hoad, when the
door was closed, * Mr. Quelech has boen
to Pegg. He has suecceeded in finding
thiz man, Sparks, whom Skinner claimed
to have been their boatman this after-
noon.”

“Yes, sir,” said Redwing quictly.

“Skinner's story was apparently quite
correct,” said the Head. “The man
substantiated Skinney’s eclaims in every
detail. He states that Skinner and bis
friencds hired his boat on the beach at
Pegg., and were taken direct across the
bay to DBlack Rock Island. They re-
mained there for tea, and returned this
evening before lock-up. I have also
telephoned to Dr. Voysey, the head-

master of Highcliffe, who has kindly

interrogated this boy Ponsonby. The
boy's story also agrees n every detail
with Skinper's story, ¥ou will there-
fore see that the grave charge again:t
them is ill-l'n:-un&eﬁ: and falls to the
ground, Redwing.”

Redwing said nothing, but Vernon-
Smith did,

“Bkinner iz lying, sir!" he saaid
calmly. “And both the boatman and
Ponsonby are lying also. They have
arranged this story between them. The
boatman has been bribed——-"

“Btop!” said Dr. Locke angrily.
“Vernon-3mith, how dare you make
such & vidiculous charge? You are
allowing your enmity against Bkinner
to carry you away. here 13 not, In
view of the evidence, now any ground
whatever for the charge. Unless you
can  prove your statements, Vernon-
2mth——"

“1 can prove nothing, sir.,” =aid the
Bounder defiantly. “But I know they
did it

" Nonsense " rapped the Head angrily.
“There 13 not an atom of real proof
against Bkinner or his friends. It is
obvious to me that Bunter made the
claim against Skinner to save his own
skin., Bunter shall be ptimished severely

for his conduct in the matter. You may
go, Vernon-Smith.”

“Yery good, sie.”

The g]mmd.ar walked out, and thb

next moment the Head had aleo dis-
misged Skinner, Stott, and Snoop. Then
he turned to Redwing.

“Redwing,” he said in a kindly Lone.
“1 am very sorry indeed for the serious
loss your father has sustained. I sin-
cerely hmilﬁ that it will prove to be less
than you have supposed, and T hope the
misereants who arve responsible will be
discovered and obliged to make recom-

nse, But yvoa must see that it is
impossible for me to accept wour stale-
ments  against those three boys, or
against the Higheliffe boys. In my eves
[ tHey have cleared themselves completely.

I have no doubt that the real culprits

. —t

are youths from [I'riardale or from
Poge.”

“Yes, sir,” gaid Redwing in a low
VOIce,

“Y intend, however,"” went on the Head
grimly, “to make strict inquiries in re-
gard to the matter, All boys known to
have been boating on the sea this after-
noon will be closcly questioned, I will
speak to you again concerning the
matter, Redwing, You may go.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Redwing.

He left the study. His face was quite
composed, bot his eyes were ghitering.
He found Vernon-Smith waiting for him
in the passage, and he told him dully of
tha Head's last remarks.

“The cads!” hised the Bounder, his
hard features flushing with rage. " But
they haven’t finished with us yet, Red-
wing. If the Head's finished with the
cads, we have not, not by a long chalk,
You—you're still determined not to
allow me to help, Reddy "

“ Absolutely, Smithy!” said Redwing
emphatically, “I'm sorry to have to
refuse you like this, Smithy. But it's no
good [

“Right ! .said Vernon-8mith. “If
my cash can’t help you in one way, then
it shall help wou in another, Redwing.”

“ What do you mean, Smithy §" .

“Money talks,” said Vernon-Smith
grimly, his eyes glinting. “ And money
makes people talk—some people, at all

down to the Commons
room,” said the Bounder abruptly.
“Wharton and his lot will be there,
wondering how things have ,?l:ma."
Redwing nodded, but he glanced curi-
ously at his chum more than once as
they went down to the Commeon-room,
He wondered what the lkeen-witted
Bounder meant, and what he was think-
ing of. But he knew it was ueeless to
ask again. They reached the Common-
room, and curious glances met Red-
wing’'s eyes wherever he locked. Thae
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news was known now, and nearly all the
fellows' sympathy was with Redwmg.

Skinner, Stott, and Snoop were stand-
ing togother mnear the fireplace, snd
Bkinner met Vernon-Smith's glowering
glance and grinned copenly. He did not
grin again, The Bounder took one
quick step towards him, and his flat
hand sent Skinner epinning across the
roorm.

“That's for grinning,” eaid
Bounder coolly., “Grin again,
you'll get my fist next time.”

Skinner did not grin again. He slunk
from the room, his eyes glinting
savagely. He did not want the Bounder's
fist, not having liked hizs fat hand at
all. He would not have liked Smithy’s
thoughts, either, had he only known
what they were just then.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Seeret Out !
HITHER bound, Smithy "
Harry Wharton asked the

question as Vernon-Smith
overtook the Famous Five

the
and

when they were passing through the:

ﬂt&a after tea the next day. The
under was alone, and he appeared fo
be in rather a hurry.

“A walk,” said the Bounder care-
lessly. “Care for & brisk stroll, you
fellows ™

“Well, wa wera just going for a
stroll,” smiled Wharton. “Ye were
thinking of going for a breather along
the cliffs, Smithy. T supposc you're
bound for the village "

“Wot at all!" smiled Smithy. “I'm
bound for Pege.”
“Dh!* exclaimed Ilarry Wharton.

“You'll only just do it thero and back
before lock-up. Where's Redwing ¥

“{Gone home, He's biking it to Hawks-
cliffe—got a pass from Quelchy, The
poor chap's anxious to know how his
pater’s boat affair stands. T suppose you
don't feel up to going with me as far as
Pegg ™"

“I'm game!” grinned Bob Cherry.

“We'll come all serene, if you like?"
said Harry, staring rather curiously at
the Bounder. “But what's this geme,
Smithy? What the thump are you trot-
ting all the way to Pegg for this
evening "

“ Business,” said Vernon-Bmith coolly.
“I'm hoping to do a bit of bwsiness—
financial business—with that boatman
friend of Skinner's,™

lfﬂh !]‘J
“Greakt pip ™
“YWhat the thump do yvou mean

Bmithy " asked Harry Wharton blankly.

“What I say, old chap. It struck me
Jast night, Wharton, that if this mer-
chant Sparks will tell les for money,
then it's more than likely he'll tell the
truth for more money. Bea?! Money
h!fﬁhallld makes people talk.”

“I thought it would be nseful if you
chaps were with me" explained the
Bounder hlandly, "I know you may not
quite approve of my giddy methods of
geping justice done. But——"

“Toezs Redwing know what vou pro-
pose to do? said Harry Wharton

quietly.

“Not at all. T'd rather hoe didn't
know—yet, Wharton. Well, do you
approve, or otherwise ¥"

“1 don't know,” muttered Harry
Wharton., “But—but it may come off.
We'll come, anyway."”

“Yes, rather!”

There was a chorus from Harry's
chums,

“That's good, then,"” laughed

Tue Macxwer Lisgary.—No. 222,
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Bounder. “If the merchant does happen
to cut up rusty, you'll be handy. 1iuk
I fancy he won't cut up rusty.”

“What made you think of this game,
Smithy 1"

“It just ocenrred to me last night.
Redwing refuses point blank to let me
help him. It's all rot, of course. If I
was down, and a follow wanted to help
me—a chum—I should accept; at least,
I think so. Anyway, it ocourred to me
that my cash might come in useful in
another way.,  Skinnec's bribed this
boatman merchant to tell fibs, I'm

oing to bribe him to tell the truth.

umte a moral object, what ¥

Though the Bounder's words were
spoken lightly, there was & hard note
underlving them.

“It should be easy to find him," went
on Vernon-3mith, as the juniors did not
answer, " Quelchy scemed to find him
quickly, anyway., I expect he's a boozy
bounder, and we'll find him at & pub,
Come on. Let's hurry I

The juniors were already walking [ast,
but they quickened their foolsteps, and
very soon they were on the ecrisp turf
of the cliffs. They did not know what
to make of Smithy's extraordinary plan.
But they wore {mﬂf too glad to try ony-
thing to help Redwing to get justice.
Since the previous evening nothing
further had happened in the matter.
The Head had made inguiries, as he
had promised, but the inquiries had
come to nothing.

For some ten minutes they walked on,
and then Bob Cherry grunted as a group
of figures came into view ahead of them,

“Bkinner and Ponsonby, and their
crowd,” he grunted,

“ Mover mind them," said the Bounder
calmly. “Just pass them, and say no-
thing."

The figures shead—there were six of
them—vanished suddenly from sight be-
yond & rocky ridge across the chiff path.
The juniors welked on, and ther had
almost forgotten the existence of Pon-
sonby & Co. again, when Vernon-8mith
gave & warning hiss, and  elutehed
Harry Wharton’s arm.

From ahcad of them sounded voices
gunite close, They had just reached the
ridge, and the veices came from the
"hollow bevond—angry voices, though no-
hody was visible to the Famous Five
and Emithg,

“Quiet!” breathed the Bounder.

The Famous Five stopped, struck by
the tense nete in the Bounder's voice.
The thought of eavesdropping was re-
pugnant to them. But Bmithy's tone
bade them halt, and the next moment
they felt rather glad they had halted,

Beyond the ridge the unseen Pon-
sonby was speaking savagely, and his
voire reached them clearly.

“PBut it's blackmail, vou seoundrel I
Ponsonby was saying. “We paid you
yvesterday for—for what zou did, You'll
not get another penny from me "

“Wor me!" came o savage chorus,

“Oh, all right!” eame the husky
answer, TArter all, I s'pose it's my
duty to tell what T knows, young gents.
I ought not to ‘ave taken Fﬂur WIOney
yasm:da}'-—mu‘ring me fell Lies like you
did. It's my dooty to sec as that feller
Redwing from Hawkscliff gets compensa-
tion for the loss of 'is boat.”

