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Fleeliway Howse, Farringdon Sitreet, Lowdon, .4,

AND STILL THEY COME !

Y"‘EE, this series of Frea Gifts given
away in your favourite paper
constitutes something of & record,

for we haven't come {o end
of it yet. This week you have ancther
three superb metal motorcar badges—
making up to now & total ol nine, ell,
in next Baturday’s bumper sumber

“Magnetites ' will Bnd three moro

badges to add to their sets. Jsn't that

prand !  And will you inske sure
vour Free Gift Number? The answer

B
“OF COURSE WE WILL ™

i ——

I think one of the maost interesting
hobbies & fellow can have is runoiog an
ameleur magazine, although I wam
Dan Wallace, of Costbridge, that he will
necd A great deal of patience if he 15 to
produce one by means of & hectograph.
Don asks mo 1f I can give him a good
recipe that will enable him

TO MAKE A HECTOGRAPH !

Here is a method of making one which
might prove vaeful to Don, and also to
others of my readers who want a cheap
method of taking many copies of any
partienlar writing: Procure = zhallow
tin about ooe inch deep and roughly
about thirteen inches by nine inches, Get
an ounce of gelatine and allow it to scak
m cold water for Gfteen bhours or more.
Pour away all the surplus water. Tako
=zix amd a half Auid ounces of %}jnﬂinm
and heat Lo the boiling-peint of water.
Pour the glycerine into the gelatine,

Place your tin on a level surface and
pour in the muxture, leaving it to sef,
which it will do in about =iz hours.
Clover the tin with cardboard or zome-
thing similar to prevent dust settling on
the composition. When the hectograph
15 properiy sek it is ready {0 take copies
Write vour original with aniline 1nk and
g steel pen on ordinary paper. Moislen
the hectograph with & sponge and
the original face downward on the cem-

position. Smooth it down carefully and
allow it to remain for a few minutes
Then eavefnlly strip it off by one corner,
and you will find: that the writing has
heen transferved to the surface of tho
}wr"{-};guph.' . .
You may now take off copies by plac-
ing plain sheeta of paper on the heeto-
praph, smoothing them dowwn, and then
stripping them off uniil the reguired
nurm have been printed. When that
15 done,” wash off the writing with a
sponge, and the hectograph will soon be
ready for the next time you require it.

BURIED TREASURE !

is & subject that sets cvervone's pulses
throbbing, =o the following reply to
J. D., of South Shields. is oune that

should -also inkerest "Hmm" in K
eneral.  J. I esks if 1z sball

iidden treasure to be fonnd, Yes,

ig—and an expedition is already at work

attempting to vnearth a treasure which

1z estimated as being worth twelve and

g hall millicn peunds! It is sard to
Tue Maiexer Lipraky.—No. 1,094,

place |

e buried under a tremendous ruis at
Sacambaya, in Brazil, and is supposed to
have been pit there & hundred and ffcy
vears rREgo by Jesuit priests. A preat
deal of work hes been done by tha
expedition, which has now been foreed
to suspend operations nekil thé tainy
season 18 ended—for all their works
have been flooded.

It is, of course, very doubtiul whether
the treasura will be fousnd or not, but

the expedition was fimanced by men who

beiieve that it lies there. Thore is' a
apother treasure said to be huried on
Cocoz Ialand, but neone knows iis cxact
whoreabounts,

“TAPPING THE CLARET!”

We all know whet “tapping the
claret ™ means, bubt Arthur I—iu-:_:kiug, af
Whitstable,. haz been having an argu-
ment with & chum, Arvthnre holding that
“oclaret " 13 not a colour. He is guite

'THEY COME !\

THREE MORE METAL |
MOTOR-CAR BADGES |
FREE with this issue!.

fy

A
Trim them with a pair of
scisacre and pin th-um/,,-’

o

.
in wvour afbum,

=~.  chums. o
e B s

-

right. We nse the word to describe any-
thing which is the sglour of the wine of
that name, but the word really means
“elarified,” ar made elear ana pure.

J. Jones, of Bwanzea, wants to know
the lengith of the Severn Tununel. 1t is
T.666 vards. And, talking about tunnela,
I wonder if ho knows which will Le the
tongest tunnel in Great Britain when it
iz finished? Ii is mot u railway tunmel,
which is now nearing completion, but its
purpose iz to bring water fram Loch
Treig, in Scotland, to Loch Linnhe—a
distanee of fifteen miles. It iz Gfteen
feet in digmeter, and in parts iz mere
than 00 féet below the surface.

—

PUTTING HIM RIGHT!

“1 can't help thinking that all theso
varns about ruined temples, buried
cities, ‘and cities the saa are
greatly exaggerated,” 78 Walter
» of Penzance. 't you
beliero 1, Walter! 1've knoeked around
the & bit myself, and I'vo scen
some of them! Running along the coast
of Ywueatan, for instance, you can seon
any amount of ruined temples which
belomg to an anctent civilitatioh, and
goodnes:z only knows how many there are

Yl

e to the jollowing

hidden away Mg the interiar.
Thae whole of Central and
South’ Amerios 15  swarm-
ing with them !

fn North Africa, too, yvou'll
find ruins of a bygone civilisa-
tion, vou emn still seo
part of the ruins of Carthago
under the sea. It's a very
weird i to sall over

the su gf the sea and
look dovn u the ruinsan
the ¢lear hs beneail).

Don't be sceptical, old man ;
fiction hasn't dealt with half.
the wenders of the world
whizh still exist!. . .

WHAT ARE “PILOT FISH™?
asks ¥. ., of Whitley Bay. *Pilat

fish ”* iz the term given to the small fish

which accompany & shark, One of them
swims on cach side of the monster, and
they guide him to his prey, in very much
the same way as & pilot guides a ship.
They are quite small fish, and they live
upon the scraps which the sharks leave
OVET. .

YOUR LUCKY. DAY!

“1 waz born on a Saturday,” writcs
one of my readers, “apd Saturday has
been my lucky day ever since—eapecially
sinceg 1 started to read the Macwer.
Vory well, there's another lucky day in
store for him next Saturday—and for all
of you! And when you ¢ast your eyes
down this programme of next week's
special features, ven will realise why.
Tirst of all, there's the long, complete
varn of Harery Wharton & Co., entitled :

“ GREYFRIARS CHUMS IN CHICAGO!™"

Mr. Frank Richards has fairly hit
the bulizeye with this unique serics, and
next Satnrday's story proves what I say
more than ever. The Bounder iz the
chep in the limeligh: next week, also
Lord Mauleverer. n't miss this stage
of the Greviriars chums' 4rip te the
States, whatever you do.

Then there's another fine instalment of
onr scrial,

“THE BLACK HAWK!”

which moves with more dramatic pawer -
and reality than ever. LB

And, just to give you extra value for
vour money, there's another weird .
“shocker ™ fromn young Dicky Nugent,
to say nothing of a sparkling ericket
article dealing with the Test matches
now being playved “down under.”

FENEKIVES AND WALLETS FOR YOU!
Up to the time of writing this char
I haven't, naturally, received any of tho
varns or the limericks which X uied you
fellows to send along, because ithe
MuserET goes to press & few weeks in
advance; but ¥ expect there'll bo a sheaf
of them for me to wade through in a
week or two. I wonder wha the lucky
chap will be who will get either the pen. -
knife or the poeket-wallet for the first
yaro or Limerick I vso? Have you sent
yours in yet? No? Well, if it’s a good
yoke, senk it ilm:lg;ﬁ the above address—
vou miay win a handy penknife. Mark
your envel “Joke,” io szimplify
matters this end. If pootry is your
strong point, have o cut at & limerick
dealing with one of the Creyfriars'
chargeters, Then send your effort aII:nnE
to this office, with the word “ Limerick
marked on the enve To the seders
of *Limericks” h are conmdered
good emoongh for publication I shall be

pleased to award a useful wallet.
Get busy now, boye. And I*%dry
up,” let me remind yon about next

week's fine Free Gifts. n't spoil your
set by missing. them, will you? Till

next weak, then,
YOUR EDITOR.

-



YOU CAN'T BEAT THESE SCHOOL STORIES!
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Here’s another tip-top story of fun and adventure, featuri

ng Harry Wharton & Co,,

the chums of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The New World !

NORT! Snort! ;
S t was the fog-signal, booming
eerily and wearily through mists

that were like grey cotton-wogl.

It snorted and grunted and wailed un-
musically. Byrens and horns answered
it from the unseen.

#I say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo, hello!™

“I eay, whero's
demanded Billy Bunter.

Bob Cherry chuckled,

“Echo answers, where!” he replied,

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
shivering in a thick overcoat and a
mufler, remarked through his chatter-
ing teeth that the wherefulness was
terrific. : .

“Must be lying around zomewhere!™
remarked Johany Bull, peering through
the dimness,

Now  York??

“Q where and 0 Greyfriars School is now left far behind, and
Harry Wharton & Co,, for the first time,
upon the towering sky-scrapers of New York, feel
strangely out of place amidst the bustle and
hustle of American life, and little dream of the
amazing adventures that lie before them.

¥

where can it he¥

%rﬂuﬁgﬂ}mn &

5
Co. had arrived on
the westorn side of
the Atlantic, The
Ruritanie Wae
creaping inftn New
York Harbour.

Fisher T. Fish, all the way across the
“pond,” had been telling tha Greyfriars
juniors that when they saw *“MNoo Yark
they would sit up and take notice.

The churms of Greyfriars were pro-
pared to sit up and take notice as soon
they saw New York. -

But at present they couldn’t ses it.

‘I'hey could barely see the ﬁra;ir water
swirling past the steamer; hardly- the
length of the Huritania itself.

*Noo Yark,” sccording to Fishy, was
a sight for sors eyes.

That was an appropriate expression,
for the donse mist with which New York
greoted the travellers was at least
painful to the eyes; thoy bhad, as Bob
Cherry remarked, the sore eves with-
out the sight.

The skyscrapers, Fishy had told them,
would strike them dumb with admire-
tion as they steamed in. But there was
no eky to be seen, much less a scraper
thereof.

Fisher T. Fish had never ceas

The Statue of Liberty, according to
Iishy, was (o dawn on them in colossal
grandeur, a wonder of the world, But
even the gigantic Statue of Liberty was
coyly hidﬁ: from view.

ow York was greeting the Grey-
friavs party with a whole eoncerio of
foghorns and syrens.

Snort! Wail! Boeomd Snort!

“1  suppose,” remarked Harry
Wharton, “that it wasn't in weuather
like this that Columbus discovered
America. Ho wouldn't have kpewn it
was there.”

Boom! Snort!
“1 say, you fellows, we shan’t be
home till morning, at this rate™

grumbled Billy Bunter. “We're doing
azbout a vard a minute. Is this what
they call Americap hustle 3"

icher T. Fizh joined the little crowd
of Greyiriars fellows on the boat-deck.
Fishor . Fish was muffled up in eoat

and scarf, and his long thin nose was

blue,

“T guess we'll soon he in, vou guys,”
he remarked eagerly. “It's a piece

_misty to.day.” ;

“Juet a little picce!” chuckled Bob,

“The piocefulness is terrific!”

“What a change after our foggv old
island at home!” remerked Vernon-
smnith, and there was a chortle,

The Ruritania had tugged out of the
Mersay on a elear day, She had left
the Old Country bright under wintry
sunshine, She had struck good weather
in the Atlantie, until she approached the
shores of the land of liberty. But
to con-
%ratulata himself on getting a¥way from

nglish fog and British m He had
assured the Greyfriars fellows that they
would be able to breathe—really breathe
—when they struck the New World, Cer-
tainly thay were abla to breathe, though
not with any eomfort; and it did nok

scemn improbable that they would strike
the New World with & crash,

“Is this the jolly old climate you've
been tolling us about, Fishy?” asked
Bob Cherry. :

“Some climate!"™
Bull. :
_ “Begad, you know, a fellow could cub
it with a knife!"” remarked Lord Maula.
yerer.

“0Oh, goff!” eaid Fisher T. Fish.
“There’s the Statue of Liberty !
“Where ¥ !
Fisher T. Fish pointed with a bony

i -
ething loomed up in the mist.
Whether it was the Statue of Liberty or

grinned Johnny

"not, only the keen eye of a patrnotic
American could have iold. with
certainty.,

Y Bo that's 167" asked Bob.

47 "E'E fia

“&nlendid 1 snid Bob.
"M a g n ificent!?

said Jobnny Bull:

“Terrific!” sai
gaze ee Jamsetk
Ram Singh.

“ Impreasive,” said
Nugent; “and still
more impressive,
I'va no doubt, if &
fallow could see it
“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“I say, wyou fellows, is that where
thpf ‘have the slave market!™ asked
Bil _{' Bunter, .

“The what{"” yelled Bab Cherry.

"The slave market,”

"Hau, ha, ha ! -

Billy Bunter evidently reguired to
bring his knowledge of the Tnited
Statos up to date.

“¥You're sbout sixty years too late,
old fat bean,” said Bob. * You should
have come here in Bgour grandfather's
time if you want to see a slave
market.” :

“Waal, earry

me home to die |” ejacn-
lated Fisher T.

Figh. - *Xs that all yon

know about the Yewonited States,
Bunter, you gilly clam 1"
- "0k, really, Fishy! I say, you

fallows, I want to ¢ @ slave market
when we're doing the sights of New
York.” . ;
“*You silly ass!” hooted Bob. “There
Tre Macwer Lisnart.—No, 1,084,

(Copyright in the United States of America.)
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aren't any
these days." :

“Rats ! replied Bunter. "I've read
all about it in a book called * Uncleo
Tom's Cabin." * : 1

““ Ha, ha, ha ™ :

“Phere's two sights I specially want
to see,'” continued Bunter. “The Statue
of Liberty and the slave market—"

“ Ha, ha, hal” -
“ And that's the sort of haamrﬁzlﬂiuu

181
contempt.

learn in the Old Country 1™ said

T, Fish, with withering

“Why, you fat mugwump, slavery was

abolizned in the Yewnited States when

my father was a leevle nﬁppan’" e
“Oh, really, Fishy—"
“Haven't you ever heard of the Civil

War 1 demanded Fishy. SR
“Of course I have, asa; we've had

slaves in the United States

that in history clasa at {}fs;.rfrin}s. ‘But

that ltnpgencd in England.”

F'HI:EE England?” ' gasped Fisher T.
151,

“{f course—Cromwell and Charles the
First—" s
*“Dh, carry ma home to diel”
“(Oh 1" said Bunter. * Was there ever
a civil war in America " | i .
“Was

"“Was there?” gasped Fishy.
there? Oh, Jerusalem ecrickets!™ 3
“Thera was,” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. “And after it slavery. was
abolished, so you won’t ‘sce”any slaves
in America, Bunter,” - .- - ..
“But there’s. still tho  Statue. of
Liberty ' chuckled Bob, " Bixty years
ago you could have seen the Statue of
Liberty and the slaves as well.”
“Ha, ba, ha!*
Billy Bunter winked. _
“1 gay, you fellows, you can't spoofl
me, you know, I can jolly well toll
you that when we're domng
I'm poing to see the slave market.”
“Ha, ha, hal” L Ay
“Oh, really, wout fellows——" *
“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the Juniors,

The idea of William George Bunter j

rooting about New York in search of a
slave market was too much for them.

“Blewed if I see anything to eackle
ab,” said Bunter. “I jolly well know
that there are nigger slaves in the
United States. . Why, I've read about
them in Dickens.”

“Dickens is & bit out of date, so far
as the United Btatos are concerned,”
chuekled Nugent.

“Rabs ! zaid Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove was not to
be convinced. Bunter's knowledge of
English history was vagne—so vagiue
that it had frequently ecansed him
troubla with Mr.quuﬂlnl. at Greyfriars.
Hiz knowledgo of American
& beantiful blank, He_ was fully pre-
pared to see slave-gangs marching in
chains when he landed in T.B.A.
He had seen it already in his mind’s
ava; but he had, fortunately, anrived
too late to see 1t with any other eye.

L

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton & Co. in New York!
EW YORK was not so misty as
N the East River and the harbour,
as the juniors discovered when
they found themselves in that
greab city ab last—after some delay in
the Customn House,  Hiram K. Fish
had landed with the juniers, but he did
not go on into the city with th
some difficulty H&nspiriﬂ with rﬂmﬂ
to hir baggage. ™ He was left in a-state
of excited argument with several
Custom House officials who, apparently,
wanted Mr, Fish to pay something that |
Mr. Fish guessed he wasn't golng to
TEe Maorer Lisrany,.—No. 1,094,

CoTamerons

. E' _n: 1
Auggage wo
“Bunter.

ew yYork, -

history was -

pay.

So it fall ta Fisher T. Fish to

conduct the party to the hotel where
their quarters were already engaged.

A car should have been in waiting to
take them—that having been arranged—

and Fish
car woul

assured the juniors that the
be right-there, right on the

nail, in the efficient American manner,

As the ju

niors knew their Fishy, they

were not surprised’ at having to wait
twenty minutes for the car, after Fishy

had
wasn’E on

with them at last; “a large ' car
liko & sardine-tin- with th
party of Ecmum .Egll?ws' from

packed

Greyfriars

L Coker &

honed twice to inguire why it

hand. '« “But it rolled nwhy
' bu

" the

Co., of .the Fifth,  did aot

crowd into that car, for two reasons
There wasn't room’for them ; and tha

disdained the company of Lower Four

fags., And

of the Fifth not-

simply told
carried on

ishy warned Coker
lose humself, Toker
b o be chueﬁy, and
BE58, :

when

him
regard

“What asbout the luggage?’ asked

Bob Cherry, as the
loaded car rolled awey, -
guess ~ that's
Fisher T. Fish,

ey B

lprge - and well-

0.K..”
* Popper's fixed that

with the Express man.”

EAT,

yvou - fellows, 1-'hﬁﬁa “my
n't get lost 1™ squeaked: Billy

“That baggage will he at the hotel,

i3 001, a8
¥isher T.
astray n
London.”

we are, 1 puess,” answered
Fish. - “Baggage don’t go
Noo f Yark. This . ain’t

The juniors looked out of the windows .

with great i : :
New Yoik as the mist would

much of
allow.

" ¥You

#*¥ou've nover seon Broadway
Fisher T. Fish, with
“1 have!” said Bun
have I*

interest, anxious to see as

_ % gaid
ide,

ojaculated  Fishy.

“¥on've never been in Noo Yark before,

#Ehl

ou mugwump !
Broadway’s in Cricklewood,”

said Bunter,

“Wha-a-a8 7"

“Ja thero a Broadway in New York,
too 7" asked Bunter.

F{;'Imr T.ti JSeal,
replying to that question., He
hegrﬂuﬁf Bmm]q

Bunter, on
ontly never

York.
Qo this

Fish did not feel equsl to
never
way, in Cricklewood;
the other hand, had appar-

heard of Broadway in New

ia Aroadway? said Harry

Wharton, with interested: eyes on that
gr‘?at thJ__ﬂmughfam.

op.
£l What.’u

Nugent.
*“MNeaver

that up in-the air?™ asked

heard of the Elevated Rail-

road 7" sighed Fisher T. Fish, “ Shucks!
You guys have got a lot to learn.”

" And

said Nugen

those are the sky-scrapers”

t, with his eyves on tha cliffs

of buildings.

“ Jozt that !
g} rou' va
shar 1.

anythin
said TN

I guess it lays over
‘Enl: on the other side,”
Fish.

“And what's that?"

“That's

IFisher T. Fish.

into Fifth
telling vou,
L E‘TH

Madison  Square,”  said
“This is where we get
f}?ﬂnﬂﬂ. Some avenco, I'm

the millionaires live,”

remarked Bob,

=]

“More on

the Hudson.

goods these

Some of 'em,” said Fisher T. Fish.

Riverside- Drive—that's on
But Park Avenoco i3 the
days. I puess when I make

my pile T shall get me a home on Park

Avonoo. Our hotel is on Fifth, hetween

Twenty
“Eht

“What?”

::I FUess

syllable for you,” -said

pityingly.

-Eht-h and Twenty-seventh.”

I'll put it in words.ef one
Figher T. Fish
“The Magnificent Hotel is

.answerad. .

‘elevator

%n Fifth Avenue, between Twenty-sixth
treet and Twenty-seventh Streot.™
"1 zee,” assented Bob., “"New York
ought to bhe good for a fellow’s arith-
metic,”

- "And where's the
asked Bunter,

“You fat clam, shut wp!” roared
Tisher” T. Fish,  greatly incensed.
“Haven't you learned any history since
18657 -There never was a slave market
in Noo Yark, nor slaves for moro'n
ninety years, INoo Yark was one of the
mwh_dlﬁl wtﬂ' Iil"l ‘the _ﬁﬂqtimkrn

v had black slaves, you pesky
chump, You make me t-ir-::t:l’.“}r 5
" Mean to say there aren’t any now "

R
sl

alave markoet

.demﬁndeﬂ Bunter. .

- “Of course not, you fat clam, Gee-
whiz! ¥on tire me out, you sure do.

-Never heard of the Civil- War 1 fumed

Figher T. Fish.  “¥You'll tell me next

that veu've never heard of Lincoln i
MOE Teourse I've heard of Lincoln,”

said Bunter. “It's a cathedral city.”
“It's a—a what?” g d Figher T.

Figh. . “0Oh, at snakes! I don’t
MEan your Tittle tinpot town in your
little old island—I mean Abe Lincoln !”

“Who was hei™: asked Bunter.

“Who was he?” repeated Fisher T.
Fish faintly.  “Gee-whiz! Now tell me
vou've never-heard of George Washing-

ton ¥
“0Oh, rot1” said Bunter. “We don’t

do_American history at Greyiriars, hut
I know all ﬂmut%ﬁoﬁg&.ﬁ%uhin ton.
Hé¢ was a slave-owner, and the -cham-
pion.of liberty, and—"

“Ha, ha, ha]”

“Chuck it, Bunter,” s=said Harry
Wharton laughing. “Wo're in Fishy's
coun now, you koow, and you
mustn't be too funny.”

“Eh! I wasn't being funny. I—"

“Here we are ! gajd Fisher T. Fizh.

“This hyer 13 the Magnificent. Wa
locate here™ ,

The car stopped before the Ma%ﬁ-
ficent Hotel on Fifth Avenuop. 18
juniors had already learned that in
America & buillding 13 not in a street,
buft “on ™ 1t. The party alighted upon
& pavement which, in the hnguugﬁl of
the country, was a side-walk, oy

marched into an immense ontrance

after a vain attempt to see the top of
the building in the mist, So far as
they could see, the Magnificent Hotcl
had no top, but went on unpwards and
upwards for ever and ever.

“ Bome Bob Cherry
remarked. .

“ Forget it I answered Fisher T. Tish.
“There's only twenty floors to this
hotel.”

“Only I murmured Bob.

“I say, you fellows!” ejaculated
Bunter, i alarm. “1 hope we're not

skyscraper ™

booked for the top floor. I don't like
stalrcnses,”

“There’s an elevator, you fat duffer,”
said Fishy.

“ Tz there 1™ zaid Bunter, who did not
know what an elevator was, “1 think
there ought to he a lift.”

“An elevator is a lift,” said Whar-
ton, with a laugh. “We've got to learn
a naw language here, Bunter.” :

“Why the &ump do-they call & lifk
an elevator 7™ asked Bunter.

“¥ou clam, =an elevator is an
elevator,” said Fisher T. Fizsh, “only
it's called & lifb i your pesky old
1sland.”

In the great foyer of the hotel, iho
juniors looked round them. Fisher
'!['. Fich exchanged a word with the
voung man in the burean, who looked at
the party just as if he guessed they
were English; and then led his flock to
the elevator.

‘i Bixteen,' said Fisher T. Tish to the
attendant, whom the other
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One moment Horace Coker was swinging cheerily along the alley ; the next, he

was lying on his back, with a bag over his head, and bound hand and foot.
In a state of great astonishment, Coker lay on the muddy ground, blinded by the

bag, and snuffing stale flonr. *¢ Got the guy ! ** he heard one of his assailants cry.

| (Bee Chapter 4.)

follows could not help thinking of as cheerfully. *1I saw him arguing with
8 liftman, Potter and Gréene when we got-in the

The lift—or elevator—sehot up. .

It traversed floor aiter foor, Billy
Bunter blinkiag at each, es they swept
down, through his big Spectaclés,

Bob Cherry began to count the floors

car. Let's hope he'll stay lost till
it’s time to push on from New York.”
*I suppoze we shall be staying  here

for someg time,” remarked Harry Whar-
ton. “As we're on & tour of the United

as they passed, but he soon lost count,
and gave it up.

But the liftman was a good
arithmetician, and he brought the
elevator to a halt, with a brisk and
efficient jerk, at the sixteenth floor.

The party trooped out,

“This way,"” said Fisher T. Fish.

He led his flock to Hiram K. Fish's
suifi. '

“T guess you'll find vour baggage has
arrove,” he smd.

