


Pocket Knives and Leather Wallels for Readers!

Chice, PBoiys

Ahrays glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me o line to the following addvess :
The Editor, The ** Magnet '’ Library, The Ameigamated Press, Lid., Fleetway House,

Farvingdon Street, London, E.C. 4.

NOTE.—All Jokes asnd Limericks should be semt to
clo " Mazaet,”" 5, Carmelite Strest, Londen, E.C. 4 (Cowp.).

0O kil off with, chums, lwre’s a

l clever limerick for whiclh Hugh
MeKinnan, of 103, Budvale Strest,
Glasgaw, has been awarded a

uvaoful lesther pocket-wallet :

In the Remove at Greyfriars Schoal,
There’s a [ellow who's reckoned no faol.
He's siralghiforward and strong

And seldom is wrong,
When judging a [ellow—ithal’s Bull !

A poculiar fate seems to pursue mo
overy time I it down to write this weekly
clmt fo my chumsz Someone always
spomsz to wanb to come into my offico and
have & yarn with me, or else show me a
trick or cateh. This mormng it was
Carney Allan, who fished out & pack of
cards from his pocket.

“ Take these two cards and have & look
at them,” he said, thrusting the nine of
spades and the fen of ¢lubs into my hends.
“Been them ¥ Right! TIut them in
different positions in the pack,” I did eo.
“Now watch ! he said, and placed the
pack down on my dezsk. He made & pass
over the pack and tap it with his
finpers. “ Now take off the top two cords
in the pack, and you'll find that the two
cards which you placed in differont
positions have come ftogether apain at
the top of the pack 1 ™

He was right! And he had absolutely
beaten me ! How it was wan LT eouldn’t
tall, but I thought it would bs an excellent
trick 1o pass along to you fellows, and I
g:)ht.ﬂlﬁm to explain to mE_}mfw itit-ms‘d-u:rr]m,

8X tiom 12 ridiculously simple.
The nuﬁ?ﬁi had given me wergthe urirna
of spadea and the fen of clubs, but the
cards he took from the top of the pack
were the nine of clubs and the ton of
spades, which he had previcusly placed
there. But nine pecple cut of ten don't
notice that the suits are different. Try
the trick on your chums. You'll get them
Euessing.

ANOTHER CLEVER TRICK

which Carnoy Allan showed me was, thaa :
He took a maichstick and wrapped if in
a hendkerchief, which he gave me fo hold.
“ Now smash the match,"” he said, anod
when 1 had done so, asked me if I was sure
about it. I told him I was, * Right”
be said, and unrolled the handkerchief.
There was the match absolutely whole.
This is Liow this trick was done. DBefore
ho came into my office he had placed
another matehstick into the hem of his
handkerchief. When hs flourishad the
handkerchief to show it wes empty, I
did not ses the other stick, naturally,
becauso it was in the hem. But when he
threw the handkerchief over the match-
stick which I had given him, he was
careful to bring up the hem and give me
the matchstick which was there, to break.
Consequently, the sccond mstchstick
was unbroken, end wes reveslod to sight
when thw handkerchief was unfolded.
But the broken pieces of the other were
in the hem. It's quite a good little trick,
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and I can soe some of yeu fellows getting
the reputation of being wizards—so long
as you don't try the tricks on any fellows
who have also read this chat of mine.

If you ame

INTERESTED IN AVIATION

make a noto in your diary this week against
Tuoesday, May Z2lst, for it was on this
day, two years ago, that Lindbergh flew
from New York to Paris. I have always
admired Lindbergh. There was no hanky-
panky about him! Ile set out to do a
thing, and be did it, without any flourish
of trumpets, or banging of the big drom.
I rockon thet flight of lua will live long

in history. Heo is only 5 voungster, too
~—TOung eanou to have been reading
tho Macxer & vears ago. L hope some

of you ' Magmetites ' are poing to do
wqually wonderful things in & few years’
time, '

Now for a laugh with R. B. Cusworth,
of 12, Montague Strest, Thornaby-on-
Ters, Yorks, who has sent in the
following ammusing joke for which he has

sarmad & Maower pocket-knife,

Professor (seafed at his desk Io fromi
of the classi : ** Why don't you answer

me, boy 7 **

Seholar : "1 did, sir. 1 shook my
head.”

Professor : . ' But you don’t suppose

I can hear i raitle from bere, do you ? ™

Are you interesied in wirelezs ¥ Then

you'l} also be intoreated in

ESKIMDO WIRELES:S

whicly forms the basis of a quesiion put
to me this week by Tom Cordon, of Scar-
borpugh. -+ What is Eskimo wircleas,
he wants to know ¥ It is a thing which we
civilised people canmot explain, but
Aretic explorers vouch for the fact that
the Iekimosz sometimes know a thing
which 18 happening hundredg of miles
saway., Kaffirs possess the seme uncanny
ability, and there i8 a case on record
of & traveller in tho bush, with not & living
soul within a hundred miles of his camp,
Yot one of his Kaffir hupters told him that
the English were going to fight the Boers,
When the fraveller reached civilization
again, he found that war had broken out
on the very day that the Kaffir had told
Lhim. Oneo of these daya. perhaps, wa shall
know the explanation of * Eskimo
wirelesa” Until then, it remsing * wropped
in mystory.” :

Really, vou fellows are bowling me out
this week. Here's another question which
I can't answer:

WHERE DID THE AUSTRALIANS
COME FROM ?

I presume that Harry Donald, of
Pockham, who ssks the gquestion, means
the aborigines of tbat continent, and,
if that is the case, neithor I nor anyone

elee can tell him. They made
ithe jowrney to Australia m
boats, snd they took with
them domesticated dogs, whose
descendants survive to-day in
the dinges, Thoy also took
the boomerang with them, and
the curious thing is that the
hoomerang was also  known
in Ancient Egypt. But I
should not imagne that the
Blackfellows of Australia have
any connection with Egpypt.

FREE GIFTS !

Of course, you are collectin
the spenking series of col
picture cards  desling  with
mochanical mysierios snd

MARVELS OF THE FUTURE
which are being presented FREE with
our companion paper, the ** Gem Library'
This week's free picture card, No. & in
the series, depicts a

GIGANTIC AIR LINER, .
another draam of the future, and itz a
real corker. Tdon't fail to add- this card to
your set, chums.

Tho next guestion this wook concerns
diamonds. G. T., of Walmor, wanta o
know if the famous Noh-inoor diamond
ia

THE LARGEST DIAMOND

that hes heen discoversd ¥ No, it 18 not,
That distinction belonps to tho Excolsior
dinmond, which was vared in South
Africa. Belore it was cut it weighed
U7l carats, and wea worth a million
pounds. EBEut the diffleuliy of getting a
purchaser for it at that price was too
great, and therefore the diamond was
cut into nine smaller pams. The Koh-i-noor
diamoid, whiclh was found in India,
weighed 800 careis before it was cut,
but hod cutting brought its weight down
to 103 carats.

There is just time to answer

ONE MORE QUESTION,

which comes from J. Green, of Nottingham,
before we pass on to other things. This
reader wants to know where he can buy
a4 chamaleon, and i it will make 4 goml
E#. He should write to one of tho big
ndon stores, for nearly all of them heve

a pets’ de ent, angd can usnally euppl
ﬂ.npz,'ﬂ kmt, Chameleons al.rrﬁ q]:.lr;tg
easty to keep in summer, but in winter
their cages moust be kept warm. Their
food largely consists of insects.

Now for next week's record-breaking
programme. Topping the list is a first-
rate story of Harry Wharton & Co., the
chums of Greyiriars, entitlod :

*“THE PREFECT'S PLOT ! "’
By Frank Richards.

To divalge the said plot at this juneture
would, of course, be 10 spoil the story, and
this I do oot intend to do. But I will
say this much that you'll all a it's
ono of the finest yarns the good old
Macxer has ever published, and that's
gaying something !

ext, vou'll meet our old friend, Dr
Birchemall, in & new and screamingly
funny * Movie” series. Hold yourself
in readiness for

“FILM STRUCK ! ™
By Dicky Nugent

and onc long, continuous roar of laughter,
Then comes another gripping instals
ment of
"*SEPEEDWAY PALS ! ™
Ey Carney Allan,

our thrilling dirt, track serial, and the grand
finals wiil snother cheery “'Come Inlo
the Office, Boys.” See that you order this

bumper bill o' fare sarly, cliums.

YOUR EDITOR.



MEET THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS IN THIS SPARKLING STORY, BOYS!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ungratetul |

i RICKET?"” asked Billy Bunter.

q His fat lip curled.

From the eager buzz of

talk that was going on in

Study No. 1 in the Remove, at Grey-

friars, any fellow might have supposed

that a topic of importance was under
discussion.

It was close on tea-time.

Billy Bunter, coming along the Re-
move passage and hearing that buzz of
voices, naturally supposed that Harry
Wharton was dizcussing an important
matter—and at the appreach of tea-
time the only matter of importance, cf
course, was tea. .

Bunter was quite willing to join in a
disoussion on that subject. 1t was a
subject in whick he was deeply inter-
ested. So he opened the door and
inserted a fat face and a pair
of large spectacles into the
gtudy.

His disgust may be, a3z &
novelist would express 1k,
better imagined than
deseribed when he found that
the topic in Study Ne. 1 was
only ' ecricket. Merely that
and nothing more !

His fat lip curled, and he sniffed.

“Our bowlers——"" Bob Cherry was
saying.

“Their bowlers——" Johnny Bull was
remarking at the same moment.

“Their bowlfulness——"" Hurrea Jam-
eet Ram Bingh was bepinning.

“Cricket!” sonorted Bunter, “You
fellows seem to talk of nothing else!
I sav, you f[ellowsg——""

“Shut up, Bunter!”

‘1 say, what about tea?™

“Mothing about tea,” said Harry
Wharton., *“DBuzz off! About the hnwi
ing, you men, I don't think Higheliffo
have any pull over us. We've pot
Inky—"'

“] say, vou fellows—

“Dey up ¥ hooted Frank Nugent.

“And Toddy's good, and so's
Stmithy—" went on the captain of the
BEemove.

“Toddy's gone out,” said Bunter.

Wharton glanced round.
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“ What does that matter, fathead? He
will be back befores we play Higheliffo
next Wednesday, I suppose.”

“Y measn, he's gone out, and left
nothing in our study for tea,”’ explained
Bunter. “You know how sclfish Toddy
13. He doesn't seem to think that
want any tea!” said Bunter indignantly-
“Looks as if I shall have to tea 1n
Hall, unless you {fellows come to the
rescue ™

“We're teaing in Hall ourselves,”
grinned Bob Cherry, “*Nothing doing,
old fat bean! Nobody to be done!™

Billy Bunter's fat face fall.

*And wyou're talking ericket, when
there's nothing for tea!” he ojaculated
seornfully, “Talk about Pontius Pilate
fiddling while Moscow was burning "'

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Blessed 1if I see anything to cackle
at! I can tell you I'm hungry!" said
Bunter warmly, “I was relying on you

The loss of a penny is as painful to
Fisher T. Fish as the extraction of a
troublesome tooth.
what he feels like when he incurs a

So you can
loss of two shillings!

fellows. I've been disappointed about
a postal-order.”

For the first time in wyour lifet®”
asked Bob Cherry sympathetically.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, what's going to be done?”
demanded DBunier,

“MWot us!" answered Bob.

“Well, T'm jolly well not poing to
tea in IHall!™ said Dunier discon-
tentedly. “Door-steps and dish-water
disagree with me.  All wvery well for
vou fellows. But a fellow whe comes
from a luxurious home expects somo-
thing decent! I say, vou fellows——""

“YWhen 1t comes to batting—" said
Harry Wharten,

“For goodness’ sake, chuck that rot
for & minute!"” roared Bunter. I keep
on telling you it's tea-time! Look here,
I've got an idea™

“We've pot plenty of good bats-

tnen—"="
“Will wyou listem to a follow?”

il
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I trifling  things when
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A complete yarn of schoolboy frolic and adventure,

By FRANK RICHARDS.

shricked Banter,

frivolous, 'Wharton.”

“8o whatter " ejaculated the captain
of the Remove.

“Frivolous!

“Don't be s

It's frivolous to discuss
there's an im-
poriant matter on hand. belisve you
fellows would be talking cbout gamea
if the sky was falling!” hooted Bunter,
“Look here, I've pob an idea to get a
spread for tea, ang I'm not keeping it
to myself. As yvou know, I always think
of others frst—"

““0Oh, my hat!”

“(rreat pipl”

“MNaturally, I thought of my old
pals,” said Bunter. “If you'll chuck
talking rot and be serious for a moment,
I'll tell you about ik, I suppose you
fellows don't want to tea in Hall”

“MNot szpecizlly,” agreed Bob Cherry.
“Well, what's the big idea? Cut ik
short 17

The Famous Five of the
Remove geve Bunter their
attention.

Funds were low in Study
No. 1, grd tea in Hall never
wis very attractive, It was
the last resource of the stony :
and the fact that it could
had for nothing appealed to
nobody in the Remove, except perhaps
Fisher T. Fish. If the Owl of the
Remove had a suggestion to make, the
Fameous [ive were willing to give him
a hearing. i

“It's a real corker!” said Bunter.
“ Vau fellows would never have thought
of it. DBrain, vou know! It Bashed into
my brain—--="

“There was plenty of room for it!"
vemarked Johnny Buall.

“Beast! MNow look There,” said
Bunter. “Quelehy’s having somoe of the
prefects to tea in his study™

“He won't ask us aleng with Sizth-
Form moen, ass!"

“1 know that! Ie sent Ogilyy to the
tuckshop for some stuff,” said Bunter.
“¥You know, he gives a follow 2 note to
Ars. Mimble when he sonds for things.
But suppose ho found that he wanted
something extra—it's likely onough
with greedy fellows like Wingate and

THe Macker Liskany.—No. 1,110
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* LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

Loder to tea—well, he calls the nearest
chap, sec, and sends him to fetch, say,
a big cake—-"

“Well ¥ said Bob., "I don't see—"

“¥ou wouldn’t1” said DBunter.
“Well, suppose Wharton goes to the
tuckshop, just as if Quelchy had sent
him in & hurry—too great & hurry to
stop &nd write another note—sco? He
BaYs Guelchy has sent him for a ten-
shilling cake, Mrs. Mimble i3 bound
to think it's all right, as Queolchy has
already been sending for stuff. Wharton
can say he's dropped the note, if she
asks him——-"

“Y can?" ejaculated Wharton.

“¥Yez; and tho other chaps can be
with you, and they can bear witness
that they sow you drop it—"

“Oh, my hat!™ )

“VYery likely she won't ask you; but
if she does that will stuff her,” explained
Bunter. " I've thought 1t all out. I'm
rather diplomatic, you know. In fact,
I think Ipshall vory likely go into the
Diplomatis Scrvice when 1 leave Grey-
[riare—""

“1 think you ought!” gasped Bob
Cherry. "1 think that's about the place
[or you-if you can keep out of
chokey ™

“0Oh, roally, Cherry! I don’t expect
gratitude, but you might thank a fellow
for thinking about you like this!" said
Bunter. “We bag the cake. Those ten-
ghilling cakes aro ripping. Not so good
a5 those 1 get from Dunter Court, of
course, but jolly good, all the same.
Now old Queichy won’t find it out for
days and days. By that time my postal-
order will have arrived, and Wharton
con g}u and pay for the cake just as if
Quelchy had sent him with the money—
seg?  Then Quelchy won’t find it out at
all. Easy as falling off a form!"”

Tho Famous Five gazed at Bunter,
Harry Wharlon secmed to experience
some  diffieulty in speaking for a
moment or fwo.

“ You—you—you—"" he gasped. “ 8o
I'm to go to Mra. Mimble and tell her
n etring of lies, and these fellows are to
back me up, and we're to be found out
when  your postal - order  doesn’t
come—""

“Oh, it will come all right!” said
Bunter. “I've been expecting it for
quite a long time. I think you'd better
ﬁ!;SWI'IlLrMH. I'd go myself, only—only

. Mimble doesn't taks my word!
Bhe's sguspiciows! You know how
suspicious and sordid these shophkeepers
are!” said the Owl of the Remove
sorrowfully., *“Mzrs. Mimble has actu-
elly doubted my word more than once—
actually said s0. Bhe'd be bound to ashk
me for a note from Quelchy. She
mightn't ask veu, Wharton, but if she
does, all the other fellows can say they
saw you drop it——"

The Famous Five rose to their feet.

_ “That's right,” said Bunter approv-
ingly. “No good wasting time. Strike
the iron while it's hot, you know. Beize
the opportunity—— Yarooocoooh I

"Harry Wharton & Co. did not seize the
opportunity.

They seized Bunter.
. The fat junior was swept off his feet

in tho grasp of five pairs of hands, and
landed on the study floor with a loud
COCUSSI0N.

Bump!

* Whoooooop I"" roared Dunter.

“ Give him another "

“1 say, you fellows—"

Pump |

“ ¥ ooooaooooooop |

“Time we got down to tea,” remarhed
Bob Cherry; and the Famous Five left

Tae Magyer Lirary.—No. 1,110

the study and strolled awaé to the staira.
And the voice of William George Bunter
followed them on its top note:

“* ¥ ow-ow-oW-0w-0w-0w-ow '’

—— —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Fisher T. Fish Plunges !

" I1X, I guess!® gaid Fisher T, Fish.

That remark did

that Fishy was uncertain of the

rmumber and was gpuessing et it

He knew that he wanted six tarts. He

was merely speaking the language of his
native land.

Mrs. Miumble procecded to sort out six
large and luscipus jam-tarts. Fisher T,
Fish watched her with a thoughtful
brow and a searching eye.

It was uncommon tor Fisher T. Fish to
stand himself anything like a spread in
his .'3.1:1.11515~ Food at Greyfriars School
was paid for, and u fellow who did not
turn up at & mesl was losing something
for which cash had been paid—an im-
possible thing to Fisher Tarleton Fish,
T'ea in the study was all vory well if the
school footed the bill; but the school
didn’t. ‘Fea in the study, therefore, was
of no use to Fisher 1. Fish. His private

opinion was that the Head allowed tea

in the study in order to save expensas in
catering, and net a little extra” profit,
Fishy could understand that; it was
what he would have done himself had
he been a schoolmaster. What hao
couldn’t understand was fellows fallin

into 30 obvious a snare. Bui Fishy ha

long ago discovered that the poor little
island in which be now sojourned was
populated by the world’s prize boobs.

The school tea in Hall was plain and
wholesome --quite wholesome and very,
vory plain Every fellow above the
Third was allowed to tea in his own
quarters if he liked, at his own capense.
It wasz a highly-prized privilegze, and no
fellow ever tea'd in Hall except in stony
periods! Ixeept Fishy! Fishy turnad
up to tea in Hall, not because he liked
it more than anybody else, but because
it had been paid for; and he always ate
as much as ha E‘f‘ussihl}- could on the eame
principle. Fisher T. Fish never missed
tea in Hall unless some fellow asked him
ta tea, which fellows zeldom did, unless
they owed him money and desired an
extension of time on a loan.

Still, all human beings have their
waaknesses.  There was no doubt that
Mrz. Mimble's fourpenny jam-tarts were
real corkers. Henutiful{y fresh and
flaky, wiih lots of jam—real strawberry
jam. WFourpence for a tart was & priece
that made Fisher T. Fish look wvery
grave; but, on the other hand, there
was more valua in one of them than in
two twopenny tarts. And they were
delicionz—they melted in the mouth,
they glided deliciously down tha gullat,
Fisher T. Fish, perhaps, did not enjoy
such & tart quite so much az other
fellows;: even while the delicate favour
lingered on hiz Transatlantic tongue he
could not help thinking of the fourpence
with a pang of regret. Beldom—indeed,
almost nerar—didg Fisher T. Fish yisld
to such weaknesa as to expend hard cash
on things that merely tickled the palate
and had very slight tood value, Dut
even Fishy had yielded f{or once, and
now, with a grave, thoughtful face and
& slight heartache, he was cxpending the
sum of two shillings on six of those
luscious jam-tarts. o _

According to one authority, it was his
love for fried potatoes that loat
Napoleon the battle of Waterloo, In.
digeation supervencd at o eritical
moment and clouded his judgment, Like
that great man Fisher T. Fish yielded
to the demands of the inner man, regard-
less of consequences. i

not mesn .

The consequences were likely to be
gerious. Two shillings was half-a-dellar,

‘and the expenditure of half-a-dollar was

enough to haunt Fishy for days to com

even if it did npot spoil his sleep o
night. Btill, he had made up his mind
to 1it. He was going to Elunge for onoe.
Heo was going to regale himsalf on those
serumptious tartes, and hang the expense.

There was ona consolation for the
waste of cash. It was not his own cash.
He had drawn two shillings that day
from Fry of the Fourth in interest on a
loan he had made that youth. 8o for
once Fish felt justified in a little extra
expenditure.

till, it gave him a pang, and he
watched Mrs. Mimbla aa she packed the
tarts in a littla cardboard box, wiih
anxious eyes. Expenditure having been
pr:su'[ved upon, after many heart-search-
ings, the American junior was keen to
see that he recsived full value for nis
money. No stale tart wasz to be palmed
off on him.

But Mro, Mimble knew nething what-
ever about American business methods,
s0 she did not even think of palming
off stale tarts,

Six of the beat were packed in the
little box.

It was juat then that William George
Bunter appeared in the offing.

Bunter had not dyet gone to tea in
Hall. He drifted down to the tuckshop
in the hope of finding some feliows there
shopping for tea. His fat face becamo
gloomy as he saw_that the only fellow
i the shop was Fisher T. Fizh, Get-
ting blood from a stone was a light and
easy occupsation in ecomparison with get-
tin% anything out of Fisher Tarleton
Fish. -

3till, you never know your luck.
Bunter had read s romantic story once,
in which sn Americen gave something
away. It was barely possible—very
barely—that Fishy might part with
something. Bo the Ow! of the Remove
pu} o1l h;a most ingratiating grin as he
joined Fishy at the counter,

“Btanding s feed, old chapi” he
asked,

“ Nope!"” _

Fishy's answer was short, if not sweet.

“Having somebody to tea 7™

Fisher [\, Fizsh stared. It was not
likely that he was having anybody to
tea.

“Don't be a boob ! was his zeply.

“1 say, Fishy, I'll carry that box for
you, if you like,” said the Owl of the

ave.

Fisher T. Tish grinned.

“1 guess not,”" he answered.
ood tarts, old chap,”

“They're jolly
i3 fat fingers strayed

saifh Elll:lnt.ar; and

to the box,

A sharp rap on his podgy kouckles

caused his fat hand to stray away again.
“Ow!"” howled Bunter. ,
“Reat it 1" grunted Fisher T. Fish.