“ What—what do you mean?” came
Ponsonby's snarling voice. “We know
nothing. ?’huut any lost boat, excepting
our oWn:

= Wﬁt a question,” came the answer
with a chuckle. “I reckon I believed
you young gents at first. Then when I
‘eard last might as a feller from Hawks.

eliff ’ad ’ad ‘iz boat smashed on the
Shark’s Tooth, I tumbled to it straight

away. I feel sorry for that there chap
Bedwing, I don’t 'old with shielding
you young gents. I feel it's my *dooty
to go up and see that master of yourn
agen, I'd better tell 'im az you young
Ee_nts tempted me with money, and that,

oin’ 'ard up, I foll for it. But I think
better on it now, and wanis to tell the
truth, BSo-long, young gents!”

There was a movement, and than Pon-
sonby’s savage voice.

1 Et:}p par

"Well " was the husky retort. “ Think
better on it, hey 1"

“How much do you want, you rotter "

“I nin't arskin’ for nothing, mind
you,” was the cool reply, *“But if you
likes to make a bloke a present of a
quid, say, I don’t know as I shall refuse
it."

“Don’t pay tho brute ancther penny,

Pon!" came Skinner's furious voice.
“Can't you see the brute's game? He'll
be always at. us- for money now. He
can prove nothing 1"
. “Ho, can't 1" was the husky retort.
“You telled your master as you spent
most of the arternoon on Black ' Rock
Island. T can prove as you didn't, for
one_ thing. I was talkin’ on the beach
at Pegg to the durned Coastguard and
two other fellers just afore I took wou
off the Shark’s Tooth. And them fellers
saw me land you less than twenty
minutes arterwards at Pegg, my lads.
Oh, I got proof enough to settle you,
young gents."

“Oh, you rofter!™

“BShut up, 8kinner!” snarled Pon-
sonby. *Can't you see the brute’s got
us? We'll have to shell out, hang him !

There followed s murmar of voices,
and Vernon-8mith gave a grim chuckle.

“ Now, you fellows,” he said coolly,
"“let’s gat on.”

He walked calmly forward, topped the
rocky ridge, and stepped down into the
hollow. Harry Wharton gave hizs chums
s nod, and they followed him,

They saw six juniors in the hollow,

and a mug'l::-]ml'm;g:' man in fishorman's
garh. The =ix juniors were Ponsonby,
Gadshy, and Yavasour of Highcliffe
School, and Skinner, Stott, and Snocop
of Greyfriars. They did not need to be
told whe the man was.
_Bkinner gave a yell of alarm as be
ﬂ-lTth the newcomers, a yell that was
followed by gasps of alarm from his
shady companions,

“Hallo " remarked Vernon-Smith
coolly. *“That's right, Pon. Best to pay
up and lock pleasant, what?  Don't
fai?t, Skinner, old chap. It’s only little
'LIE.”

Skinner was livid. He knew from the
Bounder's words that they had been
overheard—that the game was known.

“0Oh, you—you sneaking cads!" he
hissed. “You've been eavesdropping,
vou rotters !

“Exactly! We have” agreed the
Bounder, smiling. “We're just in time
to stop that merchant from robbing you.
Aren't vou glad, Skinner? I'm sure
Pon 18"

If Bkinner was livid, then Ponsonby
was more £0. He [airly shook with
passion &% he realised that the game was
up. He glared at the Bounder, and then
he gave a yell,

“(o for the cads!" he howled, ™ Bmash
the sneaking rothkers!™

He flung himself in a fury of rage at
Vernon-3mith, and the two crashed
down together, fighting like wild cats.
But neithar adsby nor Vavasour
moved—nor did Skinner, Btott,  and
Snoop. The latter three knew better
than to side with a fellow from High-
cliffe against their own fellows.
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snapped Wingate,

There came a sudden angry shout, and the next instant iwo well-known flgures appeared on the scenea with a rush. Th
were Wingate and his chum Gwynne of the Sixth, and they did not stop 1o ask questions.
** We’'ll deal with this merchant ! ™ Smack !

chin, and the boatman howled and went crashing down.

Wingate's fist took Jim Sparks at the slde of his bristly
(Hee Chapler §.)

“ Qut of the way, you kids Iag

But someona elsa did, and that some-
ong was the burly boatman. ‘The rascal
Mll:’pu.rent]:,r realised on which side his
“bread waz buttered.” Moreover, he
had heard Vernon-SBmith's words con-
carning himself., He did not intend
newceners to stop Ponsonby & Co. from
being * robbed "' 1f Le could help it.

Ho gave & roar, and rushed to aid
Pongonby, sending the Bounder spin-
Eing dizzily with & blow from his huge

st.

That was more than enough for Harry
Wharton & Co.

“Back up, chaps!”
“Go for the brute !

At the samoe moment Gadsby and
Vavasour decided to aid their {uader,
Tho sight of the burly, rascally boat-
man awding their leader pave them
courage, and they piled in at the same
moment that the Famous Five went Lo
the Bounder's rescue,

The next moment a furious struggle
was in progress on the grassy cliff-top.

E—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Plays a Lone Hand !

RAMI, tramp, trnm?!
Backwards and forwards over
tho short, crisp turf went the

struggle.  The DDounder had
Ponsonby to himself now—as the latter
junior soon knew, to his sorrow. Gadsby
and Vavasour were fighting with Frank
:'{uEm:t. and Hurree Bingh respectively,
while Harev Whartan, Bob Cherry, and
Johnny lull, were at grips with the
razcally Jim Sparks,

Nor were they enjoying the encounter
—far from it. The raseal was o rough
handful even for the threo of them.
Skinner, Slott, and Snoop leoked on in
an agony of apprebiensive indecision.
They longed to aid Ponsonby & Co.,
yek they dared not shir & fnger to do
50, They knew what they would have
to oxpect ot tho hands of the Remove
if they did,

How the struggle would have ended
wag doubtful indeed, had not help been
at hand for the Greyfriars juniors. Dut
belp was at hand.

hizzed Harry.

Thera came & sudden angry shout,
and the next instant two well-known,
and—to the Famous Five and Simnithy—
welcome figures appeared on the scene
with a rush.

They were Wingate and his chum,
CGwynne of the Sixth, and they did not
stop to ask questions,

“Out of the way, you kids,* snapped
Wingate. " We'll deal with this mer-
chant !

Smack !

Wingate's fist took Jim Sparks at the
side of his bristly chin, and the hoat-
mair howled and went crashing down.
He was up again, roaring with fury the
next instant—only, however, to moet
another straight left that floored him
again necatly.

Onee again ha jumped up, but this
time it wes not to show higut. He had
ghmpsed the sturdy, athletio forms of
the seniors now, end tho sight was
enough for him.

Ho dodged Gwynne's ready fist, and
lurchied away, teking to his ﬁcnla will-
out a glanco backwards. And TPon-

sonby, Gadsby, and Vavasour wero
searcely a second behind him.
“ILet them go!™ snep Wingate,

turning and regarding the Remnovites
curiously. " Well, Wharton,” he went
on. “What's this rumpus mean ?"

Wharton was panting and breathless.
He wiped a brickle of blood [rom his
mouth, and looked at the Bounder with-
out answering. Vernon-Smith calmly
mopped a streaming nose with his hand-
kerchief, and looked at Skinner with a
smile.  That junior, like Stett and
Suoop, was wlite and shaking.

“T'Il leave Skinner to tell you that,
Wingate,” he =said coolly. "lieo on,
Shkinner, old chap—tell Wingate what
awful eavesdropping cads wo are.™

Skinner did not answer.

“Come, Wharton.” snapped Wingate.
“1 am waiting, What does this busi.
ness mean ¥

“1'H tell you that, Wingate,” said the
Bounder. " That merehant was the boat-
man whom Quelehy went to seo last
night—the man who resensd Skinmer
wnd his pals from the Shark’s .Tooth

efter they had smashed up BRedwing's
pater’s boat |™

“What "

“Skivner and his pals weore just set-
tling wp with him when we came
along,”  explamed the Bounder.
" You'va heard, of course, about yestar-
day afternoon’s alfair, Wingato—how
Skinner and Lis precious pals smashed
that boat up "

“1 heard that Skinner had proved
that he didn't sminash it up,” replied
Wingate dryly.

*Skinner didn't prove it,” amiled the
Bounder. *“ He only got that boatman
to spin a yarn—the yarn PPonsonby and
he had paid him to spin. But thoy
didn’t pay him  enough spparently.
When wo camo along just now he was
blackmailing them for more cash, We
caught them handing the cash over, and
we overheard what was said. That's
what made dear old Pon wazy, and he
went. for us. 'T'hat tman merchant
piled in to help him. Iso't that right,
Skinner ¥

Skinner licked hiz lips. He gave
the Bounder a look of bitter hatred.

“ Bkinner,” said Wingate quictly, “is
this true?"

“It's all lica, Wingato |” panted Skin-
ner. ' Ask the rotter to prove it "

Wingate turned to Wherton.

“What do vyou know about this,
Wharton?” he demanded grinly.

“Smithy is telling the truth, Win-
gate,” said Harry., “We camo along
and overheard that rascal blackmailing
Ponsonby. 1 suppose it's no good
attompting to hide it now if wa wanted
to. It was Ponsonby and Skinner, and
tho rest of them who caused Mr. Red-
wing's boat to be wrecked."

And the eaptain of the Remove told
all he knew of the matter, He saw it
wag uacless Lo attempt to shiold Skinnor
now—thouph ho had little inclination to
do that, Wingate listened with com-
pressed lips,

“Right, Wharton, that's enough,” he
said at length., " Bkinner, Stott, and
Suocop, cut off back to school at once.

Tre Maoxer Lismany.—No. 982,
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You other kids had better gebt back
also, vou may be wanted.”

He “turned sway with Gwynne, and
the two seniors staried back the way
they had come, Evidently the captain
had decided not to continue his walk.
The Bouunder stared after him, hiz eyes
gleaming now.

“You chaps can go back, but Fm
not,” he said eoolly. *“I—I think I'il
go to meet Redwing.” .

“Dron't talk rot, Smithy 1" said Whar-
ton, eyeing him sharply. " What's your
game now, Smithy? If that brute is
atill hanging round, and you happen to
bump inte him—-"

“I can look after myself, Wharton,"
siniled the Bounder. * You've no need
to worry about me, old chap.”

“Put Redwing iz hiking it—he will
ecome by road,’ said Wharton sus-
piciously. * Look here, Bmithy——"

“I'll Fisk missing him. I'm off any-
“.a:". !‘:F

The DBounder turnod abruptly, and
started off towards Pa:fg. harton
stared after him wundecidedly.