But Fisher T. Fish's guess was ill-
founded. The baggage  had not
arrived. As nobody had expected it to
arrive &0 soon, with the oxception of
Fishy, nohody was dizappointed.

“1 gay, Fishy, where's the luggage ™
asked” Billy Bunter,

“(Oh, shucks! Tet's look at the
rooms,” eaid Fishy hastilyg :

The juniors locked at the roome. They
found themselves in guite comfortable
quarters ; and they found endless
interest 1n looking eut of the windows,

to take o bird's-eyo view of New York. -

It was abont & hour lator that the
bagpage arrived.

“I wonder where Coker’s got to?"" Bob
Cherry remarked, as he unpacked a
trunk.

“Lost, wvery likely,” =zaid Nugent

States we shall have t6 do some sight-
seeing in New Vork.”

“He, he, he!” came from Billy
Bunter,

Wharton glanced at the fat junior.

“What are you cackling at, image?”
he inguired. )

Bunter grinned,

“I faney we aren’t

staving long

here,” he said. “You fellows don't
know yet——"

Bunter paused.

“Eht hat don't we kiow ?"'

“That's telling,” chuckled Bunter.

“Fathead !

“5till, now we'ra in the United
States, I don't see why Fishy can't let
on,” said Bunter. I say, Fishy I”

“Hallo (™

“How long are we staying in New
York, Fishy "

“I guess we take the cars for Buffalo
to-morrow.’™

“To-morrow ! repeated Wharton.

(13 'YEP !l:" !

“Wa shan't see much of New York,

then™

Fisher T. Fish grinned. b

“I guess wo ain't culting time fto
waste,” ho answered. * But the popper’ll
L’E]i u'll -

“You see—" bhegan Bunter.

“8hut up, you fat clam!”

%0h, all right!” said Bunter. “I'm
not telling them anything. All the
same, I think—"

“Give us & rest !" snapped Fisher T,
Fish. “You shoot off that mouth of
yours too much, Bunter.” -

“0h, really, Fishy—""

“Can it!"” :

Bunter “canned * it, and  Fisher T.
Fish walked him away, apparently so
that he shounld keep it “ecanned.” The
other fellows exchanged glances. The
Bounder, who was lounging in the door-
way, shrugged his shoulders,

“We're not here for sight-sceing,” he
eaid, “OIld Fish told the Ilead that
this was a giddy educational tour in
the United States; but 1 told you
fellows all along that there was some-
thing behind 1t—and DBurntef knows
what it is!" =

“But what can bo behind it?" asked
Bob. :

“I don't know, but we shall know
soon,” answered Vernon-Smith. “0ld
Fish has got' something up lis sleeve,

¥oap

He isn't spondin' mouvey for nothin'.
“Begad, von know, ‘that's rather un-
rateful, -Smithy,” remarked Lord
auleverer. “Mr. Fish secems to me

to be treatin’ uz jolly well.”

“With an axe to grind,"” said the

Bounder, :

- #0h, rot!” answered Bob Cherry.
¥The rotfulness i3 terrific,

csteemed Bmithy.” :
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The Bounder shrugged his shoulders
BEL1TL. . :

“You'll see what you'll see,” he zaid.

And as that was indubitable, the
argument dropped. . Bat, as a matter
of fact, all the juniors were beginning
to wonder, by this time, whether the
Bounder was right, and whether there
was something behind Mr. Hiram K.
Fish's genercsity in taking a party of
Greyfriars fellows on an “ educational
tour © in the United States. But even
the Bounder had no suspicion of the real
facts of the case, and only Billy Bunter
could have told them that.they were
booked for Hollywood, in far-ofi Cali-
fornia, whera lﬂ Pujfechnn P'EE‘“E:
Sendicate had planned a *secoo 1
ﬂl?a form of a film of English Public
School life, for which great film_Mor,
Fish had astutely bagged a -;lnTz;en
Public School fellows on the “cheap.

— —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Walking with Coker !

RACE COKER snorted.
H Y Potter and Greene, of the
Greyfriars Fifth, exchanged
exasperated glances, :
"There was ne doubt that Coker, with
all his eminent qualities, had a rather
exasperating effect on his friends.
That was noticeable at Greyiriars
2chool. - It had been noticeable on the
steamer. It was still more noticeable
in New York. ]
Cloker was far from Greyiriars now,
and far from the Gmyfmm_F:[th Form,
‘but he bad not, of course, forgotten
that he was Horace James Coker, of
the Fifth, He had disdained to Far:k
himself into o car with a mob of fags,
and, so far, Potter and Greene agreed
with him.  Their idea was to take
car. Coker had plenty of
ey, and, to do him justice, he was
tho follaw to spend it on his friemds.
Coker, indeed, had made o remark te
the effect that they would take another
car—or, at least, o taxi. But——
There was a “but™; in this caze, an
> t "hut."
lm(?ﬁrﬁﬂn steamer Potter and Greenc
had noticed Coker glancing at his
pocket-book, to make sure that he had
it about him, and they could not hc%ﬂ

gnather
mon

noticing that it was stacked wi
American paper money. So there was,
so far as Potter and Greene eould see,

no shortage of cash, and therefore no
reason why they should not have -pro-
ceeded to the Magnificent Hotel in the
best car that New York could afford.

Vet Coker insisted upon walking.

How far it was Potter and Greene did
not know; but they knew it must be o
good distance. 8o they argued.

Coker snorted. He might have told
his comrades—but he didn't—that,
having slipped hia hand into his
for his pocket-book, he had made the
interosting discovery that it was no
lemger there.

Possibly some other eyes, as well as
Patter's and Greene’s, had noted thai
fat pocket-book. Be that as it may, it
was an indubitable fact that Coker had
not trod the soil of liberty for more
than a few minutes whon some cute
native of the great republic had un-
ostentationsly, but skiﬁullj, relieved
him of his pocket-book, and with it all
hiz available supply of cash,

Colzer of the Fifth did not confide
that mishap to Pottar and Greene. They
might have taken advantage of 1t
Coker had been cautioning them about
pickpockets, explaining that they knew

Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,084,

" stances

what duffers they were. In the circum-
Potter and Greene would pro-
bably have grirned had they been. told
that Coker’s pocket had been picked.
Coker did not choose to be grinned-af.
He told them nothing, only that he had
decided to walk,

“We want to stretch our legs a bit,”
said Coker, “besides, wo shall see some-
thing of New York."” :

“We don’t know the place at all,”
gaid Potter, “I jolly well dow’t want
to get lost in a foreign city.”

“You won't get lost if you stick to
me,” said Coker reassuringly. *“Yon
can rely on me seeing you through
things here, just the same as at Grey-
friars.”

Potter and Greene did not seem very
regssured by that assurance. '

“But—" said Potter.

“ But—"" said Greene.

“We're walking,” said _Eﬂkﬂ.'l.' da-
cidedly, * Yve been locking over g map
of New York on the steamer. It's as
simple as ABC. There are avenues
running north and seuth, and they're
crossed by strects numbered from one
to goodness knows Mow many. Tt's the
American plan—everything at 'ﬂﬁht
angles, Horribly ugly, of course; buot
casy to find your way about. T you
don’t know where you are you simply

look at the number of the street and.

caleulate what number you want, and
walk up town or down town. Seel”
“But—"" zaid ‘Potter and Greene
together.
“Any fool,” went on Coker, “would
know Broadway as soon as he saw it.”

“YFoull know Broadway all right,

then,” remarked Potter. ! J

“0Oh, quite!” said Coker, Impervious
to sarcasm, *You just follow my lead
and youw'll be all right.”

“Bu * - grumbled Potter
(Greene. '

“This way 1" said Coker.

Ha led off.

Potter ‘and Greene could only hope
that Coker waonld soon get tired, or lose
his way and call a taxi. In that hope,
they followed Coker.

Coker led the wap with confidence.
The study of a map of New York had
told him, he thought, all he needed to
know. In a city where the streets were
numbered, instead of named, it
surely easy for a fellow to find his way
about, especially a clever fellow like
Coker. Truth to tell, Coker would not
have trusted to his own guidanca bud

and
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it was -

for the ewrcumsfance that he had heen
shorn of his wealth and either had to
walk or confess to Potter and Greene
that he had had his pocket picked—
which, of eourse, was i1mpossible,
clever follow who kpnew his way about
could not confesz that ho had had his
pocket picked to a couple of silly duffers
who hadn’t .had their pockets picked.

Exactly where Coker léd them Potter .
and Greene did not know, as tha eity
was wholly strange to them. Still Jess
did Coker know. But all three of them
knew that after they had been walking
fi_}]:' goma hours, sgei::g many interesting
iughta, h:ﬁ g'ﬂi’:]tisg a little tired ﬂ}d
ungr ad not arrived at’ ’
Fish's hotel, ’ '

Until . ¢} t tired and hunge
Potter af Gf;né did not -:rhjectgtﬁ
strolling  about sight-seeing, especially
as the mist was clearing off, and the
sun shining down. so far as the high
buildings allowed. But when they got
tired and hungry they did ﬂgj{‘:ﬂf.
Their objections would have faded away
had Coker acceded to their very broad
hints to drop in at a restanrant. But
Coker was deaf to such hints. Dropping
in at o restaurant meant a bill to pay—
a trifle light as air to Coker with an
unpicked pocket, but a serious obstacle
with a i}mked pocket. So far from hav-
mg  dollars to blow, Horace Coker
h'n.dn’t. even a dime—not even a
“guarter,” or & “hit."” But Coker was
not gomg to say so. :

Potter and Greene were smitten with
a horrid wion: that Coker was grow-
ing mean, If Coker wos growing mean
it was time for Poiter and Greene to
tell him what they thought of him, As
an open-handed fellow, with plenty of
monéy and willingness to spend i,
Coker was tolerable—just about toler-
able. But if he was growing mean,
that was the limit. long snd de-
voted friendship began to tremble in
the balance.

“Look here—" :aid Potter at last.

" Look hore——"" breathed Greene,

“Come on!" said Coker briskly,
“Don't glack on your first day in New
York! Romember you're in the land
of hustle and buzz.”

“TI'm hungry 1" eaid Potter.

“T'm tired I” said Grecne.

“Where are we?’ demanded Potter

sulphuronsly.
“In New York!" answered Coker.
“Did - yon think wyou were in

Philadelphia, or San Franciseo?”

“1 mean whereabouts in New Yorl,
you howling assi"’

“Oh, down-town!'" answered Coker.

“When ere we getting to Mr, Fish's
hotel, blow you

“Don't get abusive, Potter. Don't
act like a fag!" chided Coker. “We
shall get to the hotel sooner-er later.
Meanwhile, we're sceing.: the sights.
Look at those railroads up in the air.
Queer. what ™ ;

“Blow the railroads!” snorted Potter.
“YI've got a crick in the neck already "™

“I'm hongry!™ sald Greens plain-

tively.
“Well, don't tell all New VYeork!”
said Coker. “New York doesn't want

to know whether you're hungry or not.”

Potter locked at Greene, and Greene
looked at Potter. Thay came to' a
simultancous halt.

“Tm fedup!” said Potler,

“Up to the chin!”’ said Greene.

Coker, striding on, missed them, and
turned round. .

“Como on, you .slackers!” hs =aid
encouragingly. )

“Not a step!” snid Potter. “I'm
taking the first taxi I see, and I'm nok

etting ont of it till we get to Mr.
*ish's hotel.”
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“Same here!” said Greene,.
* Slackers!” eald Coker. iTake a
taxi if vou like! Go and eat coke!”

“If that means that you're not going
to pay the taximan,” said FPotter
bitterly, “I'll pay him !"

For & moment Coker was smitten by
& temptation to confess the facts to
his comrades. e was tired and he was
hungry; the thought of Mr. Fish's hotel
was like the thought of a haven of
rost, But he shook his head. Confes-
sion delayed was more difficult than ever
to make., If he admitted the truth now
Potter and Greene would know quite
well why they had been walking about
all thesa hours. Coker would look
absurd—and it was bad cnough to be
?bs'i:rd, twi_thEu!; 1::ruk%ng !Tr:u I{d they
ook & fax1 Coker naturaily wonld pay
—Coker always paid. _ In the present
vaso he couldn't pay. He

know Broadway if he saw it. But he
did not see it. DBroadway, New York,
undoubtedly was big enough to be seen,
But it did not dawn on Coker’s view.

There was another little trouble.
Streets in New York being numbered,
instead of named, it was, as Coker had
told his friends, casy for anybody to
pick his way.  Numbered avenues run-
ning north and south, numbered strests
running enst and west—what could be
simpler? But after Potter and Greene
had left him Coker wandered on on
his own; he scanned names of sirects—
not numbers. There was a catch some-

where, Caoker dizcovered. Heae ' found
himselt in Ludlow Btrcet, in Allen
Etreate in  Delancey Sireet; ' and so

Coker's scheme of finding his way
arithmetically was quite knocked on the
head. It dawned upon him that that

e

of the city he was seeking. Coker had
a roocted objection to nskm,ri his way;
people might have supposed him a muff
or o duffer, Coker, of course, being
quite unawars that thiz was evident
without his speaking ab all.

There weremany things of which
Cooker was unaware. Among others, he
was unaware that two men had been
strnihn%' along at « little distance
belkind him for a long time, keeping an
eve on him. Ewven had he noticed them,
he would not have guessed that his miss-
ing pocket-book reposed -in-the pocket
of one of them,

.. Coker, standing at tha cornor of
Delancey Street and the Bowery, look-
ing about him, geiting in the way of
hurrying people, and drawing zome
amused glances from passers-by, debated
in ‘his mind whether he had not, after,

wasn't going to admit it;
s0 be wasn't going to take
a taxi. He shook his

* AN ITALIAN ENGINEERING MASTERPIECE! -

all, better inguire his
Way.
Even Coker realized

head and looked
obstinate.

“If won think
lost * ho said.

01 course we're lost 17
jcered Potter: “If you'd

ave asked the way we
might have found it. But
vou knew hest.™

“Coker always knows
best 1" sneered Greene.

we're
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The name of Fiat has been a household word among
moforists of every country in Europe for more than
Racing cars of this make have at
one time or another won practically every important
race in Europe, and have gained for themselves an
international reputation for speed and efficiency as

that he was not getting
any ““forrarder.™

He did not want to
ﬂﬁand the evening and
the night following ex-
ploring all New — York
betweep Harlem and the
Bowery.

. While Coker was debal-
g that in his mind, and
scanning the passengers
for some respectable-look.

“Exactly1”  assented | well as for the fine workmanship which is th ial | iug person to ask, the two
Coker, “-'5'11 see vou | mark of ltalian-built cars. e S s DIE,T& IalL'|j1 h'amdm“?w'
thg}ﬁlﬂ_‘}hﬂﬁﬂﬂiﬁ on ! Fiat cars have always been particularly popular in w}'ﬁapﬂmm“{?&i tﬂi

"Bia?fl" Britain, and no small part of the big output of cars | scparated.

S L Arl bt sokied from the huge Fiat factory at Turin, in ltaly, has found One of them-—a rathicr

et : its way to this country. loudly-dressed man, wiih

“Fatheadl  Come o Perhaps the most popular Fiat models of recent | a Derby hat on the side
Greeney, lot's find a | Years have been the 10 h.p. and 12 h.p. 4-cylinder | of a well-oiled head, and

taxi!™ said Potter; and
he turned hiz hack on
Coker and walked awaxv.
“You silly owlsl®
roated Coker. {

“You can come if you
like I called back Potter.
“TH pay for the taxi, if
that's what's worryving
you ¥

“Take a taxi, and take
vour hook—and be blowed
to you!" retorted Coker
indignantly.

Fotiter and Greene took
their “hook,” and soon
afterwards they took a
i & x 1—fortunately  dis-
covering one—and, with

reat relief, they found
themselves on their way to
the Magnificent Hotel at

warld.

gradually dropped out,

types, the big 40 h.p. and 20-30 h.p. models having
A new medium-powered six-
cylinder model is a special feature of this year's Fiat
programme, while the neat & h.p. 4-cylinder ** baby '*
Fiat seems t0o be as popular as ever.
the typical Fiat bonnet had a rounded top, giving a
‘! bull-dog '* effect, but some few years ago the ltalian
engineer produced the flat-topped rectangular type of
radiator which has set the

Many cars of all countries have copied this radiator,
but by no means have all succeeded in achieving the
fine balance and classic purity of line which distin-
guishes the original Fiat design.-

The Fiat firm, in addition to their range of famous
carg, are responsible for the wonderful engine of the
ftalian racing seaplane which at present holds the
world’s air-speed record of 318 miles per hour, put
up by that intrepid pilet, Major de Bernhardi, of the
Italian Air Service,

For many years

ashion to the motoring

with & prominont noso
curved like a benk—
sauntered up to Coeker
and hfted his hat
politely.

* Excuse: me, sir!” he
said, very civilly. * Per-
haps I can. help you?"

The man was . well
dressed, if.in a somewhat
~| HAashy manner, and his

IMANNGr - Wwaj #‘ES’ civil-
and obliging. oker
certainly was in want of
help, But he was not
disposed to admit that
he was lpst, and he was

anuoyed h}:,' a stranger
getting such an idea into
hiz head. '

he

you've lost

“Help me?”
peated stiffly.
I puesa

re-

last, while the shades of L

night were falling fast—as the poet
native to the country ‘had expressed it.
They lost sight of Coker and he lost
sight of them, with mutual satisfaction.
Little did they dream of what was to
happen before they saw the great
Horaco again!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Coker Asks for It!
LOW ™ gaid Coker. » '
4 Coker was surprised and
annoyed, ' e
Any fool, as Coker had de-
would knoew Broadway, New
Now that dusk

clared,
York, when he saw it
had fallen, the *Great White Way "
was ablaze with lLights—if Coker could

have seen them.  Electric advertise-
ments, Coker knew, spangled the sky
thero and obliterated the stars. ker
wag qualified, by }is own definition, to

scheme of numbers was not-carried on
throughout New York; in somo places
it was, and in' somé ‘places it wasn't—
and. Coker, in his wanderings, had evi-
dently struck a place-where 16 wasn't.

Coker felt that it wasn't fair. Niom-
berod etreets ab right angles might be
horeibly ugly, ‘but ' the:scheme was
cfficient. It was American efficiency.
And it really wasn't fair for American
efficiency to let a fellow down like this.
What was the good of efficiency if it
let vou down just when-you were rely-
ing on it? From Delancey Street, Coker
turned inte a long  street, with Lhe
elevated ratlroad grunting overhead,
which, to his surprise, he discovered
was called the Bowery,

Coker had heard of the Bowery in
New York as a
putation. It did not look very lurid
to the eye, however; but, obviously,
Coker was a long way from’the part

uarter with a lurid re- -

3 f:,'::-ur way I
“Nothing of tha kind ! he answered.

“Oh! ‘,‘fy mistake; I
stranger, still affable.
you wise if you had.” = -

“I haven't-lost my way,” explained
Coker.  “I never lose my way. I know
my way about ! Btranger as the man
was, one unit in the anknown millions
of Manhattan, Coker felt that he had to
mako that clear to him. “But the fact
is, I've walked rather farthep than T
intended.” e

“You know New York well, sir?”
said the man with the beak

“Hardly,” smiled- Coker.” I only
landed yesterday."

But he was gratified at this slranger
supposing — from his self - possessed
manner, of course—that he knew New
York well :

“You don't say!” ejaculated the
Stranger, 1n surprise. .

“I do,” said Coker. = And if vou

Trne Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,094,
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could tell me of a short cut to Fifth
Avenue from here, I'd be much
obliged.” : -

“Fifth Avenne's a fairly long street,”
remarked the stranger. “ Where did
vou wank to strike 167"

“Near Madison Square.”

Coker, had he only known it, was two
miles as the crow flies from Madison
Square, thuch more than that by walk-

and the obliging stranger did not tel
him. The obliging strangor had other
views in mind. \ > :
“J guess I can put you E‘Iﬁht, gir,”
said the man with the beak. “I'm
gniﬂ_g that way myself, and it's only a
few blooks™ :
“Vow're awfolly good !" said Coker.

“Not at all, sir,” =aid the stranger.

“Only too pleaszed to oblige a newcomer
in our eity, sir! This way!™ /
He swung off down Delancey Street.

Coker followed him, bliszsfully . un-
awara that every step was taking him
farther and farther away from Fifth
Avenue and Madison Sguare:

From Delancey, the obliging stranger
turned into another street, and another,
and then anaother, Coker supposed
these to be short cuts to his destination.
But ho became aware that every street
ha entered was & little smore shabby and
dark and disreputable-looking than the
last, and he etopped at last as the
obliging stranger was about to turn
another corner.

The man glanced at him amiably.

“Only snother block, sir,” he sald.

Coker hesitated. -

Coker did not want to appear un-
prateful, still less did he desire to
hetray anything like funk. But Coker
had heard of strangérs in big cities
heing ehticed into shady places by oblig-
ing strangers. The man with the heaﬁ".
nose read Coker’s thoughts as if Coker's
countenance had been an open book.

““1 guess I turn off here, sir,” he said.
“Follow this block, and take the first
turning on the left by the brass shop,
a'm%-;iw’ﬂ be all right. Good-evening,
sir )

" He raized his hat Eulitely and dis-
appeared 1n the dusk before Coker

could thank him for his valuable
services,

“0Oh!"” said Coker.

He had lost his guide, but he was
hoth relieved and reassured. Evidentl
this obliging stranger eould have hag
no ill designe, and he had pointed aut
the way to Coker and vanished.

Horaca Coker walked on.

Ho reached the end of the bloek and
saw the brass shop—a little dirty shep
with brass pots and pans in a murky
window, The turning to the left was
an alley, very ill-lighted. But that un-
mistakably was the turning he had been
told to take, and Coker turned into it
and proceeded briskly on his way.

What ha ed next was never quite
rlear to
Form st Groyiriars.

One moment he was swinging along
cheerily ; the next he was lying on his
hack, with a bag over hizs head and
a knee planted on his chest.

In a state of great astonishment,
Coker lay on the muddy ground,
E]lnﬂﬂﬂ by the bag and snuffing stale

G,

Hands grasped him—how many, he
did not knew, but there seemed quite
a Jot. When he recovered his wits
sufficiently to attempt to struggle, he
made the interesting discovery that he
could not stir a 'Iim%-.

“{zot the puy!™

Coker heard thoso words through the
fAour-sack, and recognised the voice of
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ing routes. But Coker did not know iti ;

orace Coker of the Fifth

Fish,

the obliging stranger with the beaky
nose.

There was a hoarse chuckle.

“Yep! -~ Walked into us, Ulick!
Of all the jaspers that ever came
Imnt:nf for troubld in this little old
town, 1 guess thas guy caps the stack !
said the same voice. "“He sure is some
mosshead ! e

“1'Il say so ! agreed the other voice.

“T'll tell the world!” went on the
ﬂhiigti'u stranger's voice. *Don't hurt
the baby!

_ Jest grip him safe! Get
him in!*? -3
“Help 1 roared Coker. 2
A heavy hand squeezed the foury

sack over his month, and Coker choked,
He was lifted from the g_muﬁcl, carried
away, and he heard a door close, He
was in some building now, and in the
hands of—whom? Coker did not know;
but he knew quite dlearly that he wished
that he had taken the taxi with Potier
and Greene,

———

' THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Missing !
INNER was over at the Magnifi-
cent Hotel on Fifth Avenue,
Harry Wharton & Co. had
dined in - the great restaurant
of the hotel with Hiram X. Fish, who
had, apparently, got through his little
difficulty 2t the Custom House in time
to turn up for dinnér. Potter and
(Greene came in a few minutes after
Mr. Fizh. The whole party dined with
comfort and satisfaction, eapecially
Billy Bunter. It was a dioner of many
courges, but not too many for Bunter.
Only Coker was absent: but the fellows
were not yet anxiulm_ni:tuuﬁ- Coker, and
they - did not worry. Besides, Coker's
absence was enough to make any party
& BUCCRIE,

After  dinner, howeover, Mr. Fish
scemed a little perturbed by the con-

tinued absence ﬂfp Horace Coker,

Ho questioned Potter and Greene, and
when they deseribed their wanderings
with Coker, Mr, Fish grunted.

“¥ou hit China Town !* he said.

“China Town 1" repeated Potter.

“¥Yep! Not the best plage for
strangers in Noo Yark, 1 sure wonder
what's become of that guy Coker,”

“Heo can't get very far away, sir,”
suggested Lord Mauleverer, “Isn't
New York an island "

Hﬂ“mﬂ H

“Well, he's bound to be on it some-
where,” said hia lordship.

“Woo Yark,” said Mr. Fish, *is some
island. I sure guess that that guy is
somewhere between Harlem and the
Battery, and he ain't gone across the
East River or the Hudson, I reckon.
But there's a few million guys on this
little spot to Ei’ck him cut of. Trouble
is, wo gut te hit the Eris to-morrow at
twelve,

“Begad ™ said Lord Mauleverer, with
intergst. “Do you mean that there's a
scruﬁ on, air? - T

“Eh ) ;

“Who's the Erie?” asked Mauleverer.
“And what are we going to hit him
for ™ '

Mr. Fish gazed at his lordship,

“0h, ean it!” interjected Fisher T.
“ Popper means that we're taking
the cars on the Erie Railroad.”