Having examined the tarts with a
critical eye, and assured himself beyond
the possibility of ioubt that not a aingle
tart of inferior value had been palmed
off on him, Fisher T. Fish placed the
lid omn, .

Then came the most painful
IEEIU operation, The tarts had fe
or,

Frv's two-shilling E‘?!.EEE passed over
the counter. Mrs. Mimble dropped it
into her till quite earclessly, and its
clink as it fell sounded like a knell in
the eara of Fisher Tarleton Fish.

art p[
paid

But tha deed was done now. Regrets
wore useless. The two-shilling-picce was
gone. Fisher T. Fish stified his natural
emotions at such a painful parting, and
picked up thae méhu&rd box.

"1 say, Fighy——':

“Gitl
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Bunter opened the lid of the box-seat under the
his fat fzos as his fingers came in ¢ontaet with a cardboard box at the bottom, ‘¢
as he raised the lid and saw six juley, luscious jam-tarts spread before his entranced view.

“But you're surcly not going to be
reedy, old chap,” said the Owl of the
pnove. “I'll earry the box for you,
with pleasure, Hand it over!”

“I've told you to git once,” said Fish.
“Now git 1™

Fisher T. Fish walked out of the tuck-
ghop with the box wumder his arm.
Bunter rolled after him. s

Bunter conld guess that it was Fishy's
intention to tew in Hall, on as much of
the plain and wholesome faro of thoe
school as he could cram into Ins narrow
interior, and then to regale himself in
iz study on thoso luscious tarts
Obviously, he would not eat the tarts
first. The keen edge of his appetite was
te be taken off with what he could get
for nothing, efter which he was going
to consume those delicious tarta at Ins
leisure. It followed, from this, that
Fishy would have to leave the tarts
in his study while he went to tea in
1ell. That loocked like a chance for
Buntee. That the loss of two shillings'
worth of tuck woul 1 break Fishy's heart
did not matter to Dunter. hen he
was on the track of tuck Bunter was as
ruthloss as Fishy himself on the track of
a dollar.

Fisher T. Fish ontered the House,
and Bunter rolled in after him. IMisher
T. Fish went up to the Remove passage.
After him trailed Bunter. Fisher T.
Fich went into No. 14 Study, and
Bunter watched him through his big
spectacles, his little round cyes gleam-
ing. I'ishy camo out of No. 14 without
the box, and Bunter grinned.

Then Fisher T, Fish locked the door
of the study and put the key in hia
pocket, and Bunter cocased to grin.

THE THIRDE CHAPTER.
Tarts for Bunier !

i BEAST I
B Billy Bunter made that re-
mark as IFisher T. Vish came

back along the Remove pas-
sage, towards the stairs,

Fishy grinned as he passed the fat
junior.

Probably he read Bunter's thoughts.
They were not difficult to read.

“ T say, Fishy—"" gasped DBunter.

“Fep?” grinned Fishy.

1 say, will you lend me your Latin
dic®”

“ Nope."

“look here, I'm poing ta borrow
Johnny Bull's Latin dic,” said Bunter.
“You've no right to lock up that study.
Bull or .Bquiflf might like to go in at
any minute.”

*1 puesz you're mighty eoncerncd
about %;'Iult and Squilf, ain't you, you
fat cormorant?” grinned Fishy. * As
they're both pone ont I guess they won't
be wanting to go inte the study till after
tea.”

“They might,” urged Dunter. “ Look
here, I'll mind the key for vou, if you
like, and sce that—that nobody pocs
into the study.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"’ roared Fishy.

“ Blessed if I szce anvthing to cackle
at. I suppose you coan trust mo with
the key, Fishy "

““Ha, ha, hal”

“look here, vou beast—'"

“ Forget it,” said Fisher T. Fish, and
he went on down the Remove staircase,

Bunter glared st him over the
banisters. A locked door steod between

window and proceeded fo root through the lumber.

A sudden grin overspread

* Good ! " exclaimed the Owl of the Remove,

(See Chapter 3.)

lim and his prey., Even Bunter did not
think of bursting in a study door in
order to hurgle a fellow's tarts. But he
could not detach his fat thoughts from
those tarts. Ilis mouth watcred at the
thought of them. Somcthing had to be
done. The question was, how?

Billy Dunter's little round oyces
glewned behind his spectacles. Ho gave
u little fat cough—the usual sign that
the Creyiriars ventriloguist was jusé
going to begin.

“Fish b

Fisher T, Fish started as tho sharp,
acid tones ‘of Mr. Queleh, the master
of the Remove, barked st him over the
balustrade of the Hemove landing.

He stopped and looked up.  DBunter
had backed out of sight.

“Yes, sir?" answoered Fish.

“Fish! You hoave locked your study
foor ' rapped out the Remove moster's
sharp vorce. “*What do you mean by
it, Fish? You are perfectly well awara
that junior study doors are not allowed
to be locked.”

“I—I—1 guess—" stammered Fishy.

" Return to your study at once, Fish,
gnd unlock the deor. 1 am poing to
the ganws study, and when f return
I shall leok in at your study and ascer-
tain whether the door 1s locked,” barked
the sharp volee.

“Yesz, sir.’ )
Fisher T. Fish ascended the stairs
agail.

Bunter backed round & corner. Fishy
did not expect to see the Remove
master on the landing, az: tho sharp
voico had stated that Mr. Quelch was
going to the games study, which was ia
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the Fifth Form passage. He walked
along sulkily to No. 14. Bunter, bebind
hiz ecorner, pgrinned. Fisher T. Fish
prided himself upon being cute, and
gpry, and heving his eye-teeth cut, as

e a youth who had been raised in
MNoo Yark. But there was no doubt that
the cute and spry Fishy had been taken
in by the reyfriars wventriloquist.
Without a single suspicion in his cute,
spry ming, Fisher T. Fish walked along
the Remove passape to the end study
and unlocked the door, as he had been
bidden by the sharp voice that W, G,
Bunter had borrowed from hiz Form-
maskber.

Fishy went into the study. -

" With the door unlocked and William
George Bunter sbout, it was not safe
to leave the tarts in the study cupboard.
There was a lock to that cupboard, but
it was in the state of many locks in
junior studies. Johnny Bull had found
it locked once, and the key absent, and
he had opened it with the study poker.
Figher T. Fish took out the cardboard
box and considered the matter. He
could take the tarts into Hall with him,
if ho liked; fellows often took in things
for tea. DBut s fellow with six jam
tarts would be expected to whack out
& littlo, Fisher T. Fish had no_inten.
tion of whacking out anything, but he
wia not impervious to public opinion,
and he did not want to sit at the table
among a lot of fellows and guzzle mix
taris, one after anather, without offering
BNy man 50 much a8 a crumb. Ha was
already considered a stingy fellow 1in
the Bemove, and that really would lock
rather mean, even in 'E'ishﬁr'l own
opinion.

¥ Bearch me !” growled Fisher T. Fish,

Ha looked round the study for a safe
hiding-place.

Thero wos a boz-sent under ithe win-
dow, in which all sorts of lumber was
stowed away by the three juniors who
ghared No. 14, Fishy opened the lid,
unpacked o quantity of lumber, and
placed the box ot tarts at the bottom
and carefully covered it up. Then he

elosed down the lid, replaced the
cushions on it, threw a book 2nd a few
papers on top to give it an appearance
of nat having been recently opened, and
left the study.

Ha kept & sharp eye open for Bunter
as he went to the, stairs, but the Ow! of
the Bemove was not o be seen. LEasy
in his mind now, I"isher T. Fish hurried
down to Hall to tea. He had no time to
waste if he wasz not to lose Lhat meal.

After he was gone the door of No. 7
Study opened, and Billy Bunter blinked
out mto the passage through hiz big
spectacles,

Like Mozes of old, Bunter looked this
way and that way, and, like Moses, he
SEY No I.'I"!-Elll.

Horgrinned, and ecamo out of the
study, and hurried along to No. 14,

Ha fnicly jumped to the study cuop-
board and blinked into 16 iIn search of
the box of tarts,

“Beast "' gaszped Bunter.

The cupboard was in tho same state as
that of the celebrated Mother Hubbard.

“Wall, of all the rotters!” said
Bunter, in disgust. ** Suspicious beast !
I dare say he thinka a fellow ia after
his measly tarts. Just like him 1"

Bunter had little time to wasto if he
was not to misa tea in Hall. But half
B dozem jam tarts—fourpenny ones—
il_ihpeaind to him much more tharw tea in

all. His fat brain did not work ver
actively, as a8 rule; but it would wor
in an emergency like thie. He reflected
that Fishy was very unlikely to take the
tarts into Hall r:ill;g him. Fellows wounld
call him stingy for keeping them all to
himszelf, while, as [or whacking them
out, that was impossible for Fisgy. In
deed, if some fellow like Bolsover
major or Skinner was there, he was
auite likely to help himself, regardless
of Fishy's anguish. PBunter shook his
head. Fishy hadn’t taken the tarts dewn
to Hall. The question was, what had he
done with them ¥

Bunter proceeded 1o find the answer
to that riddle by searching the study.

He szcarched thoroughly, upsetting n
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TalesTor All Tastes

BOYS’ FRIEND 4 LIBRARY
l OBTAINABLE FROM ALL NEWSAGENTS! l

No. 189.—A LAD O THE
YILLAGE.

A Lively Story of Foo and

fummer Bports,
By C. Maicolm Hincks.

PPN T

Mo. 190.—THE ISLAND OF
SECRETS.

A Gripping Story of Adventure
Abroad. By Sidney Draw,

S S —

MNo. 191,—BOOMERANG ROB.

A Ereathless Story of Adven.
ture jn the Wilds of Australia.

By John Ascott.

s A —

2 Ne. 1g2.—KINGS O' SPEED.

A Thrilling Motor-Raclng Yarn.
By John Hunter,

-gtreaming over the carpet.

rood things in the progress of his
E&arch. il-ia left books and papers scat-
tared right and left, and an inkpob
Finslly, be
came to the box-seat under the window,
and opened the lid. )

Only a pile of lumber met his oyet,
the odds nnd ends that accumulate in
o junior study. Put Bunter was not to
be beaten. He proceeded to root through
that lumber, and & grin overspread his
fat face as his fingers came in contack
with a cardboard box at the bottom.

Rapidly that box was cleared, and
Duuter raized the lid.

“aood -

2ix juicy, luzclous Jam-tarts were
spread before his entranced view. In
an instant one of the tarts was in
Bunter's mouth, and he was gobbling
away with preat joy.

* Beautiful I'" gasped DBunter:

Fisher T Fish was rather lato for tea
in Hall, and he was cating plain, whole-
some fare as fast as he could, in order
to get his full money’s worth while there
was yet time. Little did he dream of
the tragedy that was going on in his
study in those very mioments.

Mrs. Mimble’s fourpenny tarts were
fairly substantial. But Bunter was the
man to deal with them ropidly and

cfficiently, They went down like
oysters,
Tart aiter tart vanizhed inside

Bunter, till the last of the balf-dozen
had disappeared.

The cardboard box was empty almost
before DBunter realised that the farts
wera going.

The Owl of the Remove gave o fat
grunt of satisfaction.

He was still hungry, of course. But
the tarts had been delicious. Bunter
was feeling much better now,

Hiz fat %ac:e: was happy and shiny and
sticky. -

“Fine!” ejaculated Bunter. .

After tho feast comes the rechoning.
Bunter was not the fellow to think of
consequences till they were <lose ag
hand. Neow that the farts wers gone,
ke rcalized that Tisher T. Fish would
make a fuss. He might suspect Bunter.
Follows aiways did seem to suspect
Dunter somehow when tuck was mass-
ing. Any fellow but Fishy might have
kicked Bunter, and let it go at that.
But Bunter knew that Fisher T. Fish
would not be so easily satisfied. A
tigress robbed of her cubs was a
pleasant playimate compared with Fisher

I'. Fish robhed of hali-a-dollar. Dunter
hegan to feel rather uneasy.

However, it was certgin that he
couldn’t replace the tarts now. They

had gone on the journey from which no
tuck returns. ljiunler put the lid on
ihe cardboard box. replaced the lumber
witly which it had been hidden, shut
down the box-scat, and left the stndy.
In the passage he met Squiff of the
Remova,

“Hallo, you've had jam for teal’ re-
marked the Australian junior.

UMNunnol” gasped Dunter. " Nothing
of the kind, old chap.”

“Then you had it for breaukfust”
erinned Squiff. “ There's o lot left over
on your face.”

“Oh!"” gasped Bunter.

[Te rushed away to get a wash. Bunfer
did not care much lor washing, as a
rule. But he could not afford to corry
¢luea like this about him to mccl sus-
picious eyes.

With a newly-washed face, Dunter
arrtved at Hall for 1ea, to find tea over
and thEi::l doors closed. Fiahert T. fi:h
passedd himm st a trob, eager 10 get to
his tarts mnow that he had had his
money's worth in Hall, Bunter blinked
after %ﬁm with a grin, and chuckled.

“ He, he, he "
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“Halle, hallo, hallo!” The Famous
Five came along from HHall, and Bob
Ehar:;ij' smacked the fat junior on the
i‘hutgl ?ﬁr. “What's the jolly old joke,

a

“Ow! I say, you fellows, I'va just
come in from Friardale,” said Bunter.
#I haven't been about the House,
specially not in the Remove passage. If
any fellow asks you, just tell him that
I was in Courtfield—I mean, Friardale
—while you were at tea, will you? It'a
rather important.”

“dVhat have you been up to now?"
asked Harry Wharton.

“ Nothing, old chap. But some fellows
are suspicions, you know," said Bunter,
*Being at Friardale all thoe time, 1
couldn't have done it, could I™

“You couldn't have done whati”
asked Nugent.

“ Nothing, old fellow. Nothing at all.
Just remember what I've told vou. In
fact, you might mention that wou saw
me coming in at the gates, see? I mean,
if & fellow asks you. Say that you asked
me to go down.to Friardale to fetch
something, see! Then even that sus-
picious beast, Fishy, will have to take
my word."”’

‘Oh, my hat!”

“What 'is Fishy to take your word
about?” asked Johnny Bull, staring at
the fat junior.

“Nothing, old
nothing 1"

And Bunter rolled away, leaving the
Co, staring.

scout — absolutely

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fearlul for Fishy !

di: [EE thiz![" eaid Squift.
E The fellows in Study No. 14
watched Sampson Quincy
Ifley Field, who was called
Bguiff in the Remove because life was
shoert. ; e
Squiflf had a ericket ball in his hand.
He was illustrating the action of a
bowler he had scen lately in a count
match, The other fellows watched.
There were six fellows in the study—
E}Tmif himself snd the Yamous Five.
Also, there was toffee in the study
which was the original cause of the
gathering there after tea. Toffee was
particularly welcome after tea in Hall,
and 8. Q. I. Field was a dab at toffec-

making. While the toffes was (dis-
cussed the talk wnaturally turned 1o
cricket.

Outside, 1n the Remove passage,

Fisher T, Fish lingered like a ghost
revisiting the glimpses of the moon.

Fishy had rushed up to the study
after tea to enjoy that solitary [cast of
jam-tarts. Ile had found Sguifl sitting
on the seat under the window, busy
dividing a large cake of toffee into
gegments. Fishy bhad backed out of the
study, hoping that Baquiif would scon
depart with his pesky toffee. Fishy did
not feel disposed to unearth the hndden
box of tarts and devour them in Field's
Prascilce,

Like many fcllows of a particulayly
stingy nature, Fishy disliked being con-
sidered shingy. Ilis own view was that
he was a careful, cautious sort of guy,
who knew what was what, and how to
lock after Number One, who had had
his eye-teeth cut, and who wasn’t born
ﬁ&;terd; » and hod no hayseed in his

air, ceping & feed to himsolf scemed
to Fishy the mosb natural procecding in
the world., Giving away anyvthing that
cost moncy appeared to Fishy danger-
ously near insaniky.

If ever Fish r T. Fish went off his
Tranzatlantic rocker, 1t would not be in
that direction. 8till, Fishy knew that
bhe was now living in a strange land,
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where there were strange customs, and
where people actually did give things
away. He had scen & fellow who had
two buns give & bun and & half away,
and nebody but Fishy thought thet it
was a case for o strait waistcoat, Fishy
realised that he bad to walk warily in
such & strange land, and o he did not
Like to display too openly ‘that cautious
carefulness ul? his, whic:g the boobs,
gmhs, and jays of Greyfriars mistook
or stinginess. :

S0 he waited 1o the passage for Sguif
to clear.

But 8quiff did not clear. As a matter
of fact, Squiff had tea'd with a fellow
in the Fourth, and he had asked the
Famous Five to come along to Study
No. 14 after tea for the tofice, Natur-
ally, they came. Bo, instead of sceing
Squiffy clear, Fisher T. Fish had the
happiness, or otherwisa, of seeing Horry
Wharton & Co. arrive. ]

With growing impatience Fisher T.
Fish haunted the passage. He saun-
tered by the open door of the study
occasionally and took a gquick plance
inside. There was. no sign of shiffing.
The Famous Five sat in & row on the
box-scat wunder the window, eating
toffee. If Fishy wanted to come in, he
could coms in. If he was walting for
them to go, he could wait. On the part
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WELL WON, WAKEFIELD! f

This week's MagueT pocket
knife goes to Leslic Legard, of
Ruskin Avenue, Bradford Road,
Wakeheld, Yorks, for the following
joke =

Landlady [to lodger who is just
going out) @ Y Now, look hers, It
was three o’cloock in the morning
whan you game in the other night;
and four i the mnrnin? when you
came in last night. 1'm teiling
you that If It's five o'clook to-
morrow morning whan you arrive
In to=night, y& can 8it up and let
yoursell inl!"

There are plenty more useful
enknives to be won, so let me
ave, by the next ma“, that rib-
tickler you've just heard,
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of the Remove fellows thero was a
supreme indifference to IFishy and to
what he might want,

It was frightfully irritating to Fishy.
The Famous Five were sitting on the
hiding-place of the tarts, and he could
not extract the cardboard box from its
concealment without revealing it to all
Ltheir eves, They wonld know that ho
had the tarts, and would know that he
had hidden them away. There would be
more jokes—in rotten bad taste, Fishy
considered—ahout stinginess and c¢lose.
ness, and “ Uncle Shylock.” Iishy had
to wait, and he waited like a very bony
Perl at the pate of Paradize.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” reared Dob
Cherry suddenly, as the sharp eves and
beaky nose of the Ameriean junior
appeared in the doorway for about the

sixth time. “You want anything,
Fishy 7"
“Eh? Nopel!"

* Mind taking your face away, then®”
asked Bob.

"Eh?”

“It's rather a skeleion at the [east,
yvoir know."” :

“0h, puff 1" prowled Fisher T. Fish.

But he took his face away, and
Squiff kicked the door shut to keep 1t
BWAY. '

Then the junior from New South
Wales racecded to  illustrate that
action with the ball that had taken his
faney, and in which thse Famous Five

were all interested. Tho Australian
junior was one of the best bowlers in
the Remove—second only to Inky—and,
indeed, as good as Inky himself when
ho was at his best.

* Like this!” said Squiff, as he swung
his arm. i

Outside the door Fisher T, Fish had
come to 8 stop.

He was suspicious.

Hizs half-dozen jam-tarts weore under
the window seat—at least, he believed
that they were. The shutting of the
door made him suspicious. It was
natural, perhaps, that fellows should
Erefer to lose E-I%flt of hiz countenance;

ut Fishy could not be expected fo
understand that. 1% seemed more
probable to El'iSh{I thaet tho fellows in
the study had. e hint of the tarts, .and
the thought that his treasure might be
uncarthed and devourcd gave him an
awful feeling.

He liatemg intently at the door, sus-
Emmn n_::hang:mg fo anxziety, sond anxicly
eepening to anguish. If they were
atnnexing the tarts—— The pesky jays
might think it guite a joke, knowing
that the loss of money was to Fishy
lﬂ'l’_l] unto the loss of teeth, only more
Egm ul. The suspense was not to be

rone.  After all, it was his own study
gz well as Squif’s and Johnny Bull's,
and he had e right to go in if he liked.
They didn't want his company; but if
it came to that, he didn't want theirs,

And Fisher T. Fish, more than half-
convineed that his tarts were in dan-
ger, and, quite determined to keep »

wary eye on them, opened the door sud-
denly and stalked in.

“And like this—" Sgmiff was
saying.

He had his back to the door, and he
threw back his arm to illustrate the
bowling act, just as thoe narrow face
and sharp nose of Fisher Tarleton Fish
butted in. .

Bang !

Squilf’s hand, cluiching the ericket-
ball, smote Fisher T. Fizh fairly on
the point of his long, sharp nose.

It was an accident. Squiff hadn’t
known that Fishy was about to project
his bony countenance into the study,
Fishy hadn't known that Bquiff was
about to give a vigorous illustration of
the bowling act so close to the door.
It wasz pure accident, and nobody wa
to blame. All the same, it was painfu
~very painful. A terrific smack from
a hand grasping a ericket-ball was no
joke. Fizher T. Fish {elt as if his long,
sharp nose had been driven thmugﬁr
his head like a spike. He let out a
yell that woke every echo in the Re-
move pPLssage.

Bimultaneously he sat down.

Sitving on the floor he clasped his
nose with both hands and roared.
Squiff stared round at him and rubbed
his bhand. He hdd expected only the
door to be behind him, and he was sur-
prised to bhave knocked his hand on
somcthing sharp, It hurt e little, but
the damage to the hand was as moon-
Light unto sunlight, as water unto wine,
compared with the damage to the nose,

“Yooooooch ¥ gurgled Fisher T,
Fish., “You mﬁg jay ! Moooch !
Cug-gug-gog ! y nose! Wow! Wow]!
Wowl Wow ™

“Was it your nose I knocked?” asked
Squiff.

“"Wow! ¥ep! Wow! Bure! Wow!
Wow I

“Ha, ha, ha!" rosred the Famous
Five.

“ Blessed if T didn't think I'd knockod
it on & nail or something,” said Squiff.
“It felt jolly sharp.”

“"Ha, ha, :im 52
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*The sharpfulness will not now bo so
terrifio,” ohuckled Hurree Jamset Rem
Singh. “The esteemed tip of Fishy's
ridiculous boko will be sz fiat as an
absurd fSounder,”

“Wow! Wow! Wow! Wow!”
Fishy's vocabulary seemcd to be
liiuimtif : but it was emphatie, what

there was of it, : 3

“What the thump did the silly ass
buit in so suddenly for?” asked Squiff.
“Hellows shouldn’t bolt inte = study
like that.”

“Wow! Wow! Wow! Wow!” 1
Fisher T, Fish mopped his noss wit
hia handkerchief. %‘m handkerchief

camo away streaked with crimsom.