“0h, let him go!" said Bob Cherry.
“You'll never stop him, anyway!”

“8mithy can look after himself all
right,” said Johnny Bull.

his

Harry  Wharton  shrugged
shoulders,

“All right! Let's get back, then!™
he said. “This looks like being the
kvbosh for 3kinner, chaps.”

“Sarva him jolly well right!" seid
Trank. Nugent.

The Famous Five were agreed upon
that as they tramped back schoolwards,
Meantime, Vernon-3mith was hasten-
ing in the opposite direction. The
moment he was out of sight of his
friend, he started to run, a resolute
look on_his firm features.

For it was not to meat Redwing that
the Bounder had decided to go on
alonp. Despite what had happened,
Vernon-Smith was far from being satis-
fied, He had started out that evening
with fthe intention of proving that
“money makes people talk,” and he
wans determined to carry out that inten-
tion.

He ran hard, hiz eyes fixed 2head on
the look-out for the slouching figure of
Jim Sparks. That he was running &
hig risk of getting a severe handlin
from the rascal, the Bounder was we
aware: but it made no difference to the
iron-willed junior.

S0 s Ftee!

Everyons interested in radio should make
gure of the two wonderful Handbooks
which are being GIYEN AWAY with
FOPULAL WIBELES3—ane with tho
{raue now on sale and the other with the
{eaye on sale on Thuraday, Oet. 8th. Hach
Handbook §s illustrated and da full of
comprehenalve information of the utmost
valwe to overy amatonr.

THE CRYSTAL EXPERIMENTERS'
BANDBOOK (Free TO-DAY)

THE VALYE EXPERIMENTERS'
HANDBOOK (Froe with the issue on
gale Thursday, Oct. Bth.)

Adak for

Erery Thursday.  Buy it regularly.

It was alroady beginning to grow
dusk, and a thick mist hung over the
sea., But Vernon-S8mith went on, and
very soon he saw the man he was after,
He came within hearing distance, and
then he shouted his narme.

The boatman ztopped and logked
back. He seemed quite taken aback
when he saw the solitary junior racing
towards him. Then his eves glittered as
he recognised the Bounder, and he
waited, an ugly leok on his face.

“Hold on !" said the Bounder, as he
ran up. *I want a word with you!"

“0Oh, do yer?"” )

The man stared at Vernon-Smith.
But something in the junior's tone mede
him lower his fists again.

"“Well? he growled
“What's this game?"

“I'll soon tell you that.” said Ver-
non-Smith coolly. * Look here!™

He opened hiz pocket-wallet, exposing
a small wad of Treasury notes—keeping
a wary eye on the man as he did se.

Jim Sparks’ eyes ghistened greedily.

* W hat—"7 :

“Yeuterday,” said  Vernon-Smith
coolly, “vou were paid by some fellows
to keep your mouth closed about that
wreck affair. Now I'in offering to pay
you for opening it. See?”

“Eh? What d'you meant"

“I mean just this,” said Vernon-
Smith., “I'll give you five pounds if
vou will come up to the School—Grey-
friars=—and tell our Headmaster the
truth as to who ran that boat on the
rocks. You've no necd to fear anything,
I promise vou. Blackmail or no black-
mail, the Head would never prosecute—
would never make a police-courk case if
he could lelp it. It docsn’t do to get
a school into the papers with cases of
thiz sort.”

The man eved hiw blankly.

menacingly.

“You—you mean thati” he zaud
thickly.
“Yes, It'll pay vou to take it on,

You've finished with those other cads.
You'll never get another penny from
them. It's all out now, and I shouldn’t
wonder if thev're sacked. You peed
expeet nothing more from them.”

“By hokey " ) .

“There's another thing,” said Smithy
grimly. “We heard what yvou said just
now. The coastguard and others will
furnish proof, if necessary. It's five
?uid for vou or nuﬂu‘ug, my man. And

might tell von that it will perhaps save
you trounble if you come up now and own
up. You can tell our Ilead you've
thought better of it—that you were
tempted. and all that—just what you
like, in fact. DBut the truth las got to
be told.

S8mithy stopped, and the man oved
him fixedly, evidently dubiows and sus-
picions. But he nodded st last.
Smithy’s arguments had not been una-
vailing.

“I'll come,” be said. *"Awd over the
dibs, young gent.”

i ive you two guid now, and the

rest when wyou've finished with the
Head "

“Trone ! said the man.

“Right ! snapped Smithy, hi- eyves
gleaming., “Here's vour monev. Now,
come on "

Vernon-Smith  handed over  two
Treasory notes for one pound cach. and
the next mowent  Sparks aond  the

Bounder were teamping back towards
Greyliviars together. '

The DBounder's methods might not
appeal to fellows like Harry Wharton.
but that did not trouble him, He was
fighting for his ¢lien, and that was all
that Smithy cared abont just then.

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
The Bounder’s Win !

INGATE waent straight to the

‘ﬁg‘ Head's study on  arrival at

(Greyfriars. The captain had

a duty to perform, and he lost
no time in performing it. © The Head
was not in the room, but a message by
the maid quickly brought him in. Win-
gate related what he had learned and
what had taken place on the cliffs.

Dr. Locke listened with growing
amazement. Buat his tone was grimw
when he spoke at last.

“VYery well, Wingate. I am very glad
you lost no time in mminf; to me with
this information. [ will deal with rhe
matter without delay, Will you be good
encugh to ecnd Skinner, Btotf, and
Snoop to me—alse Wharton, Hedwing,
and Vernon-Smith ¥

' YEE, ﬁj-rqu

Wingate vamished, but he soon reap-
peared again. With him weve all bt
the, two last-named juniors.

“"Vernon-Bmith did not return with
the others, =ir,” he explained. “ Hi
went to meet Redwing, who has gone
home to Hawkscliff, with Mr. Quelch’s
permission.”

Wingate hurried out for Mr. Quelch,
and when the Remove master avrived
the Fead explained the position to him,
and then he turned to Wharton.

“Wharton,” he said quietly, " vou
have heard what I have just relared to
Mr., Quelch, Is that what happencd to
vour knowledge "

“Yes, sir. It iz quite right, sir.”

“Kindly relate all that took place,
Wharton,"

Harry Wharton did zo, and the Head

nodded, and turned a steely glance upon
Skinner & Co.

“Now, Skinner,” he said sternly., 1
will address you me you appear to have
been the leader in this matter. You
have heard what Wharton has stated to
e, YWhat have you to say?"

Skinner could scarvcely articulate; o
was shivering with fear. He had Teh
himeelf and his chums so safc—safe fron
dizcovery., And now this had happened,
It was all up he felt certain, and EE' Telr
mick with dread aned fear.

DBut he was dotermined to Lloff i@ out
desperately, for. all that.

“It 15 all lies, sir.,” he saod thickly.
“This is all a plot—all arranged. Weo
were talking with that boatman coer
tainly, We met bim accidentally on el
{!“EE.H-- I';Il'.'.E {]\.\'{!‘[1 h;l]l .‘i-ﬂl]"'!LhEHH' fﬂl' th-'
hire of the boat yesterday., We were
paying him when Wharton and  th-
others came up. The rest ix all a pack
of lies, sir,™

“"You deny it all, Skinner®™" sand the
[Head, eveing the bapless Jjunior steadils,
- "Yooes, sir!” gasped SBkinner, ©Tee
—the man will t(ﬁl }'uu—wi“ prove w bioi
[ sav to be true™

“Then you would not wind if T zewnt
lar him, Skinner—to cross-cxanune him
here ¥ :

“Oh, no, sir!”

“0r i I nsked the Pegg coastpuard 40
come hore amd prove Wharton's word-
wern [alse, Skinner ¥’

Skinner qm:ght hiz Lroath.
bowled out, and ho knew ir.
not speak.

“Skinner,” said the Head grimly, ©1
warn you to be careful. T have every
confidence in Wharton's word ; e
tainly lrave not in yours.  Wharion's
compantons will doubtless snbstantials:
his statements, also. T intend to threa-h
this matier out. T am not at all ~atisfied
now that von are speaking the tronde:
indeed, L stroogly suspect that you ave

I{l" Wk
Lle conld
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not. You apparently fear to face the
witnesses Wharton refers to.”

3till 8kinner was silent. And as he
sipod, white-faced and wretched, a
knock came at the door, and Wingate
entared.

“Exeuse me, &iv,” he said, “but
Vernon-Smith has returned. He has
brought the boatman, Sparks, back with
him. 'The man wishes to make a state-
ment, s’ .

“Show Vernon-Smith and the man in,
please, Wingate.”

A moment later the Bounder entered
the study. DBehind him was the boat-
man, twirling his peaked cap nervously
in his hands. He slunk into the room
stoalthily, glancing under hiz eyebrows
at the Head. Jim Sparks was not at a!l
sure of the kind of welcome he would

ck.

*Well, said Dr.
Locke.

“T've brought this
Smithy steadily and quite coolly. “He
has something to tell you, sir, regarding
the smashing of that boat yesterday. He
did not tell the truth yesterday to Mr.
Queleh. Ho ia willing to tell it now,
g

“0h, indeed !” said Dr. Locke, with a

Vernon-Smith "

man, sir,” said

look of disfavour at the eringing boat- |

man. “And why should I believe the
man to be spedling the truth now when
vesterday he lied, Vernon-Smith "

Y Because he ecan prove what he has
io say now, sir.”

The Head turned to Jim Sparks,

“I will hear what you have to eay, my
man,” he said grimly.

“Jt weren't my fault, sir,” mumbled
the raseal, “I was tempted by them
voung rascals, sir. Bein' & poor, ‘ard-
workin' man, as "as to carn 'is livin'. I
was only too glad to earn a bit of extra
cash, and believin’ I was helpin’ them
young tascals, teo.”

~“Never mind that now,” interrupted
the Head curtly. “ What iz the truth of
this matter? 1 shall be obliged if you
will tell me without delay.”

dYﬂﬂp Ei.!‘.”

And Jim Sparks told his story—truth-
fullv this time. With two pounds in his
pncheb., and three more pounds to come
for telling the truth, the rascal was
only too willing to oblige.