“Oh1” said Mauleverer.

Fisher T. Fish was, as it were, the
interpreter of the party. Often he had
to tronslate his popper's remarks to tha
iuniurs, as yet somewhat ignorant of the
anguage of the country.

“ We hit the cars at twelve,” said Mr.
Figh, "“If that guy Coker ain't along,
he'll sure get left.”

“We can't go on without him,” said
Pottar.

“Homething may havre happened to
him,” said Greene.

Bnort! from My. Fish.

“If he ain't turned up by twelve to-
morrow, we'll put it to the police,” he
said.: "Wa got to take tﬁ‘; cars, 1L
guegs. This hyer run is on schedule.”

“But aren't we doing New York?"

asked Bob Cherry.
I guess we'll do New York this even-
g, said Mr., Fish good-humouredly.
“¥ou've gseen Fifth Avenue, and Bread-
way, and the =sky =eigns, and the
Elevated. We'll sure do the rest hefore
you go to your bunks™

“ Quick work [¥ grinned Bob.

o “8Bhocks I gaid Mr. Fish. *We move
in this country.  Knew a man who did
Parrus in an hour snd a Lalf? ;

“Parrus?” asked Lord Mauleverer.
“Is that near New ¥York?®

Mr, Fish gazed at him again, and
again  Fisher 7. was called on to
interpret, : ;

“Don't yon know that Parrus is the
capital of France, you guy?” he de-
manded.

“0Oh? gasped Mauleverer. “You—
vou mean Paris?

“I said Parrus, I guess,” said Mr.
Fish.

“My mistake,” murmured his lord-

Bhﬂﬁ. ’
A live Amurrican can do-all Yurrup
in o week,"” added Mr. Fish.

Lord Mauleverer did not like to ask
whether Yurrup was in  the TUnited
Btates, but he could not help wondering
where and what it was, After a time,
however, he realised that probably Mr,
Fish meant Europe -

“I i;ucss you'll ses &ll you want of
MNoo Yark before you hit the Erie to-
morrow,” said Mr. Fish. “Son and self
will take you round. I guess that guy
Coker will twrn up. I reckon he's rub-
bering around.”

“Rubberin’ ! repeated Lord Maule-
versr.

“SBtaring around,” said Fisher T.
Fish, * Stretehing his neck like rubber.
Don't you know what rubberimg iz#"

“Oh! Yaas! I—I seel”

“But we can’t go on and leave Coker
behind, if he doesn’t turn up, Mr.
Fish ! ‘exclaimed Potter.

“I guess he'll turn up,™ answeored Mr.
Figh,  “Anyhow, thiz trip is on
schedule, and we ain™t got fime to
burn.”

That sottled the mattér from Mr.
Fish's point of view It did not settle
it from the Greviriars fellows’ point of
view. Coker's ahsence might be more
or less of a relief, But Potter and
Greene, and Harry Wharton & Co., had
no intentios whatever of leaving New
York if Coker was not found. Mr.
Fish, apparently, was running this trip
on some business principles unknown to
the - juniors, and ‘it eppeared ha could
spare & member . of the party Dbetter
tﬁnn he could spare time;

But the Greyiriars fellows were quite
resolved that no member of the party
was going to be left to an unknown
fata, and 1f Coker had not turned up by
midday on the morrow, Mr. Fish, if he
hit the cars, would have to hit them on
hiz lonely own, or accompanied by only
Fisher T. However, they hoped that
Coker would turn up in time, so it was
useless to argue the point at present.

Sesing New York, from the Fishy
point view, appeared to consist In
walking along Broadway and looking
round. The spending of money seemed
to be discouraged by Mr, Fiah-mPCépEEr
& Son were agreed on that peint. Still,

as they were to have only one evening
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Horace Coker rushed at the beak-nosed man, and before the kidnapper knew what was happening, the Greyitiars junlor’s

left was in his eye, and his right ¢aught the hpak of 3 nose with a erash.
wards, and the man with it.

in Manhattan, & walk on Broadway was
as good as anything that could have
been devised. Potter end Greene
walked with Mr. Fish; the juniors with
Fisher T. Certainly the Great White
Way, with its endless roar of traffic, was
interesting enough to the view, and tho
juniora hardly tired of looking up at the
tremendous sky-zcrapers that soared into
the sky.

" At every place where there were re-
freshments to be had, Billy Bunter pro-
posed & closer inspection and imterior
exploration ; but Fisher T, Fish hurried
his flock on on every such oceasion. No
doubt his rcason was that, on this tour,
all oxpensca were te bo paid by the
Fishes, Certainly Bunter was not in a
condition to foot any hills. He still had
the thre y-piece with which he had
started the trip; but dbviously, that
sum would not have gone far in New
York. - | ; )

When they returned to the Magnifi-
cent, the Greyfriars fellows hoped to
find that Coker“*had arrived. But in-

wiry at tho bureau elicited the news
that nothing was known of Horace.

A men with & nose like s beak was
smoking & cigar and reading the “New
York Times" in the lounge, and he
eyed the juniors rather curiously, and
presently came over to speak to Fisher
I'. Figh.

Fisher eyed him kecnly, and nodded
towards Hiram K. Fish, who was just
then coming with Potter and Greene.

“There's the popper.” ho sald.

The man with the beaky nose crossed
aver to Hiram K. Fish, After a few
words, they stepped into thae clevator
togother and disappeared upwards,

isher T Fish gave s low whistle,

“ Anything up, Fishy i" asked Harry

Whazrton,

“I guess z0. That guy's got news of
Coker.”

“0Oh, good!" said Harry, “I'm glad
nothing’s happened to him."” ,

Fisher T. Fish grinned,

“1 guess somecthing's happened to
bring that guy hers to see popper,” he
angwored, “Coker struck trouble, I
reckon,” o -

“But what—"

“1 ain't wise to it vet. I gpuess he's
gpilling it to popper. Bui it he cal-
culates he's going to touch popper for &
continental red cent, ha's got anocther
guess coming !” declared Fisher ‘I, Fish
emphatically. .

And Harry Wharton & Co. could only
wonder what had happened, and what
the man with the bea g nose had to say
to Mr. Fish on the subject of the miss-
ing Fifth-Former.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In Desperate Hands !

g ORACE COEER sat up.
An unseen hand had jerked
the Hour-sack from his head,
and Coker stared round him
with blinking eyes and & Hloury faco.
He was in o small room, with one
small window, which was covered by &
wooden shutter, An unshaded keroseno
lamp hung on a hook on'a mildewy wall,
shedding a glaring light. Thera was
one door to the room, and n the door-
way sftood d& man of museular frame,
with o bluc-spotted searf knotted round
his bull neck. Another man sat on &
hench, with a cigarette between his
fingers, smiling at Coker. It was the
uhﬁging stranger who had guided him

There was 8 roar, and the beneh went over back-
“Qo-ooh I (See Chapter 6.)

from the Bowery to hiz presenk un-
known place of sojourn.

Coker- glared at him asz ho struggled
to his feet. Coker was not frightened:
ho was enraged. He knew that he had
been led into s trap, and that he was
in bad hands. Clever as he was, he had
walked into danger like the veriest
greenhorn in the city. That was quite
an unpleasant reflection to Coker, and
it added to his anger, Hao clenched his
fists and stared &t the man with the
beaky nose belligerently,

“Now what does this mcan®”
demanded.

The beaky-nosed man smiled.

*“Ain't you wise to it yet " he askod.

“8peak English!” snapped Coker.

“I guess I'll put it plain.” The mun
drew & kot-book from under hie coat,
and Coker, to his pmozement, recog-
nised his own well-filled Evocket-hmi

“This is yours, I puess?

“It's mine,"” said Coker. *“Are you
tho rascal who picked my pocket 7

“I guoss he ain't much farther away
than me,” agreed the stranger, with a
genial nod, :

Coker strode towards him, holding out
hia hand.

“(xive it to me."

The man laughed, and put the pocket-
book back inte hia pocket. Coker
}'-'!rtchad that proceeding with gathering

ur‘v.

“You don’t want to kick up a fuss,”
advised the man. “Nobody wanis to
hurt you if you behave,”

Coker breathed hard and deep.
“Give me that pockebhuuli:. Ii's
mine

!l:ll
“FurEE{i it,” smiled the stranger.
Coker's next proceeding rather sur-
rised the kidnapper. Coker was in a
aunt of erime, in a quarter where
Tre MaGNeT LIBRARY.—No. 1,084,

he
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‘the police came only in twos or threea;
in an unknown ‘building, with two
enemies in sight, and the sound of others
close at hand. In such circumstances, the
man with the beaky nose obviously did
not expect Coker to use violent methods.
But he did not know Caoljer. Coker was
incapable of fear, and he never counted

. odds, As the man refused to give up
his property, Coker's idéa was to take it
from him h{ force, and thon fight his
way out of the house. It was quite an
excellent ides, could Coker have carried
it out, '

He tried. He came at the beak-nosed
man with a ruﬂh,h and before the kid-
napper knew what was happening
oker’s left was in his eye, and his right
caught the beak of a nose with & crash,.

There was a ronr, and the benoh went
‘over backwards, and the man with it,
crashing to the Boor.

“Now then!” panted Coker.

- The a;iir_a.w!mg- man yelled frantically.

“(zet bim, Purkise, you guy! Why
don't you get himf"

Thoe man in the doorway had been
taken by surprise, hke the other, by
Coker's sudden and unexpected out-
break., Now He rushed at Uoker.

The beaky gentloman certainly would
have been séversly handled but for this
prompt assistance. As it was, Coker
went reeling over in the grasp of
Puorkiss, and they rolled on the foor
togather.-

“Owl You rotter!” panted Coker.
“Help! Oh, my hat]"”

Ho struggled furiously.

Coker wus a hefty fellow, snd even

the muscular Bowery tough had hard
work to hold him. But the beak-nosed
man sorambled up and came to his help,
and between them they got Coker on his
back on the Hoor.
_ Coker still resisted fiercely, aod he was
in & breathless and wildly dishevelled
state by the tame they had succeeded in
knotting a rope round his wrists, fasten-
them behind his back. :

Aftor that, even Coker had to give in.

He stood leaning ageinst the wall,
panting for breath, erimson with rago
and exertion. Puarkiss eyed him evilly,
but ot & sign from the beak-nosed man
he retreated to the deorway again.

The kidnapper set up the bench, and
eat on if, and for some minutes there
was no epund in the room but gasping
breath. DBut the beaky gentleman,
having recovered his breath at last,
lighted nnubh-ar_mgarettﬂ. _He smoked
for a few minutes, eyeing Coker's
crimson, enraged face through the curls
of smoke.

“MNow we'll get down to cases,”™ he
remarked, “I got that ket-book off
you, boy. I found three hundred dollars
i it. I guess that’'s what you'd call
sixty pounds in your money. A guy
walking about with three hundred
daollars in his clothes is well heeled, I
gucss, What?" '

Coker glared at him.

“*No business of yours!" he snapped.

“If wou'd had twenty dollars, I
reckon you'd never have seen mo
again,” the beaky man explained. '* But,
gecing a3 you had three hundred, I
vockoned  you was worth something.
Your folks must sure be well heeled to
let & ktd of your ago carry threo
hundred dollars in his rags. What "

Hea did not wait for & reply.

“What's your name?" he wentk on.

“Find out!™

“Give him-o clip, Parkisa.™

Purkiss, after %ia strupgle  with
Coker, was only too pleased to give him
tha required elip. a strode across the
room, &nd gave Coker a swinging smack
on the side of the head that sent him

THe Mscrer Ligrary.—No. 1,004,
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crashing to tha foor. Coker's handa
being bound behind him, the fall was
a most uwopleasont one, and Coker
roared as he struck the dirty planks.

‘He lay there, hali-dazed, blinking
dizzily at the beaky man. It was borno
in upon Coker’s mind that he was in the
hends of desperadoes who would not
stop at trifles, - The brutal face of the
tough, Purkiss, glared down at him,
and the man was obviously ready to pro-
ceed to any brutality at a eign from his
loader,

“You—you beasts!”
faintly.

“What's your name?”

Coker considered it wise to answar the

uestion now. It went sorely against
the grain with him toe give in, but
Purkies was already drawing back &
heavy boot for a kick in hia ribs,

“{oker,” he gasped. ** Horace James
Cﬂker.lj

“Who was you travelling with 1"

“Mr. Hiram K. Fish.”

“¥You got off the Ruritama ™

“Yes," gusped Colier.

“Where does My, Fish locate 1™

“Locate” repepted Coker. ™If you
mean where is he staping, he's at {ha
Mag.iﬁmnt Hotal in Fifth Atvenue.”

“ Relation of yours?”

“Certainly not!” snapped Coker.
“He's American; I'm Erlg!iﬁh. "

“I guessed that, sonny,” chuckled the
beaky man. **A brain like yours don't
grow anyhere else, I reckon.”

“Why, you cheeky rotter!” gasped

ar,

“If he ain’t & relation, what are you
doing with him in this here city ¥ agked
ﬁm ineakg man. “Put me wise to

at.’

Coker did not answer for a moment,
but a movement of Purkisy’ boot decided
him to gratify this impertinent cugiosity.

“We're on a tour," he grunted.” * Mr.
Figh 15-taking ws for a tour of the
United States—an educational tour.,”

“(h!” said the beaky man. *“Well,
I gucss you got plenty to learn, and
you're sure learning suthin' already.
You'll sure get some education on this
side of the pond. Your folks are rich, 1
guiss 1M

“"You seom to ba ,iﬂli:.r interested in

* snapped Coker.
“1—I mean yes—oh, yes!” .
It was just 1 time., Purkiss' boot was
mm'lth than ri?ld;,&u i ,

“How mu Fou ura Th o}
worth to them 7™ n

“Ehi™
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_ Coker blinked at him, not understand-
ing. The man with the beaky nose
leaned towards him.
. “'Y mean, how much would your folkd
ive rather thap get the news thaf your
dy had beed found Hoating in" the
East Riveri” 3
"' Good beavens!” gasped Coker, .
He was learning more and more.
Coker’s brain was net quick on the up-
take, but Lo was begioning to under-
stand now. .
The eolour faded a little from Coker's

rugged face. : :
“You get mei” asked the beaky
man. “I guess when I looked into your

pocket-book, I reckoned you'd pan .out
well. If they can give you that much
pocket-money, they can sure buy your
dear. You reckon they’d stand for ien
thounzand dollars?™ : ;
- *Tery. thousand doblara!™
Coker. . : '
"“That’s what I said,”
“How much is that in rcal meney "
askell Coker. -
The beaky man laughed. LE
Englizh

g’nsﬁcd

“Two thousand of your
pounds.™ '
“Oh, my hat!" E
“¥You reskon you're worth that much
to your loving family 1" asked the bedky
man genially. 2 :
“I—1 suppose so,” stammered Coker.

“But of course they won't pay you any- -

thing. Tlis is sll against the law.” .

" Thet remarle fromy Colier made tho

beaky man stare, and then burst into
a loud laugh. Even Purkiss® savage
face wrinkled into a grin. The precions
pair seemed fo find Igﬂrém Coker entor-
taining. !

“Wa won’t worry ahout the law jost

at present, sonny,” said the beaky man,

when he recovered his gravity. “The
law ain’t on dn this deal. I guess ten
thousand dollars is the Sgure. INow I

want yon to write a letter for me.to
take to Mr. Fish.” i

“What—what for " _

“To put him wise, zonny.  Write as
I dictate, and sign your name; and
don't try any shenannigap—" 27

“ Any what®™
" Any tricks. I guess Purkiss there is
itching to kneck your head off, dafter
the trouble you've given. Don't give
him & chance.”

That advice scemed gond to Coker.
A writing block and a fountain pen
were placed before him, and &t the
beaky man's dictation he wrote—his
eves opening wider and wider at iha

~words that were dictated to him, -

*Look here—" objected Coker.

He broke off, with Purkiss’ grip on
his throat. He gurgled as the tough
half-throttled him.

“Groooogh! Oacoh! Oooocoop!™

Purkiss, af a sign from the other,
I‘E]ﬂﬂ.i&dr him.
“Getting on_ with it7” ashed the
beaky man genially.

Coker got on with #.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ransom Requnired !

IRAM K. FISH dropped into a
H chair, and motioned his visitor
into another. Mr. Fish'a keen
eyes scanned the man with the
beak of a nose. Mr. Fish had no diffi-
culty in “placing ” that gentleman, and
not the slightest doubt that his visitor
was o “erook.” And as tho man had
callad in connection with the misein
Fifth-Farmer of Grevfriars, Mr. Fis
hardly nceded telling that Coker, in his
wanderingz in the unkpown e¢ity. had
fallen intc bad harids.
A hazd, grim lock was on Mr. Fish's

;
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face. Tt was the look thas he assumed

unconsciously when an intoad on his:

cash was threatened. My Fish was
aware that the beaky pgentlerohn was
after the "goods,” and Mr. Fish had
no- intention of parting vuh a single
dollar or a solitary dime. Mr, Fish had
undertaken to pay all the expenses of
that tour in the U.8.4., but he did ndt
figure that the ‘expenses included
ransoming & booh whe butted inte
trouble.

He glanced at the card the stranger
had given him, and read thereon tho
name of Thek PBurke, from which he
learned nothing except that the man's
name was probably not Burke, and-that
he had never been christened Ulick.

“Well " rapped out Mr. Iish.
Ulick Burke, if that was his name,
rubbed a bony forefinger
of hiz beaky nose.

: hridlgu
“I guess I got a note for fnu," ha .
1

explained. *It eame intoc my hands by
shear chanee, and 1 gupssed I'd bring
it along." -

glong the,

“Your ecyes- are surc peeled,” he
agrood, ; g e

“That was dictated to Coker by an
American,” said Mr. Fish. "ifgu,ﬂss I
needn’t look a long way off for the
Alnerican while you're in the room, Mr.
Burke, Now, what's tho game "

Tha beaky gentloman emiled, mot ot
ull put out.

“Of course, ersonally, I know
nothing sbout the matter,” ha ox-
plaioed.

_ “Of course nob,” agreed Mr. Fish
ironically.  “But come down to cases,
gll the same. Time's dollars.” -

“Knowing the Hudson River ‘well,
and so on, I guess ['d ba willing to
offer my services in helping to find this
boy, if you liked.”

“Oh, guite!” said Mr. Fish.
how do vou know the writer of this
note iz & boy, and not & mant"™ .

"“¥You sure are cute,” said Mr. Burke
ndmiringly. “But I guessed it by.-the .
figt.™ -

“And .

it to them. They've got power to search
every barge on the Hudson™ ~ °

“Come off!” said Mr. Fish. “This
note means that young Coker ain't
inside of two miles of the Hudson.”

“1 should smile!™ remarked the beaky
ma _ ol

There was a long silence.

“I puess I b ht that young jay
over the pond,” said Mpe. Fish at lost,
“I guess I'm unwilling to go on to
Chicago and leave him here. Pubt it
plain. The young fool wandered into o
tough part of the town, and i.;ml got
him. You got what he had in his rags
=g lot, I reckon. I'll make it ten
dollars if the boy comes here to-night."

“J said ten thousand.”

“And I said ten.”

Uliek rose from his chair.

“] puesz we can't do business, Mr.
Fish,” he said. “Time's doilars, as you
aaid yourself: and I guess 1 don't care
to waste time looking for that bo
-you've lost. Besides, I reckon you'll

; have news of him scon—

" Bhow it up ¥ n may fall off the
B e gy b B A BRITISH PIONEER ! i
pocket. Mr. Fish read it ¥ 2 " rowed as he ecanned his
N atally, I ten in Interesting facts about the RILEY motor-car, the A

Coker's sprawling hand ;

. “*Anyone who finds this
noto is begged to take it
*'D MI’; Hr Fi&h}. TF]JD'*.
locates at the Magnificent
Hotel, on Fifth. Avenue.
I am kept a nmi%i:r on
a barge in the Hudson
River, and am throwing
this note ashore, hopi
that somebody will pic
it up. If if reaches Mr. |
Fish, I beg of him to get
into touch with the people
who are keeping me hero,
and pay what iz asked to
get me free, and my rela-
tions will make it good.
* Horace CogER.”

Having read that epistle
twice through careiully,
Mr. Fish stufted his geze
to the face of the beaky
mamn.

“Where'd you get
this?" he azked.

“Jest saw it blowing
about in the wind near
the Hudson, andapicked
it up,” a:piain&d lick.
- 1 ur name on ik
I reckoned I'd bring if

speed.

trade than it does now.

: been phenomenal.

distinguished badge of which forms one of the
wonderful FREE GIFTS in this issue!

Motor vehicles bearing the name of Riley have been
built in Coventry since the very early days of the industry,
and Riley *‘ftri-cars '’ were leaders of their class a
quarter of a century ago.
that the name of Riley never stood higher in the motor
The success of the 4-cylinder
Riley 9 h.p. car, introduced a couple of years ago, has
Mot only has this model an amazing
turn of speed for its size, but it is egually remarkable
for its smart appearance and the comfort of its standard
bodvywork.

The Riley Nine can hold its own with practically
any sports type car of anything like similar Engin&*
power, and it is one of the first cars to be consi
by the motorist who wants a small-engined car, for
economy’s sake, without wishing to sacrifice power and

It is safe to say,

The dinky little fabric saloon body commonly fitted
to these cars is by universal consent one of the smartest
bodies on the road.

in addition to the nippy 8 h.p. Riley, there iz a larger
six-cylinder model Riley, which is not, however, at
praggnt so commonly seen #n the road. . ;

ﬁe?a have been seen -in competition work again of |
recent years, and these cars performed well in the 1928
International Tourist Trophy Race held in |
Those Interested in speed events for sports cars will do
well to watch the Rileys in 1928.

"¥ou mean thot if his
folks don't ransom him
ouw’ll_put him into the
ast River?" he asked.

th‘_‘l’vah heard of ﬁ}lﬂh
INngs . na i k| In oW
Yngk," Pprim:ﬁ'md tha
beaky man. *“I mean,
I've seen such things re-
Eurted in the newspapers.

ood-evening, Mr, Fish—
sorry wo ¢an’t do buosi-
ness 1™

Ha croszed to the door.

Mr. Fish watched him,
with knitted brows,
Having the man detained
would serve no purpose;
he was at the hotel simply
08 & man who had picked
up a note in the street,
god baving found Mr.
Fish's name and address
on it, had broyght it to
him, Even if the police
detainad him on suns-

icion, that would not .
Relp Coker. Coker obvi-
ously, was safely hidden
away; snd the note that
had been dictated to him
revesled nothing but the
fact that he certainly was
nowhere near the Hudson

hawever,

ered

Ireland.

to you,”

“Where's Coker ?" .

“The guy who wrote that note you
mean ! :

“Yep. Where iz he?”

“He allows that he's on o barge in
the Hudson River,” -emarked tho beaky
man, with an air of surprise.

“I guess I wesa't born yesterday,”
said Mr, Fish. “Nor yet the day
belore.”

» “Moeaning "' asked Mr. Burke.
Mr. Fish tapped the note,
“You dictated this note to Coker,” be
snid. '
“How do you get there? inguired
*Ulick, with interest, _
“Coker’s English,” gaid. Mr. Fish
briefly. “If he wrote this note of his
awn accord, he .wouldn't use tho word
‘ looate.' And he would say that the
hotel is *in’ Fifth Avenue, not ‘on’
Fifth Avenue. All the lish make
that mistake; I guess I'm wise to their

ways"” :
Mr. Burke nodded.

- "“You've mever seen him, by any
chanes "

“WNot on your life

“And what do you reckon it would
coat to find him,- with ‘your knowledge
of the Hudson River?” _

*“I reckon you could put it at fen
thousand dollars.” : :

“You mean’ cents?

T mean dollars!” ;

Mr. Fish glanced at the telepbone.

“ And what,” he asked, *is to fEeovm.h
ni¢ frofy ringing up the police office and
handiog you ovet as.a kidnapper

“MNothiog,” answered the beaky man
readily. “Nothing, except that you
conld never ‘get away with it. What

oods have yow got on me? A paper

picked up In the street, and hm:%ghh
to you out of sheer good-nature? For-
pab it 1"

Mr. Fish apparently fﬂr%f: it, for he
did not approach the telephone.

i

“There’s the paper,” said Mr, Burke.