“Vou dog-goned Jay!” yelled Fisher
T. Fish. “You slab-sided mugwum}}l
You prize book! Look at my nose!’

“BE., ha, hal!™ : ]

Tho juniors looked at it, and the view
geemed 1o cxcito their merriment, They
roared, ) ]

“ Accident, old chap,” said Squilk.
“Your own fault, too. ¥ou butted in
too suddenly. Anyhow, it won't do

gur nose sny harm to be shortened o

it. It was too long.” ;

“The longliness was terrific.”

“Ha, ha, ha!¥ :

Fisher T. Fish struggled to his feet.
Clasping his damaged nose he told

uiff what he thought of him, and

ded what he thought of the Famous
Five. They good-naturedly allowed
him to go nhead. A fellow who had
had a rap like that on the boke was
entitled to let off steam. Still, as thero
seemed po limit to Fishy's eloguence
they lelt him to it, and ad]uurq?d to
Study MNo. 1 with thp toffes. Fishy's
raucous voico followed them down the
length of the Romove passage; then he
slammed the door of Btudy MNo. 14.

Having dabbed and re-dabbed his in-
jured nose, and recovered his equani-
mity to some cxtent, Fisher T. Fish
proceeded to open tha boxz-seat for the
tarts. His nose waa sore, and felt as
if it wasn't there. But, abt least, he
had got vid of the unwelecome company
in tha studi. He rooted among the
lumber in the box-seat, and uncovered
the cardboard box in which Mrs. Mim-
ble had packed the tarts. At long last
he was going to have his feast.

He whipped off the cardboard lid.

Then & dreadiul changs came over
hin face.

The box was empty.

Tha tarts were gone.

He gazed into the empty receptacle,
bereft of speech, Not a tart remained
—hardly 2 flake of pastry, or a daub
of jam. Gone! Ewery individual tart,

esch of them costing fourpence. With
Imgglit;'d ayea Fisher T. Fish gazed into
the box. aspod.

~ “My terts] My half-dollar—my hall-
dollar ! My tarts!™ He almost choked,
"The jays! The pesky scallywags!
That's what they were up to here—pre-
tending to bo eating toffee and falking
cricket—scoffing my tarts! Jeruszlem
nrickets! Six tarts at fourpence cach!
1—1—-1—1 guess I'I-T'N—-L'11—*"
Words failed Fisher T. Fish. He
glared round for a weapon and
snatched up a erickot-stump. As a rula,
Fishy was not a fighting man.  Thero
was no profit to be got outb of Iighlin{;.
But the worm will turn. Fellows could
call Fishy snything they liked, and he
0 smiled. But %m had hia Achilles’
heel—the one spot whero he could be
hurt. That waa hia pocket. When he
was touched in thet tonder place,
Fisher T. Fish saw red. :
Btump in hand, and vengeance in his
eye, Fisher T. Fish rushed along the
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Remove passage to Study No. 1, hurled
open the door of that celebrated study,
and burst into it like a cyclone.

— —— —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Wingatae !

L AVE some toffes, Wingata?”
H Six juniors addressed that
question to the captain of
Greyiriars all at once in the

politest possible tones.

Wingate of the Sixth was a rare
visttor in jusior studies. And popular
2z old Wingete was hia visits generally
did not evoke enthusiazm; for often
they portended trouble. Usually such
a vizit was official, and the Greyiriars
captain came with an ashplant under
his arm. (feorge Wingate was much
more popular t?mu hia ashplant, The
latter was not liked. 8¢ when Hearry
Wharton & Co. adjourned to Study No.
1 to disposo of Squiff's toffes undis-
turbed by Fisher T, Fish, and found
that Wingate of the Bixth had just
arrived there, they assumed their swoet-
est smiles on the spot, mand offered
toffen, The great man of the S8ixth was
not, perhaps, keen on toffee. At all
events, Si1xth-Formers pretended not to
care for such things, just as masters
often pretended not to smoke. But the
offer was caleulated to mollify a prefect
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WHAT NAME? G

The following letters have been
jumbled together purpocely. Put in

thelr proper order, they spell the
name of a woll-known junior at
Greyfriars,
IRFHHTSESIF

Who (s [t? The answer will appear
in next woek’s MAGHET,

Last iweeelt's solution toas—
Harold Skinner.
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who had como up to the Remove
passago on the war-path. )

Wingate smiled and shook his head,
He stepped into the study, and the
juniors followed him in. Hig smile re-
assured them. It was not for some in-
fraction of the rules that Wingate had
ealled upon them; and his ashplant was
not under his arm. Wingate without
his ashplant was wholly and completely
popular, and the chums of the Remove
wera glad to see ham. A call from tho
captain of the school was an honour
and distinetion that they could appre-
clate.

“Sit down, Wingate,” said Harry
Wharton, puiling round the armchair.

“Thanka!"”

But Wingate did not =it down. He
stood just within the half-open door, so
the juniors respectiully remained stand-
ing. However, they went on with the
toffec. They liked Wingate; but aleo
thoy liked the toffee. And there was
nn reason why they should not enjoy
the Greyfrinrs eaptain’s company and
the toffee simultancously.

“I've dropped in to speak a word lo
you, Wharton, as head of the Remove,”
remarked Wingaba.

“That’s jolly good of vou, Wingate!"
answoered Harry. _

“The goodiulness is terrifie, most
esteemed zand  preposterous  Wingate,”
said Hurree Jamszet Ram Singh. “The
words that fall from your esicemed and
absurd lips are like unto pearls of ridi-
culous wisdom,”

“T've an iden that something’s going
an in the Remove that ought to be
looked into,” said the captiain of Grey-
friars.

"Oh{"” said Harry.

“I'm not sure—and I doa’t want to
butt into the matter as a prefect, and
cause a lot of tall,” said Wingate. “As
head of the Remove, you ought te be
able to handle the matter—if anything's
WTD]]E."

Wharton locked a little perplexed.

“Certainly,” ha answnnaé). “I try to
play up, as captain of the Form, Win-
gate. DBut I don't know anything—"

“There may not be anything. But if
there is, isn't it rather your businecss to
know, as captain of the Bemove "

“Well, perha 3

“It's a difficult matter for & prefect to
handle. Fellows won't give one
another away; and nobody wants to
make them,” said Wingate. “At the
samo time, if such a dirty” thing as
mune:r-lcn-:iing i3 going on 1n the school
it’'a got to be stamped out—hard "

“0Oh!” said all the juniors together,
And they looked serious enough now.

“Mind, I'm not zaying 1t's going on,™

said the Greyiriars captain. “ But
thero's been a hint here, eand 2 hing
there—we're not quito go sleepy in the
Sixth as juniors somelimes suppose.
T ask a kid about it, he will profess to
know nothing—and, I'm afraid, would
rather tell a lie than give a man away
—a position I don’t want to put any
fellow into. That's where a Form cap-
tain 13 more useful than the captain of
the school. Your own TForm-fellows
will tell you things that they can’t and
won't tell to anvone in authority.”

T Quite,” assented Wharton. ;

f soine yvoung scoundral is playing
Shylock games here, lending money at
interest among the kids, it's got to be
stopped. The fellow in question has
got to be tanght to bo decont. Tt would
b ever so much better to get 1t done
without o lot of fuss, and having the
matter up befors the Head, and all
that. VYou see that?

Yes, rather,” =zaid Harry fervently.
“We don't want the Remove disgraced
before all the schonl.™ ]
~ “Only, the important thing is, that
it's gob io be stamped out,” said Win-
gate. “I've pgathered that there's
something of the kind in the wind, and
that it's 2 Remove man whe's doing it.
I'm not sure; in fact, I'vo not gone
deeply into the matter, preferring to
leave it to you as Form captain. So
I'm giving you the tip to look into it."

The juniors exchanged glances.

One name, of course, leaped to all
their minds at once. Wingate might
or might not guess who was the culprit;
bt the juniors knew well enough that
if any man in the Hemove was playing
Shylock, the namo of that man was
Fisher Tarleton Fish. g

They did not dream cf mentioning
that to Wingate. Giving a mun away to
ihe Bealks was impossible, even when
the man was an wnscrupulous and shady
young rascal. But they had ne doubt
cn the subject themselves,

Wingate smiled {faintly. He could
road the exprezzions on the faces of the
Removites ensily Enmll.ih. i

“1 don't think you'll find it hard to
get at the facte, Wharton,” he said. *I
think I enn leave it in your hands™

* Cartainly,” said Harry.,  “T'll roob
him out fast emough; and if he's really
up to that game we'll stop him, You
can rely on that, Wingate,” .

“T'm sure I can,” assented the captain
of Greyiriars; and with a nod to the
juniors he turned to go.

It was just at that moment that there



EYERY
BATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY..

PRICE 9
TWOPENCE,

The door shot open with the force of a bullet, and Fisher T. Fish huriled into the study like a cannon-ball, hrandishing a stump,

*¢ You pesky rusilers ! ** he roared.

* You gol-darned ginks !

I’ll give you tarts, I sure wili [ **

* 0w ! ** roared Wingate,

as he got the first lick of the stump. (See Chapler B.)

came & rush of hurrying footsteps along
the Remove passage.
They stopped at the door of Study
o. 1.

Just as Wingate wus reaching to the
daoor to pull it open, it was hurled open
from without.

Crashl

Tho door shot epen with the sudden-
neas and force of a bullet.

Wingate stoggered back [(rom the
ghool, . :
As he stageered TFisher T. Tish

hurtled inte the study like a cannon-
ball, brandishing the stump,

“%oun pesky rustiors " Tishy was roar-
ing. “You poldarned ginks! I'll give
you tarts, I sure will™

“Ow " roared Wingate, as he got the
first lick of tho stump.

“Great Scott!”

*h, my hat!"

“Look out——"

There was o roar of wrath from tha
Groyfriars captain, ond he seized
Fisher T. TFish by the collar., Tortu-
nately, ¥'ish recognised him in time
before he delivered another swipe.

“Oh, Jernsalerm  crickets!?  gosped
Fisher 1. Tish.

Shake, shake, shala!

“Ow! Woew! 1 puess I didn't ses
vou, Wingate!” velled Fizhy. *“Yarooh!

Lepgol I sure never saw  you—
Yaooop ™

Sheke, shake, shake?

“Oh, great  gophers and  horned

toads 1 shricked Fisher T. Fish, as he
grumpled up in Wingate's grasp, his
teeth rattling like eastanets, " Carry
mme honio to diel Whaooop !
“Tou young lunatic!”™ roared Win-
gate, “What do you mean ?”
®Yargoooh!”

Wingata hooked away the stump,
pitched Fisher 1. Fish on the stud
tabla, and handled the stump wit
vigour and rapidity.

Whaek, whaek, whaek |

" Waow, wow, wow "

“There!” gasped the captain of Grey-
friars, tossing the stump away., “That
will be o tip to be a bit moro careful
when vou barge into o atudy 1"

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow "

Tisher T. Fish cucled np in anguish,

“And now,” said Wingate, eyeing
him grimly, “just cxplain whoat  you
moean by barging in bere with o ericket
stump. 1 know you didn't know I was
Lere; but what do yon mean by 127"

“Yow-ow-owwooonop [

Ifisher T. TFish gasped for breath.

“Thoy've [ifted my tarts!™ hoe howled,
“1 puess I'm not standing for it! Two
shillings—that's half o dollar! T guess
I ain't standing for it, and don't you

forget it! Vowow-ow-owl Tarts—six
tarts=—fourpenny  onea! Yow-ow-ow-
ow-ow !

Fishy s-E':!uttprEd with wrath
and indignation. * Look here, Wingate,
vou're a—yow-ow '—prefect. I put it to
vou=—yow-ow l==I ain't going to be
robbed—not moa! Yow.ow.ow! Six
tarte— Wow! Make ‘em hand over
my tartz or pay for them! Yow-ow-
ow-ow-ow "

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Not Guilty !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H stanred blankly at the excited
TFishy. Why he had barged

ints the study in a state of
Bersorker fury was s mystery to them.
What hie reference to the tarts might

mean wea cqually mysterious. They
certainly knew nothing of his tarts.
But that Fisher T. Fish had suffersd a
gerious loss was elear. Ho was wildly
cxcited ; and nothing but a lozs of cash
could Lave excited him. He bad lost
gither mwaney or money’s value; nothing
clse could account for his condition of
foaming fury.

“You young assl” said Wingate.
“¥ou'va lost some tuck o
“Nope!” roured Fisher T. Fish. I

ain’t the galoot to lose anything I Think
1 was born yesterday? You figure that
I'm a gink from Ginksville? No, pirl
I guess Vwve never lost so much as o
Continental red cent since I was born,
sir. MNot littlo mel Them tarts have
been lifted, ond I guess I want them
paid for!"”

“Rubbish 1" said Wingate.

He mado o movement to the door. The
matter of money-lending in the Remove
was one of which the Lgixth Form pre-
foota had to take official note; but an
affair of jam-tarts was beneath the
dignity of the Bixth. ;

“I guess I want you to take this up,
Wingate,” hooted Fisher T, Fish, “I'll
go to Quelch! T'll go to the Head! I
keep on te.llmg you that I min't going
to robbed.’

Wingate paused agein. He was bound,
ns & prefect, to listen to such a com-
plaint, little as it was to his_liking.

“ Well, out with it,. and eut 1t short t*
ho snapped.

Fishe: 1. Fish poured out his talo of
woe. 'Thoe tears were almost in his oyes
as he told it. His voice hrukef‘_‘n'_han
ho stated that he had paid two shillings
for the tarts. .

“Wall,” said Wingate, turning to the

Trr Macner Lisrary.—No. 1,110
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juniors, “what do you fellows know
ahout this?"

“ Nothing,"” answered Harry Wharton.

“The nothingfulness is terrifie.”

“The mean, stingy, skinny worm!”
said Bob Cherry indigoantly. “We
wouldn't touch his tuck if he offered it
to us—not that he's likely to offer any-
body anything."

“Not guilty, my lord|” said Frank

Huﬁenh :

“ Whera's the tarts, then?"” shrieked
Fisher . Fish. “Dan’'t I keep on tell-
ing you I dput them in that dog-goned
locker, and they're gone! C(luess they
walked away, or flew out of the pesky
window? What?"

1 Ynu-huwlin%_lass ¥ gaid Squiff. “"No-
body here touched your measly tarts.”

“They weren't measly tarts—they were
new ones—fourpence each. I gave two
shillings for those tarts just befors tes,”
gaid Fisher T. Fish, hiz voice shaking
again. “Two shillings—that's half a
dollar 1

“"You left them there when yvou went
dﬂw{; ta Ifﬁa!'” demanded Wingate.

i Ep

*'Then if they've been taken, mightn't
th-‘:{ have been taken while you were in
Hall, you young ass? You've no reason
t:}t; suppose that these fellows bagged
them.™

“Thoy shut the door to keep me from
sceing into the sludy—"

“Why did you shut the door 1" asked
Wingata,
- Harry Wharton laughed,

“Ta shut out Fishy’s face. It's not
pleasant to lock at.™

“You gink!” yelled Fisher T. Fish.
“You gol-darned geck |

Wingate gri ., 3

“Why di Fou hida the tarts in the
locker, Fish?" he ashked.

“To keep them safe. That fat gink
Bunter was rooting about, and when I
locked the door of the study Quelch told
me to unlock it again, 5o I ealeulated
they'd be safte hidden in the: locker.™

“Like a dog hiding a bone,” grinned
Johnny Bull,” " Serve you jolly well
right if another dog dug up your bone.”

*Ha, ha, hal” ; -

“¥ou men konow nothing aboyt i7"

asked Wingate.
“Nothing at all,” answered the
juniors,

“That settles it, then. As likely as
not, Fish, some [ellow bagped gnur tinrls
p3 o warning to you not to be such a
greedy, grasping little beast,” said Win-
gate. “Herve you right ¥

And with that the captain of Grey-
friars left the study. ]

Tisher T. Fish stared after him.

Apparently Wingate was done with
the matter. It reslly was not so 1m-
portant in Wiogate's eyes as in Fishy's.

“Waal, carry me home to diel”
gasped Fishy, “Does that gol-darned
f;ink rockon that I'm %qing to take this
ving down? Two shillings—"

“ (ot out of this stl_ld}\_::“ said Harry.

“] puesa I want them tartsl” ex-
claimed Fisher T. Fish. “I'll take the
money instead, if vou like; in fack, I'd
rather have the money. I guess I was
plumb Ioco to spend two shillings on
tuck, anyhow. You've had tho tarts
now hand out tha durocks.”

“Vou howling azs 1 oxelaimed Whar-
ton. *“Can’t you understand that we
know nothing about your idiotic tarts?”

“Gammon! Who had them if you
dicln't ™

"“You can find that out for vourself IV
spapped the captain of the Remove.
“Only clear off out of this study. You
_make me feel ill.”

“Kick him out!” suggesied Johnny
Bull.

“Good cggl” )

Tue Magrser Lisrany.—No. 1,110,

Fisher T. Fish jumped to the door,
just in time to cscape leaving the study
by that painful method. The door
slammed after him.

But it opened & moment or two Iater,
and the thin, narrow, anxious faco of
Fisher Tarleton Fish incﬂmd in,

“Bay, you gecks,” he said, “be reason-
able | Don't go off on your ear! Jest
:ftan to & guy! You've had the

r L]

“We haven't!” rcared Squiff.

“Look here, if you won't stand for
the two shillings, how much will you
stand for?” pleaded Fisher 'T. Fish,
“Make it one and ninepence and call
it & go. I losa threepence," said Fishy,
almost weeping. “ But T'll take the one-
and-nioe and say no more about it.”

M You'll take a thick ear if you don't
buzz off, you worm 1*

- “Make it one-and-nine—->"

Dr, Smith’s Smaller Latin Dictionary
whizzed across the study, and caught
Fisher T. Fish ¢n his bony chin, The
American junior Hew into the passage.
It was Dr. 8mith’s Smaller Latin
Dictionary, but it felt like Iir. Smith's

Larger Latin Dictianarg as it landed
:;1 ! ishy, Bob Cherry kicked the door
11K,

There was a soand of yelling in the
passage, and Fisher T. Fish rubbed the
hln}ur promontory that served him as g
Clr.

Then the door opened again.

“Make it one-and-gix '™ gnsped Fishy.
“I guess 1’1l lose & tanner on the deal—
there! Make it one-and-siz—-"

_ Bquiff picked aip the cricket stump and
jumped for the door, It slammed, and
Fisher T. Fich fled.

In Study No. 1 Harry Wharton & Co.
finished the toffee, untroubled by the
youth from Noo Yark. They
further thonght to Fishy, or to the miss
ing tarts,

But Fishy could not help thinking of
them. Like Rachel of old, he mourned
for that which was lost, and could not
be comforted.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Very Serious Matter !

r ENRY BAMUEL QUELCH,
M  master of the Romove, frowned,
Hoe sat in his study 1in
Masters  passage, with  that
frown deeply imprinted on his brow.
His frown was not, like that of the
celebrated Lord High Exeeutioner,

frightful and fearful and frantic. DBut
it was dark and grim. It boded
trouble.

Mr. Quelch was angry. Had he been
asked, like the prophet of old, whether
he did well to be angry, doubtless he
would have answered that ha did.

Thae May san was shining on the old

undrangle of Greyfriars. To most of
?!11:- Cireyiriars follows, the May sun was
a sheer satisfaction. Dot to a middle-
aged gontleman like Mr. Quelch, the
May =un had its spotz, With the May
sun cpme one of those =ncaking sort of
chilly winds, to which youth is im-
pecvious, but to which age is very per-
vious imdeed. While the bright May
sun shone gloriously the sncaking May
wind n::mug%t- Mr., Quelch on several
rheumaticz]l and sciatical points, and
gave him what forty vyears earlier he
might have described as “jip.™

That alternoon Mr, Quelch had enter-
tained threa of the Bixih to tea—
Wingate, Gwynne, and Loder. Ieroie-
ally  suppressing the liitla lurking
twinges brought cut by the sneaking
May wind, Mr. Quelch had exerted him-
s¢lf to ontertain the three prefects. They
hed diseussed matters relating to the

‘but his enthusziasm was a

avea o

-

government of the school, in which pre-
fecta and Form masters had cornmon in-
teresis; and other matters more or less
interesting. Mr. Quelch having touched
lightly on the classies, and found =
plentiful lack of interest an the part of
hia guests, had glided off that delicate
subject and landed on cricket. Cricket
was a topic that thrived anywhere at
Greyfriars, and Mr. Quelch, 10 this in-
stance, had struck lucky.

The drawback was that Mr. Quelch
who could have played the heads off all
the Bixth at classics, was in a somewhat
benighted state on the subject of
cricket,

His interest in that topic was genuine,
little foreed,
and now and then he dropped stitches,
as 1t were.

The fact was, that Mr. Queich had for-
gotten a lot of what he had once known
sbout that great game, and once or
twice he put his foot in it, and once he
had detected a slightly irenical smile on
the face of Gwynne of the Bixth.

Whereupon Mr. Quelech switched off

te another subject that he knew better,
fecling somewhat irritated.

Tea with a master, as a rule, was s
function of which the end was welcomed
by both host and guests, Fellows often
went away from such & function feeling
that 1t was awfully kind of the Besk,
but that they conldn’t have stood much
more. Often the master was left feeling
that the boys were very good fellows
indeed, but that he couldn’t have stood
much more !

After tea, what with the effcct of the
May wind and three men to tea, Mr.
Henry Samuel Quelch was in a some-
what edge-wise condition.

Then Fisher T. Fish happened.

Mr. Quelch, like a Form master with
a strict sense of dut$+ had to %i ve 3 hears
ing to Fisher I\ Fith. Ie had to pro-
mise Fish that the matter of which he
complained should be looked into. He
dismissed Fish with that assurance.

Now he sat frowning.

The May wind, the ordeal of threo pre-
focts to tea, and the purloining of tuck
from a study, combined to cxacerbate
Henry Samuel Quelch’s temper.

To a Lower boy, the bagging of a
fellow's tarts was & grub raid; a meatter
to be settled by kicking the offender, if
found; but not a matier to cause the
gkics to fall, But te a Form master—
especially to a Form master in a rather
norvy stato—it assumed muell greater
proportions. It was no longer a triflin
mratter of a few' jam-tarts being bagped.
It was the abstraction of food from a
study, It was the purloiming of pro-
mrti-. It was an unscrupulous act
perilously near dishonesty., It approxi-
mated to theft!

It was, at the verv least, a matter on
which an irritated Form master could
blow off steam.