“That will do, my man® said the
Head grimly, at last. “ Wingate, will
vou kindly show thise—this person out?
Now, 8kinner——"

Dr. Locke turned to Skinner as Win-
goate led the growling boatman out.
Skinner’s face was a picture by this
fime. Hizs last hope was gone. And
Stott and Snoop were almost in a state
af collapse.

“Now, Bkinner,” exclaimed the Head
in steely tones, “wyou have heard what
1that man had to say. Do you still den
1hat you are one of the boys who twﬂ
Mr. Redwing’s boat and caused it to be
wrecked yesterday B

Skinner hung his head.

“ Na, sir,” he pasped. “I—I own up!
It was all Ponsonby's doing, thmaggl,
Weo—™"

The voice of the Cad of the Remove
irailed off into silence.

Bidney James Sneop and Stott were
almost as speechless,

“ And you, Snoop,” rumbled the Head.
“Do you still maintain that you were
not concerned in this regrettable affair 1

“Nunno, sir,” faltered Snoop. “You
ane, sir, we—we—we—I mean I—I—

“What do you mean, Snoop ¥

** N-nothing, sir |” gulped Snoop.

Dr. Locke fixed his pilercing eve on
Stott. That unhappy junior npearly
vollapsed.

“MAGNET” PORTRAIT GALLERY.
No. 6.—Horace James Coker (of the Fifth).

Possessing the museles of a fellow of tweniy and the bralns of a Third-Former,

Horace Coker is the acknowledged Duffer of the Filth.

Imagines himself good

at everything and prides himsell upon his tact and judgment. Ought io be
captain of Groeyfriars—in his own opinlon. The great Horace Is seldom faken
seriously, the fellows ususlly allowing him to ** have his head ** 50 long as he

doesn't do any harm,

With Coeker and hks Aunt Judy, Greyirlars has passed

through some sdrring times. Rather heavy-handed with the fags, im which

category rank the heroes of the Remove.

But for all his misguided Ideas, Coker

is not a bully. Generons to a faulf, brave as a lion, and stralght as a dle ; there
are heaps worse at Greyfriars., Shares Study No. 4 In the Filth with George
Potier and William Greens.

“ What have vou to say, Stott '
“Nothing, sir,” stottered Stott. It
wasn't my fanlt, Ponsonby is to blame.
ik

“ That 13 enough,” said the Head. “1
will deal with the three of you later,
when I have consulted with Dr. Voysey
of Highcliffe.”

It waz enough, Dr. Locke acquainted
the lheadmaster of Highcliffe with the
facts as he knew them; and, faced with
the unpleasant knnw!edEﬂ that SBkinner
& Co. had owned up, Cecil Ponsonby,
{3adsby, and Vavasour also owned up—
they could do nothing else. On the tele-
phone, Dr. Locke and Dr. Voysey also
agreed upon the punishment of the
delinguents.

The juniors concerned had lied again
and again to their respective head-
masters, and there was small cxpectation
that thevy would czcape expulsion. But
they did,

In Big Hall at Greyfriars Skinner,
Stott, and Snoop received a well
deserved Hogging., At Higheliffe, also,
Ponsonby & Co. were served the same.
That was not all, by any means, how-
aever. 'The parents of all six receiv
letters from Dr. Locke and Dr. Voysey
respectively a few days later, acquaint-

ing them of their sons’ misdeeds, and

stating that they would be expected ro
pay their sons' share of the damage
done to Mr. Redwing's boat.
And—=luckily for them-—the damage
was also not as bad &3 was generally
expected. When Redwing returned thus
evening he brought good news, in addi-

tion to finding good news awaiting him.
An expert examination proved the
damage much slighter than was

generally supposed, and an estimate for
repairs came to less than fifty pounda.

But even this, divided amongst the six
culprits, was more than enough for the

arents of Skinner & Co. and Ponsonby

Ca., for they promptly withheld ail
pocket-money until the debt was wiped
out.

And it was noticed for weeka after-
wards that Ponsonby & Co. and Skinner
& Co. were in & chronic state of impe-
r:uniusiti;—whiuh waz unpleasant, but
only half of what they deserved,

THE EXD.

(Fook out for the opening story uf 1
grand new series, featuring the popular
caeptatn of Gregfrigra—Geosrge Wingate,
and. hia young minor, Jack, entitled:

“ Brother and Frefect!” by Frank
Richards, Appears in next Monday's
MaGHE?.)
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HOW DO YOU LIKE THIS STORY, BOYS?

—

ALL IN THE DAY'S WORE! To be knocked on the head and imprisoned in o dingy ccllar, knowing not what
fate mwealts im, is, to Jaek Drake, a triflc light a3 air compared with the sense of disgust ke jfeels at
having foiled in his task !

A full-of -thrills detective story featuring Ferrers Locke, the private investigator, and his clever boy assistant, Jack Drake,

The Visitor !

ACK glanced at his chief when the
J inspector had departed.
“Got any idea at the back of
vour head, puv'nor, as to what the
game 127" he remarked,

“Not the slightest, cxcept that
doesn’t angur well for my good health
was the sleuth's reply.

“Then what are you thinking of
doing " :

“Rigging up a decoy duck, and then
wait and see what turns up.”

“ A decoy duck?” , _

“Yes., Cut along downstairs. You'll
find a lot of straw and paper in the
cellar, as weoll as some old sacks. Fill
one ef them, and bring it up.” ]

With & nod the lad darted away, 1n-
wardly wondering what the deteetive bad
in mind, whilst Locke—passing into lis
bed-room—selected a light tweed suit
from his wardrobe, and by the time his
nzsigtant had returned, wos awating
him.

“Ever helped to build & guy on five-
work nighta " he asked, with o smile, as
Jack dropped the sack full of rubbish on
the floor.

“Iourse I have, but—"

“Then wvon can give moe a hand to
make one now, my lad !

And, picking up the trousers belonging
to the suit, the detective commenced to
cram them with the contents of the sack,

Thiz done, the jacket—which had been

it

[
"

fixed to the nether garments—was
treated in & similor moanner.  Then,
drawing & chair up to the table, Locke

fized the dwnmy in it, caunsing it to
bend slightly over the table.

MNext, with the aid of a wig from his
make-up set, and a bundle of rags, o
head was manuiactured and made secure.
Then, placing an opoen book before the
figure, the famous detective regarded it
with evident satisfaction,.

“Yes, when viewed from the street, I
think that will pass muster for *yours
traly.” And now, Jack, as soon as I'm
out of the room, pull up the blind and
leave the light on”

With a broad grin that he could not
Tue Macxer LisRaRY.—INo. 922,
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suppress, the lad ecarvied owi these in-
structions, and ¢hen followed his chief
into the hall,

“Reckon I've got you, gnv'nor,” he
chirped, - “This- decoy duck stunt of
vours beats cock-lighting. Anyone cut-
side would swear you were hard at work
in there !

“YWhich iz just the impression I wish
to create,” came the weply.  *“See, it's
this way, kid. YWe don't know what
we're up against; but we do know ihis
that whoever wo've got to tackle, ha 13
not taking mere visks than he can kelp,
go it's & case of diamond cut diamond.™

Fe Thﬂﬂ—-—"

CHARACTERS N THE STORY.

FERRERS LOCKE, the Jfomous private
deteclive of Baker Streetf,

JACK DRARE, kiz clever boy aicistant,

INSPECTOR PYECROFT, a leading light of
the C0.0, at Seolland Yard.

“THE CHIEF,” a mysicrious personage,
whe directs the couns of the Phaontom
RBeat, the name gieen o Lhe toeird, in-
fvran-looking object, capable of fuying
ke on aeroplane, aboul wwhich so far,
rery 1Etile i known by Scotland Yard.

HUSKY and the SNARK, two prominent
wmenibers of the Chief's gang.

L] ] - L] L] *

Soon after {he Phantowy Bal is zeen Sying
over Londen comes the news of a daring
robbery at the house of Fuan Fernander—an
agent of a Spanish Grandee—in whose care
gome priceless emeralds have been éntrusied,
The emeralds are stolen, aond e few elues
left dehind poigt to the irork being that of
the Bal.

Ferrers Locke iz invied to investigote the
ease,” and  forthwith  the sleuth and  his
areieboant make their wray to the scene of the
robbery,

On hiz relurn to Boker Strect Locke finds
a letber left for him by a messenger-boy,

“The letter, fncidentally, & a fendish atlempt

Lo put the great detecltive oul of the way,
for i comtains a deadly powwder whick, when
inhaled, brings about instandaneows death,

Hut the trick docsn't work!

Sowme time later Locke, through a fault at
the telephone erxchange, overhears part of a
conversation  belween lwoe  people  whick,
slrangely enough, refers to himeelf. That
somne dévilment i afoet the deleclive feels
convinced, although ke iz onily able to glean
the imformation that & cerfain scheme i3 o
Be.put inte operation that same night at his
house in Baker Street.

(Now read o)

“Bofore any attempt would be made,
it's & million to one that whoever's on
the job will have a good look mun!ﬂ.
Our dummy friend in the next room will
give them the impression that I'm hard
at work [ ;

“Whilst we're stowed away in the
background veady to give them one in
the neck!” exclaimed Jack Drake
oxcitedly,. “Gee! But if they only
knew that the Ferrers Locke they'll zee
15 stuffed with straw—" :

And, despite the gravity of the =itua-
tion, the yvoungster burst into a laugh.

“Well, we'll leave them to find that
out if thoy can, and now we'll take up
our pesitions. If you Fut vourself at the
landing window you'll be able to keeﬁ
an eye on the rear of the premises. I
go in here, for the windew is well in the
shade, and from there I can sce up and
down the strect, and that's all we can
do for the present.”

With a “Right-ho, guv'nor!” Jack
mounted the stairs to his appointed
place, and then, each making himself as
comfortable as circumstances would per-
mit, settled down to await the advent
of—they knew not what.

Flour after hour dragged wearily on,
till the hum of teaffic had practically
ceased, the footsteps of a solitary pedes-
trian, or the rumble of a belated car
alone breaking the silence.

Suddenly a  faint “Hist!" caught
Joack's ear, and, instantly realising what
it meant, he tiptoed down the stairs, ard,
without speaking, touched his chiel con
the arm.