#1f you wany the police on to this, hand

River.
“1 guess I'll meke 1t twenty-five
dollars,” said Mr. Fish. g
“Sorry we can't do business,” eaid
the man with the beaky nose, genially.
“Fact is, I don't care to get mixed up
in it, I guess that kid's got into a
tough gang, and they might sendbag .
any guy that went rubbering after the
boy. f'd? cather lot it alone. GGood-night 1™

Mr. Fish shut his thin lips hard, and
mads no rdjoinder. He was guite well
aware that this was not the last ho
would hear from the kxdnaf»[mr. The
demand would be repoated later, &nd,
it the meantime, he would be able to
decide how to act. Ulick Burke waa
lingering; and as Mr. Fish did not
speak again, he spoke himself. 3

“Kea an eye on the ‘Found
Drowned ' list, and I guess you'll hear
more of the 503.” he said. " That's
what 1 gather from the note 1 handed
vou, But I shouldn’t wonder if they

t yoi on the telephone some.time.”

“Git 1" wes Mr. Fish's reply.

Tae Magxer Liszary.—No. 1,094,
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Ulick - shrugged his shouldérs and nothing doing. Anyhow we can’t help  “The fact is, Mr. Fish, we can't g0
opened the door to depart. him, "I suppose you're not thinking of on without Coler,” s.n.id?Harr;r,

{]‘3%11'315[:I Ic- S E:;ﬂin E]ﬁma!].ﬁm?iﬂdmr Moo a:;lf.:kh :;‘:11*. Fish stared at him.

G 'l'hundgr. " ejaculated .the beaky him nirl?r v?ewg nuﬂ ﬁnﬁtu’t‘g .I:Lgnm on’ Buéf]?i l:tE.L Tw:f vaf!jru'hljr;:igl ?::.::Eﬁ’d i

man, staring in “surprise at the fat
Ggure that had sprawled into the room
a8 the door was opened, ?

" Yarcooh!" roared Billy Bunter.

“What the pesky °~ dickens—"
snorted Mr. Fish,.

Bunter sat up.

Ow ! waen't  listening ! e
gasped. "I—I—1 was—was just—just
going to—to knock at the deor—"

Ulick Burke passed him and -walked
down the corridor to the elevator.
Fish gave Bunter a scowl, and the fat
junior  baecked out and -disappeared:
Then Mr, Fish turned to the telephone,
called up the police, and hid a brief
conversation with the police captain of
the district. Ten minutes later a
smart-looking young man, who gave the
name of ¥Van Horn, was shown into
Mr, Fish's apartment. And before
they went to bed that night Harry
Wharton & Co. knew that Coker of the
Fifth had been kidnapped, to be held
to ransom by some gang on the East
Side, and that the pelice and a special
detective were searching for him,

They also learned that the secarch was
to be left to the police and the special
detective, while the “tour” went on,
the party taking the cars for Buffalo
the next morning—according to Hiram
K. Fizh, But on that point the Grey-
friars party had their own idoas, whicﬂ]
were not at all in accordance. with thoso
of Hiram E. Fish.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Cars are Not Hit!
i Bﬂf}GAGE ready at ten-thirgy 1

said Fisher 1. Fish briskly.
“My dear man!” remarked
Lord Mauleverer.

“Coker's not  here,”
Wharton.

“1 guess 1 ean see that with my own
eyes,” said Fisher T. Fish amiably.
“We've no time to lose hunting round
for jayes who get lost. We can do with-
out ker. One more or less don't
make a whole heap of differcnce.”

The juniors stared at Fishy., Fisher
T. Fish was thinking of the Perfection
Pioture Syndicate's projected film,
featuring Greyfrikrs feﬂlnws. They
wanted the round dozen of schoolboys:
but as Fishy said one more or less
would not make a very great differenca
—and Coker was by no means the most
important member of the party. But
the juniors-did not know of what Fishy
was thinking, of course, as it had not
yet boon econfided to them that they
were bound for Los Angeles and the
filin studios. :

“If we can do without Coker,” snid
Wharton quietly, “he can't do without
us, as he socms €0 bave got himself into
danger,” ;

“Oh, blow Coker!” said Fishy airily.

“He's been kidoapped by some
rough gang.” :

“{h, gu% "

“I egny, you fellows, he jolly well
has ! zaid Bunter. * And that man
with the beak who eame here last even-
ing was tha kidnapper, too. I heard
~1 mean—-=" -

“I guesa you hear too much, you fat
clam,” growled IMishar T, Fish. *Now,
look here, you guys! Wo hit the cars
for Buflfalo at twelve. Be rendy. That
jay, Coker, will be O.K. The police
sre hunting for him. Those toughs
will let him go when they find there's

Tug Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,004,

eaid Harry

Mr. -

after lame ducks. A galoot shouldh’
losa: himself—see? Now you hump
yvourselves to get your baggage ready
e d leave Coker?” asked
nd go on and leave er ' aske

Bob Chetry.

“ Look here, Fishy—"

"My esteemed and ridiculous Fishy
wo—"

“Fishor T, Fish
snort, : .
_-“ﬂl?m 1£ 1" he hooted.. "“Don't I keep
on telling’ you that this party ain't
hanging around waiting for. lame
ducks. Coker ought t.::-ghe on hand,
If he can’t make the Emdu he drops
out—seof Now can itl

And Fisher T. Fish stalked away in
high- dudgeon. Harry Wharton & Co.
?ansultcﬂ together,*with rather troubled
acea,

Coker of the Filth was generally on
scrapping terms with the %’tm{we fel-
lows, but that made no difference now
that he was in danger. That he was in
danger was certain. Mr. Fish had let
foll & few hints; and Bunter had re-
lated the information he had pained at

gave an eoxasperated

Mr. Fish's keyhole, - Coker had been
kidnapped; and to go on and leave him
to it was impossible.  On .the other

hand, az the party were guests of
Hiram K. Fish. the sitnation waa rather
o delicate one. To disregard the wishes
of their host was not easy.

Potter and Greene came over to: the
juniors. Both of them looked worried.
They had fully expected Coker to get
lost when they lett him the, previous
day; but had not, of course, expected
anything more serious than that. It
was a shock to them to learn that he
had fallen into unknown and desperate
hands,

“¥ou kids g::ring on 1" asked Potter.

“Not till Coker's found,” said Harry
Wharton decidedly. “ We're not leav-
i"f that ass in the lurch.”

otter nodded.

*"Wo're staying." he said. “Coker

was bound to butt into trouble—it’'s his

nature to. But we're not leaving him
to it.” .
“MNo fear,” vealrd. Greene. "If'a

leazant and peaceiul without Coker;
Eul: there's a limit.*” *

“1 say, yvou fellows—-"

“0Oh, dry up, Dunter [*

“But I say—" 3 :
“The shutupifulness is the 'proper
caper, my esteomed Bunter.™

1 say,” persisted Billy Bunter, “ sup-

ose we go round and look for Coker ?
E[uu] ean hire a car, and wea can roll
round the town, and lock for Coker,
and sea the sights at the same time.
I've been reading in a book herc that
the Chinese restauranta on the DEast
Side are well worth a wisit,”

“Is there any giddy restaurant in the
wide world that you don't think worih
a visit?"” asked the Bounder.

“0Oh, really, Bmithy—"

“Shut wup, Bunter!” said Bab.
“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo! Here comes
Mr, Fish! We shall have to pub it to

him plain, you men.”

“Yes, rather,” zaid Nugent.

“The ratherfulness is terrifie !
# Hiram K. Fish came brickly up to
the party. , '

"lpgueas I've just scen Van Horn,"
ho remarked. “That's a- detectiva,
He expects to get hold of Coker shortly.
To-morrow, he reckons. You young
fellows get your bag’gagu ready for
transit to the Eric depot.

“We can’t go on without Coker.”

“Pleasa yoursclf,” szaid Mr. Fish.
“3Btay here if you want. I reckon you
know that you'll be staying on in Noo
Yark ot your own expense, I'm paying
for the party, not for stragglers,

Harry Wharton coloured.

“Leave it_at that, then,” he said.

“You other guys be ready to start,”
said Mr. Fish, looking round.

“We're all staying with Wharton,”
explained Johnu i,

“Yaans, hﬂgadlf’"-'sa.id Lord Maule-
VOrar. 5 :

“You-see, sir, it's not the Greyfriars
way to clear off and leave 2 man in
the lurch,” eaid the Bounder, with cool
mpertinence, . ;

“ Well, carry me home to die!” ejacu-
lated Mer. Fish, in angry annoyance.
* Look here, how many of you are coms-
g oni*?

There was no answer to that, Even
Billy Bunter was throwing in his lot
with the fellows who were staying for
Coker.. That, however, was not caused
by concern for the missing Fifth-
Former. Bunter had been reading in
& guide book about the Chinese resiaur-
ants in New York.

Bunter nad fed on many things, in
many places, and his knowledge of food-
stuffs, like Sam' Weéller's knowledge of
London, was 'citensive and peculiar,
But ‘he had never yet fed in a Chinesa
restanrant.

-Bunter was keen to zample the faro
—sald to be very appetising—in a
restaurant in the Chinese quarter. 8
Bunter was glad of ah excuse for hang-
ing on & fow days in New York, in.
stead of rushing off westward: in the
hustling manner that Mr. Fish desired.

The 'kitlna.p]E:l[ng' of. Coker was, aof
course, an unfortunate occcurrence,-buk
it had itz fortuhate side, from Bunter's
point of view,

Mr. Fish surveyed the Greyfriars
fellows with kmtted brows. -~

Ho had s date at Los Anpeles for his
party; the Perfection Studio, at Holly-
wood, was all ready for them. ;
- was Jrritating ; but, obviouzly,
it would not be of much use for Hiram
K. Fish tc arrive at Hollywood with-
out his party Only Fisher 1. was pre-
pared to Mgc: an withe him, regardless of
Coker. Mr Fish was deeply annoyed.

*1 guess thiz kinder lets mo out!” ke
said, in disgust.

“ Wa'ra sorry ! said Wharton politely.
“But we couldn't think of going on
an " leaving Coker to it.” \

“You ecan't help  him,
snapped Mr. Fish
h‘“Ferhnp-a not; but we can’'t desert

im."

“What's the hurry, soyhow?” asked
the Bounder, with a keen eye on Mr.
Fish. *“If we're touring the United
States, sir, why can’t we put up for =
few days 1o the most important eity 1™

Mr. I'ish did not answer that question,
Tho time had not yet come for the Grey-
friars fellows to be told the true object
of the journey. ]

“1 guess 1've got the trip scheduled [V
he grunted. * Look here, think again,
and come on.  You -won't help Coker by
staying here.”

I guess!™

“Wa can’t leave him in the lurch,”
said Potter. :
“0h, gufi!” growled Mr. Fish. “I'll

ot a first-class

tell the world, I've go
un, and what

detective bunhing for

more can wo do "
The junicrs did not answer that. It
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was reasonable enough, in & way, for
if the police could not find Coker, thore
seemed little chance of the schoolboys
finding him. Nevertheless, it was 1m-

seible to proceed on the journey and
eave Coker to his fate, That was one
of the things that couldn't be done.

“You ain't coming on?” demanded
« Mr. Fish graffly. :

“No. You see—*

“1 guess that's enough.”

The bony gentleman stalked away,
evidently extremely annoyed, The Groy-
friars fellows looked at one another very
uncomfortably.

“We have offended the esteemed and
ridiculous Fishes,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “ But what cannot
be cured must go longest to the well,
as the English proverb EIIE“.H."

“1 say, you fellows—"

# (Oh, (!‘Il"j" up, Bunter ™

“Bhan't: I've got an idea!” hooted
Bunter indignantly.

“ Bow-wow "

“I tell you--—" roared Bunter.

“Well, what is it?" asked Harry
Wharton. *(Cut it short["”

“Well, look here,” said Bunter,

“Coker was wandering about in what
old Fish calls China-town when he was
nabbed. The Chinese restaurants are in
that part of the city. My idea is this—
let's go to the Chinese restanrants—they
gay tho food is jnlI{v good—"

“You fat idiot!™ j

“0Oh, really, Wharton! Wea can make
a round of the restaurants, and=—and per-
haps pick up gome nows of Coker—sea ?”
said Bunter. *Being in the same neigh-
bourhood, we may learn something
about him. Anyhow, we shall get some
good feeds; and that will be so much to
the good " ;

“For goodness’ sake ehut up!”

"““You silly ass!” hooted Bunter, ' As
we're staying on in New York we're not
going ‘to miss the Chinese restaurants;

al least, I'm not. In a way, it's rather
lucky that Coker's keeping us back—we
want to see the really important things
before we go on. Now, let’s make up a
party and go and feed at a—"
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One by one the Famous Five
emerged from the {irain,
crumpled and breathless. Lord
Mauleverer was the last to land.
He was hooked somehow
through the press by the con-
":duutur, and ejected from the
train like a pip from an
orange. “Oh gad!" he
gasped, as he flew through
space. (Sec Chapter 9.)

sniffed at the idea. However, they
were not very keen on Fishy's company,
and did not worry.

_ Neither did Bunter join up. Learn-
ing that restaurants, teashops, cafes,

“Ring offl" ete.,, were not in the programme,
_ “At a. Chinese restaurant. The DBunter saw no use in wandgringg round
food— New York. In the Magnificont Hatel

“Bhut up!” shrieked Nugent.

“Is Fmdl" went on Bunler, regard-
less. “ We shall be safe if we stick to-
gether; besides, I will look after you
fellows. Now, who's coming with me to
see the Chinesa restaurants?”

There was no reply.

Apparently nobody was going with
Bunter to see the Chinese restaurants.
Important as those establishments were,
nobody was interested in them with the
exception of William George Bunter.

“1 egay, vou fellows—"

L1 ut uPI!J

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“If you =ay another word,"” hissed
Johnny Bull, “I'll jolly well bang your
nnﬁpur on the wall, hard!”

unter gave an angry snort, but did
not utter another word. He rolled away
while the juniora discussed their pro-
ceedings for the day.

“I EHI;'IP-:hfe. as & matter of fact, that
wo can't help Coker,” zaid f—l‘ﬂ._rrj'
Wharton "But we ecan’t go on and
leave him. No pood doing nothing,
though, so lel’s go round anﬁ hunt - for
him, It won't do any harm if it doesn’t
do any good., Let's make a day of 11"

“Let’'s!” agreed Nugent.

And they did.

L

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Day in New York!

ABRRY WHARTON & CO. had a
buisy day in New York.
Fisher T. Fish declined to
accompany  thoem on an excur-
sion which he regarded asz “loco.” He

he was able to get all he wanted to eat,
from the restaurant on the ground floor,
at the expense of Mr. Fish. From a
window he saw as much of New York
as hoe wanted, and he was able to eat at
the same time. Certainly he would have
preferred to  sample  the Chinese
resteurants he had been reading about.
But his threepenny-picce was insufficient
for that purpose. Bunter stayed in
the Magnificent, nte all he could hold,
and blinked at Fifth Avenue and Broad-
way from a window near the sky. And
the chums of the Remove were gquite
pleased to leave him to it '

Potter and Greenc went off by them-
selves, taking & taxi to the quarter
where they had lost Coker, and secking
to retrace their steps of the previous
day, In a vague h?a of picking u
some clue, They had a long day of it
and neo luck,

Seven Remove juniors fared forth inm
a body—the Famous Five, Lord Maule-
verer, and the Bouhder. They had a
long and busy day, and saw a great deal
of New York, if not of Coker.

They started down-town by the
Elevated Railroad; rathér a mistake on
their part, but, being strangers in New
York, thnﬁ had to learn by experience.
New York, boing a long and narrow
city, shut in on both sides by rivers,
traffic ran u% and down—down in the
morning for business, up in the evening
for home.

The Greyfriars party, starting out
early, were in time to join in the
(Continued on page 16.)

Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,084,



6 |NTRODUCE THE *MAGNET" TO YOUR CHUMS—THEY'LL THANK YOU!

) (Continued from page 13.)

{3
They had been in

morning rash down-town. taok
their hreath away.
crowded Londog Tubes—they had
known what strep-hanging was like on
the Mptropolitan. But they hed never
~ had E‘IF ﬂtE&ﬂEnuﬁ like unto thet of the
New York Elevated in the rush hours,
The cars were crammed; the plat-
formge between the cars werd crowded.
Once on the train, they were jammed
like sardines in a tin. Coats were
Crum and hats squashed. How any-
body got on the trains, how snybody got
off agamn, seemed quite mystorious, gﬁ#
people did get on and off, somehow.
Accidents ought to have happened every
few seconds; vet acoidenta were fow.

The New Yorkers were accustomed to
travelling in = state of crowding and
discomfort such as would have been
tolerated in no other city of the world.
It was American hustle with & ven-
geance, Indeed, short as had heen their
tume in U.3.A., the Greyfriars fellows
had already iea-mad that im that
great country hustle was the important
thing. :

Everybody was in a hurry, eyery-
body was getting things done; but how
they did them wes quite another
matter. )

Harry Wharton & Co. hardly knew
how they gobt into the train. When
they wanted to get oub, i1 seemed &
hopeless problem. How fellows were 1o
fight thetr way off in the brief time
was h mystery.

But they managed it. One by one
the Famous Five emerged from the
cram, crompled and breathless. The
Bounder followed them, with his collar
torn and his hat squashed. Lord
Meauleverer, a much more leisurely
youth, was last to land, Indeed, but
for the conductor, Mauly would
probably have speént the rest of his
natural life fravelling on the Elevated,
for he gave it up as less after one
attempt to struggle out. But the con-
ductor was wused to the work: he

ripped Mauleverer, hooked him some-

ow through the freas, nnd ejected him
from the train like a pip from an
OraAnge,

“0h gad 1" gasped Mauleverér.

“0Oh crumbs {" said Bob Cherry.

“"Bepad! Where's % hat 1™
Nugent fielded Lord Mauleverer’s hat,
which was spioning away. Mauly
wiped his brow, and replaced the hat
on hiy noble head.

“Thoe crushfuluess on this esteemed
ratlway iz terrific,” remarked Hurree
Jomset Ram Bingh, “Perhapsfully we
had better stick to the harmless and
necessary taxi, my eatesmed chums™

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Good training for Rugby,” he re-
marked. “Ow! Bomebody jabbed a
bony elbow into my riba g put my
elbow in somebody's eve. I don't think
I had the worst of it.”

“Ha, ha, at"

“I think we'll leave the Elavated
Railroad nlone after this,” remarked
Harry Wharton. ™ Anyhow, we've got
here—let’s geot out.™

And they gobt out, down-town.

It was o clear, fine day, bitterly cold,
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-brated Statua of Liberty;

but the mist was gone, and the juniors
were able %o see New York in all its
glory. They travelled by the street
cars; thay walked irmense distances;
they found an apgresable place for lunch,
and walked again, They exzplored the
Battery, thoy had a view of the cele-
they saw
many things of great interest. Thay
walked round Chine Town and the
Italian quarter, and the whole length
of wary, without getting into
trouble. They walked over the whols
lace around whore Pottor and Grreene

ad left Coker; and onee, in the
l&uatﬁng crowds, they sighted Potter and
ns.

res
Their hope of picking up any-clue to
Coker been faint; and as they
walked about stroet aftor street, it grew
fainter and reached wvanishing point.
HSearching for a fellow lost in DNew
York was like searching for a needle in
a haysteck; and Coker was not only
lost, but hidden away in some ohscure
den. That such a quest was hopeloss
from the start, the juniors were well
awara: they had started on it because
it was i:elter than doing nothing.

They expected no luck, and they
found nmone., ‘When night was falling
they mpde their way back at last o
the Magnificent Hotel, thoroughly tired
out and with their heads in a buzz with
the roar and whirl of the great noisy
city, Mpr Fish met them when they
came in, with a dry, sarcastic smile.

“Where is the guy " he asked.

“What " said %-'uinrtun, staring.

“Haven't you brought him along ¥

“Coker? No."

Mr. Fish raised his eyebrows.

"Mean to say vou ain't located him ¥
he ajaculated.

“Nﬂ.#

“Wall, wou sure do surprise me!”
commentad Mr, Fish.

Evidently the Americon gentleman
was indulging in sarcasm.

he juniors went up in the elevator
and on the sixteenth floor they foun
Billy Bunter sitting under a window,
locking out at the lights of Broadway
and cating caundy. re was & chiny
and sticky look about Bunter, and he
had apparently consumed a considerabla
guantity of candy.

“Found Coker i asked Bunter.

“MNo, aza "

“Pity I didn't come with you"

“ Do you think vou'd have found him,
fathead 7" demanded Johnoy Bull.

“Wall, I might bave,” said Bunfer.
“Job like that needs intelligence, you
know — gumption, and all that
N{:::éu;f."}‘, you fsllows wouldn't be much

" My esteemed idict——"

“1 say, you fellows, if Coker dossn't
turn up, are we staying here long
enough for letters to come on from
E lnnd?"taﬁlga-:l ]tidll:lnfifrr.t

“We're stay ill he turns up, any-
how,"” said Ha:_li b

*(Good! You see, I was expecting &

al-order when we left,” explained

unter, “If it comes on here, all
rig;ht..”
Oh, my hat1”

“ Fishy has refused to lend me sny-
thing,” =said Bunter; “and old Fish
only snorted when I asked him.”

“Go hon 1" i

“You fellows will have to see me
through till I get my postal-order,” said
Bunter; blinking at them through his
big spectacles. ™ As we're staying on, I
want to do those Chinese restourants.
Which of you fellows is going to lend
me & hundred dollara ¥

“The whichfulness is terrific!”

“0h, really, Inky—*

“You fat duffer,” said Dob, * You're

not going wandering

Town.
slready.

“I think I knpw my way about,” eaid
Bunter calmly. * Which of you is going
to lend mo filty dpllars?®

"‘I.nl'-"uell;l me apother [ e

v 6 you're nobt gol to
mean, " ﬁpanidﬁr Buntsr, glfngrm not
treated decently I may change my mind
about coming on with you and take the
next steamer home.”

“*You'll do that if wa don’t lend you
some dollars 7 asked the Bounder.

"%}riﬂ I aﬂ?i Bunter fi :

“Then we jolly well won't lend won
& d&lla-.m"J I ¥

Ha, hﬂ}, ha I

"B«Bﬂ.!ht ]

Harr Whp,rhtgn ﬁ:T i:il".!u went to bed
early that night. eir day in New
York had tired them. In !;héIr morning
Mr. Fish wanted to koow whether th
wore rendy to come on to the Erie Rn?z

JWe've got one er. das lqat

road. The answer was in the negative,
and Mr. Fish soemed on the verge of an
explosion. Fortunately, he did not
guite explode.
THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Rough on Coker!
tigr 'LL smash ‘em ™
I Horace Coker monde that
remark, addressing &
“I'll pulverise 'em!™ hissed

LCoker.

Coker was eeated on the bench in the
dilapidated room, his hands still tied
behind hias back.

A nighf, & whole day, and another
night had passed since Horace Coker
had vanished from knewlelige of his
friends.

Hia first day in New York had not
been & happy one. His second day was
worse. His third day dawned dismally,

“I'll pulverise "em 1" said Coker. “Fll
spiflicate "em 1™ '

He was alluding to his captors.

Coker was in uncomfortable guarters.
His bed was a heap of sacks on the
floor, in & corner of the room. His food
had been crust and water. Thrice he
had seen the man Purkiss, for a few
minutes each time: all the rest of the
tima he had been left to himself. The
golitude of his imprisonment was getting
on Coker's nerves.

Holitude, praised by some posts, never
had sppealed to Coker. was of o
g_rﬂgﬂ.rlﬂllﬂ nature. He was fod up with

is own company. Other fellows got
fed up with it often enough; now Gﬂggr
himself was fed up with it.

Il he was ﬂ-em.tnﬁ: of MNew York waa
the shabby roont, the shuttered window,
and s ghimmer of daylight that came
throngh chinks in the shutter. 'That
was not the way in which. Coker had
expected to “do* Manhattan,

@ had fully infended to escape from
this den, but hea had noet been sble to
carry out that intention. He had. ex-
gmted to be found by his friends, or

¥y the police; but he had not been
found. It had dawned 1}1:»01: Coker st
last that he wos done for unless his
ransom was paid. And he did not
expect it to be paid. Certainly his
Aunt Judith would have givep
whole fortune to eave her dear Horace
from harm, But Aunt Judy was on the
other side of the Atlantie, in blissful
ignorance of her dear Horace's peril.

The ransom, if it was paid, had to
come out of the pocketa of Mr. Fish—
that gentleman to be indemnified later
by Coker's people. Mr. Fish wag Dot
likely to “part.” He was not. likely to
belicve that Coker's peopls would
indemnify him if he did. So Coker had
very hittle hope that the ransem would

round China be paid. His thoughts, as the weary
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hours paseed, were of the most dismal
description. 3

It was possible, of course, that when
the kidnappers found that there was
nothing to be gained by detaining him
thay would let gim go. Coker hoped s0.

But that hope was faint. It was a$
least equally possible that the disap-
pointed rogues might carry out their
threats, zmg that when Coker was geen
again, it would be as a body Hoating
in the Fast River. That was a most
uncomfortable prospect.

Many fellows, in Coker's situation,
would have been scared. Coker was
not ecared—he was angry. He was slso
very hyngry. Coker's temper was nok
one of the very best at the best of
times, but mnow it was absolutely
ferocious. He longed for liberty, but
atill more feorcely he lon for wven-
geance., But for the fact that hiz hands
were kept tied, he would have assaulted
and battered the ruffan Purkiss when
he came to the room.