So Mr. Quelch sat and frowned, and
anyons watching the frown deepen and
darken on his wrinkled brow, might
have sopposed that something much
more dreadfully serious than the bag-

ing of jam-tarts had taken place—a
gm'glar:,r at least, if not a tmurder.

Masters had their own ways of look-
ing ot things winch pupils did not always
understand. |

“Tt iz too much ! said Mr. Quelch,
addreszing, apparently, his desk.

He paused, but probably not for &
reply. At all events, the desk, on which
hiz eyes wore fixed, made no rejoinder,

“Tiret,” =aid Mr. Quelch darkly, "a
miserable suspicion i3 afloat that money-
lending i3 poing on in my Form, &
suspicion that it is extremely difficult to
verify—a matter into which it is ex-
tremely difficult to look—yet which must
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be looked into. And now food is pur-
loined in a Remove study!™

Ho glared at the unoffending desk.
The desk remained abzolutely insensible
both to his remarks and to his glare.

“is Gireyiriars deteriorating i asked
M. Qualn]{. “ Are the boys losing their
fing sense of honour? Are the prefects

owing slack in the execution of their
ﬂlq? I fear it! 1 cannot help fearing
it! Usury proctised

etty thefts!™
g HE shook his head sadly.

“ Wingate did pot appear to me to pay
great aftention to my remarks on the
subject of some usuricus boy im the
Remove. It was only too clear that he
was relieved to talk about cricket in-
ptead. Fish tells me that Wingate re-
fused to look into the matter of the
‘lit:'lt:n—hem-—eamastihles. This will not

!j:

Mr. Quelch's gaze at the desk was now
like that of a basilisk, Still, the desk
did not seem to mind. .

“T must lock inte this!” s=aid Mr.
Quelch. “I must investigate. If some
wratched, preedy, grasping, usurious
boy has becn lending money at interest
in my Form, the odious young raseal
must be discoversd and punished. The
matter presents great difficulties, Bud
they =hall be overcome! If some boy in
the Remove deliberately purloing articles

f refreshment from the studies he shall
discovered. and an example shall be
made of him. Fish is not an agreeable
boy: but he is entitled to justice. His
higing away food in order to avoid shar-
ing it with others shows a meauness of
nature which 13 quite revolting; never-
theless, property is property, and the
most tempting comestibles should ba per-

in my Form—and

fectly safe in en’ unlocked cupboard.
The matter shall gone into
thoroughly.""

That weighty decision having been
srrived at, Mr. Quelch left off glaring at
the desk and rose to his feet.

Hea touched the bell, and Trotter pre-
gented himself.

Trotter was instructed to find Master
Wharton, and send him to his Form
master's study at once. ) )

The captain of the Remare arrived in
a few minutes, and found Mr. Quelch
standing before the fireplace, locking
gomewhat like the enmrpn‘sm%_ﬂlpmﬁ
alimber in the poem: that is, his brow
was seb, his eyes beneath Hashed like »
falchion from its sheath. :

Wharton did not need telling that
there was trouble on the tapis,

8o he was very wary,

“You sent for me, siri" he asked very
respectfully, and looking as much as he
could ae if he thought it very pleasant
to be sent for by Henry Samuel Quelch.

“ Yes, Wharton,” said Mr, Quelch, in
a desp voics. I have sent for you as
head boy of my Form."” .

“Yes, sir,” said Harry, wondering
what was up. :

“J am informed,” said Br. !?u&!_ch,
“that there has been an act of P fering
—I can only describe it as pilfering—
in & Remove atm‘{liy.”

Wharton started.

“ Impossible, sir.™ ]

“] am glad you think it impossible,
Wharton. Neverbheless, the fact is in-
disputable.”” i i

“ But, sir,”’ said the bewildered junior,
© it really isn't possible, sir. Nobody in
the Remove would be capahle qi_an?--
thing of the sort. T'd answer willingly
for any man in the Form.™ _

“I am not referring to anything so
serious a3 & theft of money or valuzbles,
Wharton. 1 am referring to the pilfer-
ing of food.”

] Food " repeated Wharton blankiy.

* Food 1 said Mr. Quelch firmly,

“ But—Dbut fellows den't keep food in

the.studics, sir. I've never heard of food
belng kept in Remove studies.™

“Food, in the nature of light refresh-
ments,” said Mr. Quelch.

1 “?Dh 1" gaid Harry, " ¥ou mean tuck,
gir?

Mr. Quelch certainly did mean tuck:;
but that was not & word he couid have
used. Bomething was due to the dignity
of a Form master,

"Pruhablz the boya would use some
siach term,” said the master of &he
Romove, with a cough., “I believe the
boys keep such thinge as—as eake and—-
and jam and such comestibles in their
study cupboards, for tea in their own
rogma,”

"Oh, yes, sir, of course ! said Herry.
“That's always been allowed, sir.”

“Perfectly so, Wharton. As the
juniors are allowed to take tea in their
studies, naturally they must be allowad
to koep in their cupboards such articles
of light refreshment as are customaril
consumed at such & meal, I find no fault
with that, Wharton. Buat thesa articles,
whether cake or jam or—or buns, are in
effect food, and the purleining of food
is, to all intents and purposes, as serious
an offence as the purleining of any other
commodity.”

*Cortainly, sir,” agroed Wharton,
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*Comestibles of thia nature,’’ pursued
Mr. Qualch, *“have been abstracted from
Study No. 14 in the Remove.”

“0Dh, my hat!” ejaculated Whartem
involuntarily. -He realised that he was
up wmnst Fishy's jam-tarts again.

“What? What did you say, Whae-
ton " exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“ N-nothing, sir,” stammered Harry,

“The comestibles abastracted from
Fish's study were, I believe—hem—
tarts,” said {Hn Quelch. He disliked to
use such a frivolous word as tarts, but
there was no heif for it. Tarts were
tarts, and monosyllabic, and they couldn’s
be described polyayllabically.

“Yes, sir,” said Harry. "It seems
that some chap has bagged Fishy's
tarts, He saya 8o, anyway.

Mr. Quolch frowned portentously.

The abstraction of food from & study
wag a gerious matter. The bagging of
tarts was not very serious. Mr. Queloh

aferred to keop the discuszion to the
E?Fher plane. _

‘Do not refer to the matter so lightly,
Wharton & theft iz a theft, even it
the stolen article be of no greater valwe
than a pinl!® he said very severaly.

“0Oh, yes, eirl But—"

{Continuwed on next page.)
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“Dut what?” barked Mr. Quelch.

“Well, gir, somae fellows may have
bogged Fishy's tarts for o joke,” said
Harey, “He's so jolly mean that a
fellow might think it a lark to make
him st up.”

“To moke him what?” boomed Mr,
Quelch.

Wharton coloured.

“1 nean, to make him hop, sir—
that is, to make him look green—I
mean, to pull hiz leg, sire—"

“¥You study Kuglish in the IForm.
roont, Wharton '
“Yes, sir.”

“Iave you any objection to spraking
Euglish when you address your Form
maater ¥

“MNunno, sir.”

“Kindly do so, then,” esaid Mr.
Quelch. "I apprehend your meanming
to be that some boy may have taken
theso tarts from a misdirceted sense of
hwinour, in order to aunnoy the boy
Fish." i

“Mot quite that, sir,” said Harry.
“To make him waxy, sir. 1 mean, to
make hitn wild! That is—"'

“It 15 extreordinary,” said Mr.
Quelch, “that a boy who has reeeived
carcful  instruction from me cannot
express himself in his native language.
Fartunately, can guess what  you
mean, I connot look on such a pro-
ceoding a3 a jest, Wharton=-or a lark,
a5 vou are pleased to describe at. [
decling absolutely te consider the matter
from the point of view of humour. The
niatter is seriens. It will be investigated
to the very bottom. The boy who pur-
loined the—the tarts hclnngin% to Iish
must bo dizcovered. He must bo taught
tho error of his ways by means of necus-
gary punishment. This punishment I
agu prepared to administer.”

Wharton had no doubt about that.
Mre. Queleh looked at the moment pre-

ared to administer punishment to any-
E‘lﬂdy who camo within his rcach.

“ At seven o'clock,”™ said Mr. Queleh,
“vou will sco that the Remove are
gathered in the Form-room, Wharton.
I shall address the Form on the subjeet,
and trust that I shall be zble to eluci-
date the truth. In the meantime, I am
prepared to hear the confossion of the
culprit, if ho has the manly straight.
forwardness to coma to my study. You
nﬁu,y tell your Form-fellows so. That is
all.”

“Yoary well, sir,” said Iarry.

And ﬁe left the study.

Mr., Quelch hoped that he had im-
pressed his head bey with a proper
senso of the seriousmess of the matter.
As & matter of fact, he had only im-

ressed him with an mmtense yearning to
Eick Fisher T. Fish.

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
Whe Stole the Tarts?

p HO stole the tarts?”

- Skinner of the Removo
asked  that question  as
Horry Wharton came into

the Rag.

Bome of the fellows chuckled.

All the Remiove knew by this time of
the catastrophic ocourrence in Study
No. 14. Fisher T. TFish had made s
wrongs known far ond wide,

Nobody felt tho slightest sympathy
for Fisher T. Fizsh. IEvery fcllow
agreed that he was & mean beast to hide
tuck away, a stingy beast not to whack
it out, and that it scrved him right to
have it bagped. The fact that Fishy
was worried not so much by the loss of
the tuck as by the monctary value

Tue Macuer Lisrany.~~No. 1,110,

thereof, added to the contemptuous
derizion of the Remove men. To give
¥ishy a pain in his pocket was regarded
as an excellent joke,

Grub-raiding was frowned on in the
Remove. Many a time and oft had
Billy Bunter been kicked for such pro-
ceedings.  Still, a fellow who lost a
fow tarts was not expected to make a
zong and a dance about it

Loss than any other fellow had Fisher
T. ¥ish any right to complain, as he had
bought the tarts with money that did
not belong to him.

But, right or wrong, Fishy's com-
plaints were heard far and wide. He
was ready to shout them from the
house-tops.  He was, in his ¢wn estima-
tion, a deeply-injured youth. It had
taken him quite a long time that morn-
ing to serew two shillings out of Fry of
the Fourth.

With many pangs and heart-scarchings
he had expended those two shillings in
unwonted extravagance, treating him-
self to tarts. And the tarts had becn
pinched! To Fishy, it was exactly the
same &8 if the two shillings themselves
had been pinched.

That the two shillings weren't his
made no difference to Fishy, They had

beent in his posscssion-—and posscssion
was not merely nine, but ten points of
thoe law to Fisher I Ifish. What was

the good of serewing two shillings out of
a fellow in interost on o loan, if he was
to loge the shillings afterwards? It was
a sheer wazto of euteness, spryness, and
sharpness,

S¢ far from getting over the loss and
resigning himself to it, Fisher T. Fish
grew more and more wrathy on the
subject. FParting with money for valuo
received gave him a pain, Farting with
money for nothing was sheer torture.
A follow could not be expected to subniit
to toriure patiently.

Figher T. Fish still believed that
Squiff and the Famous Five had sur
reptitiously anniexed those taris. Ho
stated that opihion te everyone who
would listen to it. Ho made no secret
of the fact that!he had laid the matter
before the Reméve master. Indeed, bo
announced that he was ready to take it
to the Ilcad, if necessary., Unless that
wrong was righted he stood to lose hali-
a-doliar; and that any fellow could lose
half-a-dollar without making the welkin
ring, Iishy did not belicve,

Fishy's tarts were, thovefore, elready
a standing joke in the Hemove. 8kin-
ner and his friends fastened on the sub-
ject with pleasure. They did not sym-
pathise with Fishy in the very least;
but they were pleased to have something
up against the captain of the Remove.

Hence Skinner's cheery question as
Wharton came into the Rag.
“Who stole the tarts?” repeated

Snoop, with o grnin .

“}1a, ha, hal” roared Dolsover major.
“Who stole tho tarts$”

“The head of & Form,"” said Skinner,
imitating the tone and manner of Mr.
Quelch, “is expected to set an example
to the rest. He i3 expected to have
always in mind the effect thot his
example may have upon other boys.”

“He is—he are!” chuckled Hazeldene.

“Ara weo to follow this example sct
by our respected Form captain, my
beloved "earers?” went on Skinner.

Harry Wharton looked round.

“That will do, Skinner,” he said

uietly., “Youn know perfectly well that
% know nothing about that stingy out-
sider’s tarts!”

“How should T know?!" asked Skin-
ner blandly. “1 know that Fishy says
vou had them, ¥You were on the spot.
You were the last man to ses them

alive, o3 they say 1n the detective
novels. It's up to you to prove that you
didn't "

“Hear, hear!” chuckled Snoop.

Wharton came across to the cheery
group.

HIsn't my word good enough?™ he
asked,

“ ¥our word isn't evidence, old bean,”
said Skinner, shaking his head., ™ SBome-
body had the {arts. You were on the
spot.”

“¥Who stole the tarts?” giggled Snoop,

“T think I can convince vou,” said
Harry.

“Go it!"” said Skinner. “I don’t guita
gea how., But po it!"

“Like this!"

The captain of the Remove grasped
Skinner by the collar with his right
:L:End and Snocop by the collar with his

tl‘

Two heads came togeiher with a re
sounding ecrack.

Bang 1

“Yooooop!"” roarcd Skinner.

“Whooop!” raved Sidney James
Enoop.
“Are you convineed now " asked the

captein of the Remove, keeping an iron
grip on the two collars, in spite of the
frantie wriggling of Bkinner and Snoop.
“I'll keep on, if you like, until you're
quite convineed., SBay when!”
“Yarooh! Legge, you beast!™ howled
Snoop.
Wi I:‘E‘t
Rkinner,
Bang !
The two heads met apain, and two
simultancous yells awoke all the echoes

rotter ! roared

go, you

of the Rag}.]

“Does that make 1t clear?'” asked
W harton, :

“ Yow-ow-ow "

Bang !

“Yaroocoh! Leggo! Oaly joking !

shricked Skinner, in anguish. “Can’t
vou take a joke, you beast? Yarcoop !

“Tio vou still think I stole the tarts?®

"Ow! No! Yowow! No!"

“What about you, Snoop?”’

“Wow! Nol! Oh, dearl
all 1" wailed Snoop.

Wharton released the two collars, and
Skinner and Snoop stood rubbing their
heads and regarded him with logks like
thoze of demons in & pantomime,

4T told vou I could convinea you,’”
remarked the captain of the Remove
mildly. He looked round the Rag.
" Anybody secn Bunter i

MNohody had, and the captain of the
Remove ‘]{eft the Rog., As he went alon
to the steirs Temple of the Fourth calle
out to him.

“T gay, Wharton I"

“Hallo ! Wharton looked round.

“ T wanted to ask you spmethin’,”” said
Cecil Reginald Temple, with a cheery
graile.

[E3 Gﬂ ;t E?‘J

“Who stole the tarts?®

“What " roared Wharton,

“Who stole the tarts?” chortled
Temple. :

When Cocil Reginald Temple, ot the
Fourth, asked that gutatiﬂn he was &
neat, natty, well-dressed,  dandified
:fcruﬂ}. When Wharton left him, threo
minutes later, he was a dusty, dis-
hevelled wreck, sprawling in the pas
sago, gasping for breath,

The eaptain of the Remove woent up
to the Remove passege. On the landing
he mat Fisher T. Fish, ;

“Taook here, you jav!" hooted Fishy.
1 guess I want—— Yarooep!”

Fisher T. Fizsh had no time to state
what he wanted. What he pot, for a
certainty, was what he did not want.

Wharton went on up the passage,
leaving Fisher T. Fish on the Rumave

Not at
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. Harry Wharton

came together with a resounding crack.

vinced now ¥ ** asked the capiain of the Remove.

landing, sorting himself out. For quite
a little while Fisher T. Fish even forgot
the loss of his two shillings,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Alibl Wanted !

13 ODDY, cld chap!” ssid Billy
! Bunter.
“Was it you?"’ asked Peter
Todd.

“Eh?! Waes what mei” demanded
Bunter, blinking at his study-mate in
No. 7 in alarm,

“Bagged Fishy's
P b, really, Todd

“h, reelly, Toddy—""

“ 'Wall, Fishy is raising Cain about
tha tarts, nmﬁy they must have beon
bagged by somebody.' said Peter, * and
you'ra looking very worried about some-
thing, my fat tulip, T suppose you had
them 7"

“Cortainly not! I may be lnn{cing
worried,” admitted Bunter, * Enoug
to worry a fellow, I think, a cad going
to a Form master and sneaking about
s few me:a.ﬁlfr tarts [

Potor Todd chuckled.

“That worries you, does it—though
you never had them? he grinned.

Rathar looks as if you did 1™

“Nothing of the kind, 'I_'ﬂdd{t! The
fact is, I never knew chat Fishy had any
tarts. I wasn't in the tuckshop when
he bought them."

“Ha, ha, bha!™

* Blessed if [ see anything to cackle
at,”” said Bunter irritably. *I say,
Toddy, old chap, this 18 getbing rather
serious, now that that worm has sneaked
to Queinh-. Thet's what I was going
to speak about, old fellow. Lwooks to me
as if I ghall have to prove an alibi.”

tarts,” pgrinned

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Skinner by the collar with his right hand, and Snoop by the collar with his left,

** Yarooop ! * roared Skinner.

“0Oh, my hat!™ said Peter.

“You know what Form masters are,”
said Bunter. " Quelchy wili inake a fuss
about this, eepecially if he's got his
rheumatism on. You know what he's
lilke when he gots twinges. I'm as inno-
cent as the babe unborn. of course. But
will Quelchy believe that?'"

“ Probably not,”’ grinned Toddy. *If
you say you never had the jﬂﬂj‘ cld
tarts, the natural inference is that you
had them. Your statements go by con-
traries, you know.”

“Well, if my own pal can’t take my
word, what am I to expect, from
Quelchy "' said Bunwer. “The only

thing iz an alibi. Now, you wont down
to the bun shop in Courtficld to tea with
somo fellows, Toddy., NMNow, suppose
you swear-—-

“Bad form ! said Toddy, shaking his
head.

“1 don't mean swear, asa.
swear—""

* Besides, [ don’t knew any words.”

"You silly ass!™ roared Bunter. “Is
this a time for your rotten jokes? Sup-
pose you swear that I was at Gﬂurtﬁeﬁi
with you? That's a E:}nd alibi. Quelchy
will take your word.”

“He wouldn't take it long if I made
statements of that sort,” chuckled
Peter. " Thrnks, old fat bean, but I'm
not looking for a chance to cultivate a
reputation like yours ™

“*0h, rnall}y, Toddy ! Making out that
you can't tell & lie, like that American
in the story?'’ sneered Bunter. “ Look
hers, your pater’s a solieitor, and you're
going to be a solicitor when you prow
up. S0 what's the good of trying to
make out that you object to telling
lies ?"’

Before Toddy couid enswer that gues-
tion the deor of the study was kicked
open and Harry Wharton came in.

I mean

** Whoooop ! ** raved Snoop.
“ I'll keep on, if you llke, until you are. Say when !* (See Chapler 8.)

Bang ! Two heads
‘“Are you con=

“Oh, you're here ! he said, glaring ab
Bunter.

“Yes, old chap!"” apswered Bunter,
" Looking for me? What ie 87 A fead?
I'm on! I've had no tea, old fellow
excepting half o dozen tarte—I mean, [

haven't had eny tea at all. I'm
bungry !

“¥You had TFishy's tarts?" asked
Harry.

¥
“Oh, rveelly, Whartonl Certain

not ! H.?;s Fishy lost any tarts?™ ask
H;_lugtqf innocently. " First I've heard
of it.

“ Quelchy's called the Form togother
for zeven, 1in the Form-room, to inquire
into it," said the captain of the Remove.

“Oh, dear 1

“Dut if the fellow who bagged the
tarts goes to the study befors seven and
confesses, ho may get let off lightly.”

Bunter blinked at him through his hig
epectacles

““ What do you call lightly "' he asked.

“Well, bend over and six."” _

“You silly chump! Think I'm goin
to Quelchy to ask him to give mo six?
hooted Bunter, in great wrath,

“It may be a regular licking if you
give Quelchy the trouble of rooting you
out. A dozen or more.”

“Quelchy’'s a beast, like all Form
masters,” said DBunter, “DBut even
Quelchy won't wallop a perfectly inno-
ecent chap—not even when he's gob
rheumatism. Being perfectly innocent,
I iT]

“VYou fat idict! You had the tarta"

“YT never cven knew Fishy had any
tarts, I hope I’m not the fellow to bag
a fellow's tarts, even if I knew. Besides,
what & rotten fuss to make over a tew
tarta!” exclaimed Bunter indignantly,
“Mauleverer missed 8 ten-bob cake the

{Continued on page 16.)
Tae Macxer Lisrary,—No. 1,110,




16 INTRODUCE A NEW CHUM TO THE “MAGNET" TO-DAY! THANKS!
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other day, and never said a word. Who
ever heard of & man- going to a Form
master about a fow measly tarts?”
“You silly owl Fishy would raise
Tophet if he missed a bad farthing. You
phould leave Fishy's stuff slone.’ ,
“Well, so I did leave it alone,” said
Bunter. “3o far as [ know, it's stiil
in tha locker in hia study Not that I
knew he put it thnra,f;.rnu know," added
Bunter cautiously. “I never searched
lﬁi:ﬁtﬂd}r for those tarta while he was in
“ Ain't he & beauty ?" said Peter Todd
tdrulnn%}j'. - "Ain't he a prize-packet?
George Washington was a fool to him !
*Besides, T was down in Courtfield at
the time,” said Bunter. “J was at tea
with Toddy in the bun ahoE-“ﬂ.!t- the time
I took the tarts from Fishy's study—"'
“0Oh, great Soott!"

"1 mean at the time [ didn't take tho
tarts,” said Bunter hastily. ~That's
what I really mesnt to say. It's per-
fectly sickening, ths way fellows jump
on me when there's any tuck missing.
Even Toddy thought it was me when
ha missed his bulls eyes yesterday. Yon
needn't deny it, Toddy. You did!"

“*1 did,"” admitted Peter.

“What do you mean, Wharton, b
coming to me with this—this degrad-
ing = saoccusation?” demsnded Buntnr
warmly. “Making out that I'd i)in-t:h
8 few measly tarts! I'd jolly well lick
f_ﬂu_, only—only, being an old psal, I'm
ﬁng you off. ut I expect an
apology.'

“You benighted idiot !” said the cap-
tain of the Remove. T guessed it was
you, of course and now I know it was.
Ihe best thing you can do is to go fo
Quelchy and own up before thero's any
trouble.,”

“Rats1" said Bunter, *“Quelchy's o
beast, but he's 8 just beast] He won't
auspect me when he knows that I was at
tea in Courifield st the time. T was
with you thara, wasri't I, Toddy "

“Nol" answered Peter cheerfully.