“Spa that car up there?” Locke asked,
in guarded tones, pointing to a limon:
sine drawn up at the kerb some thirty
yards higher up the read.

“Plain as a pikestaff, guv'nor. What
about 11" :

“It drew wup there a fow minutes nfu.
Three men got out, one of whom strolled
back on the pavement opposite, omd
then, apparently catching sight of cur
decoy duck, hurried back to his comrades,
Ab, there they are! See?”

By straining his eves, the lad was able
to distingiish three dim forms, though,
ng they were far removed from a street-
lamp, and the head-lights of the car had

-
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been switched off, he could obtain but a | ladder which then supported someone

of the

very umperfect  Impression

strangers.

“Coming over this side, guv'nor!"” he
remarked, as the men could be seen
moving off. “If I open the front door
half an inch, I can spot what the
h]iﬁhtara are up to." N

“Go ahead,” Locke agreed. A permis.
sion of which the lad instantly availed
himself, to rejoin his chief some three
minutes later, when he blurted out:

“This fairly gets me down. Dashed if
they haven't entered Dolby House. You
know, the one that's let out in [ats
Perhopa, after all, they're chaps who are
staying there, or——" . .

“Hardly ! If either residents or visi-
tors, they'd not deaw up their ear on the
facther side of the road and switch off
the hghts.”

“Then what's their wheoze 1

“Difficult to say. DBut, if I remember
rightly, the stairway at Dolby House, the
same a5 many other flats, terminates
below u door leading on to the roof, and
there's only a fow houses separating this
from the one they've enteged.”

““By Jove, yes! Then while you keep
8 look-out down here to see if they crmae
out again, shall I lu:ql: upstairs ! If, by
any chance, they should start monkeying
about aloft, 1 could give you the tip.”

“ Mot a bad idea !”

Without waiting to learn more, Jack
Drake sped silently up the stairs, and,
having arrived at the top landing, sented
himeelf on an empty trunk, well knowing
that, from the position he occupied, he
could net fail to hear any movements
overhiend. .

He had, however, scarcely settled him-
self down, when a faint sound attractod
hiz attention. A sound so faint at first
that he could hardly distinguish it from
the heavy breathing of their Chinuse
servant, Bing-Sing, proceeding from a

room close at hand. For, having re-
turned some time previously, the Cules
tiel was sleeping peacefully, if not

noizelessly.

In an instant, with every nerve in his
body quivering with excitement, Jack
roso to hia feet. Mo, he had not heen
mistaken, Onece again  the peenliar
sound was repeated.  Yeb what could il
he ?

Certainly not the footfall of human |

heings, but a sort of scraping noise, a- |

though some object was being lowered |

ilown the slanting roof over his head.

Should he conununieats with his ehief *
was the first thoughi that Ha<hed through
his Twain.
whother thore was any necossily, anel,
acting on this resolve, Jock cautionsly
npened the door of a room close beside
him, and, ghiding in, drew himseli ax flad
against the wall as po-sible,

Nor had he long to wait, for, as with
~training oyes heo gased at the uneur
toined window, he could defect somne
abject that, deeper than the gloon that
sirrounded it, swayed backwarda  awnd
forwarda.

Ile was on the point of creeping nearer
the window to make a closer examina-
tion, when once again, though this time
lowder than befare, a. moverment on the
roof above him cavsed him to paunse.

The indistinet obyject swaying belore
the window bogan to aseillate wildly, and
then the faing light that stll filtered
through the panes boecame actically
obscured by what Jack itmtuntﬂf realised
as a human form,

Here, indeed, was a solution of tha
taysterions sounds he had hoard. The
madistinet, swaying object ho had fest
detecled had undeobledly been a rope-
lidder that, having been secured to a
vhimney-stack  overhead, had  been
lowered over the edge of the roof. A

No, he woulld ascertain first |

ar

who was bent upon zecretly forcing an
eontrance.

Drake's first impulse was to raise the
alarm; then, even as his lips parted to
utter the warning shout, they were closed
tightly, To raise an alarm at that
moment could have but one rosult, The
would-be intruder would instantly take
to flight, and in all probability get clear
away, which was the Jast thing his em-
ployer would desire. No; Ea would
permit the stranger to enter unmolested,
and then, when cutting off all chance of
ezcape, utter the well-known call that
would instantly bring Ferrers Locke to
his aid. So, with qusus beating at fever
heat with excitement, the lad erouched
even lower back, waiting dovelopments.

That the unknown outside was an
expert at the work he was attempting
wag evident, for almest immediately one
of the panes of glass in the window be-
came opague ; & change in its appearance
thiat Jack well knew was duc to its sur-
face being covered by an adhesive
plaster, preparatory te its being cut
round the edge with a diamond.

The sharp, scratching noise of the
stone against the glass almost instantly
followed. Then a faint snap az the plase
was removed, permitting the cool might
air {o play through the aperture.

With every muscle tant, and secaveely
daring to breathe, Jack crouched even
lower still, as with oyes now thoroughly
accustomed to the gloomn he watched
every movement of the man outside.
First a hand, then an arm came through
the open space, o hand that instantly
made for the thumb-serews that ligd
cficctually pravented the sash from being
raised from the outside.

Another second, and the hand and arm
would be withdrawn. The thought
surged through the lad’s brain, Now
was his opportunity, for the unknown
was practically at his inercy.

With a loud shout of “Hi, guv'nor!”
that echoed weirdly out throngh the

ar

silent building, Drake sprang forward,
and, gripping the wrist of the unknown,
flung his full weight upon it.

A savage oath burst from the lips of
the captive, as at the expenso of man
lacerations he endeavoured to wrene
his arm free.

Dot Jack was not to be so casily
shaken off, as his enemy found to his
cost, for struggle as he would, Yocke's
assistant held on with the tenacity of
bulldog.

“Got him, guv'nor! Got him!" he
shouted, a8 Locke, bursting into the
room, switched or the light.

Thiz statement on the part of the
plucky lad, however, proved premature,
for, maddened at the prospect of cap-
ture, his antugonist, practicallv risking
cverything, removed one foot from the
swaying ladder that supported him, and
with every ounce of strength in his body,
lashod out. )

A smash of glass, and the heavy hoot,
crashing through a lower pane, caught
Jack on the side of his head with a forea
that not only compelled him to loosen
his hold, but to stagger back with a
gasping cry into the arms of his chief.

Clutching at his assistant with cona
arm, Locke levelled his automatic, and
fircdl &t the figure of the intruder—a
masked figure, revealed by the electrio

Jight—intending to wing him.

But & convulsive movement on the
part of the lad ha was supporting cansed
the bullet to go wida of its mark, and,
uttering a snarl of impotent rage, the
unkpown literally flung himself upwards
te safety.

Pausing for & moment to lay his os-
sistant gently down, the criminologist
tlarted to tho door that gave access to his
pwn rool, and here o lew moments moro
wera loat in unlocking and unbolting
it, so that by tha time ho had fAung it
open and swept the rays of his electric
torch around, it was to discover that the
intruders had got clean away.

There weas the rope around a chimney

A smash of glass, and the heavy boot crashing, through a lower pane, catight Drake
on the side of his head with a force that not only compelled him to loosen his hold,
but to stagger back with a gasplng cry into the arms of his chiel. Clutching his
asslstant with one arm, Locks l{g&]hg_hls nuh;mnth and fired at the Intruder,

¢ this page.
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stack, supporting the ladder, by means
of which an attempt had been made to
force an entrance, and as the detective
etooped to examine it more closely, his
hight rested on a small object that caused
Iim to utter an ejaculation of sarprise.
It was an indiarubber ball, of medium
size, to which was afixed somo three
inches of ine brass tubing.

For a long time Ferrers Locke re-
garded it in silence, then, with a grim
smile, he pocketed his find, and made
s way downstairs.

Drake had coane to by this time, and
was apparently none the worse for the
blow he had received, .

“What next, guv'nor?” he queried.
" Shall we—"

“{30 to bed,” finished Locke with a
smile, *“Sure thing! There's nothing
further to fear to-night. Our fricnds
PB\-‘E had more than they bargained
or,

Dirake's face fell.

“ONf with you!” said the detective.
“ A sleep will do you good. And we've
got o stiff day's work in front of us to-
morrow, take it from me.”

The Star ol Golecoondabad !

HE hum of machinery filled a
spacions  underground ﬂhan]hn:!r.
ono that, jedging by the quaintly
carved groined roof, was of great

antiquity, the time.worn walls of which
seemed strangely out of place in the

glare of the powerml clectric light !.:n:.rl

which they wero illuminated, ;

““No, she's not running smoothly,” a
tall, dark-haired man, in conventional
evening-dress, snapped out, as he bent
over the swiftly-revolving wheels and

iston-rods of the complicated machine

fore him.  “Whaeat's the hitch?" he
asked, bturning to the only other oceu-

ant of the chamber, &
individual, garbed in greasy overalls.

“More than I can sav, bosz, till she's
stopped, and I can overhaul her”

“What about the pressure—is that
being kept up "

“Only by hBts and starts™

“ Al the accumulators ™

“Nout half-charged.”

“Halt! Then you'll have to let her
up at all eosts, Those aceumulators
must be fully charged.”

“But yvou're rizsking a Dbreakdown,
chief. Shouldn't be surprised, working
as she is, to find something snap at any
moment. "’

" Breakdown, or no breakdown, those
accumulators are to be fully charged, or
if not—well, vou know what to cxpect.
Call yourself an engincer, and vou let o
machine get into this state!  Ulndor
stand this——  Hallo! What in the
name of fury do you want "

The words were joerked out, and thed
rpoaker swung round to face a third man
wha had unexpectedly entered,

“They're back,” the neweomer re.
marked laconically, jerking his head in
the dircction of a flight of wooden stairs
by which he had descended.

“Husky and the others? CGood!”

“Don't know what vou call pood.
Réckon vou'd better seo Husky "

- "What ?"" shouted the eohieof, and his
face went livid with passion, " D'vou
mean to tell me——"

“Guess I'm leaving 'im to tell you
what there i3 to tell,” his compamon
mntecrupted dreyly.

With a snarl of rage the chiel strode
towards the stairs. which he mounted
three at a time, Then, darting along a
stone-flagged passage, he burst into a

frowsy-headed |
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room in which Huasky, with hia wrists
and forearm swathed in bandages, was
lounging against the fireplace.