Only twice had Coker's hands been
antied, and on those gecasions two other
“toughs” had come with Purkiss, and
remalned in the doorway while Coker
ato. Even the enraged Coker did not
. attack three Bowery toughs at once.
And when Purkisz: came Ei&lﬁhﬁ Was
unable to attack him. As for the beak
man, whose beaky nose Coker yvearne
to knock through the back of his ras-
cally head, he did nof come at all. He
seemad to have forpotten Coker’s axist-
ence. 1t was useless for Coker to ques-

. ot Ay ey

....

N bhig ericket these are the days
when the batsmen make nearly all
the rccords, The bowlers don't
break records, they merely break

their own hearts: The truth of this can
porhaps be best illustrated by mention
of a remarkable fact: that no England
or Australian bowler has ever done the
hat-trick agoainst the other country in
a Test mateh during the last twenty-
four years.

HERE are five instances of the hat-
trick—three wickets with three
balls in successionm—having been

performed in Test matches between
Australia and England played in Aus-
tralia. Straogely enough, four out of
the five cases of hattricks im Test
malches in Australia were witoessed on
the Melbourno fmumL To the ¢redit
of Hugh Trumble stand two of these

tion Purkiss; the man did not even
answer him when he spoke.

“T'll smash 'em!"™ enorted Coker.
“Just wailt till I get a chance at them,
end I'll pulverise them !

There was & grinding of a key 1n &
riasty lock and the door opened. Purkiss
came in with & chunk of bread in one
hand and a jug of water in the other.
That constituted Horace Coker's break-
fast on his third day in New York.

Coker glared at him.

“Can’t you bring me szome decent
grub?” he demanded.

No answer. ;

“ Where's that hound with the nose
like & hawk "

Bilence.
“Can't you speak i’ bawled Coker.
Either Purkiss couldn't, or he

wouldn't. At all events, he didn't
Colcr eyed him savagaly.

“1f T had my hands logse, I'd smash
vour features in!™ he zaid.

Purkiss went to the door.

“Hold on 1" roared Coker. “How am
1 to eat with my handa tied }*

The docr closed, and the key turned
in-the lock., Coker's remark as to what
ha “would do with hiz hands if they
wérd Joose had apparently decided
Purkiss to leave them tied.

Coker gasped with rage. He tramped
across fo the door, and kicked it to
relieve his [eelings,. Then he gpave his
attention to his frugel breakfast. -

Coker always had henlth;r appetite.
His fare in the kidnappers’ den was

TEST MATCH
HAT-TRICKS!

By " SCORER."
RS TT IR T TR (TR

feats, and the other Australian who did

the hat-trick in Test matches down
under, was the “demon™—F. KR,
Spofiorth,

W. BATES and Johany Briggs are
the two Englishmen whe bave

. done the hat-trick in Ausiralia,
and in view of the fact that English
wickets are not supposed to be anything
liko 20 good as those down under, it is
surprising to find that only once in
England v. Australia games played iz
England, has the hat-trick been done.
J.. T, Hearne—the uncle of the present
Jack Hearna of Middlesex—dismissed
Clem Hill, 3yd Gregory, and “ Monty
MNoble with successive deliveries at
Leeds in 1889, - :

HI most remarkable hat-trick per-
formance 1 any Test match
stands fo the credit of an Aus-

tralian—T. J. Matthews. Playing for
Australia against SBouth Afffea in the
iriangular tournament in England in
1912, Matthews accomplished the hat-
trick in both the first and second innings
of the South Africans, Thia iz a feat
beyond }Familai in all Teat match his-
tory. How long will it be before any
bowler of either England or Australia
takes threo wickets with auccessive balls
in & Test match? One would almost be
inclined to answer that guestion with
the statement that it will never ba done
again., The modern pitches are too

good.

HO is the Australian batsman of
whom the English bowlers are
most pleased to get o back view

—when he is on, his way back to the
pavilion? There i3 only one possible
agpswer to that = guestion—William

making it healthier. Coker could have
eaten almost anything, and o lot of it.
S0 he managed to eat the half-loal by
the painful and awkward process of
kneeling and gnawing .at the moving
loaf as best he could. Then he rose to
his feet and tramped savagely about the
room. : :

By this time Coker knew there was
no hope of escape, and he had little
hope remaining of resene. All dependod
on hiz ranzom being paid, and he did
not expect Mr. Fizh to pay it; he knew
that parting with money was the least
likely of that gentleman’s possible pro-
ceedings. '

The prospect before Coker was dismal
in the extremie. Again and apain he
wondered where he was—what housa
this was in which he was held a

risoner. He knew that it could not

a great distance from the Bowery,
bub that was all he knew, From sounds
he heard beyond the Jocked door he
knew that it was frequented by a good
many people at times; at other times it
was silent and still, as if it had nb
pccupant save ker. That it was
some thieves' den, used by a gang of
law-breaking rogues, of whom the
beaky man was the leader, was clear.

YWhen the house was silent and seemed
deserted was the time for attempting
to escape—if Coker could unlw;,r have

t out of the room. But, with his
ands tied and the door locked, that
wag impossible. Only that one door

iContinved on next rage.)

‘-‘"‘"'llliilliilil!l'iiiil“ ‘lli’li'll"'l!'llIi#i‘l--lli’l"l'llil’ll'l‘ll:l'li!'.

Maldon Woodiull, Was thero ever &
batsman born so likely to break the
heart of the bowlers? T doubt it.

DCI' you know that in the course of
two [ull seasons of the highest
clags of ecricket in Australia,
Woodfull has never once been bowled
cut? That ia a fact, however, DBut 1t
can boe said that, during the present
peries of matches, he once hod his
wicket hit—by Maurice Tate in the
second Test match, Woodfull playing a
ball to his own stumps. DBut just to
enable him to keep up his record af
never having been bowled, that par-
ticular bail, though hitting the wicket,
didn't remove the baila. -

THE reazon why Woodiull doesn’b
get bowled out iz that he has such
o wouderful defence of his wicket,

“When he sces me coming to bowl to

him;” said Harold Larwood, "he puts

up tho shuttérs; the bat hides the
wicket.” And Woodfull takes good care
that the boat is not raiecd sufficiently to
enable even the lowest ball to eneak
underneath. He has been called the
“worm-killer,” because he -scra his
bat along the floor as he makes the
stroke. To sum up, Woodfull is a great
defensive player, not wonderful to
wateh, of course, becauss he never for-
sakes the safe for the spectacular. Bub

a jolly valuable fellow to open an inn-

ings and tire the bowler out, believe me,

HERE are twe players who have
appeared in the present seriea of
est matchea at the Eﬂﬁﬂ of [orty-
gix—Jack Hobbs for England, and Don
Blackie for Australia. But between the
two there is this vital difference. Hobbs
has beon considered a Test match player
for years and years. Bluckie was only
brought into t{m Australisn team for
tha third match of the present series
when and younger Australian
bowlers had failed. Blackic returned
the best analysis, so the idea that %uuth
will ba served dossn't always apply to
cricket.
Tae Migser Lsarr.—No, 1,094,
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between -him and freedom—but it kept
him a8 secuce as hars of jron aud gates
of hrass, : 2 T SHE

- 1| smash "em 1" said Coker for the
bundredth time: AL

= 1t was noon” before the door was un-
Jocked again; eahd it was slmost a relief
to CbHhker to see the béaky-nosed man.
© YOh ! he growled. ¥ Youl™. ;
" The beaky man gat on the bench,
Purkiss loupged in the ~doorway as
before, Ulick Burke lighted =

arette. = '~ a0 .
m@:; wess  yow're fed-up with this,
bo ‘-’”si?e remarked. ~ = - :
v Coker gave an alfirmative grunt.
“¥our. Mr. Figh has.had your note.
I'va phunni _him t¥ice aince,” said
Ulick. “He doi’t seem to riss to it.”
i, ™1 supposg he's told the police,” said

c‘}kﬂf- e ] 1

‘v Ulick Burke laughed, ;

+ “Yop! “He sure has,” he answered,

"There's a detective nosing after you,

if that's any comfort to you. I ain't

waiting much longer for the dollarsl!

[ guess I can't kesp you here for ever "
“I'm not asking to be kept herel”

Coker poioted out.

v Tflick did nof heed.

-

“That guy Fish is & hard case,” he 2P

said. “I figured that he would cable
to your people. He ain't done'it. I
II‘EEEDII he don't feel sure of gotting the
money back. He ain't the man to risk
laa:in? it. Say, do you reckon your
people would ses him clear if he stood
tho dollars?”
- ¥0f gourse they would.™
"] guess it would eave a lob of
tronbla if he'd believe it. Might save
your life, ton!” said the beaky man.
“I ‘suppoza you can't .table to
England that you've got e kidnap
and want &ranmm for me " said Coker.
“I supposd you couldn't send a eable
like that. cven in New York, without
‘being nabbed ¥ i
“You're bright, ain't wyou?" paid
Tlick. “Nope! f ain’t sending that
cable. You want o write a:lotter. Put
it to your peopls in a way that will
make them put it plain to Mr. Fish and
ﬁua,mntee the money. If they cable
im to pay, he will pay.” 2, e,
“"Yon think I'm going to write o
England and wait here all the time it
takes for a lotter to cross the Atlantic !
ejaculated Coker.
5 Bure ¥
* And frighten my father and mother
and Aunt Judith inte fite.”
“ " The more you frighten them, -the
sooner they'll pay up and get you ont.”
% Coker set his teeth. - i
“Well, T won't!” he said. “T'll tell
vou what I'll do—I'll give you my word
to pay mopey if you let me go.”
““Thiz 13a't a joke,” said the beaky
man. “I&'s cold business. No good my
dictating a letter to your folks: it's got
to come from wyou, or they won't pa
up. Are you ready to write it now?
“Nol1"” roared Coker. “I'l see you

dashed first! Cateh me {rightening
Fhemlnwith a letter like that! No
ear

“Well, 1f you ain™t in & hurry, T
ein’t in a hurry,"” said the beaky man
rising from the bench. *“Leave it till
to-morrow.  I'll come in and see you
pgain then, Take your time.”

"*You rotter!™ ]

“Gotting, hungry 7 asked the beaky
man,

4 Yerd? enarled Coker.

“That's sure bad, because you won't
have anvthing more to eat tili you've
written that fath:rr L

“What I gasped Coker, _

“Bo-long 1" said the beaky man,

Tar Macyer Laprary.—No. I.C&-

. THE BIGGEST DRAW OF THE WEEK—THE ‘' MAGNET™!

And he lounged out of the room, and Tempers were growing shorter and.

the gmnoing Purkiss locked the door.

Coker was left alone again. Coker
had turned dp his nose at the diet that
wag provided in this establishment, but
the hardest crust of bread would have
been welcome to him now, He was
frightfully hungry; he had a feeling
that .he could understand now. what
pm_:rpiq felt {ike .in an open boat at sea,
He kicked on the door; he shouted,
apd recoived no answer. lHﬂ,I.'lﬂ.-DEli tha
dingy room, s good desl like a caged
tiger. e was hungry, he was
famished, and geiting hungrier svery

- minute. . But. Coker’s mind was firmly

made up—he was ‘not- going to write
that letter to frighten his relations into
“fits ¥ with the news of his danper. -
- The house was very, silent., The
croaks who gathered ‘thefe at night
were apparently abroad, pursuing their
peculiar avoostions in Jﬁe - great city.
At intervals, Ceker kicked on the doer;
and shouted ‘to Purkiss to bring him
something to eat. But only the echo of
hiz voice anewered him.

Mer. Purkids,- as & matter of fact, was
at & distance, refreshing -himself with

irituous  liquers—in spite of  Pro-
hibitign. And Ulick Burke, quits easy in
his rescally mind as to the ultimate out-
cotte of the affair, had turned into a
Chipete  restauraut near Delancey

i Y o o L L
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier on His Own !

i SAY, you fellows !
I hec !
“If that's -what you call
eivil—" :

o :

“Rats 1"
“ Beasts ! gaid Billy Buntor,
. The Owl of the Remove blinked at the
juniors, with a blink of the deepest in-

dignation.

n the Fish party, more than one
temper was a little edge-wise - that
morning. 4

Mr. Figh, anxious to get on, the way
to Los Angeles, and wijling to strew

Horace Coker carélessly by the wayside,
to save tmpe, was undoubtedly wrathy
at the fArm refusal of the Greyfriara
follows to “hit the cars™ while Coker's
fate remaived unknown. .

supported his

Fisher T. of course,
honoured parent, and had not hesitated
to tell the fellows that he guessed they
were guys, jays, mugwumps, boobs, and
even s WEFS.

But the fellows were adamant.

Kuowing nothing of Mr, Fish’s
nlterior motives, thay did not see where
the hurry came in.

Potter indeed, went so far as to tell
Mr, Fish that he would see him blowed
firet, and Cireene added that he would
see him hanged. Both Potter and
ireens were feeling very uneasy about
Coker, and not in & humour to be
bothered by Mr. Fish's desire to hustle.

- like,™ led Bob Cherry, “end
- tham._!:n; ever.” . i
- “Baast! ‘Do listen to a chap!™ eaid

shorter, and seemed likely, if Coker's

absence was prolonged, to fail
gltogether, Indeed, the juniors half -
expected the irritated Hiram to

announce that the tour was over, and
to leava them to their own devices. They’
did not care very much if be did. That,
however, Hiram K. Fizh could not very
ell do, a3 be was booked to land the
reyiviars fellows on the Perfaction -
¥lot ™ at Hollywood. Mr. Pish bore it
am pnltimﬂf as _he ul!dd], which,
cortainly, was not ve i X
'Huntﬂ{—-thb'u h Bgtap:t dﬁ:i nﬁt matter .
—was Irritated, -too,” that morning.
Bunter wian't worried about Coker, and
he was not worried about the delay. He
was worried becouse he had not yeb

- wisited & chop-euey-joint, and the

follows, with the selfishness to which
Bunter was sadly accustomed, did not
seem to care a rap whether he visited a
ehop-suey joint or not. It weas in gain
that Bunter explained that st a Mew
York chop-suey joint you got food that
you ‘did dot get elmw{-?:m, and that it
was therefare, -an occasion not to be
miszed. Nobody heeded Bunter—and the
Owl of ‘the Remove grew wrathier and
wrathier. - -

Néw, 'when the juniors were about to
leavo  the Magnificent, and  begiu
another -peregrination of New York,
Buntar falt that he could stand it no
longer. He insisted upon being heard,

“I'm not going trotting all over New
York with you chumps!” Bunter
‘declared. “I'm going to visit China-
town, and call in at & chop-suey joint
and sample the grub.” | - .

“¥You oan call in at Jericho, if you
slay

Bunfer. “Coker may turn up any
minute, and then 'we've got to leave
New York. Well, if you miss thia
chanoe of dining at a Chi restaurant,
YOu MmMAY naver get another.” -

“ Awful 1" said Bob ssrcastically.’

“The awfulness is terrifio "

“Coker disappearing like this, gives
us the time to do 1t 1n," said Bunter.
HIE'E’I‘WHI lucky, looking at it that
way.'

* Lucky " repeated Bob.

“ Almost providential,” said Bunter.
“If Coker hadn't dﬁﬁpear?d, wa ghould
be rushing on to ifornia now, and
never have a chance of going 40 a New
York chop-suey joint, seef”

“You huwlhn%ml” = :

“QOh, really, Wharton! Now, are you
coming—yes or no?"”

“Na! NMNow shut up ™

“Well, then, lend me soms money!™
hooted Bunter, “ My postal-order hasn't
comea on vet. I'm a!:a;:mgr Lo

“{zo and cat coke!

“Bosat 1" -

The juniors took their hats and coats,

Bunter took Lord Maulevarer by the
arm. His fat face was beseeching., -

A Lend me a hundred dollars, Mauly,
old chap?” : ;

* Bow-wow |

" Make it fifty.”

“Bosh |7 . g °

“ Twenty !”beseeched Bunter, * Pwenty

dollars, old chap, and I'll hand youn
al-order immediately it comes
rom Eu_g;m&."
Lord Mauleverer grinned,
“Come on, Mauly!™ called out Bob

my
on

Cherry.
- i YEEE..”
*Mauly, old chap—"

“0Oh, sd 1" said Lord Mauleverer,
feeling in his pocket. Two ten-dollars
bills were dropped into Bunter's fat
hagﬂ and then his lordship wap raleased,
and followed the other fallows out intq
Fifth Avenue. T
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Billy Bunter, frighiened out of his fat wits as the three toughs closed in on hi

T
e

-

!!h il

:ﬁ, made a sudden jump. Without even knowing

what he did, he lowered his head and butted the firsi comer on the waisicoat and hurled him crashing against his confederates.
“ Yow-ow-wow ! ™ gasped the injured tough. ({See Chapter 12.)

“Beast !"” was Bunter's parting bene-
diction.

He was the happy possessor of twenty
dollars—about four pounds. He had

. wanted a& hundred, still, twenty was
better than mnothing. Twenty dollars
would easily see him through a lunch at
a ¢hop-suey joint, and a taxi there and
back. Prices were high in New York,
but Bunter had enough to scoe him
through for the day.

B0 ne saw the other fellows depart—
without regret—to see the sights, and to
search for Horace Coker, neither of
which objects appealed to Bunter.
Buanter had been interested in seein
two thinge—the Status of Liberty, anﬁ
the slaves. Ho had zeen the Statue of
Liberty, and learned that the slaves
were & thing of the past. Bo far as he
wanted to sec any mare sights, those
sights wara confined to interior views of
places whers foodstuffe were sold. Such
“sight-secing as that, Bunter could have
carried on contentedly for the term of
hia natural life.

Ar. Fish had gone out—not to seo the
sights, certainly, and probably not to
look for Coker. Perhaps ha was gone to
walk off his annoyence in adison
Sanara, ar Central Park., But Fisher T.
Fish was hanging about the lounge when
B?;I;E.E“r |“{ﬁﬁ down, —_— ki

ay ! ere are you off to " aske
Fish&rFT. Fish. .

*Just & walk,” answered Bunter.

“You'll get lost, yvou fat jayl”

“H ] dﬁhl won't ask you to find me!*
answered Bunter disdainfully.

“Look heve, you fat clam, you at?: in

Jbe hotel,” gnapped “Fisher T. Fish

“That other silly jay has given trouble
enough, without you horning in.”

“ Rats ! retorted Bunter.

“I guess—"

“(fuess again 1™ zaid Bunter.

And he rolled out of the hotel, leaving
Fisher T. Fish frowning. Billy Bunter
was convinced that he knew his way
about MNew York, or anywhere else,
having complete reliance on his own
perapicacity. Had Fisher T. Fish known
that Bunter was in possession of cash,
and was intending to ezpend it in
the neighbourhood of the Bowery, he
would have had no doubt at all that the
fat Owl wes heading for trouble. But
ha was not aware that, and he dis-
missed Bunter from his mind as the Qwl
of the Romove relled eut on Fifth
Avenue.

Billy Bunter rolled along cheerily
amid jostling erowds, At the corner of
Twenty-Second Btreet, he narrowly
e5CH being run down by a street car;
at the corner of Twenty-First Street he
nearly butted into a racing taxicab; at
Twentieth Btreet tho driver of a hig
limousine could have sworn thet Buntar
wag under his wheels. But there un-
doubtedly was such a thing as fool’s
luck, for the Owl of the Kemove escaped
all these dangers. .

But by that time he was tired of New
York traffie, which resembled thafamous
little brook, inasmuch as it wont on for
ever, but in other respects was like unto
a roaring river., And so, at the cormer
where Broadway and Nineteenth Street
meet, Bunter sccured o taxi, and—full of
topographical knowledgpe, recently ae-
quired from & guide-book—told the

cheuffeur to drive to the corner of the
Bowery and Bayard Strect.

The chauffeur honked and hurried, in
the manner of- New York taxi-drivers,
and Bunter was no longer in danger of
walking under street cars and anto-
mobiles—only in  danger of being
hurled into them by his chauffeur.

During that drive Bunter did not
wastestime looking at his surroundings.
He was thinking over what he should
have for lunch at the chop-suey joint.

. That matter was of far greater
interest than anything that the sights
of Manhattun Island could offer.

The taxi stopped at last—with a jerk
that nearly pitched Bunter headlong.

Ho had arrived.

Ha alighted at the corner of the
Bowery and Bayard Street, paid his
taxi off, and walked.

. Now he blinked about him with great
interest, for he was seeking & Chinese
restaurant for lunch, and that waa o
matter important encugh to rouse all
Bunter’s interest.

More than one eating-place caught his
ere, and at last he stopped at one
which was called, on its sign, the
Pagada, That neme seemed rather
I]_:i}mé‘a;élikta t?l Eumfr' : There w&-& ©

4 & ieaznop at Lanthani, near Larey-
friars. 3o he rolled into the Pagoda.
Obviously, it was a “chop suey * estab-
lishment. Bunter could zes that. That
it was siuated in a street whiech
strangers in the city would have done
wisely to keep away from was loss
obvious, and Bunter did not even think
of it. He was there [or food; and when

Trug MacNer Lisnanvy,—No. 1,004,
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" Buoter was anywhere for Icod lesser
matiers faded from his fat mind.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter In the Bowery !
B I%L? BUNTER blinked round

100,
He walked upstairs to the

dining-room. .
His surroundings pleased him. Thera
were a number of teakwood tables,

inlaid  with mother-of-pear], with
cushioned seats. Chiness lanterns
and the wealls

swung from the ceiling
were decorated in the Chinese meanner.
A waiter, in Chinese costume, glided
up to Bunter, guided him to a table,
and awaited his order with Oriental

assiveness,  Bunter wondered whether

e spoke English or American. Cer-
tainly Bunter was not able to epesk to
him 1n Chinesa., The Celestial placed
o menu card before him, but the names
on it rather perplexed Bunter. He had
nreivea st the chop-suey joint, but
ordering his chop-suey was a matter of
more difficulty.

“Now,"” murmured Bunter, “what on
earth is moochar shu?"

Moochar shn misij;t-, or might not, be

vory nice. The IncEe walter came
to the rescue. . .

“] guess that's roast pork,” he
remarked.

Evidently the waiter spoke Ambrican.

“Good ! said Bunter, brightening.

With the assistance of 8 walter,
Bunter sclected various items from the
menu and started operations.

It was good food, he discovered, and
Bunter found that he liked it. Having
eaten one lunch, he started on a zecond.
This was so nice that he began on a
third, He kept hiz waller quite busy.
Having packed away three good
lunches, ons after another, Bunter dis-
covered that there was & “chow,” that
consisted of shredded chicken, almonds,
and chestnuts, and he ordered & poodly
portion of it wherewith to wind up.

By this time Bunter had taken the
edge off hiz appetite, and was at liberty
to glance at hia surroundings, while he
proceeded slowly with that excellent
“chow."

The place was nearcly [ull, and Bunter
blinked ioguisitively at the people at
the other tables.

Suddenly he gave a start that nearly
made lis spectacles drop off his fat
little nosa. '

At one of the teak tables, a short
distance from Bunter, sat a man with
a nose like a beak.

His face was artly turned from
Bunter, but the Owl of the Remove
recognised him immediataly,

It was the man who had called at
the Magnificent to see Mr, Fish, and
given the name of Ulick Burke.

Bunter gasped.
%ha kidna

It was r—at all events

it was the man whom Mr. Fish had

called the kidnapper, as Bunter knew
from his keyhole method of acguiring
information.,

Bunter felt his fat heart gquake.-

Certainly, in a restaurant full of
%mple. the beaky gentleman could do
unter no harm, but the sight of him
was . glarming. He had hidnnpﬁud
Coker to hold for ransom—Bunter had
no doubt about thot, any more than
Mr., Fish had. Suppose he spotted
Bunter, and attompted to kidnap him
also when he loft the restavrant? BSup-
oze he followed him and sandbagged
ﬁim for his watch snd chaini Suppose
—William  George  Bunter ound
hiz fat mind rudning upon a whole
crowd of unpleasant suppositions.

Tue Maener Lipraky.—No. 1,084,

Fortunately, the man had not seen
him, At =all events, he was not look-
ing towards him, !

But alerm brightened Bunter's fat
wits, and he discerned that the beaky
man was lﬁﬂkiﬂﬂﬁ into a Chinese firror
on the wall, which undoubtedly gave
& view of the tablo at which Bunter sat.

He quaked agsain. .

The beast bad an cye on him. If he
was plotting mischief, what was Bunter

oing to do! He decided that the best
t 1an he could do would be to get out
of that chop-suey joint as fast as he
could, pick up the brst taxi he could
discover, and E&a-:i for home. Whatever
Coker's unknown fate, Bunter had no
desire to share it

The Owl of the Remove called for
his cheok and mll? to the desk to
it. Before going downstairs he blinked
round with great caution to ascertain
whethor Ulick Burke had moved. He
felt a thrill of dread when he saw that
the beaky man was on bis feet and
taking his check from the waiter.