Bunter snorted.

“Call that pally?™ he demanded.
*After all 've done IurBynu;' too, I
never get any gratitude. ut this really
18 rather thick, Leock hers, Wharton,
you know I was st Frisrdale at the
time—"

* What " gpasped Wharton.

“I told you 20 just after tea. TYou
mention to Quelchy that, to your certain
koowledgo, 1 was at Friardale, That
avill asttle 1t."

" But vou wersn at Friardale!”
shricked Wharton.

I wish you'd keep to the point," said
Bunter peevishly., *'I eap tell you that
this is & jolly serious matter now that
& Form master is sticking his silly nosa
inta it. Be serious, old chap”

“Are you going to Quelchy to own
up? demanded Wharton.

"ﬂErtﬂmP'lnﬁl;l It would be untruth-

|

ful to say I had the tarts when I never

had them. hopa you're not suggest-

:‘Ltgfi’;hat I ghould be untruthful, Whar-
T,

“Oh dear,” ssid Harry, “why did
they send him here instead of to & homa
Ins Maicysr Lasrary,—No 1,110

for idiots? Do you want me to swear
that you were at Friardale and Toddy
to swear you wers ot Courtfield at the
same timei"

“Wol, no,” eaid Bunter.
wouldn't do, of course. One of you. It
doesn't matter which. The important
thing is to keep Quelchy from suspect-
ing me. The end justifiee the means,
you . know. That's a proverb. Only
don't muddle it. Tell the same story
and stick to it. That will settle the
matter. The whole thing is rather
sordid, and the sooner I hear the end
of it the hotter I shall ba pleased.”

"Well, Form-room at soven,” gald

Harry, giving it up. “Quelchy ia sure
to bowl you out, Bunter. You'd be wize

to own 15%- in time."”

* Not if you swear——""

»Fathead I

5 g.:z '{E;Fﬂu sweoar, Todd yr—

“Well, what’s going to be done,
then®” demanded Bunter anxiously.

“Very likely Quelchy will suspect me.
He's & suspicious beast. He doesn't
even know that it's ungentlemanly to
doubt a fellow's word. Tha real
trouble,” gsaid Bunter sorrowiully, “is
that (uelchy's no gentleman.'”

“Bottor tell him s0,” soggested
Peoter, “That may put him into a nice
gentle temper—perhaps.”

“Well, I never tell & master what I
think of him,"” said Bunter. “It's not
safe, Come to that, I never tell you
what I think of you, Teddy. It wouldn't
be polite,””

“Form-room at seven!” said Harry,
&3 he turned to leave the study.

“71 say, old chap——"

But the captain of the Eemove waa

gone.

“Look here, Toddy! What's going

to be dong?’ asked Bunter anxiously.
You are!™ answered Toddy., " Done
brown1”

“A follow never knows what his pals
are like till he needs them,”” said
Bunter bitterly, “It's & bit sickening.
I'vo been kind to you, Feter, ever since
Eﬂu camo to Groylfriars. I've never

ad 1t up agzinst you that your pater’s
a shady solicitor. I've never mentioned
what I think of your face or syour
manners. And now— BAY,
Toddy, what are you going to do with
that cricket stumpi™ .

Toddy did not say what he was poing
to do with the ericket stump. Bunter,
fortunately, guessed in time, and made
a jump out of the study.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Before the Beak !
7 R. QUELCH rustled into the

Bomove I'orm room at pre-
pisely =scven. i

Evory member of his Form
was already gathered there.

It was known in the Rewove that Mr.

svelech was in a tantrum. When Mr.

uelch was tn a tantrum he had the
most careful and cbedient Form that a
Form master's heart conld desire. Even
Lord Mauleverer had turned up on
time. MNobody ventured to be a second
late. Everybody was frava and atten-
tive and well behaved. Bkinner had
hastily devoured cachous to obliterate
all clues to his latest cigarette. Not a
fellow in the Remove wanted to ecatch
his Form master's glittering eye. A
Form master's wrath was like nnto the
lightning. It had to strike somewhere,
and nobody knew just whers it would
strilte. Nobody wanted to be the happy
victim, : _

‘A slight redness in Mr. Quelch's
somewhat. prominent nose was taken as

“That

s bad esign. Yt implied indigestion.
Tha fact was that Mr, Quelch, wh
cultivated bonhomis when he ha
fellows to tea, had rashly ventured on
a sticky pastry while entertaining Win-
gate, Gwynne, and Loder. Dry toast
was more in his line. That chunk of
indigestible pastry was now taking its
revenge on Henry Samusl Quelch, Tt
affected his temper. The orimson gleam
of his nose was matched by the baleful
glitter of his ave.

Not that Mr. Quelech, & very just
gentleman, would have been guilty of
any injustice, even when suffering trom
2 happy combination of indigestion and
rheumatism. Nothing would have been
further from his thoughts. The inno-
cent had nothing to fear.  But the
guilty neoded to be very wary indeed.
And Mr. Quelch was in a mocod to track
down the guilty with the ruthless per-
aistance of a bloodhound, or an offcer
of the C.ILD. He was in & mood to
take an extremely serious view of
matters that in brighter times might
have geemed trifling. _

The Remove know the signs well, and
a thrill of uneasiness ran through the
Form.

That uneasiness did not decreasa
when Mr. Quelch addressed them. The
bagging of Fishy's tarts by this time
had developed into the surreptitioua
and dishonest purloining of food. It
had become a threat to the rights of
property. It smacked rlmost of Bol-
shevism, It indicated that Greyiriars
was no longer what Greyiriars once had
been, It marked a downward step in
the deterioration of the old achool.
That deterioration Mr. Quelch was de-
termined to arrest, so far as in him lay.
He was there to ascertain the identity
of the offender, and to visit upon his
devoted head just punishment—punish-
ment just and severe. Mr. Quelch left
no doubt whatever that the punishment
would be severe as well as just,

When he ceased there was silence in
the Form-room.

Many glances turned on Bunter.

Most of the Iellows took it for granted
that Buntor had had the tarts. such
a matter, evidence really was oot
needad. K tuck was missing, and
Bunter wasn’t missing, the natural in-
ference was that the tuck had disap
peared inside Bunter,

Bunter sat tight. _

i ! Bunil,lﬂr hlqd had 51:1!3 idq&a. lﬂlf’ oW
mng up, the glittor in r. Yueich s aye
wguld have banished it. 4

“Last time of asking, fatty
pered Vernon-Smi

Buonter aniffod.

“ And now "—Mr, Quelch’s deep voica
rolléd through the Form-room again—
“"now I pause, to give the offender a
last, a final chance of standing out
before the Form and owning up frankly
to this offence.’’

Silence. :

“In the event of a frank confession
being made & caning will bo adminis-
tered,"” said Mr. Quelch, “The caning
will be severe. It 15 my duty to mueke
it sovere. But_in the event of the
cl.:l[;wjt Pcrﬁst-mi.: in & contemptible and
pusillanimous silenee I shall proceed to
ascertnin his identity, and report him
to the headmastor for a Qogging.”

“Oh dear!”’ gasped Bunier.

“(Go it, DBuntor!” breathed Peter
Todd. .

But Bunter did not go 18,

Perhaps he thought s caning in hand
was worse than a flogging in the bush.
At all events, he nnderstudied Brer
Rahbit, and lay low end said nothing.

There waz a long, lon Dause.
Nobody stood out to make that frank
confession, It was, as Mr. Quelch said,
his duty io make the caning severe.

" whis-
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Nobody doubted that he would do hia duty. The crimson
glow in his nose, the glitter in his eye, showed that he was
not only ready to do his duty, but, indeed, eager.

Deep silence reigned in the Form-room.

Obviously the culprit was going to persist in & con-
temptible and puosillanimous filence. So it was necessary
for Mr. Quelch to proceed to ascertain his identity.

“For tho last time " rumbled My, Qualch,

Silenca again,

“Yery well 1" said Mr, Quelch, almost biting off the words
as ho uttered them. “ Very welll It appears that I cannot
rely upon my Yorm to be frank with me. Very wellt The
matter will now be investigated, and, on the discovery of
the offender, it will pass from my hands intoe those of the
headmaster. I shall now question the Form."

For the next ten minutes the Greyfriars Remove went
through a process that was almost scarifying.

But nobody koew anything. _

Nearly every [ellow in the Form guessed who the eulprit
was, But guessing was not konowing. Certainly no fellow
wasg disposed to mention what he guessed.

Every fcllow was able to state, with perfect truth, that he
Inow absolutely nothing about the matter, cxeept DBunter,
who made the same statement without bothering about per-
feet truth. Truth and Bunter had long been strangers, and
were not likely to strike up an acquaintance just then.

Bquiff, certainly, had seen Bunter coming from the diree-
fion of Fishy's study with jam on his mouth; but he did not
feel callad upon to mention that circumstance. Mr., Quelch
did not ask him if he had scen a fellow with jam on hia
mouth, Bguiff answered what questions were asked, without
stating any opinion of his own. Harry Wharton and Feter
Todd could hardly have any doubts left in their minds, after
their talk with Bunter in Study No. 7. Bat Mre. Queleh did
not ask them anything about conversations in junior studies.
Neithor would they have told him, had he asked.

Nobody was asked to state suspicions. He was ashed to
gtate what he knew, Nobody koew anything, except Bunter,
and Bunter was prepared to state anything and everything
except what he knew,

Some of the ifcllows were perspiring by the time AMr.
Quelch was done.

Dut he was done at last.

And the guilty party had not transpired.

Fisher 1. Fish retained his original opinmion that the
Famous Five and Squiff had had the tarts. But Mr. Quelch
took their word on the subject without question. What had
bocomo of the tarts remained a mystery. S0 complete and
utter was the ignorance of the Bemove on the subject that
it might almest have been supposzed that tho tarts had melted
into thin air. Yet it was certain that some fellow present
had had the tarts, or, as Mr. Quelch expressed it, had
surreptitiovsly abstracted them,

AMr. Queleh had to admit defeat.

Nut only for the time,

I'ha Remove laboured under & happy delusion that when
the investigation drew blank, so0 to speak, the wholo thing
would drop. Nothing was further irom Mr. Quelch's
thoughts than that, o .

It had now become o personal matter with him. His
d;gmtr,r was involved. Ha had set out to track down the
offender, and announced his fixed intention to all the Form.
From that pesition it was impossible to retreat.

“The matter does not end here,” said the Remove master
at last. " For the moment it remains in abevance. You
aro dismissed. But the inquiry will be pursued. It will be
pursued until the offender 18 -tﬁsuﬁ?emd and duly punished.
For the moment I have no more to say.”

Which waz a relief, at least,

The Remove filed out of the Form-room, glad that the
ordeal was over—for the time. In the Form-room passage
sevoral fellows kicked Fisher T. Fish to relieve their feel-
ings. There was some comfort in thag, though Fishy, of
course, did not share it. Alter which the Remove dispersed,
and until bedtime that night they had the pleasure, or
otherwize, of hearing repeated, incessantly, a guestion by
fellows in other Forms—a question of which the Removites
grew quite sick and fired. The question was, "Who stole
tho tartal™

— —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
What About It?

i€ HO stole thoe tarta?”
W It was ridiculous, absurd; but it was dis-
tinctly irritating. It was so undignified. Really,
a fellow would rather have been aceused of
holding up & bank than of pinching a fow miserable tarts.
Thers was hardly a man in the Remove who was capable of
pinching tarts. 'Uhers were fellows capable of worse things,
purhaps, but in such a procecding as pinching tarts there was
(Continued on the next page.)
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a lack of dignity. Skinner did not
mind being suspected of smoking in his
study; the Dounder did not object to
follows aurmi.'linf thas he broke school
bounds after [ights out. Bolsover
major rather gloried in his reputation
of being & bully. Buws all three of them

row wild with wrath when some
fﬁhird Form fag howled round & corner,
‘l'u"ﬁhu stola the tartsi” and Oed for his

0.

Probably, in all the Remove, Billy
Bunter was the only man who would
bave pinched tarts, And Bunter would
only have done g0 becauss he was too
obtuse to reslise that it amounted 'to
pilfering. Bunter's fat brain moved in
mysterious ways, and perfonined won-
ders. It always scemed clear to Bunter
that if thore was any tuck about he
ought to have it, or, at least, the lion's
share in it. DBunier was quite incap-
able of anything dishonest, 1f he under-
stood that it was dishonest. Tha
trouble was that his understanding did
not always work. Besides, Bunter had,

in this coze, & geood defence under three
2.
First: It was only a lark to pinch

Fishy's tarts, and make him sit up.
Spcond : The tarts weren't reall
Fishy's, as he had bought them wit
Fry's two-shilling piecce.
hird: He hadn’t pinched them.
Buuter regarded this defence as ab-
solutely sound, and covering all possible
objections to his conduct.

He was justified io pinching the
tartz, or, alternatively, as the lawryers
sy, ho hadn't pinched them. That was
a pretty complete defence, in Bunter's
opinion.

On cne point, at least, the Remowe
men agroed with Bunter—that an awful
lok of fuss was being made about a very
trifling matter, Grub raids had occurred
in the Romove before. They could
hardly fail to ovcur when Bunter was &
member of the Forn. There had been
occesions when fellowa had laid in &
handsome spread, to entertain - few
friends, and when they got there the
cupboard was bare. On such occasions
Bunter had generally suffered for his
mins. But there had not been all this
fusa about it.

The pinching of Fishy's tarts was like
unte the rolling of the small stone In
ﬂlq' Alps, which begins that landslide
—like the snowball that starts the ova-

lanche. A more trifle was growing and
gruw:.:f, like the little peach in the
‘orchard, and now there was no telling

where it would end.

In view of the tremendous fuss that
was being made Bunter would willingly
have restored the tarts, had thaot been
possible. But that, of course, was im-
ﬁoami:ﬂﬁ now. He would have paid

ishy the two shillings, the loss of
which caused such deep and searching
anguish to his Transatlantic soul; but,
untortunately, his postal-order, long ex-
pected, had not :liat arrived, and Bunter
wag In hiz uswal stony state. He sug-

ted to Toddy to pay Fishy the two
shillings, but Toddy did not scem to
see it, somchow.

Meanwhile, the Removites wondered
what would be Quelchy's next step.
Quelch waz not the man to admit de-
feat. Even when his indigestion ceased
fram troubling, and his rheumatism
was at rest, he was cerfain to keep his
teoth in the bone, so to speak. He
wasg & determined gentleman, and, hav-
ing taken up the matter, he was not the
man to let i drop. His next step was
made known that evening aftor prep.

When the Removites came down from

their studies they found a notice on the
board in Mr. Quelch’s hand.

Tee Maioxer Lisrany.—No. 1,110.

It anwounced that until the surrep-
Liiious  pursoitier ol food was made
known, the wonole Hemove would be de-
tzined for one hour every day alter
class. Lhat extra hour would be de-
voted to Labtin prosoc.

I'here wore fellows in the Remove
for wnom Laun prose had its artrace
tions, but they were in the manority.

Most of the Form got enougn Latin
prose in the regular way of business,
as 1t were, and did not want any more.
Very much, indeed, they did not want
auy more.

“lvs too thick,” was Bob Chorry's
opinion,

“The thickfulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh, “It is
time for tho estcemed and rascally
Bunter to own up."

“I's time tor the pincher to own up,
anyhow," remarked sSkinner,

“1t was Bunter, of course, said
Yernon-sSmath,

“1 don't seo putbing it on Dunter,”
answered  Skmner, feeliig  quite
virtugus in the rote of champion ot the
oppressed.  “ Bunter wasn't seen in the
gtway., Other fellows were.”

“punter's got to own upl” growled
Johnny Huall,

“VWe tl make him ! grunted Bab.

“1 don't think Bunter ought to be
bullied,” remurked Skinner pleasantly.
“Havdly playurg the game, ig it

“Fawr play’s a jewel,” said Snoop,
shaking his head,

" ¥ou two know such a thumping lot
about fair play, and playing the game,
don & youi” said ol Ubhercy, with a
glare.

“Well, I think—"" said Skinner,

*1 think—" said Snocop.

“The thinkfulness is too terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
bangfulness of the esteemed napper is
the proper caper.”

Skinner and! Snoop hastily retired
from the discudsion. The Farmous Five
and several other fellows discussed the
matter; and it; was agreed that this
couldn't go -n:mlu MNow 1t had come to
official detention, it was altogether too
thick, and semecthing had to be done.
A fellow whose misdeeds landed the
whole Form i trouble, was bound by
pll laws, writtep and unwritten, to own
up. It was up to Bunter; and in the
Rag DBunter was cornered, and this was
explained to him, emphatically, and at
full length.

Hea shook his head,

“If I'd had the tarts, old chap, of
course I'd own up like a shot,” he said.
“Y hepe I'm an honourable fellow,
Leave it to me to play the game, every
time. But T never had them.”

“You've as good as admitted that you
had 1 hawled Bob Cherry,

“(h, really, Cherry "

“It's anlvy a licking, you fat freak!™
snid Peter Todd.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Only!” he said. "I like that! Six,
at least—and perhaps a flogping—just
for a few measly tarts! If you hadn'c
pone out and left me without any tea,
I shouldn't have touched them. You
know that !

“Then you did touch them "

“0Oh. no! Wot at all. Nothingz of the
kinad1*

“Yon fat idiot——"'

“h, really, Toddy o

You've pot to own
MNugent.,

“Yau did if. so take vour licking like
& man!” said Squtff,

“I say, you fellows, I'll make a sug-
gestion, If you like,” gaid Bunter, * As
you say, it's only & licking, A fellow

up!” hooted

ought to be able to take a licking.
Avier ali, what's & licking 1"

*“LThat's right,” ssid harry Wharton.
“Thut s the way to look ab itk A man
soon gets over a licking.™

““Fhat's 80, agrecd DBunter. ™ Well,
my idea is this. You go te Quelchy
and vz up, Wharton—"

i Whﬁ.ﬂ'"

“HAs you saY, & man soon gels over
a lweming,” said  Bunter. “Once
Quelchy bas licked sometody, he will be
satished. That's all he wants. Well,
let hun lick you snd get it over.”

“Wha-a-t?"

“1 shall be jolly glad to hear tho end
of it,” said Bunter. “I can tell you
I'm sick of the subject. 1 forgot that
Fishy was a mean, vengeful rotter when
I bagged the tarts. Not that I bagged
them, you know; I don't mean thot at
all. hat about it, Whartont"

“What about it?” repeated tho cap-
tain of the Romove dazedly.

. E«am Are you game?”

“Game!"” gasped Wharton. “Do you
think I'm gugmg to Quelchy fo be licked
for nothing, you fat idiot¥"

. “You keep on telling me that a lick-
ing is only a licking, and that a man
soon gets over it. Well, then, what are
,E-:m grousing about?” asked Bunter. “I

ate & licking myself; but you fellows
seem to think there ain’t much in it
Go to Quelchy and get the licking over,
and let's hear tho end of all this. What
about it?" :

Obviously, William George Dunter
was not to be reasomed with, So they
bumped him on the floor of the Rag
and left him roaring. 'Then they
visited Fisher T. Fish, and kicked him,
and left him yelling. After which there
seemed nothing more to be done, &nd
they let it go at that.

- —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bribery and Corruption !

HE next morning the mystery of
the missing tarts was still a
mystery. Bunter had not owned
up. His objections to a licking
scemed as strong as ever. Nobody
had adopted Dunter’s brilliant sugges-
tion of owning up in his place, and get-
ting the licking over.  All the Remove
locked forward, with anything but
happy anticipation, to an cxtra hour at
Latin prose after class that day. The
poet assures us that distance lends
enchantment to the view; but that pro-
speet ahead did not seem to enchant
anvbody in the Greyfriare Removo,

Mr. Quelch was in a better temper
that morning.

Indigestion had passed away;: rhen.
matism was giving him a mise. Hoe
had recovered from the ordeal of the
prefacts to tea.

But though his temper was decidedly
imnroved. his determination remained
unshaken. He could not recede from a
position he had taken up.  What ho
had said. he had =aid!

He was no loneer angry; but he was
az sternly fixed as the decrees of
Deztiny. Ha furned upon the Remove
a countenance like that of Hamlet's
father. more in sorrow than in anger.
PBut he had not changed his mind in
the very least. The Temove were
booked for an howr daily of detention,
till the mystery of Study No. 14 was
cleared up.

As a malter of fact. Mr. Queleh was
vunishing himself as well as his elazs.
He had to be detained alone with the
Remove; for had he laft his Form
glone in tha Form-room, the detention
hour would have been much mora
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 You can’t sneak about 8 man to 2 master ! *’ snapped Wharton.

¥ gness. No, sir !

“ Can’t 1?7 ** hooted Fish. ‘I aln’t loalng two shillings,
Mot this Infant, sir | I guess I ain’t-growing hayseed In my halr, sir.

I'm golng to the Beak [ " As

Fisher T, Fish started towards the Form-room Bob Cherry put out a foot, and the American junlor stumbled over It and reached
the passage floor in a sudden nose-dive, (See Chapter 13.}

probably, devoted to leap-frog than to
Latin prose. But Mr. Quelch was one
of those dutilul gentlemen who know
how to suffer and be strong. Unless
the eculprit owned up, it looked as if
Remove and Remove master would be
detained, one hour per diem, for the
rost of the term. And it was certain
that the culprit never would own up.
Bunter's objections to a licking were
not to be overcome., Ha disliked the
idea at the v::r:,lf.l first, and the more he
thought of it the more he disliked 1t.
Alorcover, 3 threatened licking was nok
one of thoso things that grew fecble
with age. The longer Mr. Quelch had

o wait, the harder he was likely to on

lay it on. His wrath, like wine, im-
proved in strength with keeping.

Bunter fairly shivered at the thought
of letting Quelchy, as he expressed it
have a go at him. .

Thero wera discontented faces in the
Buemave that morning. TFisher T. Fish
lonked very morose. Hoe was detained
along with the rest of the Torm,
although he was the injured party. Ho
almost wished that he hadn't  raised
such & shindy about the tarts. But not
quita! Two shillings were ftwo
shillings; and if the loss was not
rocovered, it was likely that when
Tishy died, these words would be found
written on  his Transatlantic heart.
Wishy's anguish at the loss of money
was euch s could scarcely ho under-
dinod by a fellow born on the inferior
side of tho Atlantie.

In morning break ITarry Wharton &
Ca. looked for Bunter, to try the effect
of persuasive cloquence  upon him
arenin.

Thay were guided to him by the
cound of wild yells under the elms
scross the guad.

Bunter's head was being banged on
g tree by Skinner and Snoop.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol  What's this

ame?” exclaimed DBob Cherry, as the

amous Five arrived on the spot.