With a steely look in his cyes that
baded ill for his rascally associate, the
chief rapoed out :

“You've failed! There's ne need for
youn to tell me that!”

“Yes; and you'd have done the
same 1f you'd been in my place,” Husky
responded in surly tones. " 'That there
Ferrers Locke and his kid arvre vory
davils ™

“Davils or no devils, that's no exeuse
for vour failure. What good are you te
me if vou don't carry out my orders?
Another Eailure like this, Husky, and—
\n'elli, yon won't have the chanco of try-
ing a third time. And I suppose now,
by your infernal bungling, this eursed
tletective knows that an attempt was
made to scttle him?*"

“Looks like 1t," Husky retorted, as
he held up his bandaged arm. & Ani
look here, chief, T'll tell you straight,
if we ain't careful, they'll prove one too
mauy for us z=ome day.™

2 (gul:t-ing' cold feet, vou cur? What
d'voun mean by proving one too many
for us "

“What T say. Why, they'd pot wind
of it long belore we arrived, and were
wailting for us.”

“You're macd! It's impossible ™

“That's all you knaw abont it. T tell
yvou they knew we were coming., Why,
they'd rgged wp a dummy to look, like
Locke, sitting at his tal.-l)c downstairs,
and vet directly I'd onened a top win-
dow they were on me like a streak. A
bullet from a pistol w near settling me
as anything. See here, where it's chipped
my car,” and the soecaker pointed to

4 once car, the tip of which showed svident

traces of the passage of the missile. “It's
my  belief,” he rcmarked delibordtely,
“that they've boen warned, chisf. Some-
one has given the game away !™

* 3o that's vour excuse, 18 it 7" eneorod
the chief. * Becanse you're so white.
livered as to let this hound Locke and
his strip of a boy get thoe bettor of yvou,
you'd try to throw the blame on some-
onc clse”

“White-livered ?" Huszsky shouted, his
face flushing crimson. " White-livered,
dicd you say? Neo more white-livered
than yourself. Look here, you think
vourself mighty clever. The next time
vou've got a job of that sort on hand,
have a shot at it vourself, and see how
you'll get on !

With eyes that fairly blazed with
rage, the leader of the gang started back
n pace.

“You hound!” he shouted. *You
tdare to talk to me like that?” And
lvis hand slid downwards to his hip
podket.

Quick as the movement had been, it
was not passed unnoticed by Husky,
who, evidently prepared for such a con-
tingency, whipped out a heavy revolver
and levelled 1t direct between the eyes
of the man befora hin.

“ Just ns well keep yvour liand where
it 15, chief ! he snarled. " You're slick,
but not slick enough ; and two can play
at that game !

For the space of several moments
there was almost unbroken silence In
tlhe room. It's two occupants glared at
at each other like wild beasts. The
silenco was unexpectedly broken by a
skrange, cackling laugh, a laugh [ol-
lowed by a crocked voico,

“Fools! Here, put those shooting-
irons away !

And with o hound, a strange, squat,
diminutive figure. sprang forward. A
sfrange,  mis-shapen  specimen of
lumanity, whose, hesd set deep in his

ghoulders, seemed too large for the body
supporting it, and whose long, skinny
arms were out of all proportion to the
rest of hiz frame.

With a sweep of his hand, he Aung
Husky's arn upwards, as with a crack,
a bullet from the weapon buried itsoli
in the wooden cetling overhead. Then,

with his other hand, he grip the
| chiefl’s wrist just as he was on the point
of snalching his weapon from his

pocket.

With an oath, the chief attempted to
wronch himself free, but in vaiu; and,
after conitting a volley of vituperations,
was forced to desist in his efforts, being
utberly powerless in the grasp of the
strange creature who colutched him,
Although small of stature, it was obvi-
ous that the dwarf possessed the
strength of two ordinary men,

“Iools!™ the dwarf again shouted, as
with a sweep of his long arms he rent
thoe two combatants staggering apart.
“"What good would you have done if
yvou'd marked each other? Leave
I'errers Locke alone for the present.
Cute as he is, he'll find he's no match
for us in the- long run,” and again the
cackling laugh echoed out. “He, he,
he!" the dwarf chuckled, rubbing his
hands tegether, " Here are you two
guacrelling like wild cats when there's
one of the biggest hauls we've over
come across, almost ready to be scooped
" -

“Biggest hauls! What d’;au maan ?
What d'vou know nbout it¥" snapped
the chief,

“What do 1 know about 1t? Why
this. YWhile you t(wo were playing the
fool down here, a phone message camo
through from the Snark.”

“The Snark! INd he give the code
signal 1"

“Shouldn't have been such an idiot
as to say it was the SBnark, unless T was
certain ! came the awift retort. ™ Rang
np from o publie call-oflice and told mo
that the Chief Comnissioner up at the
YVard has received a eomnmmunication
from the sceretary of the Nawab of
(iolcoondabad, who's en his way to
England from Paris, asking his advico
as ta the safeguarding of the prince's
jewels, which, as you know, include tho
world-famous 3tar of Goleoondabad.”

“And what did the Commissioner
suggest #

* I*lacing them in o safle Jdeposit com-
pany. Dot the MNawelb's not taking anvy,
as he's & great fancy for being able to
change his jewellery at a moment's
unotice, If he wishes to."

The eves of the
ereedily.

“Here, you bwo,” he jerked ont sud-
(I-E."II].}', tha recont quarrel with his gub-
ordinates deiven fromm hisa mind in tho
cxcitement of the moment. “ Yon both
remain here. By ecar's at the door. Il
get away to the club at onee! Bhall be
znre to get hold of soine news there.
Dou't leave here on any account till I

chief sparkled

return. You may be wanted at any
tinte
And, without [Turther words, he

dashed from the roon.

—, m————

Drake Strikes a Trail?!

OLLOWING up his suggestion
F that he shonld visit the various
theatrical  costumiers on the
chanee of learning whether any
of them had loancd out a Iistrict
Messenger Doy's uniform, Jack Drake
lost some little time on the morning
following the attemapt made at Daker
Strect, to carry out his proposed cam-
palgn,
Without stating his reasons, Locke had



EYERY
MONDAY.

PRICE
TWOPENOR

THE MAGNET LIBRARY,

=

AL

With a sweep of his hand the squat, diminutive figure flung Husky's arm upwards as, with a ¢rack, a bullet from the weapon
buried itself in the ceiling overhead. Then, with the other hand, he gripped the chief’s wrist just as he was on the point of
snatehing his weapon from his pocket. (Ses page 24.)

briefly informed Drake at breakfast,
that, following some experiments in his
laboratory, he had one or two calls to
niake that would cccupy him till well
np to lunch-time, so that the youngster
had ample time at his disposal.

Searching through a directory, Jack
soon hed a list of every theatricsl cos-
{umier in London. Hailing a taxi, he
set out 1n the direction of Covent Gar-
den, whence he comnmenced a systematic
round.

Firm after firm he called upon, with
always practically the same result, many
of tgmn not even stocking such wuni-
forms. The few who did so, had not
hkad any application for them for months
past: and the lad was almeost gpiving up
the quest as hopeless, when ho arrived
at the last name on his liat.

It was an unpretentious shop in the
Westminster Bridgo ad, the pro-
prietor of which eved him curiously as
he repeated his oft-made request to loan
a messenger-boy's uniforni.

O mpn [ grunted the man suspici-
ously. * Fanecy dress dance, eh? Bame
yarn as the other fellow spounted.”

Jack pricked up his ears.

“Them I gather you let one out
recently 7' ho said eagerly.

“Let one out? Yes! An' a fool I
was to let 1t go without a deposit, for
the chap hasn't brought it back !

Drake could scarcely restrain
oxceitement.

“MNot brought it back?
ward 1" he sympathized.

“More awkward for me than for you.
You see, the chap who loaned it wasn't
short of cof. He offered me o fiver to
change for the deposit, as o matter of
fact. None of your Bank of Exchange,

his

That's awk-

gither, and—well, as T hadn't cnough
cash in the till to give him change, 1
let him gn-,_thﬂughgl reckon 1t doesn't
sappen again, you bet!” .

“And 15 thera no meana of finding
him 7" Jack asked, with eagerness.

“Oh, he give me hiz name and
address, though that den't count for
mothing 1f he ain’t straight. I wrote
to him, and he hasn’t even answered
though i

instant @ postman entering the premises,
flung a posteard on the counter,

“Well, '’ blowed!” the proprieter
of the shop ejaculated, as he glanced at
the communication. “ Reckon yon've
brought me luck, youngster; here, read
it for yourself!” he added, extending
the card as he spoke.

Taking it from the ouistretched hand,
Jack could not repress a start as he
glanced at it. Where had he seen that
bold handwriting before?

“Gosh 1" he muttered to himself, " If
it 1sn't written in the same fist as the
envelope containing the dope they sent
the guv'nor I'Hl eat my hat!” Then,
stifling his excitement, he read aloud :

“Borry forgot to return uniform; will
bring it back about nine this evening.”

There it ended, without even any
attempt at a signature, and, on turning
it over, Jack found to hiz disappoint-
ment that the postmark was so blurre
a5 to be undeciphorable without the ai
of & magmiying-glass. But the k-
covery, apart from that, was more than
worth all the trouble he had takem.
For not only was Drake convineced that
the man who had written the card was
the same who had addressed the lettel,
resulting in the death of the puppy,

Ha broke off abruptly, for at that |

but, if he played his cards properly, he
would not only havae the opportumity of
seeing the individual, but of shadowing

L.

Choking back his excitenient, Jack
turned calmly to the proprietor of the
shop.

“What time do you cloze ?” he asked.

“* Almost any time. You see, I pull
down the blinds, but a business like this
| keeps me up pretty late.”

“Then if I come round about ten, and
this ecostume has been returned—of
course,- I'll pay a depesit now,” Drake
added hastily. _ ]

“You can have it then, same thing.
"Cause if the shop's cloged, you can
knock at the side door.” )

“Right-ha!” agreed Jack cheerily;
and, handing over the amount required
as a deposit, quitted the premises, and,
jumping into the waiting taxi, was soon
on his way to Baker Btreet.