Bunter rolled down the stairs in haste
and rolled out into the street.

He looked this” way and that way,
like Moses of old. t there was no
sign of & taxi. It was not a street 1oto
wg'u:h taxicabs came, unless to bring
pasgengers there.

Bunter tried to remember precisely
where he was

Ho knew that he had started from
the corner of the Bowery and Bayard,
and that he hed turned several turn-
ings. That was all he knew. What
turnings he had taken he could not
recall. He had intended to take a taxi
back to Fifth Avenue. But there was
no taxi available.® At any moment the
men with the beaky nose might emerge
from the chop-suey restaurant. It was
perilous to linger. Bunter started to
walk. -

He h to cmerge into a broader
street, where thers was traffic, but that
hope proved delusive, It came into
Bunter's mind that he was doing over
again what Horace Coker must havo
done—wandering by unkoown paths In
a questionatde quarter of-the city. The
thought almost destroyed the glow of
satisfaction he was deriving from . that
cxcellent and substantial chopsuey
Lunch.

“0h dear!” murmured Bunfer,

-
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There was ona relief; when he
blinked round before turning a corner
there was no .sign of the beaky man,
Undoubtedly he had noticed Bunter in
the Chinese restaurant, but apparently
he had taken no further interest in him,
As & matter of fact, Bunter, contrary.
to_his own belief, did not look like
a rich prize, and Mr. Ulick Burke, after
scanning him, had decided that he waa
not a game worth the candle. Buater
would hava felt annoyad, but relieved,
had he been aware of that. Anyhow,
the beaky man did not seem to be on
his trasil, and Bunter breathed more
freely, He turned another cormer, and
almost ran into three youths who were
The houses in
that street were dismal-looking, dis-
reputable tenement houses, sand what
Bunter saw of their occupents did oot
reassure him. Btill less was ha ro-
assured by the three young men he hed
met 80 suddenly in turning the corner.

Bunter had heard of Bowery toughs,
but hed not observed any ol . Now
ha obsérved three quite closely, !

They looked at him, whispered fo-
ﬁ!ﬂmr, and euddenly surrounded

unter. That they were going to rob
him—and damage him if he resisted—
_ whare it was yet
daylight, seemed ineredible, only it
happened to be obvious. Bunter, had
ha only known 'it, was now passin
through a strest where the New Yor
policemen walked in pairs, and walked
warily,

For an instant Bunter was frozen with
{error. .

Had he been quite sure that the three
tougha only intended to rob him, he
wounld ‘not_have stirred. But his fat
mind was full of stories of sandbagging
and garrotding. Excess of terror lends
& fictitious courage. Bunter, frightened
out of his fat wits as the three toughs
closed round him, made & sudden jump.
Without even knowing what he did, he
butied the first-comer on a red waist-
coat and hurled him spimning. He
dodged and ran, and the ather two
toughs fell over the first as they darted
after him. For some seconds threo
of them were mixed on the ground, all
three pouri out remar of an
extremely lurid nature. Bunter, run-
ning lika a deer, vanished round tho
nearest corner, while the three youn
gentlemen of Bowery were still
sorting themselves out.

A E—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Makes a Discovery !

L . W I pasped Bunter, “Wow IV
He panted and gurgled.
Bunter was not -much of a
aprinter at the best of timee.
With that ample chop-suéy lunch inside
him, he was less disposed than ever for
violent_exartion, S

But he felt that he was running for
his life—and he ran. .

Whera he ran he had not the frintest
idea; Heo heard, or thought he heard,
echoing footsteps ind him.  The
sound. spurred him on to extraordinary
exertions.

But his wind petered out at last. That
ample lunch was faking its revenge on
Bunter now. :

He cameo to & halt, gurgling and pant-
ing and gasping. He was in an alley,
with a high board wall on one side, and
e« ramshackle building on the other. At
either end of the alley an iron post
planted in  the ground barred it to
wheeled traffie. Bunter, overcome with
breathlessnass and fatigue, Btopped, and
leaned against & door and panted. He
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leaned heavily on the door for about a
second. Then it opened under his
Wﬂllgi'_lt, and Bunter sprawled within the
building. '

“Wow " spluttored Bunter.
. He lay where ha had fallen, gasping,

end palpitating with terror. a had
no doubt that the inhabitants of that
ramshackle house were of the same
kidney as the three toughs who had
attacked him. He lay expecting to hear
footsteps heralding the arrival of a
sandbegger or a garrotter. j

But there was no sound of foolsteps
within,

Without, on the other hand, thers was
2 distinet eound of them. Bunter coul
hear thems in the alley, and he guessed
that the purevers were at band. Again
excess of terror supplied- the place of
courgge. Danger within was doubtful,
danger without was certain.  Bunter
serambled up, grasped the door, and
closad it softly. He groped frantically
aver it for a fastening, and felt a_lock
and key, with the key inside. With
desp thankfulness he turned the key.

tired of bangin

interior door, far the sound was within
the building. The houze was not, as
tt seemed, untenanted. Someons was
thera banging on the of a room.
Bunter listenod and guaked.

- Orash, erash! '

The hammering ceased as suddenly as
it had started. :

Bunter had discovered by that time
that it came from s room st some dis-
tance elong the gloomy, dirty passage.
In that room was the unknown person
who had hammered at the door, and
why he had hammered at it was a
mystery to Bupter. Whoever it was, he
had not emerged from the room, for

d which the Owl was deaply thankful.

If it was some drunken hooligan,sss
Buntar concluded, he seomed to have
the door. Buat in the
silenca that followed Bunter hesrd a
sound of pacing feed, and knew that the
unseen occupant of the room was walk-
ill% about in it _

_The fat junior trembled.

If the unseen man walked cut into the

passage, he could not fail to see Bunter,

: f &
that the ey was in the outside of the
lock. pever was crashing at the door
was locked in the room.

Bunter breathed more frealy. ;
& denizen of that dismal .ﬂluq'
tha

Wh
.ahuu[éi ba locked in & room when

other inhabitants were apparently out of
doors he could not imagine, but it was
& t relief to find that it was so.

rash, crash ! Bang! .

It dawned on Bunter now that the
hammoering on the door was not dons byh
& cleuﬂ:eg hand, as he had supposed}
but by o foot. The door was heing
savagely kickeds by someome in the
T I

Bure now that the door was locked,
Bunter recovered his nerve a liftle.
Whoever the unknown denizen of the
ropm was, he could nobk get at Bunier
through a locked door. No doubt it weas
the fact that the door wes locked that
was the cause of the excitement. .. -/,

Crash, crash, crash! Then the crash-
ing on the door ceased, and a woice,
hoarse with fury, shouted : E
“You rotters] You thieving rascals!

Then, palpitating with ring me some grubl
faar, he leaned on the Do you hear? I'm
ﬁﬂ’i&f?iﬂf to got his A FAMOUS GERMAN CAR! I&unﬁgl Bring me some

0K . rua 5

The footst eama o 4 - Billy Bunter staggered
iloan. Ahe 'ﬁﬁ e You've got the MERCEDES-BENZ radiatnr*hadﬁe amsinat. Tha  dubecta
palmd, mﬁﬁh to : ““"“{’i amongst your set, now read what our contributor E;u.mi&m oves growing -
reliaf. &n ig fa Te i ! { i
D il s i has to say about this well-known German car. st S
returned. Mercedes has always been a name to conjure with in For the moment ha

They stopped outside rmotoring circles, while the firm of Benz, of Mannheim, | could scarcely believe hia

the door that Bunter had
locked. The fat junior
almost ceased to breathe.
With terror creepin
like a cold chill throug

iz only slightly less famous.
firms have now amalgamated, and have jointly pro-
duced a new eight cylinder car which made something
of a sensation at the last Olympia Motor Show in London.
Rugged strength and superb workmanship Is there,

These two pioneer German e

ME&

It secmed like a dreom
to Buonter. }:
He knew that volice!
It wos & rather dis-

%zsﬂrafathémdihs,m B“éﬁi combined with terrific power and speed. Power and E‘;:f.;‘rﬂit“ﬂ;ﬁf‘ tht.ﬂ{'}hi:g:
't-,lfﬁ dgﬂ : nm dE E;; the speed, rather than beauty of form, has always been a compared to the voica of
ksndla. - When, & wHitg characteristic of big German cars. Of old, Mercedes the celebrated Bull of
et ey I s built racing cars which proved time after time in the big | Bashan, ;

“He ain’t dere, Mike.
Dat’'s Purkiss’ joint.'"

' Where's he got, den ?”
- azkod another voice,

“Must have beat it.”

“Dat’s door’s locked—
he can't be dere,” said
the second voice. " Guoss
I'll beat up dat guy when
I pipe him, Dis war.”

The foot passed on
again. The three toughs
Wara (f_mng farther along
the dim alley, hunting
for Bunter.

The fat junior gaspod
with relief as the foot-

International races that they could stand up to the
gruelling stress
any of their rivals.

of racing conditions

better than
in the Grand Prix race of 1914,
held in France just before the Great War, Mercedes
cars came in first, second and third.

The Mercedes firm was the first to offer ‘' super-
charged ' cars to the public as standard productions—
the super-charger, a device for forcing the maximum
charge of gas into the cylinders upon each induction-
stroke, being usually confined to racing-cars, on which
petrol-economy, and even reliabillity, are considerations
secondary to that of pure speed.

The 120 h.p. Mercedes is the most powerful standard
car in the world, and the speed of 100 m.p.h. is reputed
to he well within its compass |

“Oh erumbst” gasped
Bunter faintly. w

It was the lost Tifth-
Former of Greyiriars
who was hammering =t
the locked door. Tha
voice that shouted was
thea wvoice of Horaco
Coker!

" THE FOURTEENTH -
CHAPTER. .°
Bunter, the Reseuer |

G QKER!" 4
q Bunter gaspod
with Brnage-

ment.

st;:fa died away. But he
did not think of opening the door and
cmerging. They might come back,
searching tho diamel alley for him. Ha
was gafer where he was, so far. No

one had sppeared within the building .

—it seemed to be deserted.

DBunter blinked round him. OQut-
side, the daylight was fading into
the early winter dusk; within, it
was doep twilight. Bunter found him-
self in @& narrow passage with mouldy,

mildewed walls, and a floor of dirty,

cracked bare hoards. 8o long as no
one came, Bupter decided that he had
better stay there and wait till the ﬂwe-a

toughs had cleared off, .
Crash, crash|

Bunter jumped almost clear of the
floor,

That-sudden crashing noise, breaking
the silence of the dismal building, came
to him like the roar of thunder, startling
himDn!J:ﬂnﬁ. out ﬂfﬂhia fat wits,

“Dw " he gasped,

Crash, tsraiﬁ;, crash !

_ It was the sound of someone hammer-
g on & door, Evidently it _was an

f 3

dim as the place was, In which case,
Bunter expected ito be sandbagged,
arrotied, or otherwize meltreated on

a shot. - :

Heo turned back to the outer door, and
to his dismay heard the sound of foot-
steps outside. Whether it was the three
toughs returning, or soms oiher rowdies,
Bu could not tell; but the footsteps
decided him not to risk opening the
door.

But evidently he could nob stay where
he was, at the imminent risk of dis-
covery by the man in the room,

With palpiteting heart, Bunter tip-
toed along the passage, hoping to find
another outlet.

His fat hoart almost ceased to beat as
ha came abreast of the door on which
ho had heard the hammering, If the
man came out now——=

Crach, crash

Bunter barely supprossed a squeak of
terrar as the gammmmg on the inner
side of the reom door started again.

But the door did not open; and the
fat junior puessed the reason, as he sew

j Coker |
He had found Cokor! e
He had been thinking of anything

and snybody but Coker of the Fifth.

But he had found himl That waa

indubitable. That voice could only

belong to Horaca Coker.
“Oh erumbs!” gasped Bunter.
Within the room now was the sound
of hurried pacing. The prisoner waa
tramping about the room, wndoubte
hungry, and still more undoubtedly
furious.

3 Billy Bunter hli%ii:l&d up ond down ‘ﬂ;ﬁ
1smal passagoe. era was no one to
bo seen; no one to be'heard but Coker.
Mr. Purkiss, if Bunter had known it,
had gone along the valley to & certain
“dive,” where, in spite of Prohibition
lawn, boot-leg liguor wasz supplied to
thiraty souls,

Mr, Purkiss had intended to be gone
only ten minutes or so. But the wup
that cheered Mr, Purkiss had induced
him to stay and bo cheered by another
cup, and anpther; and by that time My,
Purkias waz in s maudlin state, and not

Tee Macker Lmnany.—No. 1,094,
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likely to return until hiz legs became
a good deal steadier than they wére at
the moment.

Bunter crossed the passage to the door
and took hold of the Ley. He turned

it back in the lock. o

The click of the key caught Coker's
ear, and he stopped pacing, and turned
to the door. : e

“0Oh, you've come, you scoundrel!”
bawled LCoker, ns the..door opened.
“You rascally rotter!l’ You—you—-o
Great pipl”

Horace Colier stared at Bunter.

The light was dim -# the room; but
it revealed the Owl of the Bemove in
the doorway. Coker stired at. him
stupefied,. .

“Youl” he stuitered.

Bunter grinned.

“Little mel” he answered,

“ireat Beott|” )

Coker stared at Bunter, as if he could

not believe his eyes; as indeed he
hardii_mulﬁ. He had given up hope
that his friends would ever Gnd him;

but had ho retained o hope, certainly,
he would not have pinned it to Bunter.
Yot it was Bunter who had found him.

“Youl” stuttered Coker. "Youl
Bunter! Oh, my hat! You—yon—
yvou've found mei” - :

" Looks like it," aszcnted Bunter.

“A fool like wou!™ samd Coker, n
wonder., oh

It was not the most tactful way of
}:uttmg‘ it; but Coker always spoke as

o thought. ¥le was mnstonished at
having been found by a fool like
Bunter. 5o he said as much,

“Oh, really, Coker—"

"Wall, if this doesn’t beat it!” said

ker. “Are the other fellows with -
wou, Bunteri"

“MNa,” said Bunter cheerily. "I've
found you, Coker. The other fcllows
didn't seem much use—J left them,”

Coker, obviously, supposed that
Bunter had come there to find him,
Bunter was not the fellow to undeceive
himm. That the blindest chance had led
Billy Bunter to that spot was a debaid
that the QOwl of the Romove ennsidered
it unnecessary to mention. He, alone
of the Greyfriars party, had found
Cokor. DBunter was willing to leave ik
at that, :

Tndeed, in his eatisfaction, Bunter
alinost forgot that ho was not out of
the wood himsell. He hed found.
Coker, but he had found him in a den
in the toughest quarter of the Dowery,
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gnd how he waz going to awWa
Bunter did not kﬂw.g Butgﬁgnr thEa
moment he found satisfaction in tho
role of a daring and resourceful rescuer.

“Yell, my hat!” snid the astounded
Coker. “You can't ba such a silly fool
as you look, Bunteri”

“1s that what you ecall gratitude#*
asked PBunter, with =arcasm.

- "Don't be an ass!" said Coker. " Get

thiz rope off my arms—my hands are
tied, Buck up, before those rotters
come back."

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

At the reminder that the kidnappers
might arrive on the scene, Bunter fcll
at once from the bold rescuer into the
alMrmed fugitive, He spun round and
blinked out of the doorway into the
passage,

"“"Buck up!” repeated Coker. "Don't
stand mooning thereg Bunter.”

“Oh, really, Cokfe—?

“I'm waiting 1" hooted- Cokor.

Coker did pot mean to be ungrateful.
But he could- not, of courze,
remembering that he was a Fifth Form
man, while Bunler was a Lower Fourth
ﬁg. The fack that they wers in a
*Bowery dive ¥ in Mew York made no
diffcrence to that. Coker was always
Coker, so naturally he was as “Fifth-
Formy " as ever.

Bunter's snxious blink having ascer-
tained that no enemy was nigh, he
turned back inte the reom, and fumbled
with Coker's bonds. But the knots wera
fightly tied, Coker pgrunted and
growled while Bunter fumbled.

“Can't igu buck’ up?” he anorted.

“Look here,” hooted Bunter, “I'm
resciting you, ain't [? Well, 1
not & bit more eivil, I'll
where I found you—sen P

“Shut up, ass! Got a penknife?”

. 0h, yes "

S Use it, then, idiot, end leave off
fumbling with your fatheaded fingers!”

Bunter took out s penknife and

f you're
feave Fou

o qned it and bhegan to saw at the cord
;;- 1§h secured er's arms behind his
ack,

. Coker.was impatient, and did not
stand still. A sudden, ferocious yell
rang through the room, and Bunter
Jumped.

“ What—".

“You're carving me!” yelled Coker.

“0h, rezlly, Coker——™"

“You born idiot, I told you to cut
the rope, mot to cut my arms off [V
roared Coker. “Do you think I went
to be amputated, you erass gss?™

“Stand still then,” suppested Bunter.
“If you keep on wrigglivig abouf, I'm
bound to jab you a bit! There, I.told
¥ou s0!" he added, as Coker uttered
a.nu}h]?r ﬁem}i]iah ye%f.

“I'll emash you!” gasped Coker.

%

ou're doing that on purpose, you
fat villainl Wait till I gEt 5;? ha::;ds

loose!  I'l mop up the room with
you ¥

"Will you?" gaid Bunter. And he
ceased fo saw.

“Get on with it! hawled Coker.

“Rats ™ 5

“I—I won't mop up the room with
vou, I—I mean, Eat on with it, before
those rascals get here. I can put up a
fight as soon as I get my hands looze 1™

“8Shut up, then!” zaid Bunter.
“What?" roared Coker.

“Shut upl” : y
Horace Coker bresthed . eunlphyr-
ously.  But he contrived to shut up,

though it was & thing he seldom did.
Until his hands were free, he made no
more remarks to Bunter.

The cord parted at last, and Coker
was free. e gave Bunter s glars,

& weapon, in case it shoul

.toughs b

doubtless by way of thanks. Then he
lmkfd out of the doorway into the
ompty passage.

“Coast seems clear,” he said.: “Did
you meet anybody coming here "

“Three awinl roffians,” answered
Bunter, “I—I fought with them, and—
and beat themy off,. One I knocked
dm-.rn,dand the others ran®

“Did you see apy rascally rotter in
the house?t” R F

“Only you,” answered Bunter,

“What? You silly fat idiat! X yvou
think you can cheek me because you'va
found me herg—" -

For & momernt Coker looked as if he
would, after all, mop up the room with
Bunter, He was Lﬁmming to mop up
all New York with somebody. But he’
changed his mind. _

“Let's get out of this!” he snapped.
“The sooner we're gone the better ™

Coker grasped the bench, and
wrenched off one of the legs to uze as

| | :fﬂ be needed.
If anyone tried to stop Coker’ from
gquitting that “dive ™ thore was likely
to be serigus damage dono. Coker wes
in 2 frame of mind that was positively

BOECrous.

"E%nma- on!” he snapped. .

Buntar followed him from the room.
As a bold rescuer, he was entitled to
take the lead. But he was willing to
leave that to Coker, in the circum-
stances,  If they ran into the toughs,
Coker was likely to prove useful with
his- bludgeon; and while he was keep-

. ing them busy, Bunter would be able to
: executs a strategic retreat.

“Which way
demanded Coker.
]_Frunl:ar -pointed fo the deor in the
B . ;
[41

[ ¥

did you get in?"

“I—1 say, those hooligans may be
outside I* stammered Bunter,

“What does that matter, if vou
knocked down one, dnd the pthers ean 27
jeerad Cloker, “You're not afraid of
tﬂug:flia vou've handled like that, are
you

* Boask [

“Anyhow, I'm not,” said Coker, and
he unlocked the door, and dragged it
widae open.

*Great snakes!"” exclaimed a startled
voice.

“Youl™ roared Coker. :

Mr. Ulick Burke, having finished his
lunch at the chop-suay joint, and smoked
a few cigarettes, and taken a few
drinks after it, had strolled back to
Purkms: “dive™; and arrived ot a
dramatic moment. As the door opcned,
hekmpected to sea Purkizs, He saw

er!

He saw him only for one moment,
howerer,

The next, Coker's bludgeon orashed
o his head, smashing in his Derby hat,
and stretching him  senseless on the

ground. Coker put all his beef into that
blow, and it was a hefty one.

*“Now—" panted Coker, glaring
down at the fallen kidnapper,
Ulick Burke did not stic, He lay

en his back, guite motionless, his beaky
nose polnting to the shy.

“That's for vou!”™ panted Clokar,

“Oh, crumbs ! pasped Bunter.

“Come on 1”

Horace Coker strode forth, still
rasping his hefty bludgeon. Bunter
ollowed, %ual-gin,gp Luckily the three

ad given up their guest of

Bunter by that time, and disappeared
from the alley. Perhaps it was just as
woll for them, for Coker, with that
bludgeon in his hand, and in his present
Bergerkar mood, would not have been
egrceable to meet. He strode down the
alley, with -the guaking Bunter at his



. h ket

EVERY
SATURDAY.

. ... _ PRIGE.
: TWOPENGOE.

41

S

il

o
f;:;,'

carving me ! ** yelled Coker.

heals: and, as he reached the corner
an un v man on shaky lega roel
round it. Mr. Purkiss, fnll of forbidden
liquor, was coming home. His defiance
of the Prohibition laws wendered him
unable to recognise Coker; but Coker
recognised him, and without stopping
for argumaent, he gayve Mr. Purkiss a
terrific swipe with tho bench-leg. Mr.
Purkiss donbled vup 'and collapsed on
the ground, and the subsequent proceed-
ings interested him no more.

“Come on, Bunter,” said Coker.

“0h, erumbs!” said Buanter.

Coker led the way. He was in 2
moid to Gght his way from one end of
Manhattan Island to the other, Fortu-
natcly, that was not necessary.

“Which way from here, Bunter ™ he
snig pad o g

“You know which way you came, 1
suppose " enorted Coleer.

As a matter of fect, Buniar didn’t!
But anything was better than lingering
in that unhealthy sg&&

“Turn to the right!” gasped Bunter.

"Come on, then ™

Coker strode on. Ill-favoured-looking
groupe stared at him, but no one offered
to stop him; perhaps the expression on
Coker's rugged countenance was not
encoursging.  Bunter guaked in the
redr, expecting evary moment to be
surrounded and assailed by hooligans,
and ready to leave the bghting to Coker
—who certainly was ready to have it
left to him.  They emerged into a
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Bunter opened the penknife, and began 1o saw at the cord which secured Coker’s arms behind his baek. Coker was impalient
and did not stand still, A sudden ferocious yell rang through the room, and Bunier jumped. ** What——"
“ I told you to cut the repe; not io cut my arms off ! *

wider street, and then into another
where there were shops; and then Coker
cg.:ght a glimpse of an elevated rail-
3 in the distance, and headed for it.
When he came out, at last, into the
crowded side-walk of the Bowery, he
dropped the bludgeon into a doorway,
a;(t?} compased his speaking conntenance
to a less ferocions exprassion.

“Which way now, Bunter?”

“0Oh! Keep straight on!™ said
Bunter, at a venture. They were safe
now, in the midst of a swarming crowd,
and Bunter was himself again.

And now fortune was tired of perse-
cuting Horace Coker. Keeping on, &3
Bunter had directed, they came in sight
of the Thelia Thestre; one of the
Chineso theatres of New York., A taxm
had landed a couple of tourists there;
and Cloker epotted it turning away
emphy, and hailed it.

“Got any money, Bunter1”
“Only ten dollars—I mean, no ™

“Give it to me.” :
“PBut I haven't—""

“If you want me to wring your fab
neck—-7"»"

Bunter didn’t! He handed Coker
Lord Mauleverer's ten-dollar bill; the
other Bunter had b

“Get in ! sna peﬁ Coker, as the texi
drew up to the kerb,

Bunter rolled in. Coker followed him.

“Magnificent Hotel, Fifth Avenus!”
he told the chauwffeur.

The taxi scudded off.

L

* You're

{Jee Chapter 14.)

“T say, I'm not standing this taxi!®
hooted Bunter.

“Shut up ¥ 4 -

“1 don’t mind rescuing you!" howled
Bunter indignantly, * But if you think
I'm going to rescue you at my onn
expense, you'ra jolly well mistaken,
seaf?

“ Pl give you & hundred dollars when

wa E}f to the hotel I growled Coker,
113 t]? "
All was calm and bright.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
Glory for Bumier ! -

ARRY WHARTON & CO. dame
H in tired. = =
They had had quite an .en-
tertaining day, & Meres
and more of the innumerable aights of
New ¥York. : il
But they had not geen anything of
Coker, ' ¥
Mora and more elearly they realised
that they hadn’t any chance whatever
of finding Coker: The palico, and Mr.
Van Horn, hado't found him. It looked
as if Coker was going to remain perma-
nently unfound. P
The tired juniors got into the elevator,
and the Liftman shot them up to the
sixteenth floor. ; ;
There they found Billy Bunter loafing

Continued on page 28.)
Tae Macrer Lisrary.—MNo. 1,094,



THE MOST POWERFUL WAR

A Friend in Need!