“Yarooh! Rescue!” howled Bunter,

Beb took Skinner by the eollar, and
Johnony Bull paid the samoe attontion
to Snocp.

“Y.ook here, he's got to own up!
snarled Skinner. “I'm jolly well not
going to be detained this afterncon [or
that fat freal!”

rois tha wind in  that quarter?
chuckled MNugent. ““What about [air
P]“.ﬂi and playing the game, and zo

Skinoer and Snoop, apparently, had
changed their minds on that subjeet,
now that detention was drawing nearcr,

Their objections to bullying Dunter
seemed to have disappeared.
Tha TFamous Five, however, still

retained all their objections to bully-
inr; and they procccded to make this
elear to Skinner and Snocop,

Two dosty wreeks fled yelling from
the elma, what time Wilham Georgo
Bunter rubbed hia head and grinned.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“My esteemed  and fatheaded
Punter,” said Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh, “the huollyfulness iz not tho

proper caper; but it iz up to you to go
ta the ridienlons Quelchy and own wp”

“0Oh, really, Inky—"

“You «deserve to bo hanged, dreawn,
and quartered ! prowled Johnny Bull
“ ook here, yonu fat villain—"

“0h, really, Bud—"

“No  the decent thing, DBuntert”
wrged Harry Wharton, Yoo know
jolly well that it's up to you”

Bunter shook his head.

“Quelchy's too jolly dangerous,” ho

said,  “ Besides, it's a flogging now.
The Head wili woxy ot bei
bothered, and he will lay it on hard.
Tha fact is. you fellows—"

“What about en esteomed -feed ot the
absurd  tuck-shop?” asked Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh,

Bunter's round eyes glistened bohind
hiz glasses

“1 say, old chap, you'ro tniking like
s pal now,” ho said, * Comeo on |

“0On condition———" addcd the nahob
of Bhanipur.

did Eh i..ll

“That you own up to Quelchy, my
cateemed fat Dunter.”

i Dh IH

Bunter looked very doubtful.

“PBribery and corruption,’
Dob Cherry.

“1 say, yvou fellows, let's talk it over
in the tuckshop,” suggested Bunter.
“T've had hardly eny breakfest, and
n;n::l.hinf; since excopt somo toffea I found
in Ogilvy's study. Let's—"

“Wa'll talk it over first, you fat bur-
glar,” said Tiob.  * Look here, you know,
jolly well that gou cught to own up.
Any fellow would, when the whole Form
gots landed.  But we'll stand you &
spread if you'll go to Quelchy oand do
the right thingl.:’ ,

“Tarta?" asked Buntor cautiouslys

“You, cormorent.” Z

[T Eix.lll

“Yes, you bird of preyX

" ¥ourpenny ones?’

iE Yﬂﬂ--u

Bunter's manth watered. _

“And a ginger-pop?” he ashked.

“ And 5 ginger-pop,” said Bob.,

Bunter hesitated a moment or two.
He was torn both ways—desire for &
foed contending with dread of o

Tue Maoxrr Lisrarr.—No, 1,110.
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licking. Like Desdemona, he perceived
here a divided duts.

But bis fat mind was soon made uf}

“It's & go!” he eaid. * After all,
what's & licking? I'm not the man to
bo alfraid of a licking—not soft, like
you fellows.”

“0h, my hat1"

"You leave it to me,” said Bunter
valiantly. “I'm not afraid of Quelch,
snd I'll jolly well show him, too. When
we go in for third school, I'll stand up
and put it to him. I ghall zay ‘ I'm the
men lr i 1]

“That's right, old fat bean!”

“I shall say: ‘I did 1tV pursued
Bunter, evidently rather fancying him-
self in the attitude of Ajax defying the
lightoing. *“I shall say: *8ir, I own
up to save the other i}l;ﬂﬁwa from- un-
just punishment. I feel it's up to me,

. your worst [T ¥
*“Oh, crumbs I*?

“That is how I shall put it,"” said
Bunter. " Owning up in a frank and
manly way, you koow, regardless of
consequences. That's me all over.”

“Xan me!|” murmured Bob Cherry.

“It will be rather dramatie, you
know,” said Bunter. *“One fellow risiug

up from class, with undaunte
courage, and all thet, to fnce the music.
Qualﬂg. may realise that such a fellow

ought not to get it very hard, He may
admire my manliness, and go easy.”

“Ha mav " marmured Nugent.

“The mayfulness is terrific,”

“*Anvhow, I'm going to deo it,” said
Bunter recklessly. “I'm the fellow to
let himself ba out in pieces rather than
let his friends get landed in trouble.
You know me !

“The admirefulness of the preposter-
ous Bunter is terrific,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh., *“This way to the
absurd tuckshop.™

And Bunter, heroic and hungry, was
led into Mrs. Mimble's little establish-
ment in the corner behind the elms, and
his fat face glowed with joyful satis-
faction over & dish of tar{s—as luscious
a3 those he had fished out of the locker
in No. 14 the previous day, and washed
down with ginger-pop.

Happy and jammy and sticky, Bunter
beamed on his friends.

" “Rely on me, old beans,™ he sard.
“I'm not the man to let you down, Did
I aver.lei a pal down?”

“Hem! Stick to that, old sticky
beari 1™ ; _

“T'll stick to it all right! Some
follows would be afraid fo stand up to
Quelchy in clase,” said Bunter. “You
fellows would, f'rinstance,”

il HEm JH‘

“MNot me, though!l Brave as a lion,
you know—that's me! I shall fix my
eye on his calmly, and say—grooogh-
oonooch 1" Ginger-beer following jam-
tarts rather too hurriedly, impeded
Bunter’s utterance for a few moments.
ST ghall say—ooccoogggh! I mean 1
shall say—pggggrrrechh! I shall say
*I'm the man! Alone I did it! Get
on with the punishment! SBee?”

“Brﬂ-m!"

The bell for third school interrepted.
Bunter hastily finished tarts and ginger-
op, choked a ‘ittle, and followed the
amous Five from the tuckshep In n

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER,
No Go!

[ILLY BUNTER coughed.
B The Remove men hung on his

OOk H
]:Ea was going to speak.

Mr. Quelch was rustling papers at his
dask, unconseicus of the state of tension
in the Form.

All eyes were on Bunter.

Bunter cpened his lips.

He hali-rose. o

Then he closed his lips and sat down
agaln.

In the tuckshop, comforted by tarts
and ginger-pop, Bunter's courage had
known no bounds, There never was a
peril that Billy Bunter could not face,
s0 lgng as it was a good distance off,
It was when it epproached closely thot
Bunter felt his coursge ooze.

With the width of the guadrangle
botween him and Mr. Quelch he waa
f"l;apnmd. to hurl defiance at Quelchy.

ith Mr. Quelch in the offing he was
not quite prepared to do so.

Bunter had meant every word he had
said. He had not intended to bag that
feed on false pretences, - But circum-
stances alter cases. Befors taking, and
after taking, were different matters.
Ona look at thea savere countenance of
Henry Bamuel Quelch caused Dunfer to
feel & deap trepidation in his fat heart.

When Mr. Eluuluh looked up from the
papers on his desk Bunter did not rise
pnd say *Alone I did 18! He made
himself as small as posmible.

Remove fellows on all hands made
sipns to him. Bome of them whispered—
Elmse within reach kicked him under the

esks,

But it booted not, as a poct would

BRY.

%untﬂr*s intentions were good; but
intention out-ran performance.
spirit was willing, but the fieesh was
weak.

According to the proverb, silence is
golden: and never had silence seemed
to Bunter of such purs gold as on this
OCCaSIGN.

He sat tight.

Third lesson began. No word from
PBunter, Third lesson proceeded—and
ended. Mr. Quelch dismissed the Form.
And still the Owl of the Hemove had
said nothing.

The expressive looks of the other
follows were not lost on Bunter, He had
a dismal anticipation, too, that a kick-
ini- awaited him outside the Form-rocm.

o madeo an effort, and stopped on bis
way to the door, and turned towards
the Form master’s desk.

“8ir 1" he gaszped.

Faeea all ronad liphted ap.
was jusk going to begin.

Mr. Quelch glanced up.

“8ir 1 splottered Bunter desperately.

“Id vou speak, Dunter?”

“0Oh, no, =ir!"” gasped Bunter, 1n
terrar.

“What

“T—I mean, yes, sir|” gasped the fat
junior, gathering his courage again.
T I__I__]'_:u

i We_l:t?:f" snapped Mr. Quelch,

ﬁ:-'[__. A, '__"_r}h

“Kindly be brief, Bunter, if you have
anvthing to say to me.”

“0Oh yes sir! Certainly sir! J—I—

Bunter

[IJ

nrgling state—but still heroic. In the ¢~

orm-room passage Bob Cherry passed
tha word that all was well—that Bunter
was ?ing to own up  And when Mr,
Queleh came along to let his Form in,
the Remove followed their master in,

much relieved in thei%_minds, They
took their places for third lesson, and
waited for Bunter to own up.

They continued to wait |
Trx Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,110.

“What do you mean. Dunter?”
demanded Mr. Quelch, staring at the
Owl of the Remove.

“Oh! Nothing, sir!”

“ Boy 1"

“¥—T—I mean—" ;

“Wall?" rapped out Mr. Quelch.

# 7] —I—I—" groaned the qnfn:h.l-
nate Owl. He was really doing his
best, But it would not come ount.

Mr. Quelch fixed his eyes on Bunter

with a terrifying glitter in them.
_ “I fail to understand you, Bunter,”
he ssid. *“What do you mean by that
absurd and childish repetition of the
first personal pronoun? Explain your-
self.”

it I_‘I_'_I_-__-_l'l

“What?” thundered Mr. Quelch,

" [—I—" gasped Bunter, " [—I—"
He seomed to be glued to the pronoun.

“1 presume,” satd Mr. Quelch, “that
this is some unsesmly, :'mHartinent jest,
Is that the case, Bunter?

“0Oh! No, sir!” gasped Bunter. * Nok
at all, sir 1*

Then what do you mean 7"

“ Nothing, sir|”

“Take a hundred lines, and leave the
Form-room at oénce,”

“0Oh!l Yes, sir | gasped Bunter; and
he fled.

He had not owned up. Really, it was
almost a physical impossibility for
Bunter to own up, under Henry Samuel
Quelch's glittering eve. He falt, as soon
as he got out of the Form-room, as
Doniel may have folt when he was safe
outside the lion's den.

Round him the Removites gathered.

“Yau fat villein—" roared Bob
CI:?EH' Ily, Ch '
, Toally, err 4
¥oun fat un'k-—;_
“A fat lot of good bribing and

corrupting Bunter!” grinned Frank

Nugent. “ A sheer waste of tuck.”

*1 eay, you fellows, I—I've only put
it off,” gasped Bunter. “I—I'll go to
Quelechy after dinner. I say, let's go
down to the tuck-shop and talk it over.”

“Till him, somebody.” :

William George  Bunter hastily
departed along the Form-room passage,
with thres or four kicks te help him
zlong. Evidently, the efforts of the
Famous Five, and the spread in the
echool shop, had been wasted; Bunter
was not going to own up. That chicken,
?is lﬂm Bounder expressed it, would not

it,

EDE that little scene, Fisher T. Fish
had heen an astonished spectater,

Fishy had still clung to his belief that
the Famous Five and Squiff had bagged
those tarts, He had thought of Bunter,
of coursc—when tfuck was missing, &
follaw couldn't help thinking of Bunter.
But to hiz keen, cute, and spry mind, it
sapmed that tho evidence was npainst
the pays who had shut his pleasing
conntenance out of the study.

MNow, however, it was berne in upon
Fishy's mind that the culprit really was
Bunter. It was not g welcome dis.
covery; for Bunter bad ne monecy to
pay the damago. MNot unless a forinal
demand was sent to his father, by someo

erson in authority, would the money
ﬂa forthcoming from the mmpecumous
Owl of the Remove. Kicking Dunter
was no uso to IFishy; besides, the other
fellows were kicking him already.
T'rom any other fellow, Fishy might
have hoped to extract the two shillings;
from Bunter, not. But if he could not,
the Form-master could.

“S8o0 it was that Eeskg, dog-goned.
pie-faced muogwump ¥ said Fisher T.
Fish. “It was that slab-sided locoed
scallywag, was it? I guess Quelchy i3
going to ba put wise to it.”

“Don’'t be a silly ass!" snapped
Harry Wharton. " You can't sneak
about a man to & master.”

t Mot even you, Wishy 1" said Bob.

Snort from Fisher T. Fish.

“Can't 11 he booled. “ You watch
put! Call it what you dog-goned well
like—I min't losing two shillings, I
suro ain't being touched like & hoob for
half & doflar! Mo, sir! Not this
infant, sir| I guess I ain’t growing hay-
geed in my bair, eir|l You can't put it
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over on me by calling it fancy names!

I'm going to the Beak.” .

And Fisher T Fish's long, thin legs
started towards the Form-room at a
great rate. .

- Bob Cherry put out a foot, and tho
long, thin legs stumbled over it, and
Fisher T. Figh reached the passage floor
in a sudden nose-dive. .

“Yoooop 1™ roared Fisher T. Fish.

“Guess againl” chuekled Bob.

“I tell youw® ehrieked Fisher T.
Fish, mr&mgling up furicusly, “I tell
vou, I'm going to put Quelch wise! I'll
tell the world——" )

“You can tell the jolly old world, if

vou like, but not Quelchy,® chuckled
Hob. “Snecaking is barred in the
Remove.”

“1 guesg——"

:: Shut np, Fishy.”

Oh, guff!” snarled Fish, and he
made a run for the Form-room, where
Henry Samuel Queleh vet lingered.

Five or six pars of hands were laid
on Fisher Tarleton Fish, with prompt-
ness and despateh,

He camo down again on the passage
floor, with a mighty conenssion.

Thia tirme, several juniors zat on him
to keep lim there. A

From wnder the sitters, came gzt!;]l'ung
howls from Fisher T. Tish., He yelled,
ha roared, and he raved.

“Bneaking’s barred!” explained Bob
Cherry, tapping TFishy's head on the
floor, to give point to his remarks.
“Mustn’t pive a man away {o the beaks.
It isn't done, old bean.”

"I guess—" shricked
Fish.

“This isn't a pueszing competition,
old bean. You say one word to Quelch
about DBunter, smnd we’ll =kin rou,
You'll get your napper fapped hard,
like that—"

“Wow-ow [

“And like that—"

“Yaroooh '

“And like that iz

“ Whooooooooooop 1"

“They are samples,” explained Bob
renially. “But the rest of the goods
will be up to sample. Got that?”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Owl Wow! Gerroff!

I'll keep mumi” gusped‘
Fish. *“0Oh, Jerusaiem cricketa! Oh,
great gophers and horned toads! Let
up on a guy! You hear me yaup? Let

1ifa.
Alr. Quelch came out of the Form-

Fizher T.

]

I—I guess

Fisher .

room. He stopped in his majestic pro-
zress, to stare at the sceme in  the
pasiagoe.

“RBoyz ! rumbled ¥r. Quelch.

The juniers jumped uvp from Fishy
ng if he had suddenly given them an
electric shock. Fishy crawled to his
feet after them.

“0h! Yes, =ir!” gasped Dob.

“Horseplay in the corvidors is for-
Lidden, as vou know very well,” said
Mr. Queleh soverely. “Let thers he no
more of it.” )

“NDh! Yea, sir! Certainly.”

Fisher T. Fish opened his mouth—and
rlosed it II he wasz geoing to smneak,
this was evidently not a favourable
opportunity.  Mr. Quelch passed on,
withont learning what Iishy vearned to
tell him.

When the Form-master was gone,
Fizhy glared at the smiling juniors.

“Took here, you guys® he yapped.
“who's going to pay me for those tarts?
I want to know ™

“Tocho answers, who T

“The who-fulness is terrifie.™

“Bunter's got no  moeney.” howled
Fisher I'. Fish, "He can write to his
nopper  for it, but he won't unless
Quelch makes him. You can see that
Quelch has got to know.”

“Otherwise wou lose two bob?”

chuckled Nugent.

L1} Yﬂp Iul

“ And that’s impossible 7" asked Whar-
ton, laughing.

Fisher T. Fish stared at him, The
Eluestmn seemed to him utterly frivolous.

f course it was impossible!

“Aw, don’t be a boob!” he snapped.
| {uusa I ain't out to lose money.””

“Was it your money?” asked Bob
Cherry, “PBunter says that you got it
off Fry of the Fourth, interest on a loan
or something.”

“That reminds me,"” said Harry Whar-
ton. “Wo've got to look inte that
matter of moneylending in the Form,
atid I don’ think we've gob la look very
far.. Wow, Fishy—"

Fisher T. Fish departed from the spot.
E_he discussion had ceased to interest

IMl.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Fishy Asks for It !

ATIN prose, at the best of times,
]E seldom  thrilled the Greviriars

Remaove.
Detention time was the worst
of tinmes, w @
S0 that hour after c¢lass, in the af!ﬂrv
noon, was one of the longest, wearlest,
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Read this clever himerick and
then have a shot at winning one
of our wuseful leather wallets
vourself !

Said Bunter

L]

ons day fo Bob

rry e
"1 don't !ial excaedingly mercy."
Said Bob, with a smile,

“ 1 see by your dial,
You've gaten: a doughnuk
many.'"

too

A pnc]»:et wallet has been for-
warded to: James Hambleton, 7,
Onslow Street, Leicester.
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and dreariest that the Remove*had ever
known,

Mr. Queleh did his duty thoroughly.
He had plenty of other avoeations, and
ho had to find an hour's time for this.
Possibly that gave a keener edge to his
duty. No doubt many of the Lower
Fourth henefited and improved their
knowledge of tho tongue of Cicero, of
Horace, and of Virgil. But benefits like
these were not much sought after in the
Remove. There were plenty of fellows
in the Form who could have jogged
along quite comfortably without eny
knowledge of Latin, verse or prose, ab
all; indeed, in the Remove there was a
strong opinion that, Latin being a dead
lapruage, it ought to be buried.

Noverihieless, there it was—they had
to grind through an hour's detention,
and never had Latin prose seemed 2o
pProsy.

All things come to an end; cven the
wonriest river winds somewhere sale to
sea. Delention was over at [ast. Bufin
the future loomed detention after deten.
tion—an awful prospect, stretching as
far as the eye could reach, so to speak.

It  couldn’t o on! The wholo
Hemove agreed that it couldn’t, Some-
thing had to be done! Everybody knew
now that Bunter was the %lllli’j’ party,
the heinous abstracter of light comes-
iibles, and everybody told Daunter to
In all the Remove there was

OWn up.

only one dizzontient voice on that sub-

ject. Unfortunately, that voice wasa
unter's.

To all arguments Bunter opposed one

that he considered incontrovertible—
“What about me "

It was useless to explain to him that
he, W. G. Bunter, did not matier.
W. G. Bunter was convineed that he did.

Thera were fellows in the Remove, lika
Skinner and 8noop and Bolsover major
who would have ragged and hu?ll_imi
Bunter into owning up. But the Famous
Five wore down on that; that was not
the game.

With one exception thers was nobody
in the Remove who would have
“sneaked.” The exception was Fishy,
To do Fishy justice, he did not regard
this as sneaking. Fishy would not have
given a man away for anything else.
But this was a question of money; af
least, of money™s value. To submit to
the loss of money or money’s value wos,
in Fishy's opinion, to act like a boob,
a goob, and an all-fired joy. All lesser
constderations had to be put aside when
mopey was involved. A sense of honour
was & very good thing n its way, as
Fishy freely admitted; but what was it

in comparison with money? As moon-
light unto sunlight, =83 water unto
wine !

Money being the beginning, the
middle, and the end of Fishy's existence,
he was not likely to be such a boob,
such a goob. or such an all-iiraed jay as
o lose a half-dollar when there was the
remotest possibility of reeovering that
SUIM.

So while the Remove men wera dis-
cussing the matter and frying to P’IE‘FEII
on Bunter o beard the lion in his den,
Fisher T. Fish was taking a quict oppor-
tunity of cutting the Gordian knot.

Fisher T, Fizh blew into Mr. %‘uelch’a
study after ten with fhe news that tha
culprit was William George Bunter, and
that all the Remove knew 1t :

Mr. Queleh’s  first proceeding
astonished and pained Fishy. He caned
him for tale-bearing.

The Remove master’s view was that,
so lonpg as the Remove were under de-
tention, public opinion in the Form
worild be brought to bear on the culperit,
leading to confession.

He was not in the least pleased to
find that there was a sneak in his Form,
He was distinctly displeased. He was
annoyed to find that his own action had
led & hoy to act dishononrably, So he
tool it out of Fisher T. Fich.

However, now that he was informaed,
howsoover he might despise the iIn-
farmer, he had no choice but to act on
the information.

A quartter of an hour later there was
an alarm in the Remove passage.

“*Ware beaks!” ]

Quelchy had been sighted on the
Remove staircase. i i

There were hurried preparations m
the studies for this unexpected and un-
welcome visit. Skinner haslily put his
cigarotte out of sight, and absorbed
cachons. The Bounder shoverd his copy
of the “Racing Tipster '’ up the study
chimney. Tellows gathered in the
passage, trying to look aa if butter
would not melt in their mouths, and as
if they rather liked this wheeze of
domiciliary visits from their beloved
Form master,

Mr. GQueleh advanced aleng  the
pazsaze and stopped at Study No. T.

Then the fellows guessed.

“ He's after Banter!” murmured Bob
Cherry. i

“That unspeakable worm Fishy has
been sneaking 1™ muttered the captain
of the Hemove.

The door of Study No. T stood open.
Petor Todd was in the passage with
the other fellows: but Bunter was there.
The Ow] of the Remove jumped up and
blinked at his Torm master through his

Tre Maexer Lisrany.—No. 1,110,
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big epectacles. He did not wail to be
accused. He guessed what was coming,
and got in first,

“ Ploaza, air, it wasn't me.”

* Bunter ! —_ y

“1 assure you, sir, it wasn't me," said
Bunter, “I—I was never so surprised in

life, sir, as when I heard of it. You
could have knocked me down with a
hammer, sir—I mean, & feather.”

“Did you abstract certain articles of
light r-:l?reahmem: from Study No. 14

esterday, Bunter?” demanded Mr.
Quelch in a deep voce. _

“Certainly not, sir. I was in Court-

field at the time.” "
- “Did you enter Fish'e study at all?

':%}15 no, ’airI Deing at Friardalo—

; at 1’

“J—1 mean Courtfield, sir, I couldn't,
could I7 The tarts were Earfmtly safe
when I left the study, sir.

“When you left the study?” repoated

Hrr:‘l uelch, *“Then you wera in- the
atu

“J—1 mean, when I didn't leave the
study, sicl!” gasped Bunter,

being in the E.’cudiv at all, sir, T couldn't
have left it, could I?¥ I-—I hope you
can take my word, sir.”