Here he found a note .i'rnut Ferrers
Tocke, to the effect that, as he would
not be back before the evening, Drake
;aaasdtu' get on with anything bhe had in

n *

After a hasty lunch, Drake filled up
the interval till the time arrived for him
to start West by catching up some back
work in arranging and tabulating the
various press-cuitings and notes that
had accumulated.

At length the moment for a starb
arrived; for, although Drake had in-
formed the shopkeeper that he would be
back about ton . o'clock, this statcment
was far removed from. i'u's actual inten-
tions, he having decided to tako. . up. a
pozition from which he could see every-
one who entered the shop not a moment
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later than eight-thirty, so as to avoid
sibility of missing the unknown,
should he return the messenger boy's

the

uniform.

Prompt to the moment he had fixed
in his mind Jack arrived outside the
ehop, though he was nok recognisable as
the smart lad who had previously

wviterad.

Clad in & suit of a decidedly loud
check, and cap tilted well over one ear,
and wearing cloth leggings, he looked a
typical stable lad. A wisp of straw that
he was chewing gave a finishing touch.
thoroughfare
crowded with bustling pedeatrians, and
it was an easy mabter to stroll back-
wards and forwards before the dingy
without attracting

Az usunal, the

little shop
attention.

a heavy sack on his shoulders, an

ment, and, ©o
sleuth,
against the strangers as they step
into the street.

“Blow ve! Can’t yer see where y

into Jack's chest.

“Keep yer ‘ands off, mate!
needn’t "owl. Can't i‘cr see “tain't
fault?" retorted Dra
up to his assumed character.

“ Well, clear out, that's all " came

TS

undue | ing to his companion.

Drake kept up this monotonous vi%il look, the men crossed the road.
E

for quite half an hour, till at leng
i through the glass
about the hundredth time, he saw two
men at the counter,

to tho window,
ostensibly gazing at two wax figures
arrayed in faney costume, Locke's assist.
ant obtained a good view of the interior.
A thrill of satisfaction ran through him
88 ho saw lus erstwhile friend, the pro-

rictor, produce from a parcel before

im the dark blue sut and pill-box cap
that had Leen the cause of that weari-

glancin

Pressing up

some vigil,

Both of the men at the counter had
their backs towards Drake, so that all
the lad conld determine at the moment
was that, whilst one of them had adopted
n cheap, flashy style of dressing, his
companion—a thick-set, ‘bull-necked man
- scarf around his neck
in place of a collar, wore a suit of cloth-
mg that had undoubtedly seen better

—with a Aamin

days.

Jack Drake smiled grimly to himself,
a3, having apparently zettled matters to
their mufual satisfaction, the customers
; For the first time,
Locke’s assistant was able to get a
glimpse of their featuree,
that the men before him
wore strangers, ho moved a trifle nearer
oor, 80 48 not to miss thom
when tmi etmer]g-:d, h“ he had detn:-ri

not to let the opportunity o
shadowing them slip ‘c.]'tl‘mlgﬁp %
Then the unexpectad happened.

turned to depark.

Convinced
the sho

mined

; If Jack Drake had but known!

door for | no sooner had the

jerked out;

d :
Al “8ee ‘oo the kid was?”

s ?u

“Yes, 'im. 'E's Ferrers
mate !

“Aw! Get on with 1it!
batchy 1*

* Batehy, am 17
don't
around there for nothin’,
“Then you think——"
“Think, be hang, sou tluckhe
'Ere, turn down 'ere. Ib's a gniet str
and I'll bet ver *alf a thick 'un as

LA | ]

tick [

A Tight Corner !

action giving them a full view of
street they had traversed,

Lamped 'im just as 'e dodged back w
o seed me turn. Look ‘ere, mate,
time we put the kybosh on "im.”

Too many people about.

his fingers.
to shake him off.”

E:t:aggering along beneath the load of

r-

kempt man triin ed on the greasy pave-
iding with the young
caused him to luorch heavily

ped

er's

coming to, yer young cub?” growled the
bull-necked man, as he drove his elbow

You

my

o readily, acting

the

reply, accompanied by a menacing ges-
ture. “ Come on, mate,” he added, turn-

And, without so much as a backward

For

strangely-assorted
pair gained the kerb on the opposite side
than the owner of the Aaming scard

“ What, the youngster who barged into
Locke's

You're

We'll goon sea! And
ou kid wverself ‘e were 'angin’

ad!
eot,

the

vob'll be round the corner in ‘alf =

CTING on this suggestion, the
roughs instantly turned into a
narrow &ide thoroughigre, and

stopped to light & cigarette, this

the

“Told yer s0,” the short man growled,
“The younker's up to a tracking game.

hen
it's

“Which we can't very well deo ’ere.
We shall have
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“Bhake 'im "orf?! NWof "im!"™ was the
derisive reply. " You ain't ‘alf Hﬁ
enough. You leave it ter me, an' I'
show yer a dodge wot'll make ye fair
blink ™

And, touching his companion on the
arm, the speaker again lurched forward,

Utterly oblivious of the fact that the
very men he was bent upon ehadowing
ware aware of his identity and his Fur
pose, Jack Drake, whilst keeping well in
the rear, never let them get out of his
sight.

In this fashion =everal streets were
traverzed, the lad wondering more and
more what had induced his quarry to
follow such an apparently erratic course,

Then & sharp turn round a corner hid
those whom he was following from
view, compelling the young sleuth to
hasten hiz footsteps. lest another turn
amidst the labyrinth of passages in
which he found himself would cause him
to lose them altagether.

A few moments elapsed before he
could gain the corner round which the
two men had passed. Those few
moments, however, had sufficed for the
bull-necked man to utter & peculiar
whistle that instantly brought & hang-
dog-looking fellow to his side. A few
rapid words in a low tone esed
between them, worde that were fallowed
by the newcomer drawing some object
from hiz pocket, which he exhibited with
a broad grin.

“Got yer,” he laughed wheezsily,
“sheek clobber and gaiters! Leave 'im
to no 1Y

Thoze who had given him his instrue-
tions passed on, their accomplice shiding
against .the wall, erouched low,

Too old a hand to take unneccssary
risks, Jack knew the danger of taking a
sharp turn round a corner. He stepped,
therefore, well into the ecentre of the
narrow “passage before attempting to
make his way down it, a movement on
his part that in all probability faved his
life, for even as he turned the unseen
watcher leaped forward with arm up-
v ised.

Instinetively the lad's arm flew up
in an attempt to ward off the impending
blow, while at the same instant he leapt
nimbly aside. The sandbag in the
ruflian’s hand, instead of descending
with deadly effeet, caught Drake on the
side of the head, though even then with
snfficiont foree to send him erashing
sonseless to the mud-encrusted roadway.

The startled sjoculation that had been
forced from Jack's lips caused the in-
stigators of the attack to balt, when,
swinging round, they hastened t1:.>.sil::||:_1’.-:}-
the cownrdly attacker, who was stooping
over his vietim,

“Done im in fair, and no mistake,”
thiz individual grinned, as he pocketed
hiz weapon, .

Without replyving, the taller of his two
comrades stooped and turned the pro-
strate lad over.

“He's only stunned ! he gronted,

“Btunned, is he? "Ere, lot me give
him another crack !

“You kecp yvour hands whove they are,
I reckon wa'll do more with the kid alive
than as a stiff 'un! Got any place you
can shove him in till I get something to
fetch hinr away ?”

“Got wot ¥ What's ver lay'?”

“Nevor vou mind what I'm Ll||) to,
You can find somewhere to stow himn?
Won't do to let him be here till & cop
comeoes along, vou fool I ;

“TBe 'ere when o cop comes up?  Notk
much 1" interrupted the man whe bad

L
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dealt the dastardly blow. “ Wot's wrong
with the river, mate? It's handy.”

“ftow it " came the sharp rejoinder.
“You're smart enough as it goes,
you'can't see an i further tham the
end of your fat nose. Look here, this
kid's only second fiddle, and I reckon if
we handed him over to the chief, he'd
make use of him to get Locke as well into
cur hands. ™

“How " ejaculated the bull-necked
member of the trio,

“ Never mind how, We'll leave that
to him. But it's a chance not to be
missed. And the chief can de what he
likes with him when we get him to head-
quarters.” .

“Umph! Maybe you're right, pard.
Comé on, Lurcher ! the speaker added,
turning to the individual with the sand-
bag. *“There’ll be & couple o' jimmy-
o-goblins for yer if yer stow the kid
away till our pal 'ere comes fer 'im "

Horatehing  his  head  theughtfully,
# Lurcher "' romained ailent for a few
gecondd; then, lowering his voice, com-
menced to speak rapidly. :

"The result of the conversation being
that the still unconscious lad was hoisted
on to the shoulders of hiz as-ailant, and
then, a :;-E't]ﬂr-ﬂnﬁ in the paving having
been raised, Jack was dropped through
the gpening with as little care as though
he had been a sack of coke, ]
‘How long he remained unconselous
Jick could never say, bnt it was with a
racking pain in his head that he again
opened his eyes and endeavoured to pene-
iviafe the gloom by which he whs sur-
counded, and trie
ha pponed. . E

Then, like a flash, the meeting Iw:th
the strangérs outside the costumier’s,
that had culminated in the unexpected
nttack upon himself, flashed through his
brain.

But -where was he?

Drake moved slightly. The rustling of
straw as he did so, assuring him as to the
material of the couch upon which he
yosted, amd also assuring him—what was
évon more to the point—that his limbs
were unfetterad. .

A awift glance, as he struggled into a
sitting posture, told him that wherever
he was 1t was below ground, for although
he was absalutely unaware of the time,
whether night or day, it was cvident that
there was not any window to his place of
detention.

Stiff and sora a3 he was, he at once

determined to investigate his surround-

ings. It was. with a sigh of relief that he
discovercd a box of matehes in his
pocket.

With a hand that, despite his cofforts,
trembled slightly, he strick one, and as
its faint Iip;ﬁt flashed out, assured him-
gelf that hiz surmise was correct. He
was indead in a collar, the walls of which
were dripping with moisture, and the
cole contents of which., with the excep-
tion of the pile of rubbish on which he
had rested, were a fow broken cases
scattered around on a floar that was reek-
ing with filth, ;o :

A socond mateh was ignifed, revealing
thiz time a double cellar-flap above his
hend, and a door at fhe far side of the
dingy ecllar, which proved upon inspee-
tinn to be locked. .