# TAY ¥
S Derek made as if to follow
the poasant, and then he

changed his mipd. The fellow
ipoked honest enough, but Terek could
act afford to take any risks. He was
thinking rapidly., It was impossible
that hiz cscapo could have yeb e
¥noiwn in & district such as this.

For & few hours he was rcasomably
eafe, and those few hours he spent in
gleep might prove invaluable to him.
‘Anothor thing, it would ba better if he
éould resch the Vosges when the firat
Faint light of dawn might rander visible
some place where he could land ard thus
preserve his machine.

Ha did not fear & night lantling there,

en hour elapsed before he returned with
a pitcher of milk, a loaf of bread, and
two cold cooked fowla.

“Simple fare, m'sieur,” he said, *but
the best I can provide.”

“Tp replied

Derek.

The young airman pressed all his
loose silver and coppers t
peasant’s uowilling hapd, and, wailting
until the man had gone, he drank the
milk and ate sparinFIfy of the viands.
He placed what was left of the loaf and
fowls in his cockpit locker, for food
might be hard to come by in the un-
known into which he would so very soon
be heading.

Then wearily, [or reaction was setting

will do excellently,”

inte the §

STORY EVER WRITTEN!

-
o et

soothing touch of Mother Errth againat
his flushed . face., and the merciful
shrouding  darkness which gave him
short respite from those who sought him,
combined at length to Iull him into a-
brief period of healthful sleep [rom
which, refreshed, he awakoned an hour
before the dawn. ’
Swinging himself up to the cockpit of
iz super-powerad scout, Dersk saw by
the dull illumination of the dashboard
that the petrol Emuga registered a tank
more than half full. :

The ammunition-belts for the syn-
chronized gun carried s thousand rounds.
For slthough the machine had last been
used to take Foulkes from Cuchy to Le
Courban, no maching Hew in France
without being earmed to withstand

but Know that at the best sttack hostila aireraft.
be would probably wreck . " Bwitching on, Derek
his undercarriage. Yet to A chance encounter with a German airman, know=  dropped to the ground and
remain here would mean . ledge of the enemy language, and the borrowing of swung the propeller. 'The
the taking of & prave a German uniform all play their part in the amazin engine picked .up with a
risk. adventures ol Derek Moncrieli—once the darling of shattering roar, and, leap-

Riskt It would be the British Air Force—now an outcast, with a price iog for the cockpit, the
nothing to the risks which on his head! boy dropped inte the
Hie would have to face in pilot's seat., Throttling

the near future.

"Listen to me, oy feiend,” ‘he said,

facing the peasant. "It has bron neces-
sary, for me to land here, and now that
darliness has fallen 4 do not care to
venturs farther to-night. But I cannot
leave my machine unguarded. WWall
you, therefore iﬂ'f to  your ootia
and bring me back some Food? I will
sleep out herc in the open and be off
with the dawn -
_ "Certainly, m'sieur. [ will bring you
food 1" ceplied the peasant. “But you
can sleep at my cottage and I will stay
here by your machine "

Tt was a generous offer, and it touched
D hank £ seplied gontl

T ank you,” he replie ntly ;
“but I will n?;t troublo yeé:lu hElj'EI?d the
bringing of some food. Go now!” °~

The peasant de;;:urted. merging with
$ha darkness, A little more than half

Tar Muoxer Lienany.—No. 1,004,

in, Derck strotohed himself out on the
ground beside his machine.

For a long time sleep would not come,
and he lay gazing up into the star-
sprinkled sky, ore than once he
raised himself on his elbow, listening
intently, but it was only one of those
strange and indefinable night noisos of
the countryside, magnified by the still-
ness, which had disturbed him.

At length the boy fell into a fitful and
troubled sleep. ‘And thus the short
hours of the night passed for Derek
Monaorieff. He lay there by his machine,
a bunted fugitive, a: boy without o
country. A few short davs beforchand
he had been hailed as the grentest ace
of them gll, had been dubbed “The
Beourge of the Boche® .

There was something pitifully tragic
about Derek as he lay there, stirring
reatlessly in unessy slumber. But the

down Bz the machine
began te move forward, he bumped and
swayed gingerly along’ for about fifty
yards or more. Then, kicking oo full

rudder to bring the tail-skid into play,

Derek gave the machine a burst of the
throttle which brought it surging round
to face the way it had coma.

Then the roar of the engine roso fo a
high, pulsating, thunderous rhythn,
and the littla scout shot forward with
increasing impetus. Tha tail came up
83 Derek eased back the control-stick,
and the machine took the rir in = steep
upward climb. _ It circled  once, and
above the thunder of the engine theora
sounded the staccato rattle of exploding
cartridges as Dorek
the working of the synchronised gun.

Hatizfied that all was well with the

ine, the boy pressed on the ruddes-
bar until the compass needle flickered,
and was steady ab, due east, ‘Then,

fired & burst to teat .
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olaxi '.n. his ceat, and wit:h one ch&mi}er,- and hc.ﬂ.;'; flameo licked back
;eﬂﬂitiﬁ'ﬂuud 1l:'u:t the control-stick, he from the belching, lurid muzsle of  his

thundered on towards the line, climbing
a3 he went, _ ' .o

The Enemy Plane !

AWN was not far digtant when, at
D ten thousand feet, the scarled
scout passed over the lines into

enemy territory, i )

Derek possessed neither Aying-kit nor
gogglas, and was erouched low behind
hiz cockpit wWindshield, seeking soimo
protection from the tearing slip-stream
of his whirling propeller.

But with watohful eves he continually
scanned the lightening. sky. He was
over enemy country now, and any
moment he might fall in with some
hostile mircraft out on offensive patrol
in the early dawn. There was little
to be seen ow on the mist-swathed
ground, and rapidly the trenches and
immediste battle area fall behind.

On and on Derek thundered, and
slways the greying sky grew lighter
with the coming of day. He pressed on
the rudder-bar and swung a few poinia
to southerly, where shead the wooded
tlopes of the Vosges reared themszelvea
into the morning with a strangely
softened beauty. : :

Suddenly Derek tenzed in his seat, his
band moving instinctively towards the
trigger of hia sy wed gun. Less
than half & mile u.wngj to port, and a
thousand feet helow him, was & fast-
Bying German Stahlschuss scout.

The boy's eyes grew cold and hard
with sudden anger. He had harried the
Boche, had waped a .merciless  war
against them, but he had always fdhght
them Mirly. And they bad retaliated
by having him dishonoured and dis-
graced, %ey had made him appear a
contemptible - thi traifor whose
pame must stink m the nostrils of all
decent-minded men.

Yes, tha Boche were at the bottom of
it ell, somehow. Derek was convinced of
that, They were no fellow-countrymen
of his whose minds had hatched that foul
plot and carried it through to its almost
successful conclusion. )

The ¢old, hard lock in the boy air-
man's eyes gave place fo one of over-
whelming, Haming passion, His lipa
drew back inte something that was
almost s snarl. He'd show them—show
any Boohe he met—whether they dare
treat him so. *“The Heourge of the
Boche,” they'd called him in France.
He'd ba all that now, and more. He'd
show no mercy to any one of them—
ha who had been shown no mercy by
them,

It took less than a second for theses
thoughts to whirl through Derelk’s mind,
and, whipping forward the control stick,

kicked savagely on the rudder-bar.
His fingers jerked open the throttle to
full, and in @ wild, screaming dive he
tore towards the Stahlschuss scout.

Wind ghrieked madly through Hying
wires and struts, and above the thunder

of Derel’s engine sounded the vicious 4P

spitting anarl of his synchronized gun.

The pilot of the Stahlschuss scout
wheeled to meet him, but, seeing his
danger, banked wildly and went earth-
wards in a thundering nose-dive..

Like a scarlet streak the little British
scout hurtled down in pursuit, but the
German pilot whipped back his control
stick, and went up, up in a wild soaring
20011, .

Dearek, veteran of a hundred fights,
had anticipated that move when ha zaw
the German throw his machine into the
nosa-dive, His own stick came back,
and, as his feet moved like lightoing
on 1‘:11& rudder-bar, the searlet scont tore
in at the German plane. His cariridge
belt was whirling madly through the

gun.
- The German pilot's gun wos éseloss
for the moment, for the nose of his
ine was pomnting into the sky as
he went up in that sonring zoom.
He had not yet fired a single shot.
Nor did he. For suddenly, with a moan,
hé erumpled up in his seat, his nervaluss

‘hand dropping from the comtrol stick.

The machine came out of the room in &
tail sglide, then, as the control stick
jerked forward of its own volition, the
Stahlschuss scout went ?innin sarth-
wards, its pilot a limp and huddled heap
over the controls. ' :
Grim-faced, Derek dived down in the
wake of the German machine. At fifteen
hundred feet from the ground he saw
the German pilot stretch out Eroping
hands and haul himself back off the
controls. Derel’s hand moved again to
the trigger of his synchronised gun, but
he allowed it to fall away, for-it wis
obvious that the German pilot was badly
wounded, and had no intention of
carrying on the fight.

At sight hundred feet the Staklschuss
scout came out of its spin. The 1!:u.i[n:nt
was loling drunkenly in his seat, .
ing des tely to keep his machina
from. fagling away . into -another spin
which must, of necessity, finizh in a
OrRED.

Derek Hattenad out and swa
machine towards the Voages. As far as
he was concerned, the fight was over.
In spite of the wrong the Boche had
done him, he was not going to firo on
ono of their wounded.

He glanced down. The Htahlschuss
soout was
-wigih ncémhdu;::i Iu-rkﬂ In.nlg:;;m b

a hght tgleen above one
of Phﬁﬁ desolate stretches of mootland
which lie between the Voages and the
more fertile land to the north, Three
kilometres or more towards the east
smoke was risi - on the still mornin
air from the chimnay of some small
farmstead. And that, as far as Derek
could ses, was the pearest habitation.

The boy's [oot moved on the rudder-
bar, and he circled. :

The Stahlschuss scout had landed, but
the pilot was making no effort to leave
the cockpit.

“Ha can rot,. for all T care!” said

Derck savagely; but as though to belis
his words, he cireled lower and lower.
. The German pilot was leaning back
in his seat, segging heavily against the
cockpit ?Id,& o8 thnuih ha might be,
he was in sore need of human sid.

“Oh, confound it!” muttered Dereck.
“Y can't leave him like that!™ :

Pushing forward the control stick,
Derek dropped tha noze of his scout for
a landing.

his

HOW THE STORY BEGAM.

Fifty thousand marks ! That's he veward
offered by the German High Commoand for the
tura of Derek Monoris
And il will be well earned, for this laughing
British boy 15 also the fearless, daredevil wilot
krtoten on both sides of the frenches in France
o4 thegrreatest War, Ace of hem all ! There iz 6
grim reception mpsatling Derek on hs refurn (6
the bage of the 108 Air Sqradron at Ouchy
o lone offensive in enemy lerrilory.  He iz
aceused By [ Sealfe, from Wing Head-
quarters, of sending pricelesy informalion lo the
o mﬂh ﬁ“ﬁ'm ??Hck nmrﬁy ]
apningl the yoilng 80 bidek i
fﬂufi'mﬂ%'%gﬂﬁﬁd mﬁf Mﬂ}!mﬂs& taﬂ?ﬁﬁﬂ at
ditan, night before, impever PTkAR
o degperate bid -j"{:rrjﬂ:mf.y., and sieceeda in
sstaping in his m-::‘e.u;? the Searlet Seod, He
makes 4 lending on a flat tract of coundry, with ne
plan of action bul that of » o smesfiing the
plot againetfiim, atd eneouniers q French pegast,
who offers him geristance, ' Leaed on,' taps
Derek, " and notricks, if you value your life 1

(Now redd on,)

banking in wobbly manner, -

Herr Hauptmann Von Arn !
DEE-EEJHMIE_ a fzirly good land-

r——

ing on &he rough, uneven
sound, and gave his machine a

- burst of the throttle which
took it surging in towards the Stahl-
g iy s AR

aving his propeller ticking over, he
drepped to the ground, u:ndg eroasin
to the enemy machine, swung himaeﬁ
up te the 1. Slipping hia arm
round the wounded pilot's leather-clad
shoulders, he gimtflt; raised him in his
seat and Hrew off flying helmet and
%'agglaa, dieclosing o pallid, but fnely-
e%tiured face,

10 man's eyes Hickerod open, and
he stared at the boy half cm:?prahﬁnd-
ingly. ' ' o

“Who—who are you?” he whispered.

“Never mind abaut that just now,”
replied Derek. “See; let me hold you
up and I will dress your wound.”

Darei ke in German, for he was
an  excellent linguist. Weakly, tho
other shook his head. '
"1 thank you,” he whispered halt-
ingly; “but I am dying!”

Hiz gaze moved from the hoy’s face
fo the khaki unpiform with its oil-
lb:l;gattm:ad pilot’s wings and row of

edal ribbons, It seemed then that
understanding eame to him, for he
struggled to sit eregct.

“Youl” he gasped hoarsely. "“You
who shot me down?” ¥

o Eeep quiet, man,” said Dearelk;
“and I'll sea what ¥ can do: for you!™

iﬁﬂin the German pilot shoak his
head, his eyes fixed on Derek with an
almost fierce intensity, ;

“¥You can_ do mnothing for me!” he
said in o voice which was momentarily
stropger. “But ¥ thank you for this.
You are Moncrieff 17

Derek atarted. ’

“1 am® he replied. “But how do
you kdow "

“1 know—by the colour of your

machine,”
Derck had forgotten that for the
moment. The Germans knew "1t was

Monerieff who flaw the searlet scoutb.
1 knew it was yor—whent I met you
in tha air}* the halting voice of the
Germen pilet was very weak now.
I zelute you for your courage—and your
chivelry,”

He made a2 gallint attempt to raize
a gloved hand, but suddenly quivered
and fell limply back ‘on the arm
around hiz shoulders, : .

Gently Deorek lowered the dead pilot
back infb his seat. He stood a moment
with bent head, commending this gal-
lant soul to ite Maker. Then, drawing
off the leathor flying-gloves, he exam-
ined the diamond-shaped identity dise
on the right wrist, Engraved on it
waa the names

“Hauptmann Adolf Von Am.”""

Impelled, not by curiosity, but b
Eﬂmﬂpflﬂ"-il}m'lﬂd- thought in his mind,
Dorelk unbuttoned the leather flying-
coat, disclosing the high-necked, tight-
fitting grey uniform beneath. Pro-
truding %‘mm an inner et of the
flying-coat was & lopg, fet cnvelope.

Drawing it out, Derek turned it over
in his hand. ¥t was an official enve.
lope, heavily sealed with the impress
of the German eagle, and addressed:

“Lentnaht Zweig,
Abergau.”

Dropping to the ground, Derek
returned o his maehine. Amongst the
tools, in the toolbox below the cockpit
geat, waz an old ife, and, ermed
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with this, he split open four Verey-
light cartridges which he tock from
their rack.

Makiog a heap of the compressed
magnesium, he ignited it, and, drawing
on one of Von Arn's fAying-gloves,
Ehrusr. the penknife 4tlade into the
BInD,

When the blade was sufficiently
heated, he carefully eased it under the

seal on the envelopo, then raised the

ungummed flap to which the unbroken
gonl was still attached, With eaper
fingers, he withdrew from the envelopo
i thin, folded sheet of grey poper.

It bore the official heading of ‘the
Cierman Army in ths Field, and below
the word “URGEN
ing: “To Leutnant dweig,

; “Crotha Commander, Abergan,

“You will, without delay, vnente
vour hangar and will fly vour machine
to Mannheim Aerodrome, where o
will aweit further instructions, Your
Aying height will nobt exceed one thou-
sand feet during this flight in order
that the risk of attack by enemy air-
craft may be reduced to a minimum.
Your crew will accompany you in the
machine, and you will instruct your
mechanics to progceed to Ulm by rail
transport. {Signcd}

“EsERHARD vOoN EpcsrTROM."

For o moment Dﬂ_rei-: stood gaking ak
ihe dispatch; then in a flash came the
great idea—the solving of his problem
as to whera to go and what to do.

Thrusting the paper back into its
envelope, %Eﬂ%k auickly rescaled the
packet

Then, turning towards the Stahl-
schuss scout, the young mirman mur-
munred A

“Yon Arp, it's imperative that for a
little while 1 borrow your identity and
your uniform; but T will not disgrace
the name you heave borne.”

Ten minutes later, <lad in the fying
- W

burﬂiu? L
‘away from the blazin

" was the follow- .

kit and the groy, highnecked uniform
of Yon Arn, Derek took the air in the
Stahlsohusa scouk. Below him. on the
ground the gallant little scarleb Sop-
with scout which had carried him
through many o hard-fought fight, was
furtously. And some distance
mass lay the
body of Von Arn, clothed in the khaki
uniform of Derek Moncrieff. -
~ With ‘one.last look at his burnin
machine &4n the ground below, Dere
pressed with his foot on the rudder-bar
and swung the Stahlschuss scout towards
the little village of Abergau which, by
means of his mep, he had discovered
nestled at the foot of the Vosges.

— =g

‘Leatnant Zwelg !

EUTNANT GOTTLIEB ZWEIG,
E squatb,  coarse, unshaven, and
unpleasant-looking, was i
- foul Eemper. And
Becanse hoe had arisen from the dirty
atraw palliasse and pile of filthy blankets
which he was pleased to call his bed,
only to find that whilst he had slept
gome thrice-aceursed pig-dog had stolen
his ghirk, .
“Coan I not,” he roared, stamping
furiously with bare feet about the
carthen floor of the dimly illumined
hangar, “leave tho shirt of me off with-
out some pig-dog putting it on®?
[Unteroffizier '-Bmgcnatait, leaning
against the lower tail-plane of the
mighty black Gotha bombing machine,
straightened up. ;

in o

“Is it permitted,” he inquired, “ito

ask how many shirts you possess®"

His superior officer whesled, to favour
him with a glare, and bellowed :

“How many—you ask how many?
Then know that two shirts I have. One
has been ‘taken to be woashed by that
aged woman in the villnge, and the
other has been stolen by some pig-dog
who——="

-trougers.

for why? °

divty, field-gray

“Bub are you not wearing tho shirg
vou think you have lost?* protested the
youthful Umgenstalt.

“No, you f-::r:;n-l= I'm not!l” roared
Leutnant Zweig, “I'm——  Huh|"

The concluding exclamation came
rather weakly. For, happening to
%lnnfm down at his aftire, Leutnant

weig  bad  discovered that, extra-
crdinary as it may seem, he was indeed
wearing the missing shirt.

“Did—did I go to bed 1n this?"” he
demanded. .

He seemed to suggoest that someone
had draped him in it whilst he slapt.

“I'm  afraid you-must have done!"
remarked the unteroffizier.

“Porhaps I did,” sald Zweig in more
mollified tones, looking round for his

“I had o hitle refreshment
befora I turned in after the raid, and
it made me very tired.”

As a matter of fact, it had got info
his head.

“That- reid last night was good!”
he gruntad, abrug&ling into a pair of

acks, “Ten 120-1b.

mbs on that concentration camp
behind Boissons. I wonder what the
curaed Englaw:lara have got to say about
that, hein

“1 am o geod pilot, and you will
learn o lot if vou watch me,’” he went

. on, &3 he donned his tunic and proceeded

L]

to fill a big-bowled pipe, metimes
I think I must not be so good.™

“Indeed?”

Zweig winked.

“1 know what I know!” he leered;
and, taking a box of matches from his
pocket, walked out of the hangar and
gepted himself on the lopped trunk of &
follad tree, i

With pipe well ng%uw, Zweig sab
puffing and thinking. It wasa glorious
morning, giving promise Bf a perfect
day to follow. arfect for him, of

{Tontinued on the next page.)

¥

THE NEW PAPER WITH A THOUSAND

THRILLS !

Every Saturday.

This NEW paper is the last word in up-to-date fotion.
It THRILLS. ZEach issue will contain o complete novel-
length story written by & star author of thriller fame,

EDGAR
WALLACE'S

Complete NEW Book-length Story

“RED ACES”

Appears in No. 1. !_
Order YOUR Copy At Once!

24,

T . rrr——— J

= —
[ sturday by tha Proprietors, The Amalgtmatod Press, Lie., ibe Flsstway Hoose, rar on Screct, London k.04,
i?ﬂﬁ;&gn u'ﬂ';ﬁ:ﬂ Fh':r Ia:t-wa; pd&’;, Fa.rﬂnrpd.rnn Btrest, ndon, B,0.3. Bagistered for tranemission by Oapadian Ma ne FPoy Bubsoripticn

rated: Inlmnd & d Abroad 11s. per anoum; Ba,

Gd, for alg months, B9

mponta for Bonth Alfrica; The Captral Mowa Agency, Ltd.
Augtralia and New Doalsnd: BMoisrs. Gnndgu'f & Goteh, Lid.=Saturday, February 2od, 15‘1‘;}*



EVERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

course. It would not be so perfoct for
the  miserable %amnon-fodder 1m the
Yrenches. No, nor for the fighting

¥ :quadrensz and bombing squadrons who

il their wark by dﬂ%ﬁ T

Rut as for him? Well, after he'd had
a smoke and some breakiast and, maybe,
a walk to the village to see the old
woman about his other shirt which was
at tha wash, he'd go back to bed again.
Yes, that  would be " pleasant—ver
pleasant. . He hked his bed. He could,
of sourse, live at the old hotse which
stood behind the hangar 1f he wanted
e _

But he dide’t want to. He proferred
to stay at the hangar. Hec could lie on
his bed there and watch the pig-dogs
of mechanica do their work., And if
they didn’t do it pm%arlg he could lio
©and swear at them. Zweig couldn’ do
that if he lived up at the old house. No,
:he was ﬁ:ﬁm' vight. It was better to
have his in the hangar. -

The distant drons of o powerful acro
efigine, growing rapidly in volume, cut
in on his thoughta. Removing his pipa
from his mouth, Zwelg shaded his eyes
with hiz hand agaiest the glare of the
carly morning sun. A  Staklschuss
seant was already circling lew  over
Abergau  village, a kilometre away.
And, as TZwelg wa ., the noize of its
enginn disd away and .its noze wonk
down for a landing.

“1 wonder,” sohloquized Zweirg, “it
that iz some officious pig from head-
auarters t*

It ia ) growled Zwelg, some twenty
minutes later, scowlingly surveying
two figures which were advincing
towards him along the pathway which
led from the village.

Ona re was claed in high-necked,
groy uniform, and black field-boots.. It

-

~tutervals,

PRICE

- TWOPENCE. a

* uniform with its oil-bespattered pilot’s wings and row of medal ribbons, it

seemed that understanding came to him. * You? ** he gasped, struggling
** You—whe shot me down? You-—yon are Monerieff !

1o s5it ereet.

; (See page 25.)

-was Derek MonericF, His companion,

whe was acting as his guide to the
hangar, was the innkeeper of Abergau
—a fat, wheezing individual garbed in
a pair of diety brousers, red knitied
weistcoat, and shapeless, black felt hat,
who kept a pace ahead of Derek,
“Along here it Jes,” he remarked at
“ Jawohl, I know it well 1™
As  he watched _ their advent,
Leuinant Zweig. debafed . with himself
a3 1o whethﬂﬁe should relire to the
hangér "and smatten himsclf up. Ho
decided he wouldn't. Heé wasn't on
duty at the moment, anyhow. Huh!
Couldn't an officer and a-gentleman, like
himself, sit at case in deshabille 1f he
wanted tof 4
S0 Zweig stayed where he was, sitting
sueking noisily and stolidly at his pipe.

The path which Derek was following

wound along the foot of & hill, the
slepes of which were dense with thick
shrubs and bushes,
tha path was flanked by a long stretch
of flat pasture land.
. There was no sign at alil of the hangar.
Tha anly indication that the hill might
honse anything out of the ordinary was
& pair of wide-gauged steel rails which,
appoaring to issun from out of the hill-
gide itzelf, crossed the path and termin-
on the Bat pasture land.

It was heside this Iight ratlway that
Zweig was seated on the felled tree-
trunk. He knocked out his pipe and

rose to his feet as Derek strode up to

him. He even managed a desultory sort
of salute. .
“Leutnant Zweig !’ inquired Derek
shmiply. . '
“l sm the Leutnant Zweig, Herr
Hauptmann I? veplied Zweig groffy.
A meve bov, this—and a captain, at
that. "HWuh! Thisgs must indeed be

‘observers return with aerial §

The other zide of

goang badly with the Fatherland when

auch young ones could attain the rank
of captein, . .
" Youl” il

There was cold contempt in the boy's
tone as he took slow, calculating stock
of Zweig's uncleancd boots, unbuttoned
tumie, and dirty, unshaven face., Zweis
flushed dully. ' ot

“I have but arizsen from my bed,” ho
grumbled, “and I tell you, Herr Haupt-
mant., I have not hed time to compleic
tho toilet Mot till after three of the
clock this morming did I get back.from
a good raid on tﬁa concentration camp
behind Soissons. Nein! 'Fen 120+1bs,
bombs I deopped, and every ane of
them—"" A - e

“¥ell on_ils objective 1" ent in Derek
sharply. "I know,  ¥ou gll say the

fways!  1b js. oniy when our
; aphs
that we ave able to inform you thet you
have—miscalenleted 1" - ° g

Tho sneer .in the last word brought
augry, protesting _giest'uru from Zweig,
and a sniggper from the fat innkeepor
who lingered within carshot.