“J fear, Bunter, that I cannot take

our word,"” said Mr. Quelch, “If you

ave a confession to make, Bunter——"

“Qh, no, gir! PBeing porfectly inno-
cent, af course I havenm't, sir. sides,
my belief is that Fishy ate the tarts
himeelf.”

“You pesky jay!" hooted Fisher T.

Fish,

“3ilence!” snapped Dr. Quelch.
“Bunter, I am bound to give %‘nu a fair
hearing. Do you allege that Fish him.

salf consumed the tarts and only affected
to have lost them?1” o

Bunter blinked round dagmrmg at
the other fellows. Home of them, behind
Mr. Quelch's back, shook their heads
warningly sz a tip to Bunter to thinok
of something easier than that.

“Well, no, sicl" gas;aud Bunter. * Not
exactly that. But—"

“But what}” ;

“But—but very likely the tarts are
there all the time, sir,” groaned
Bunter, ' “Fishy says he hid them.
Well, he may have Eid them so care-
fully that he couldn't find them again.
I—1I think that’s very likely, sir.”

“Upun my word !"” said Mr. Quelch.

“It'a very likely, isn’t it, sivi” said
Bunter, .

41t does not seem to me in the least
probable, Bunter,” said the Remove
master. * But certainly it has not been
established beyond possibility of cavil
that the—the comestibles are no longer

in the study. Fishl” .
“Yep I éaapad Fisher T. Fish.
“You have stated that certain

comestibles, to the number of six, were
pbstracted from your study., Did you
make absolutely certain that they were
no longer in the room '

“Bure, sir!"

“3earcely any doubt can remain on
the subject, then,” said Mr. Quelch.
‘i Novertheless, if you persist ‘in denial,
Bunter, I shall proceed to ascertain,
bevond possibility of doubt, that the—
the tarts aro no longer in the study.
‘An scoused person is eantitled to every

ssible chance. If you have anything
o confess, Bunter—*

“0Oh, no, zir! Being perfeetly inno-
ﬁﬂnt—“

“¥ery well, T shall examine No. 14
Btudy personally and ascertain whether,
by any possibility,” tho—the comestibles
have been averlooked," said Mr. Quelch.
*Hish, you will come with me, FPlease
give me the kﬂ;rs to any receptacle that
may be locked.™

Tex Maicker Lmniry.~No. 1,110

Fisher T. Fish's face suddenly changed
colour.

Mr. Quelch stareé at the Removite.

“ Are you ill I’ he ejaculated.

Fishy looked ill

His sallow, bony face had become
almost green, and his narrow eyes
seemed to be starting from his head.

The Removites sztared at him
wondar,

What was the matter with Fishy was
& mystery. Put evidently something was
very much the mabter with him.

“I—]1 say, sir!” he gasped.

“Well ?

“It—it ain’t necessary to search my
study, sir.. I—I guess I know the tarts
were taken »

“That is for me to deeide, Fish,"
said Mr. Quolch coldly. *1I trust that
you are not presuming to instruct your
Form master i**

“MNMunno, sir! But—"

¥ TFollow mo to your study I snapped
the Remove master, and he rustled away
along the passnge,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !
FIEHER T. FISH stocd staring

11

after Mr. Quelch with haggard
ayes.
The other fellows were grin-

Ning NowW.
It really was not likely that the taris

were still in the study, and that Fishy
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haod overlooked them. That was not at
all probable. That was not what Fishy
was afraid of. Heo did not fear jam
tarts coming to light, But he feared
something else coming to light.

“Oh, great gophers!” groaned Fisher
T. Fish.

He dashed slong the Remove passage
and overtook the Form master at the
door of No 14. “The whole Remove
swarmed after him. All of them wers
intercsted now, i )

“What on earth i1z Fishy
about?™ murmured INugent.

“Goodness knows; but he's got 1t
bad,” chuckled Bob Cherry, “There's
something in his study that he doesn't
want Quealchy to see™

“He's asked for it,” chortled Squill.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Outside No. 14 SBtudy the
swarmed. The Remove ihrille
intoreat now.

“Mr. Queleh, sir!” Fisher T. Tizsh
gasped as he followed the Form master
i P zay, sir! I—I'd rather let
the whole matter drop, sir, if you don't
mind.”

“YWhat ' thundered Mr. Quelch.

“ After all, sir, it was only a few
tarts,’’ gasped Fishy. “I—I don't mind
E'_rmtmter gmnng had them, I don't really,
pir I*'

“It ia not yet proved that DBunter
abstracted these comestibles, Fish,”
snapped Mr. Queleh, *“I begin to doubt
whether they were ever missed from this
stutdy at all. Certainly, your conduct
is very suspicious”

“I—I mean, sic——"

“1 shall certainly tmake a search of
the room,” said "Mz, Euek‘h. “Your
very pwuimr conduct, Fish, makes that

scared

assage
with

—_—

procceding more then ever necessary.”

“The—the tartz anin't herve, sirl"
gasped Fisher T. Fish,

F:;h shall ascertain that fact for myself,

I. 'l‘l

“I=—I assure you, sir—-="'

¢ Bilence 1

“The—the fact is, sir,” gesped Fisher
T. Fish, daapamteiy, *I—1 ate them
myself, sir |’ )

here was a gasp in the erowded pas-
sage, Billy Bunter's eyes opened wide
behind his spectaclcs, Bunter had the
best of reaspps for knowing that that
statement was not in accordence with
the facts,

Mr. Qualch gave Fisher T. Fish a
petrifying glare.

“You—you ate the tarts yourself,
Fish?"' he stuttered, as if he could
barely arficulata,

“Yep,” g!:c-u,ned the wretched Fishy,
“*Bo-—s0 it had better drop, sir. It was
only. a joke, sir—jest that. I—I own
up.
h_Mr. Quelch’s eyes seemed o bore into

1.

“It appears to me, Fish, that you
have some reason—some eecrct, sur-
reptitious, and probably disgraceful
reason~-for desiring that no =earch
should be made hore.”

*Oh, no, sir{" gasped Fisher "[. Fish,

“I shall accept your statement,'’ said
Me. Quelch, “to thizs extont. I shall
teke it a8 exomerating Bunter and sll
the other boye in the Remove from
the suspicion of ha.ﬂn{ purloined
comestibles in this etudy. Whether you
are now speaking truthfully or falsely,
I cannot say, but in either case, I canno}
take your word, and I therefore refuse
to Enre ear to any accusation you may
made against BNy pPerson Or persons.
The matter of the missing comestiblos
~—if they really were missing—ends here,
I shall cane you for having caused so
much disturbance without cause. That
will ond the matter,®

There was B cheer in the Remove
passage.

Eill{r Bunter grinned.

“Very well, sir," mumbled Fisher
T, Fish. *Shall I—1I come to your study
now, aiet

Evidontly Fishy was prepared to wel-
comps 2 caning in B (iu& ch’a study if
R? ﬂfiléld get Mr, Quelch away from

o. 14.

The Eemove master smiled grimly.

“*No, Fish,” he answered. * Before ]
leave this stuﬂﬁ, it i my intention to
ascertain on what grounds you fear =
search of your belongings, The matter
of the missing comestibles is ended, and
thn dotention of the Eemowe iz there-
fore rescinded. Tut it a-ripmrs to me
that I have, by chance, lighted upon
some matter of 8 more gerious impocrt.
Give me your koys—-="

“I==1've lost them, sic.”

“I advizse you,” seid Me. Quelch

vimly, “to fnd them without delay.

thetwise, I shall take vou immgﬁiatei':?
to your headmaster.”

Fisher 1. Fish found hiz keys. Ha
had not far to look. They were in his

ooket. With a face that wes alinost

ageard, he handed them over to Mr.
uelch.

Excitement in the Remove passage
was at fever heat now, It was plan
that Mr. Quelch was on the verge of
making some startling discovery, and
that Fisher . Fizsh was scared to tho
vory marrow of his bones. The smile
on Billy Bunter’s fat and fatuous visage
expanded till it extended almost from
ear to ear. ;

Squif and Johnny Bull, Fishy'a
study-mates, were called in, to point out
articles that belonged to Fishy, Mr.
Quelch perhaps thought that Fishy
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might have overiooked somo of them—
which was very probablo.

On the study table was a small locked
desk. Fishy kept his private papors in
that little dosk, and it was never un-
locked.  As the Formn-master fitted a
key to it perspiration was seen to start
out on Fishy's bony brow.

“I—1 say, &ir,” ho stammered, *tho
—the tarts couldn’t bo in that desk,

gir! It—it ain't big enough to hold
them, sir™
“1 am not now leookin for

comestibles, ish,” said Mr. Queleh, in
8 grinding voice. "1 am looking for
your reason for desiring to escape a
search of your belongings.”

“Ow 1" moaned Fishy.

The key clicked, and Mre. Queleh
opened the desk. There was a buzz of
cxeitemnent in the swarming passage.

From the interior of tha desk Mr.
Queleh drew many papers in neat,
Mtle packets and bundles. Fishy was
a business man, and his Business affairs
were all in order. Then an account
kock, apparently a sort of ledger, came
to hight.

My, Queleh openad it.

There were many eniries in that book,
and 16 evidently covered a considerable
period. It puzeled the LRemove master
akb first. Thers were dates, with various
~ums of money, and names, entered
apainst tho datwes, Purzled at first, the
ltemove master began to comprehend,
and thunder grew in his brow. Hae
cxamined the little bundles of papers.
Most of them wera 10 U's, aignag by
vartous fellows in the Remave, the
Third, and the Fourth. Blacker and
ilacker grew the brow of the Remove
inaster.

Figher T, Fish leaned limply a2gainst
ihe wall.

The game was up now, and he knew
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moneylender of the licmove were in the

All the precious records of the

hands of the Hemovo master. The
Shylock of Greyfriars was completely
exposed.

A flogging, or the sack? That was
the awful question that buzzed in
Fishy's harassed hrain. Perhaps both.
He groaned.

Mr. Quefch looked up at last.
Silence fell on the juniors erowded
round the dasr. Often cnouph had they
geen their Formemaster look angry ; but
never had they seen in his aupust
countenance such overwhelming wrath
&5 they beheld thero now.

“Boy,” said Mr. Quelech—"hoy, 1
must call you, though it is a disgrace
to the word te apply it to you. TFor
gome time thers has been a suspicion
abroad thai usary hzs bern practised
in the Hemove. That soma bhoy, lost
to all sense of honour and drecney, has

tayed the miserable part of & moncy-
ender, exacting inlercst on loans to his
schoolfellows. E'A?u:}ll.l are that boy !

Fisher T Fish eould only Eash

Willingly he would have denied ik,
Bul with the evidence in Mr. Quelch's
hands, denial was futile.

And it was useless to explain to My,
Guelch that it was business, and that
business was busipess, and that money
was the beginning and end of ul
things.  Mr. Quelch would not even
have understood. He had not had the
advantape of heing raised 1n Noo Yark,

“Yau,” said Mr. Queleh, "are the
boy! ¥ou have becn guilty of this
miserable, contemptibile, usurious form

of petty extortion. %You have made
Erﬂﬁts oub of your schoollellows, You
ave accumulated, and probably spens,
money that was not your own.
‘-‘u’rf%tched boy! What bhave you to
say "

** Youhave made proflts out of your schoolfellows,
Fish 1 " said Mr. Quelch.
lated, and probably spent, money that was not
Your own. Wreiched boy !
say® "’
shall take these books and papers to your head-
master,”’ sald Mr. Queleh.
pany ma, Fish 1

“* You have accumu-

What have you to
Fisher T, Fish eould only gasp. *'I

“You will accom=
(See Chapter 15.)

Fisher T. IFish had nothing to say.
He could only pasp.

“1 shall take these books and pepors
to your headmaster,” said Mr. Quolch.
“1 shell place tho matter in the hands
of Dir. Locke. You will accompany me,
Come I

Mr. Quelch stalked majesticrnlly awa
down the Remove passege. Wisher T,
Fizh trailed after him limply.

Mot till the Romove master was oud
of hearing Jdid the Removites venturs
to laudgh, Then they roared. Fishy, in
his persistent porsuit of his two shile
lings, had led hiz Form-muster 1o the
discovery of his own shady secret. Tha
snowball had started an avalanche with
a venpeance. It struck the Remove
fellows as comic; and they roared.

Fisher T Fish, much to his relicf, was
not sacked. But the flogging ho re-
ceived was a real vecord, and for days
and days afterwards Fisher ‘I Fish
wriggled and twitched.,  His precious
baoks and papers were burned, A
slern order from the Head forbade any
of Fishy's debtors to hand him cither
principal or interest. That hart Fishy
more than the fopging—much maore,
It hit him where b %‘ivcd. as lio would
have expressed it. The life of & keen
American business man, in a played-out
old island, seamed to be an  absolute
wash-out. I'or days and days and days
FFisher 1. Fish mourned, and would not
bo comfortod.

And the rest of the Remove chuckled.

THE ERD,

(Lhere will be another rattling fine
story of Harry Wharton & Co. in next
werk's Maoker, entitled: “THE PRE-
FECT'S PLOF " Make sure of reading
it, chumas, by ardering your copy WELL
IN ADVANCE )
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The Silver Pennant !

HE heodlights of ihe oncoming
car bore round upon tho figures
of Ron and J imm@r, and showed
therm up clearly in the strong

glare. 'Thero +as a slight serceching of
tyrez ag thoe brakes were aopplied, and
Jimmy started to move forward with his
chum as the car began to slow up.

Then a startling thing happened.
Without warniog, the car uc::-e}i’emtcd.

Jimmy was taken completely by sur-
prise; but, nevertheless, ha flung him-
aelf to the right with instantunoous
g::smcn of mind as the bonnet and the
heddlamps scomed to leap at him; and
in his hendlong dash he shoved Ron
before him.

The car flashed past, missing Jimmy
by an inch; but, blinded though he was
by the glare of the lights, the youngster
had a mamunta:j;_:mpma_mn
of 8 man crouching behind
the steering-wheel.

A lamp :nside the car was
shining on him. He was
draas in & black leather
auit, gnd he was wearing an
aviation mask, #HAtted with
tinted gogeles, such as “tha
boye " used on the dirt-track.
It was sible to imagine
that he had also been wearing a crash-
belmet, but this he had removed.

The man waa *“Lornado ™ Rossiter!

L] L] k] * & £

Ron lay recuperating at an inex-
ivo hotel at Westleigh, and on the
turday of the scaside Speedway
meeting he was somewhat gloomy of
mien. For a doctor had given him strict
inetructions that ho was not tlo stir
irom his bed-room. -

Only one thing tended to make
Ron's lot a little more bearable. That
one thing was a3 letter which he had
received from John Hobertson, Gordon
Beresford's manager. .

Robertson was now 1n command at
the works, and he had written to Ren
saying that, as he was aware that Mr.
Beresford had intonded to eonsider the

youngster's invention before his unfor-
Tae Micyer LiBnary.~—No. 1,110,
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tunate illness, he was taking it upon
himself to do so in his stead.

Ron’s spirits rovived appreciably on
receiving this letter, for there was much
in it that was of a hopeful noture.

“YI ecan seo myself on the road to
being famous yet, Jimmy,” he said,

Jimmy Beresford has set his heart on
winning the Silver Pennant, and by sheer
grit he wins it. But the climax to that
thrilling race is even more thrilling than

the race itself!

when the latter came in just before leav-
ing for the Speedway. “I've just had
this from Bobertson, and he writes that
the DBeresford Company's advisers feel
that my old engine has strong possibili-
ties. My invention's going to bo lodged
in the framework of a Deresford
*Twin,’ and a full test is to bo made.
(zee, Jimmy, I'll be on edge that day,
in case Ehe thing let's me down!”

“Don’t you worry,” Jimmy told him
reassuringly. * Your inventicn is the
goods, Ron, and it's going to give the
Boresford bikes the extra bit of accelera-
tion that they need for beating the
Volsons. But I dropped in to say
' Cheerto!” old son.  Tt's tough luck you
can't pet plong to sce me win the
Pennant,"” he added, with a grin.
* Bettor still, to see Bernard Volson pre-
senting it to me.”

Jimmny Jeft hiz chum, and ten minutes
later he was in the pits at the West-
leigh Speedway.

CARNEY ALLAN

Westleigh was not o large town, but
the holiday season had already begun,
and it was thronged with visitors, so
thot the speedway had a crowd of closo
on thirty thousand pass through the
turnstiles, It wes a high-spirited and
expectant crowd—high-spirited because
brilliant sunshine, the tang of
the sca, and the holiday. feel-
ing, were predominant—ex-
mt;nt because big men like

iter were featured in the
programime,

Rossiter was riding in the
handicap, and he had just run
off hia hecat when Jimmy
arrived at ths spcedway.
The next event was & noviee’s
race, and the one following—Jimmy's
heat in the Silver Pennant.

As he wheeled his bike acrosas the
ramp he eaw the figzure of Bernard
Volson standing amidst & crowd of
officials. Rossiter had joined the group,
teo, and was laughingly endeavouring
to secure possession of the finishing-
gun. For it was the ambition of most
of the riders to stand by the judgoes
and fire it off at the end of mnﬂ raco
for which they themselves were not
entercd. :

Only the lower part of Rossitor's
foaturca wera visible. His avietion
magk hid the rest, and his goggles con-
cealed tho expression that was in lia
oyes, otherwizso Jimmy might possibly
have suspeeted why the mystery cham-
pion of tho Speedways was so0 intent on
obtaining the finishing-gun.

In the “toss-up” Jimmy came off
with the outside position, and he formed
o line with four other riders. Coming
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into the front straight after & pre-
liminary circuit, they passed the starter
in immaculate formation, and the race
WAS Ol

It was a thrilling struggle, and it
stirred the “fans" even more than
Rossiter's exhibition had done, for
Tornado Rossiter had won his event

too ﬂnsﬂ{) to provide any thrills—and,
into the bargain, Torpado Roszsiter was
not popular. :

Jimmy felt a glow of pleasure sweep
over him when he heard his name
by the enthusiasts, for he realised that
hia ever-growing fame had not merely
been confined to Elsenham Park. But
be had increased his reputation still
more by the time that Heat 1 of the
Bilver Pennant was aver, for he gained
first place in dare-devil style.

The other heats were run off, and then
came the finel of the handicap, for which
Rossiter was entered. .
first across the line, an Awustralian
runper-up coming to grief on the very
last bend, when he looked like taking
the lead.

Then came the final of the Silver
Pennant, and four riders wheeled their
bikea to the line. They were Jimmy
Berasford (red), Karl Hendey (white),
of the T.8., Ben Davidsen {(blue), of
Australia, and Joo Rogers (yellow).

In the tossup for places Jimmy was
third from the inner edge. On his right
he had Rogers, the other DBritish ricder;
on his  left, Davidson and Hendry,
respectively. )

Jimmy glanced in the direction of the
starting-post, and with the movement
he agatn saw Rossiter with the Anishing-

. He was in the company of Bernacd
%}:}lsnn_. and Jimmy realised that the
two wern discussing him, [or they wers
gtaring in his direction as they talked.

Jimmy returned their scrutiny with a

rim directness, and presently they
ooked away. Then the youngster forgot
the pair of them as he ond his rivals
were pushed off by the attendants,

Jimmy *turned up the wick,” and the
Beresford Twin answered well. She had
not been tuned by Ren this time, of
course, but had had a thorough over-
hauling by another mechanic at the
workshop of Glendaie Richards, and
seemed 1n good trim. o

Making the preliminary circuit, the
four finalists came out.of the second
bend into the front straight, and im-
mediately opened up for the fying
start. With their engine-ndtes rising
steedily and in unison they moved
towardas the starting-point, endeavour-
ing to keep 'n line with one another
as they dig so.

The line was ragged, and the starter
signalled a fault. One of the atten-
dants posted round the track then
flagged the riders, and they slackened
up to make yet another cireuit.

This time they passed the starter in
an immacalate line. i

Hendry was riding an American
machine, the Mohawk, and, with an
acceleration that rivalled the Volson's,
he dashed away to take the lead.
Davidson, the Australian, was close ba-
hind him, and Jimmy and Rogers
brought up the rear dead level.

Hendry was & regular, rip-roaring
American who had been captivating
Londen enthusiasta with his wild daring,
and he hurtled into the bend at reckless
speed, skidding and  broadeiding
furiously. He was the kind of rider who
needed half the width of the track; and
Davidson, who was far more skilled
and might possibly have geined tho
lead, was forcerd to delay acceleration
when he came to the back-stretch close
to the Mohawk’s tail.

Jimmy and Rogers were only half-

* BT

elled’

The latter was.

way round tho curve then, and thoy

“on to the back-straight several
lengths bebind the other two, who were
now fighting for the advantage in o
teat-nway race.

Jimmy wos slightly in sdvance of
Rogers, but, nevertheless, he knew that
he had only beaten his Icllow-country-
man by superior skill on the bend. All
through his career on the tracks he bhad
to do that—lose ground on the straight
and win it back on the curve—and it
was Fon who had made hip realise it,
by pointing out the extreme failing of
tha Beresford bike. That failing lay
in acceleration, for other makes had an
extra three or four miles an hour on tha
Beresford.

Jimmy did his best on the back-
stretch, and managed to retain his Eligillt-
advantage over Rogers. But he was six
clear lengths behind Hendry and
Davidson when he hit the second.bend.

The woungster °“'thumbed’™ tho cut-
out button, and his back wheel ripped
sidewaya in a searing skid that carried
him round the curve. He was only three
lengths behind Davidson when be
reached the front-straight, and twisted
the throttle-grip on his handlehar.

Hendry was one lenglh ahesd of the
Australian, and kept the lend to the first
bend on the second lap. As before, ha
took this bend in a way that brought

the “fans™ 1o their fect, yelling
delightedly.
But if they imagimed Hendry was

daring, they were soon to know what
real recklessnesa  was For Jimmy
Beresford had warmed up to the race.

Ho hurled his machine into the curve
at the top of its speed, and once again
he juggled with the cut.out button.
There was a blurting and a snorting of
the Beresford’s exhaust-spouts, a stab-
bing of saffron flame, and then the
voungster was slashing round the bend
in a terrific broadside.

His foec-plates plonghed through ihe
cinders and his back wheel smothered
the spectators with a swinging cascade
of the grit. The fans did not cheer
as they had cheered Hendry. Thoy
gasped, literally gasped, [or it seenved
miraculons ta them that young Jimmy
Beresford could take tho corner without
a crash.