“Thiz 13 n go, amd no mistake !”
muttercd Dreake raefully.

Scating himself upon one of {he up-
lurned cazc=. he began to revolve in lus
mind his be:t course of action.

It did not take him long to realise the

causn of the attack: made upon hun.
Robbery was out of the question, for

though with n smashed glass, his wrist-1

‘watch was siill upon his arm, and a toanch
agamst hir side aseured i that s

but

to reeall what had

wallei—which contained a [air amount
of money—was still in his possession.:

o; by some means or other his 1dentity
must have been discovered, and he'was
now in the power of that unknown crook
whom he 'and his chief had determined
tg hound down,

That the trap above was ome giving
necess to the street, he had little 3niuht,
and. he might hammer on it and shout
for help; but, rem&nbering the locality
in which the attack had cccurred, he at
once gave up that idea. More than that,
he had a notion that someone stood guard
over that fap, as the oft-ropeated foot-
falls overbead indicated.

“No. Whatever he attempted would
have to be off his own bat, and the
sooner the attempt was made the better,-
o decision that, having arrived at, he at
once progeeded to act upon.

Thée heavy iron in Jack Drake’s hand
was whirled aloft, to descend with a
thud on the closely-eropped head of
the man peering downwards, With a
hollow groan and a convulsive attempt
to retain his balance, the man crashed
headlong down. (See this page.)

He commenced to draw the case upon
which he had been seated bencath the
cellar-Hap. Then a clang of metal rang
ont as his boot came into vontact with
soanething.

A third match revealed the cause; he
had kicked the remains of what had at
one time been o poker against the iren
hooping of 1he case. With a gasp of
delight the lad snafched the poker up.
That it had been burned half-way and
was rusted with age, ho cared little; he
was now in poswei=ion of & weapon that
would prove of the ntmost serviee mn
eInerEbney.

Apgain the empty case wis dragged’

forward slowly, but barely had he got it
in the position he desired than a faint
rumble eaught hip ear, a noise that in-
ereasel]l in volume every momont,

Pausing, he listened intencly.

“My hat!” he muilerad “A molor,
and in a placé like this! What caw it
mean 7

Nearor and nearer came the  cronch
of wheels, till they reverberatod over-
head, followed by a jarring of baoakes,
proclaiming ‘the fact that the vehicle had
come to a standstill.  The muffled sound
of men's voices followed, though too in-
disginet for the prisoner to. catch the
words, and then, like a fash, the reason
for the unexpected visit of an automobila
burst on him. The ruffians whe had
attacked him had, likely encugh, come to
remove him to some other place of con-
finement. "Well, they should find him
ready. This time he would not be taken
by surprise, and, setting his teeth grimly
ﬂla_tlﬁd graspad the broken poker an
waited.

A creaking of rusty hinges, and half of

|the trap above him was flung op one

side, followed by the'light of an electric
torch being flashed around,

“Curze the kid!” snarled a voice,
“The brot must 'a’ come to and shifted,”
anel in order to gain a better view of the
inlerior, the speaker, kneeling down,
thrust his' head and shoulders through
the aperture. Such an opportunity was
not to be missed. The heavy iron m the
lad’s hand whirled aloft, to descend with
a thud on the closely eropped head of the
man peering downwards,

With a hollow
nitempt to retain
headlong down.

Then, bafore those with him had time
to rochver from their surprisé, Jadk had
leaped -on the case which he had Fiaced
in position, and had swung hirgsslf up-
wards into the ocuter air. Again
short length of iron came into play, and-
a second man staggered back.

Nimbly dédging a third who came at
him, the intrepid youngster dashed
wildly down the desorted -thoroughfare,
neither knowing nor caring where his
steps would lead him. His ona thought
being to get away.

“After him! After him, you fools !
roared someone, apparently the leader of
the gang.

There followed the pad of feet in hot
purauit.

~Jack raced on over the ill-paved street,
lighted only by o few faint stars thds
blinked from between the tall roofs of
the buildings on either side. Suddenly
turning a bend, he found himsélf faced
by & broad, open space, on which here
and there, red, green, nnd white lights
twinkled,

It was the river,
way, thae Thames,

A jubilant shout arose from his pur.

suers, as they, too, caught sight of the
mnrky waters.

“(Got him! Got him!" they yellod.

But, swilt a8 a deer, Jack darted acroes
the wharf on which he found himself,
For one second. he stood poised on the
cxtremae edgo: then, throwing his arma
upwards,, launched |himself through
spaoe,

roan and a convulsive
is balance, he crashed

That mighty water-

{Has Jack Drake escaped the unwel-
corrte _alientions of hiz puresers only
fo rin inlo a worse fate, or will he win
thraugh to safely ¥ Mind you read
the continualion of this powerful
myciery sfory in next week's bumper
isgue of the “ Magnet.')
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{Lm.-e‘umn_? fram page 2.)
SIGNATURES !

Just o word Lo remind Magnetites that
they should pay morve ‘attention to the
writing of their signatures at the foot of
!Hterﬁ, ote,  I'mn not gm:ulhlmg—m:rt- a
it of it. I'm i:'lm:,]',.l thinking of the
Euture when some of my loval ehums will
pnter business, and when their signatures
will be very much in evidence. It scemns
to  be ‘pretty, geneval, this careless
serawling of signatures, and while to me
it is amusing trying to unravel the
tangle of ink at the end of some of my
veaders’ lettors, it won't be so amusing
to business mein. . Write your signature
as clearly and as legibly as possible.
After all, vou are proud of your name.
Why try to disguise it7

THE TIDY FELLOW !

Az a bay 1 had . a Imlnt of sh.:wmg my
things all: over the place.
my footer Loots—well, the hotse had to
be turngd. out before they were found.
But that little game didn't last long.
Fdther saw to that!

the painful conclusion to my untidy
habits, let me hasten to sayv that the
Spidy chn,p is far better off than the

If I ‘wanted’

But leaving aside’

fellow who leaves his things lying about
all over the shap. If he's in a hurey he

can put his hands on whatever he wants

itk abent fwa ticks. he can find

Apain,

s things in the dark, if ever he’s un-

fortunate cnough to be stranded in the
dark.
12 not my intention. . Weo all prnﬁt b
other poople’s :ms:i-al.u:-s, vou profit from
my early ones, chums.

THE SMILER !

T]EQFEI'E E]."I'n'ﬂ.}'.‘"r" £l [1 l.l.llﬁ\‘l-'l:.“l'j.I'l
the fellow who walks lf]rnug life with
a laugh on his lips. T don't mean the
inane tvpo of grin, but the cheery smile
that hloszoms out at just the right time.
If vou can smile when things are going
wrong you're the chap to get on. But
let the smile be a genuine one. No good
smiling at things going wrong in an
wwritating way. The real resolute char-
acter smiles his way over hosts of diffi-
cultrea that bring other less cheery chaps
to their kneas. Watchword—smile !

smile for

THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL* !

I'am always heing asked guestions
about the * Holiday Annual” by new
readers of the Magxer. Of course, it
cannot “be expected that & newcomer
who picks up o copy of the MACKET can
under-stnnd all about Greyfriars inside
five minutes. But he will have the hang
of things after' he has read one of Mr.

I'm not preaching—at least, that,

Frank Richards' rafttling varis, Bat no
sogner haz the fresh reader got to know
about the Remove than he wants more.
That's a dead cert, and here 45 =
wrinkle. Every Magnetite has got or
will get the new volume of the © I-!gllda:i"
Annual ” _with its stunning budget of
stotigs. DBut all outside friends ought to
make. it their business to secure the k.
ton, for the “ Holiday Annual * is the
maost reliable moneysworth to be found.

NEXT WEEK'S THE WEEK !

Look out for the Resalt of oure
Cricketers’ Competition! Names - of
winners will appear in the DAGHET next
Monday! Somebody's going to walk on
air next week, and that somebody will
be the winner of the First Prize of Ten
Shillings a Week for a Year. The
second victor will have the pleasure of
Five Shillings a Week for a Twelve-
month. There are sixty-two other prize
winners. The Macner: in.all its splendid
history has never ,mﬂ-r.i.q such.a topping
award as this. There's one more point.
We cannot all be winperssbut we can
have our share in tha rietgry. by wishing
jolly ‘good Juck to the chums who bave
“brought it off.” They dre Mlagpetites,
and all the best to them is i;]m ms.h* of

vour Editon
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HA[‘-KETTE 'I'I’DRHS July A

WORTH CHEAP I'H[IITn MATERIAL. — Sumples
10 E:rﬂargEment any phcrh;-. ad.—
I'.-I'hrEFtPDﬂ : '

15 DAYS FREE TRIAL]

4 Fached FREE.
from £4 -19s,
Immediate dalivery. Big Bargaing in Factory Sof

an - Secon-hand Tea. Tyros an - Accsssories at
popular Prices.

CHEAP.
Froo Lint

Mead

t frecm

Carriage Pa
G WEEHI. LY

6D. Hsiil or

uwvenileg” -«Cycloz and Scootars
Satisfaction guarantead. - Weite o
i Sjrchd'i Cifer of Sample Bicycles,
CYCLE COMPANY. Inco

Dsiit. B601," BIRMINGH!

t‘mm‘ .‘l*‘lmimimﬁil‘.lhll“l‘lm;f

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
: PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER. . :

B e e 0 e £ T T T £ T 1 e e I‘I

- NN

NEYER FAILSH.
Melwin Birong.

 HEIGHT INCREASED 5 /_ Complete
IN 30 DAYS. ' Course.
No Applianceés, NoDrugs. No Disting. The Malvin Btrm: Br#t&m

Full partiouiara asd Testimonials, utlmL—
Lid, (Dept. &), 10, Ludgate HUN, London,

FPREE-150 DIFFERENT HTL‘HH—H.IHJFrh llthlnmllu:llun-

to genpind. applicants for - BLUE - LADEL A ALSH,
T to-day, annlnu.int postaga,
Vinoant,

1
Mention Gift 101.—B. uﬂl‘flr ‘h
. Isal. Wall, WEITﬂTlHﬁE

10-10-25