Dérclk wheeled on the Iatier individyal.

“Got out of this, you groat lout " he -
rapped harshly, and, turning, the inn-
keepér waddled hastily away, :

*“ As for you,” went on Derel:, turning
again to Lweig, “I shall report your

rass slovenliness in the proper gquarter,

ere are orders, for yowr immediato
attention 1 _ ;

(Wil Derek earry through ks im-
posture now that he i3 face to face with
@ real German officer, or will he bLe
bowled oul? Mind yor read the con-
tinuation of thiz fine story in next
Sﬂmﬂﬂuy"& Bumper Free Gift Number,
boys. : :
EllrET]‘!E Maicuer Liprany.—Nd, 1,004,
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o lrh mcm:tnuleﬂ gkrn an hig fat face.

h-m":*m* 'lﬁn"i-:{_d at. thew EHE' gn:mu.l

mort widely, .

“T¥d o nice- :h:r"” i ﬂmﬂklcd

T TTe nicefidndss has) 137k heon teyrific,

Ly g-ﬁn-q‘-mc-rt fat Buonter,” =nid Hueeeo

Jutifset It Sisfgh. . We have nek
=i J.unjh’h:% of thi!'u{ht.ulﬂm Coker.”

-'r

"

h!

o

: rm1~¢d Bob

- m= . =
-

troon -found, and ihat Bunter had {ound

himy, Whether it was by some coxtgg-
Bhut the -gpdinary chanee o not, there  was_no

“Yoive gol back!”

J,E‘I: 31:mrw-' HEE,

i thexo™! Wty e e e Tt ‘“‘ﬁ'*F “nen S “i-{:ﬂﬁ'ﬂﬂn.;_i_?r *'hn:'{r dmm the i'ru k.

".”ﬂw did’ H.m gn:'-l" lieve 17 hhmliﬂti “Coker wis HJ'E'H*'
Jﬂ-h Y ll.'n.ﬂl T Fhe dlovalor can qum L i:mﬂ Mr.
ux1t  l=el ﬂut Fish and Wisher -! 7, it of it

1] I L ] =
Wherd have you been? blay ﬂﬂﬂl of them Imhlwd ﬂiliru. sonrly at

i

:E:uid

“Oh,. tun  oway  and % T ic
i s i : Ao e junigrs. The delay in New York was
Coker.  “I've said before, and L “say, irritaking move’ and mr.:um Imt'h puppcr
“gn”:-h f.h?::lt 1 wllfru{?t have & mob of g0 son. :
i':l,-:-;a Hreck g ne— s . _
“Did Bunter find vou't” dcﬂmuﬂt‘& You gng.n foud '-i.hat_ _m} f.'nE-.cr.,

Tavry Wharton, .‘r""i P jeered Fisher T, Figh: -~

¥

My, i

“WeH what-did 3.-'11!1 expeet ! arguul- “Ye:o he did, Now get oul !’ “MNow, look here,”  said I"l'*hr
Huntw : *Wou fellows haver't the L P Well, ty hat ! "o hit the ears to-morrow | ‘"I ru;n hedr
gwiiption, you L'iﬂmh Lucky for Coker  The: junigrs got ont, in state of ine? Coker or no Coker, e hit the
i whs here,” ¢ . - alinost dazed astonislhnent, Jh[hr Bun-  Erig Eailroad {o-morrow ™

‘:.l_i:p..: 1.n|r‘-fmT1:|;T Ium asked Bob  tor blinked ac l!mi‘:‘l\l;,J “jth ® ﬂtpcrmt' “* Glood-cvening, . Mr. sk E‘!- seid
e, ‘nlih d(:{*[r ST LHHIII cret bmrl{, =% Coker, looking out of his room, TR

¥ e, \ ‘. &1 say, you fellows—r-" i Hirpm K. ¥ish dlmost fell down.

CWEHAT “How did you find Eﬂkm"f’ gasped ""&m-'. Cyeat snakes !. Coker ! Scarch

The Famouns Five slaved ot Bunim
The Boonder glared at L LuEd
Maglevercr gazed at him

'inu vo  found  lim "
Cherey.

Buriter nodded carvelessly.

Y0k, yes! 1 ]'m:l a stroll round tho™
Hl:j'u'p!}l‘j. “and nosed him oul, you know.
Had o hit of 2 gerap with some Bow nfv
toughs, but I got the upper lmndJ ;
Lronght Coker home all rig]lt ¥ S

i

“You fat idiot! -said- Hm*rj‘ 'fh,a.[,
ton,  *What the thump do 1.-:111. miean
by apinning That yarp?” 2,

roaredd Hﬂb

31

"n"m no-Bmitl. 3

C e Laaled for him,” u:-:plninm'[ Bunior.
Yo see, I spotted that beaky beast in
ihe: Bowery, and-=and that put me on

me! Then the polize found you®™
i ?"'H:F ik
“Van Iorn found JITE
“ Never heavd of him™

Ty

tho szcont. One thing led to . anothor, Hrbhen wha the Jehn Jaunes Brown
you know, and I got into the” place Jid find you?” =

where Caker was locked in n room, with £ ]31.;11,91_” et
I'IE hands tied. I let Lim loose, gutided “'I‘rmitm” * gnid "'lr[l Tash faintly.

Lhith nway, found a taxi, and—anc here

“Yes.”
wo dig ! Quite simple h:: @ fetlow with

“Carry me home to ﬂm’.’ seid My

gumption !, s Fiala. %
—~- “Oh, my hatth - - “*Gee-whin !’ E!.ld Fishers. T. rlﬂl
“ ¥t . beats wme !V ‘5411{] ilm Bounder “Bunter! Tk sure -is the elephant’s

hind leg! It aure is!

l:phm'b;i@:rv-- “Huﬂiel 55 T"Hn', uf L-:}L1!.=D.

el vamnfelness js ferrifie.”” . —-wa . diidina L il Me, Fish qmr-Hv recovered.
ler curjed B fat Hp. o : fﬁﬂ' really, E"““h" K S Waal, vou'ro. found.” he 5&1&
“thhore's his muﬂw’ lie tmﬂ ”%mn" - BGE he really zcems 1o hove foupd - l.hem voubhe jays insidtod on stopping

IJ‘:.ﬁm:.mﬁ,,I SUPPOsE. [mﬁntl Inr_aF-f n.r:.
Ium “and théiyon may belicve me.
\E!r.l}n gau‘rl‘lu‘umug gy —n-tt 1o '
“6ker Y shofnted Bunter, S
= 1 TH P Y Ve WO D A “EII‘]umu ke thtcc
h-::pm'lhﬁ}rmd AL cjg:tﬁnﬂﬁ]nm *
[t 1__1::?3 jumpesds —
”é-lfllﬂ pasprecE N aEont. -
“ Erok I"*m 1:1?3&{!‘*"*"1!!“;] ‘Inf*d Mnulcu
u.*’i.*f dbe'nﬁt . Cad” "'“‘qu
i ey

u.rrg- puskod. 1@ the. dﬂﬂr auﬂ

it apon. gL ‘okor  was-therera”
lating his perilous adveyiires to* Potler
aridd Greene. 1o slared nuqnly at”the
Removites.

“What the thump do_¥ou mcan by
bBursting: into my rooli ‘fike this? ha
demanded.  * Faye’t I told you tha T
dc’m't want any of 1uﬂ.1 Ho g}.q mannerq

-

it o w _ll

L

. -

cwrE
-r.

I'Jul-.w o L{:LLIE here, and “he says
At ""-qu-i; Fhsue: been pure thancd.”
My |_5t hive: beon: '“__ agmm’l Bob.

I'E‘E '.I.F -t Aty 0 ‘H-'r
ot

|_|—-—-— s

o AEF = e

2 Hunh‘:r n co'rtd'

“I‘ha! s what I expeck from -vonu.
fclim 5% e vemarked bivterly, Y You
for two - whole dn’:;'a
T jyst take the ]qr;
Thei you ™
I st '~‘-:n T

J-
=

LR ]

; ﬂn in-Noo Yark 1o look for . you—-
i "H-ﬂlu..T voung assos I said Cokor.

o ‘”'-.::m vor're found  welll swre ki -
e railvoad before vou lose yourself
ngnin,” said Mr, Fish. “You lipay mo
talk? This here pavty hits th o cars
at nine-thirty ni the ms}mm i
O And they did—and it wn¥Ta choery
party that rolled westard ' ‘Giv-thic-Erie
Railroad and bade fardwdl f,?;“":'ltg city,
of aln*.u:fapnrs ir h-..-

e

' g
]
-

%u,nr{h “far Coliér
"u.EJllmut Imﬂmg T

bn and r’Em‘te
give a «© mp the eredit ]
mllu,r despiso ;l.::-n

2 Bub hm\ &.'.-..{ faimed, W [:minu .

“{L;:Lm 5 ]-mre * e lhmtﬂr. e
mqm-:d Jridit-after kuﬂchng“ Hut'n gmlg
of- ‘Hnu oy toughs.: T Ifm a all.), ="

Buonier «did- not 1nlf-l'u:] to give rlc1=—1|]=
The details might lave' defracted a

S
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i LASS and a lack ! Woe is mo!™

} Clarence Clovorcoves, of the

Fourth ot 8t. SBam’s, rang his

hands in an aggerny of despare

as ho pacod up ond down the punishment-
roomn.

A gilencs bpooded over 5t. Sam’s—a
gilonea broken only by the faint sound of
enoring from o dormitory some distance
away, for rising®ell had not yet gone.

£t. Bam's slopt the sleep of the unjust.
But the nite that was just passing had
brought no sleep to the inventor of the
Fourth, He bhad spent the nokturnal
hours bitterly bewsiling his fate, and
wondoring who were the rogues who had
brought Ww-: to his prezzont mizzerable
Btat,

For Clarence Clevercove was innosant |
The olectric batieries with which the
mﬁﬁwﬁpﬂﬁ of St. Bam's had besn japed

ad certainly belonged to him, but he
hed no ides who had used them. Hew
was he to know that Biffer and Ruff,
the booliss of the Fourth, had planned
the whole afiair so that he should be
€ i-_mn.. from Bt. Bam’s in disgraco 1

ash |

What waes that §

_ It was the dawn breaking over the gray
Buildings of the old collidge. For Clever-
cove it was s hopalass dawn. Only too
wiell did ha know whiat was coming to
him. A froogal breakfast of a a:ﬁﬂa
-of doorsteps and a mup of tea; the
“_.MPQEEH ; of & flogging before the whole

ool in Biz Hall; and then, the sack !
What & mourning it would be! The
outlook was black, indeead.

A powerful kick ot the solid cak door
of the punishment-room brought Clever-
cove out of his m.,m.u.ﬂﬂu___. reflecktions.

“%Who's there T he said.

*it's me—your pal, Jack Jolly
answered a familiatr voice from the other
side of the door. * How are you blowing,
old seout ¥

“ Rotten | "' replied (levercove. ™ Thig
bizrineas has n all the puff out of
me, Jack, I can tell you.”

" Bo I should imajine ! " remarked the
rn—wﬂﬂ of thae Fourth, simperthetically.
“But, of corse, you asked for .:__._ old

ort, Ragging £ vverners really is
Mm_ bit thial, uﬁ.mn wbnﬂ.m..p 4

“But you don't understand.. Its all

e Magner Liprany.—~No, 1,00,

P

[ drils, L'l wagar & tenor. Whoover they

St.

Sam’s,

migtaket™
declared Clevercove.|
" YWheo ...rmu_,mm the 1v-
VETAra can't  imaogine.
But 'l swear I nin't
m...H --

In his emotion, Clever
cove was even forgeitin
hie grammar. He shounld,
of corse, have said “1
never done it."

From tha other aide of
the door came n low

" whistle of surprise.

“Few! 1 didn't know

oz denied nollidse of the japs, Clevear-
w..h.e.m. But if Hama%mb;. ..“mH_u_m___ thoso
batteries, who the dickens did 17

“ (Goodnoss kiwwws, Some bass scoun-

A garstly

are, the fact remomins that I've pot to
faca the musick.”
There was the sound ef a hurried move-
ment oupt in the passidge.
" Can't stop now ! refoct coming
ﬂ____._ﬁﬁnua___ Joack Jolly through the ikey-
ole. X
Clovercove heard the soft footprints of
the haptin of the Fourth pattering away
in the distanco, while a hevvier tread
becama ordible from the opposite direc-
tion, finally stopping eutside the door of
the punishment-roon.

A key grated in the lock, and the door
gwung open to reveal Burleigh of the
Sixth, the kaptin of $t. Sam's, boaring a
,M_wm_,m, contaming Cleversove's meager break-

sk,

" Hallo, young shaver 1 " oried Burleigh
grufiy. * Em&ﬂ, to take your grool in
ar hour'a time 1™

The inventor of the Fourth drew his
Lead up hawtily, and his ayes fashed.

““ No, I'm jolfy well not |~ I am innosont
of the charges lnid against me-—as troo ns
oy atanding hers,' he said proudly, as
he sat down to begin his froogal meal.

Burleigh larfed grimly. :

“1I fancy tho Head will talke a lot of
convinmng on that point,” he mermensd.
“If you take my tip, you'll grin and
bear it without kicking up a fuss, or you'll
cop it with o venjenzo. The Head may
be a bit light-headed at times, but he's
by n¢ means light-handed when it comes
to weslding the merry old hirch IV

Chuckling ot his grim jest, Biuleigh
strode vut of the __v:ﬁmmruﬁ._mﬂ-umnﬁ mem...
leaving Clevercove t¢ think things over
as he masticated his bread-and-scrape.

Mesnwhile Jack Jolly had joined hisg
chuma, Merry and Bright and Franle
Fearless, and told them the jist of his
conversation with the unforchunit now

boy. ot o

m.rmu. whistled when they learnt that
Clevercove was inaisting that someons sles
had beon responsibul for
FAVVErnoers.

“ Faw | " eggsclaimed Bright.
der who it was, then "

“1 know " gaid Frank Fearlesa sud-
denly. “ Ten to one in deenutts it was

_.__u

the jope on the

“I won-

The odds are about ten to one on in dough-nuts
.. that Clarence Clevercove gets the bullet from
But even
- come unstuck, as clever Clarence proves!

“ certainties ™ sometimes

COf corgo !
* Why didn’ X think of them befors 1 ™
cried Jack Jolty, “*We know they've
been leockiog for & chance ©f doing Clover-
cove an ill-serviss ever gives he was put
in their study, I vote wo go and see ‘em
.ﬂ.ﬁ-ﬂ-._....-u ]
Without further delay the Co. went
slong to the astudy which the boolies of
tha Fourth hed shared with the unhappy
Clovercova, :
Biffer and Ruff were at home, and they
akowled unplezzantly aa Jack Jolly & Co.
entored,
“If you're looking for your preshus
pal, Clevercove, you'll find him up in the
punizhment-room,”™ encorcd Biffer.
Juck Jolly Bung hirm & skornful glarnseo.
“Ii T have any cheek frarm you, Biffer,
I'll give you s champion thick eor in
dubble-guiek time ! " he said steddily.

Biffer immejately coward  back liko
the coword he waa st hart.

'“Yhat we've come for, a3 a matter of
fnct,"” resoomed the kaptin of tho Fourth,
“ia to find out what you know about

dﬁnﬁmﬂ.ﬁ jape on the guvverners, To
W.Ev it plan mﬁﬂu mm...;wu you two
rotters are the real culprita.”

Eiffer and Rufl eggachanped sly winks
then E..Hma...ﬁ.

“ 1 don't suppose the Head will trabllin
much about what you et,” grinned
Buff. *It's ﬁﬁhwﬂﬁﬁﬂﬁﬁ__n;. mm_u__”_ it
roun fnd any proof of our gilt, you'll be
w..._nru_a What do you say, Biffer }"

“ (¢h, rather 1™ chuckled Biffer,
‘st get on with it Buff. . I'm going in
to breklter now. Coming ™

Biffer and Rufl edged out of the atudy
and bugzed off, leaving Jack Jolly & Co,
with frowns on

“Loj -

I...

their faces.
,,:H._.Euq_ﬂum.:#m.. :
right ecouff,” |
gald Frank
Feoarleaa with
convicktion,
"But thayre
uite right
about the proof.
It seems impoa-

\\

mami
......

R

lll'..lll-..‘r..ﬂil

and the eggsited chattering of hundreds

of hoya. -

The hour had come af last—the hour
that sounded the deth nell of Clovercove's
breef career at Bt. Bam’s. A fow words
from the Head to commemaorats the
unsgls oopasion, and then the inventor
would be hoisted on to Foesil's shoulders,
flogged black and bloo, and finally slung
out on his peck from the slool which in
a fow doys he had grown to love.

Clovercove locked o  lonely figge®
standing in the conter of the platfiorm.
m:ﬂﬁﬂﬂ.ﬁa& by zhowling masters. Bub

hig misfortunés had nobt broken his ﬁaﬁm
epirrit, and though he dreoped listlessly,
ha atill held his head ereckt, and hiz eyes
flughed with uneonkeérable eurridge.

“Boys " boomed out the Head's
voice, ' Bomo of you may be ﬂou.m_ﬁ.nm
what iz the resson for the summoning o
general assambly to-day. In order to
rid yonr minds at onee of any false con-
jocktures, I may as well tell you, to begin
with; that you haven't been called here
for o fead.

Thoere waz a chuckle from the juniors,

which Dr. Birchemall immejately sup-
proszed with o savvidge jesturc.

“I may add,” he continusd, ™ that i
yon imajine that I am about o entertain
you with an @Wmi_.mwmﬂau of ‘conjuring,
juggling, ventrilogquism, or slite-of-hand
trix, you're oqually far from the trooth,
I don't propose to do anything of the
kimd,™

Thers was anothor chuekls and another
fearce jestura.

' Mo, thundered Dr. Birchamall, thump
ing on his degl, " the reason 1 have
called the skool together, boys, is that I
want you to witness the degradation of

o whose behavyor hos beon so
_n_mnm thot his prezzence &t 5t. Bam's can
no longer be tollerated. There is no nead
for me to mention hia name, boys. Yon
know it &l

sibul to prove
anythmng.' .
‘Izit? That
E.u.w.mmh to be
HOBTL, nnm%w.wﬂ
Jack Jolly.
“Perhaps  you
chaps had |
botter trot off to
hrekkor 1o .
1'rn ing to
gtay hend — to
gee if I con find

proof I

1T,

i ILENCE, you lubbera!®™
m It was the voice of Dr. Birchem-

all, the dredded Head of Bt
Bam's, presiding owver the s
sembled gkool in Big l. And immes-

| Biffer and Ruaff | ™

" Oh, grate pip 1 ™

jately a sollom silence rained, broken

“only by the shufling of hundreds of feet

3:%3:
"* Yes, rather I**

.nauﬂmwm,m the
akoal, innosent-

jumped,

"How dars
ryoul" h e
roared, turning
mad with u.w.nﬂ.
" Yeou'te tight
off the wi
na o matter of
fact, for the
person in gues-
tion i3 a junior
bolonging to the
Four Form.
Hiz neame iz
Clarence Clover-
cove."”

“Oht”

“This foolhardy youth has had the

lemerrity to play o practiesl joke on the
vyvornoers ; pardon the ._E_Ww.... phrase—

should, of eorse, say he hnas had the

awiul nerve to jepe the old coveys who

run this here alkkool.”

“Fow ™

' " For such a destardly deed there can
be only one punishment,” seid the Head

with n-Jeer. " He must ba
walloped without mersy,
then sacked from
Bam’a.”

The skool plormsed sim-
perthetically at Clevercove,
who, beyond  weeping
bitterly and going deadly -
white, betroyed no signs
of being affected by the
Head’s worda.

"I won't detsin you
any .“E._m_u? boys, with ~
chinwag,” finished up the
Head, " Instead of that
I will mow got on with
the giddy waahing."

Dr. Birchemall took &
firm grip on hia birch.-rod
and awished the air,

Before tha o ution
gonld commence, however, there came
& dramattick integroption from the
rear of the Hall The door muddenly
burst open, and Jack Tolly of the Fourth
rushed in, his face flushed with eggsite-
ment. ;

“Btop ! he eried.
wrong man ¥

iL .—.PHFF 4 i .H_.m—Hﬁ._...—”
with hiz hand eloft.

' Clévercove s innosent ! said  the
kaptin of the Fourth, sdvancing to the
front of tha Hall, ! )

* Impaossibul 17 e

“But I've got proof!" said Jmk
EﬁEmEEwn and with that he held ﬁm
a strange-locking box which hed a kin
of loud-epeaker fxed to the top of it.

Clevercove stared at that box in amazo-
Ha:ﬂw& . : :
. , that's my loud.speaker dikta-
phone for recording specches!™ he
Eu#m_._nwmm. o Rl

" Eggsoctly |1 " grinned Jack Jo

o HMa _Eﬂw, the merry m.mnw.mﬂmwnp# a
loud - gpeaker - whatever - you - said  affect
Clevercovas  gile T emanded Dr,
Birchemall.

" Boeawss it has recorded the confab
between the two villans who plotted thia
affaic from beginning to end ! replied
Jacle Jolly calmly.,

* Oh, grato pip ! " mermered the Head,
whila tha assembled shool farely buzzad
with eggsitament,

“Thanks to this moachine, gir, T cand
prove to your sattiafaction that Clevercove
i3 the viktim of & fowl plot,” said Jack,
ag he mounted the platform and stood
the diktaphonme on the table. " The real
culprits, as you will seon see—ar rather,
hear—are Biffer and Ruft of the Fourth ! "

“Tew | " whistled the assembly, whila
Biffer and Buff in the contre of the Hall,
turned garstly white ahd wobbled at the
Hedza.

Dir. Birchemall put down lis birch

“ You've got the
the Head, pawsing

and .umwmmw&.ﬁam the weerd-locking ma-
chine that Jack Jolly had brou ir.
* Where did you find this, Joliy ¥ he

agked.

“In the study which Clavercove shares
with Eiffer and Huff, gir. I had been
looking for elocs for some time before I
came across it. When T found it I didn't
know what it wae at firest. Then I presged
o button and turned & hendle, and lo
snd behold it started epeaking i ™ .

"My hot!"™ eggsclaimed D, Birchers-

*I presoom, sir, that while Biffer and
Ruft were locking rownd fle study for
Cleverzova's batteriea thoy unintonshim.
ally sot this eontraption recording. Con-
sehwently their conversation ia repros
duced in full. You just lissen, sir!’

Jack Jolly switched on the machine..

The whola alkool lissened with baited
breth. This is what thoy herd :

“Hallo!] Here" are the rotter’s bate
teries, Rouff ™

" Qood for you, Biffer! Now the next
H..nw_,m ja to plant them in the Head's
study,”

:ﬂ.__.__...._?_ﬁu Is it safe te go there
now ¢

" Yes, rather ! The Head's feeding his
face in Hall, and he'll take on Lour to
finieh. You kmow what a pig ha ia ] ™

DIir. Birchemall threw a savvidge glarnsa
over at the trembling Ruff, and picked
up his birch sipnifficantly.

“Comre on, then!™ squeaked om the
ﬁﬁ_mhwgﬁw.usm.. _:M.m_.___.abm_w v sweel !

vercove will jolly soon be sorry lor
himaslf now 1" ¥ .

That Bnished tho record. But it wos

quite coufl,. A storm of booing and
hissing broke out, directed, of corse,

against the booliea of the Fourth, whoss
basa desines had come so near to suxioeed-

E_mum_an remaina to bo told of what

DOWNFALLYY the

all in parprise.

happened afterwards. Dr. Birchemsll
notchorally did nof aack Clevercove after
Jack Jolly's amazing revelation, Instesd
of that he rang him warmly by the hand
and told him he had felt sore of his inno-
sence all along.

Biffer and Rufl wera then hauled on to
the plstformn. They were not, howuever,
egeapglled, for they came "of wealthy
mm,hn_wur. ied with ._q_.....__”m. the Head did not
ﬂ...EﬂwE quarrel. Tnstead of that, thoy
ware birched with uneggsampled severrity,
and their yolls of walke
Eﬂ.ﬂ_ﬁ in m_? Sam'e for the next hour. :

na endead the prate plot ingt the

inventor of the Fourth w.- ﬂrﬂmﬁnﬁﬂﬂ?ﬂm

failure of the wvillons, and the amazing

trivmf of the clever Clarence Clevercove !
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