Put he did, and he came on to the
back-straipght abreast of Davidson, and

T T T R L AT R A LN

INTRODUCTION

Jinwmy Beresford, a cheery, athletie poungster,
i the son of Gordon Beresford, the Fead of
Deresford Moters, who are working on the plans
of o few wefor-cucle engine invenfed by Ron
Connglly, Jummp's pal,  Afminly owing fo an
entcotinder oith Bis cousin Ofto, Jimmy is fold
by fiis rate father thit he will either have to tale g
posilion in the works or fend for himeelf, Jimmy
deeides In do the fatler, and, Rheiped by Ron's
expert mecharical Frgwledpe, rapidly mmales o
e for fvmsell at the Elsenhaw Purk Speeduay,
The youngster soon realiztes that by fair meaig or
Soul, kie scoundreliy cowgits Olfe is delermined to
frfierit  Berasford Molors. An allempl  on
SJimmp's lfe i@ unsicesssful, el shorlly after-
wvtrds fis futher, who 12 recovering from @ serions
iflrege, 1 Budngpped by agends of Folson Mlotore,
Bevesford s unscrwpulons rivals, with whom Otte
iz in lenque. This iz dome under cover of a
rectperaling holidoy, Bt Jemmy's hande are
tied, for to bring the police indo the affeir and
cxpoee Qlo's treachery wmight cause his father fo
have ¢ fatal relapse.  Jimsy and Ron discorer,
Nhoteever, that My, Beresford fung been taken to the
lonely house of Bernard Volson near Uie south
coast toum of Westleiall, They force an eniry
inlo the howse, bt by a ctmning trick Bernard
Vodson outwite them and they are plunged through
w hidden trap-door indo a sublerranean inlet of
the seq beneath, After a peritlois swim under

open o and gain
the summit of the cliffs. The lights of a car
appear round & bend of the codast road and,
g Hon with one arm, Jimey toates e
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almost abreast of Hendry, though on the
outer edge of the track,

Jimmmy kept to the outer edge, for he
saw that the wild, ill-contrelled tactics
of the American were dangerous to all
who wero near him, and he had alread
noticed how Davidson had been foree
to shut off on account of them,

On the straight Jimmy lest ground
ngain, but, deshing inte the second
bend, he recovered it with a vengeoance,
and he crossed the line for the third lap
dead level with Hendry and Davidson.

From then on thirty thousand epec-
tatorz roared them.aefvea hoarse, for
right till the end of the race tho three
riders were bunched close together—
Britizher, Australian, and American,
Once the Mohawk pulled ahead, but the
advantage was lost .on the next bend.
Then Davidson took the lead with a
magnificent burst, only to lose it before
the completion of that lap.

The yellow fag dropped to signal the
last lap of the race, and the three
riders were neck-and-neck. As they
flashed past the man with the flag
Jimmy zaw a sea of faces on tho right
hand, and on the left a fgure in 2 black,
leather suit, the figure of the speedman
who was holding the finishing-pun—
“Tornado ¥ Hossiter.

On the back-stretch tho three were
still close together, and 1t seemed like
anybody's race But on the last bend
the ecrowd stood up to Jimmmy Beres-
ford. )

He rushed it at full speed, and slung
round the tail of his machine in a tear-
ing skid. He was almost down, and hia
very Kitea was aﬁ:ring throuph the dirt
before he had wrenched the sﬁeed-ir«m
under contrel, raking on to the bomo-
stretch with a two-length lead.

He opened up with the throttle, and
the Beresford “Twin” blazed strid-
cntly, though not eo stridently as the
two machines that stormed after hor in
a last-minute effort to snatch the
victory.

But there were only a few yards to
Eﬂ, and the Beresford won the day.

ut of the corner of hiz aye Jimmy

g!impsnd the checked flag falling for
im.
. Out of the corner of his eye he also
saw Tornado Rossiter levelling the fin-
ishing-gun, levelling it very deliberately
with a strango leer lurking around the
corners of his mouth,

There was & flash of flame and =
report.

- g

Otto Again !

HIE report of the finishing-pistol

was followed by a sound thaot

for all the world like an

ccho.  Actually, it was tha

bursting of Jimmy Beresford’s front

tyrs, and at tho epeed the effect was
1sastrous.

Jimmy lost control and came out of
the saddle, his hands thrust forward in-
stinctively to take the impact of his
fall. But the bike came somersaultin
after him, and erashed down a-top o
him. Jimmy Beresford received a stun-
ning blow on tho back of the head as the
tn.liiliund struck him. Then he lay quite
stzll.

The crowd stood shocked and silent.
The thing had happened so auddenly,
to unexpectedly that it left them dumb-
founded. They could only stare at the
unparalleled spectacle of a winner
gtretched out unconscious on the track,
while his defeated rivals scraped past
his body, and the wreck of his machine.

Three or four attendonts in white
HBannels sprinted across to tha spot

Tae Maigyer LisRarY.—No. 1,110.
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where the youngster was lying, and,
lifting him, they carried him on to the
turf. The offimal medical officer was
soon oo the scene, and procesded to
meake an examination.
Meanwhilo, Tornadoe Rossiter had
etrolled off towards the pita; but Jimmy
being the cynosure of all eyes, ne one
paid any heed to the champion’s move-

ments,

The group around the injored
youngster was increasing every moimnent,
and heads bobbed, craned, and twisted
toc and fro in eager attempts to sce
what was going on. .

Then the tall fipure of the medical
officer nrose. _

*No broken bones,” he said, to those
in his immediate presence, “but slight
concussion. It would be edvisable to
get him to bed right awsy, perhaps.”

Somecone came elbowing through the
erowd, and addressed the doctor,

“I've got o car here,” this individual
eaid. * And I know where to take him.
Xou sce, doctor, he and I are cousina.”

A stretcher was called for, but before
it had arrived J imm{ apened his eyes,
and as he saw two blue-uniformed am-
bulance men approaching, he made a
feeble gesture of protest. For, like all
“the boys,” Jimmy hated the idea of
the stretcher, .

He insisted on trying to struggle to
his fect, but his koees gave way, and
ha could scarcely stand; then, a wave
of dizzinesz coming over him, he closed
his eves. Two attendants then tock
him each by an arm and led him to-
wards the pits, and Jimmy had & vague
idea of stoggering from the Specdway
with them, and half-falling into & wait-
mg CAT. ‘ _ _ ‘

omeone eclimbed 1n bestde him.
Jimmy did not know who it was, and
did not very much care. The youngster
laid his throbbing head against th
comfortable uphcﬁﬂtur:_:r, end, with his
eyes shut, listened to the hum of the
automobile’s engine. Then he felt the
vehicle move forwerd, and from that
moment the essy rise and fall of the
well-sprung body lulled him into a
somi-conscigus state apain.

Nevertheless, Jimmy felt very sick
and very sore, and there was an ugly

ain at the back of his skull tﬁat

rought an occasional groan from him.

e pain increased, and he bepan fo
wish that he was out of the car—that
hadwu.a Iving between the cool sheets of

E -

_ Jimmy envied Ron, who was already
in that happy condition. But Ron, he
remembered, had not thought it a
bappy one, snd had fretted et bein
confined to his room. Well, the two o
them would be laid up now.

All thesa thoughts came te Jimmy
fragmentarily, between bouts of pain
sbd dizziness, and then it occurred to
him to wonder where he was being
taken. Was he simply being driven fo
his hotel, or had he been so badly hurt
that the destination was o hospital ?

Hospital!  Always that name had
filled Jimmy with a kind of dread, and
he endeavoured to rouse himself. Rous-
mﬁlhlmsel[ consisted of edging himself
8 little higher in his seat and opening
his eyes.

Mimmy looked at the fellow who was
ntﬁnlg next to him, behind the steering-
wheel, but at first he conld sce only a
blurred impression of him. The

ungster drew a hand across his brow.

e was beginning to feel faint again.
He tried desperately to focus his gaze.

tho.

Just for an instant the impression
of hiz companion became clear-cut and
defimitely distinguishable, and Jimmy
felt himself stiffen as he recognised his
Cousin Otto. With an exclamation he
tried to climb to his feet, but the
moment his legs felt the strain of his
weight they sagged underneath him,
and simultaneously that wave of faint-
ness reached its height. He collapsed

on the seat, and lay still.
j longer on the move. It was stand-
ing in a8 garage, and its engine
had been switched off. 8
The young speed merchant felt some-
what better, theugh his lhead was still
patning him, and when he roso to his
fect he found that his legs would now
support him  Climbing down from the
cir he looked around,

He realised that the garage was one
ettached to the Towers—the house in
which hiz father, although unaware of
the faet, waa virtually a prisoner—for,
on looking through a small window,
Jimmy saw Black Ness Point, with the
sea-waves brenking up into white foam
on the rocks.

Then ho recollected Otto,

Jimmy went to the door of the garage
and tried it. As he expected, it was
locked, and the windows of the place
were not large enough to afford him
any means of escape.

He wns deliberating on his situation
whon he heard footfalls on the gravel
Eg.th outside, then o voice—the voice of

18 ¢OuUsIn,

_ “He wasn't killed,” Otto was say-
ing, “and, as luck would hava it,
he waen't even badly hurt. But before
he could collect his wits 1 stepped in
and told the doctor I'd run him home.
And here he js.”

With the last words the garage doors
were unlocked and dragged open, and
Jimmy found himself face to face with
Ofto, Bernard Velson and Brown.

Otte was taken unawares by seeing
the youngster on hizs feet, and it was
with some haste that he closed the doors.
He need not have been concerned, how-
ever, for Jimmy noticed a compact fst-
ful of blue steel In the hand of * Mr.
Brown.”

Otto was the first to speak.

“Bo you've come round, eh ™ he mut-
tered. :

“Looks like it.” remarked Jimmy.
His mind was guite clear now, and he
could remember every detail of what
had occurred just before his ecrash.
“Yes:; I've come round, but T faney
Rossiter and you three would have been
better pleaged if I'd never coma round.
That was a good idea on your part, for
Rossiter to get hold of the finishing-gun,
change the usnal blank cartridge for a
live one—and then aim at my front tyre.
I've certainly got to hand it to you for
making things lock like accidents.”

If was Bernard Volson who answered
Jimmy's speach.

"Now that you are here, my young
friend,” he observed, * wea shall speedily
think of something else that wiil have
the appearance of an secident. Keep
back " he rapped out, as Jimmy started
forward. " You'll see that Brown, here,
18 carr}rin%‘ an automatie.”

Jimmy laughed shortly.

“Would it lock like an accident if he
uzed that?'™ he asked.

.

The End of * The Towers."

IMMY came round to find himself
still in the ecar, but it was no

Velson's lip twisted into the semblance
of a smile, and his small eyes scemed
to gleam.

“You can call & bluff, young Beres
ford, X see,” he said. *“'Well, sup
ing the gun was not used? We are tﬁtﬂr
to one, and & shout would bring another
three menservants. But enough of this.
Till- we have decided what to do with
you, you stay here. You will be as safe
in the garage as anywhere else”

He backed towards the doors, and, in
company with Otto and Brown, he Teft
thhe shed. A moment later Jimmy heard
the snap of a padlock, and it was fol.
lowed by the sound of retreating foot-
falls as his three captors made thelr way
round the drive to the front door of the
old house.

Jimmy Deresford settled himself on
the step of the car, and racked his
braing for some plan of action. Ha
knew too well that, as soon as & meana
of disposing of him occurred to his
encmies, he would ba summarily dealt
with. He knew that their one ruling
intent was to kill him, and that his
sttuation was desperately perilous,

It was a queer situation, too, for weeks
ago he might have denounced the Velson
people and turned the machinery of
justice intp motion—if his father had
not been in too precarious a state of
health to hear of the precious Otto’s
villainy. And here was his father at the
house on Black Ness—Bernard Volzon's
house, though Mr. Beresford did not
know it—the house of his rival in tho
motoring world, and & rival whosaa
methods he had always despised.

i Such rniﬂm::tfnns. however, were not
ringing Jimmy any nearer to escape.
He stared about him and peered ilEhD
corners that were beginning to grow
dark, for the light was failing outside.
He had an idea that he might find some
instrument with which he could force the
door, but his search was in vain. The
only objects that he could see, except-
ing a f[ew useless tools, were two or
three cans of petrol, egually useless.

Useless? No, they were not vseless,
for snddenly an inspiration fashed on
Jimimy, and the more he considered it
the more it appealed to him., It was sn
mspiration that would not only help himn
to escape from the clutches of Otto and
the Volsan people, but one that would
also help him to remove his unsuspecting
father from their power.

Otto had taken Gordon Beresford to
the Towers to recuperate, the latter
never imagining the true state of
affaire; and Gordon Beresford waa quite
content to stay at the Towers. Eo long
as he was content to stay there Jimmy
cottld mnot urge him to leave without
revealing the whole ugly story. But if
the Towors no longor remained—

Jimmy picked up the cans of petrol
one by onz and poured their contents
down the deors and the walls of the
garage. It was & large garage, big
enough for several cars, but the fumes
scemed fo fill the place, and Jimmy knew
that he was taking a chance.
 Nevertheless he was game, and, elimb.
ing into {he automobile that had
brought him from the Speedway, he
struck a match and flung it towards the
doors.

There was a blinding flash that lit
up every corner, and fhen the doors
and walls of the garage became masses
of flame—flame that colled and writhed
with fearsome red and yellow tongues.
Crouching in the ear, Jimmy felt the
powerful heat of them, and he heard a
erackling sound as they took grip on
the woodwork of the big shed.
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Jiramy let in the clutch and the ear hurled itself forward. The next second the massive bonnet hit the flaming doors and burst

them asunder with a smashing, splintering crash [

The floor, fortunately, wes of con-
erete, so that the yvoungster himself was

threatenad for the present only by
stray flames that lolled towards Lthe
putomobile. His immediate concern was

not for his own person, however, but
for tha petrol-tank of the vehicle.

With the garage-doors blazing furi
ously, Jimmy pressed the seli-starter of
the car and then stepped on the clutch-

cdal. M™oxt ho slipped the gear-
ever into “first 7 and accclerated till
the engine was screamirig at top pitch.

‘The youngster set his  teeih, aund
marked the burning dunrs—wﬂn&&ring
if the flames had sufficiently weakene
them for his project. There was noth-
ing elsa to do but risk if, for smoke
was beginning to fill the shed and
already he had started to congh.

Jimmy pgripped the steering-wheel
hard, so that his knuckles stood out
white against the skin, “There was very
little “run™ between him and  the
doors, but he was banking on horse
powear to see him through.

He let in the clutch abruptly, and the
rar seemed to hurl itself forward from
s standstill. A brief, fierce fear-away
rush, and then the massive bonnet hit
the Haming doors.

‘They burst asunder with o smashing,
splintering crash, and the shock of the
impact threw Jimmy forward over the
steering-wheel. Next moment the car
was on the gravel-drive,

Jimmy dragged on the hand-brake,
and at a plance saw that ihings were
working out according to his hopes
'The garage, of course, was one mass of
flamo, and, as it adjoined the house,
the fire had spread to the larger build-
ing, Already it had geined a hold on
the anecient strocture, for there was a

great deal of woodwork in the design,
and the old beams and rafters fairly
blazed.

The conflagration had paszed wun-
noticed till this very moment, as far as
those in the housge were concerned, but
the crash of the car's impact with the
doors had brought Qito, Volson, Brown
and the three menservants on to the
drive.

At sight of the flames they set up a
clamour, over which the volce of Eer-
nard Volson prevailed,

He was shouting for the garden-
hose, but the parden-hose was in the
garage, Then the ery of “buckets ™
arose.

Jimmy waited to hear no more. He
had seen an open window on the ground
floor of the honze, and, sevambling out
of the car, he dived through into a
darkening room. He was seen, and the
clamour of hiz enemics grew louder,
But onca again the voice of Bernard
Volzon prevailed.

“Leave him!"” he ground out, “Ie's
?ﬂ{t in for his father, Tyy to get the

re under first. Wa can easily lay
hands on young Beresford later!”

Jimmy had indeed entered the houss
to rescue his father, but he knew that
the latter wwas in no immediate danger.
At the very commencement he had
figured out {hat the garage was in the
east wing of the house, while the room

his father occupied was towards the e
wesh wing, j
Jimmy, however, did not make

straight for the old man’s apartment,
but first of nll stopped by a telephone
in tha hall, and ealled up the West-
leigh exchange.

“Sneaking from the Towers, Black
Ne:s,” he said. “Get through to the

{See this page.)

There's a bad

fire station, will you?
outhieak hers!™”

Jamming the receiver on its hook,
Jimmy wheeled and ran upstairs. He
was not guite sure where to locate his
father, but he tried every door until
he came to the right reom and saw the
old man lying in bed with his head
propped up on a couple of pillows.

The old man smiled twistedly at sight
of him, and then he spoke—in a tong
that was scarcely more audible than a
whisper.

“Hallp, hoy ! he greeted, cheerfully
enough. “ ¥You'll notice I'm getting my
voice back. DBut what's this—a flying
visit 7

Jimuny came across to lum. He knew
that it was possibla for his father to be
moved, otherwise he would never have
acted 23 he had done. At the same
time, he was anxious not to alarm him.

“I'm glad you're coming on fine,
dad,” he said. “But do you feel equal
to getting up?

Cordon Beresford smiled again.

“I'm up for half an hour every day,”
he informed the :,'m'mﬁate:l:. “Only in
my room, though. I have the window
open and look out at the sea. A great
place this, Jimmmy, and that fellow
Brown—Otto’a friend=—is as decent as
they make "am.” ] i

Heo did not see the gleam in Jimmy's

yes. :

“Weall, dad,” the youngster said,
“I'm sorry you Iike the Towers so
much, because Pm going to ask you io
clear out of tho house. In fact, it's
vather necossary that everybody should
be out of hero—just as a precauntion.,
Don't want to put the wind up you,
T MAGRET Ligmamy.—No. 1110
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dad, Lut a: a matter of fact there's
u dhwuper of lire” ;

i bad chosen s words g0 well ‘tlu‘ti
not o truce of anxiety sppearcd on los
futher's groy face,

“Pive, bor " ochoed, Gordon Deves-
ford. and then he slowly climbed ous
of bed. *“Jove, it's going to be o pity
if a line old place like this is gutred ™
he wdded.

Jimuy helped las futher on with s
things, and, wking bis arm, went down-
staivs with bim. As they cwerged from
the front door they saw that the dusi
vwas Dlotched with the rellection of thoe
Sre 1 the east wing, and o glanee to
she Weft showed them that it had guined
a N goip there.

In that sine glanee Jimmy observed
several figures vainly throwing waler on
the {flames, Simultancously, the
voungster and his father were seen by
those figures, one of whom abruptly
vanished-=Jimumy noticing that it was
the figure of Bernard Volzon,

Another of the figures came forward
lo meet Jiminy and old Gordon Beres-
ford. It was Otto—n smoke-blackencd
and grimy Otto—und he joined them
close to the carv in which Jiminy  had
burst out of the garagc. ;

“Ag the house is in danger,” said
Jinmy, “I'm going to run dad to rthe
Marine Hotel at Westleigh. Don’t min:
me using, this car; do you, Otto "

Otio was ready with .an answer, and
his :,"iiin'k-_n:itwdlmss vonipelled a certain
admiration in, Jimmy.  For, hesitating
only for an instant, Otlie indicated the
smashed beadlamps and the bent frong
wings. :

“Woell, as a matter of fact, T thiuk
T'd Leiker drive it e observed. ™
can zee it's ‘been in a smah-up, and il
needs pretiy “delieate handling on  ihe
steering.  You stay and hélp them with
the five, Junmy.”

Jimmy looked at Otio very divcetly.
He kuew what would happén if he
staved to help with the fire. At the
hands of Volson and his hirelings Lo
would become o victin of 1he fire.
© ¥ There’s no need. for me to.stay and
help,” he told Otto.  * Listen!™

He held up . his  hand to compel
silence, and they. all heard the rearing
of a powerful enpine.on the coast-road
that led from Westleigh., The rour cf
that engine was accompanied by tho
‘discordant c!anginf of a bell.

“J phoned for the five brigade,” said
Jimmy. “Well, dad onghin’t to be out
in the night air like this, and T guess
I'd better drive him. 1t would look
votten for you to leave xour friend
Brown in the luveh just now, Otto.”

With theso words the Youngster. helpaed
his father into the car, and climbed in
after him, and before Otto could find
anything to say he ‘was left standing
alone with the smoke from. the oxhaust
weaving blue spirals around him,

Some time later, huoched up on the
front seat beside his son, old Gordon
Beoresford broached a subject that had
been a bone of contention between thoem.
- “2till racing on the dirt-tracks*" Lo
demanded.

Jimmy turned his head towards his
father. The gruffness of the old man's
tone, the suspicion of a glitter. that was
in his eyes, the hint of colour that erept
into- his cheeks—thesc things mada
Jimmy want to grin, for he knew .that
his father was on the road to recovery.

“Still on the dirttracks,” - Jimmy

iF

hadl

You .

assurcd him, “and not doing so badly,
cither, I've nearly carned that five
hindred already. Ii(mv about coming io
Elsenham Park next Saturday aftornoon
1o seo me in o matehorace with Jem
Cavpenter, dad-———"
“Don’t be a fooll!”
Peresford sharply.

said CGordon

The Match Race !

- TIE Elsenham  Park Speedway
crowded  with  the  us=oeal

WS
army of “faus,” and on  the
track four riders In colourful

slips were providing theiv share ol the
afrernoon’s thrills,

Meanwhile, iu the pits, two young-
sHOTs W 1,z|.l|-'.ing l':'-'l:.'i.t'l:'l:"j'. Ouo was
Ron Connolly, mechanic, now quile re-
covercd from his adventure at  Black
Mess: the other was Jimmny Beresford.

They were both mutuully exeited, for
two reasons—ohe, because Junmy was
about to ride the rvace of his careor;
secondly, beeause Ron had received a
letter from John Robertson, acting on
behalf of Gordon Beresford duiing the
lattor’s illnesz, a letter stating thev the
voung mechanic’s invention was to be
tricd out ‘that cvening oi the private
test-track of Beresford Motors. !

John  Robertson- added  that the
cngineg had already proved effidient as
far as duvability wos conccrndd, but he
managed  at last to. persuade
Cordon Bereslord that speed miust be
dimed atoas well,  If Ron's eogine
could excel the present Devesford model
—better still, the present” Volson model
—il was a winnet.

In another paragraph he mentioned
that it might bespossible for young
Jimmy to poviorm the trial run, and
Jimmmy- had assured Ron that he cer-
tainly -would,

- At the mwoment, however, Ron was
less concorned with his inventiton 1han
with the wmatch-race between las™ clinm
and Jem Carpenter. -

“Fou're upr against it with a2 ven-
geance this fime, Jimimy,” he-deelared.
“You know the fault with DBevesfords—
they're not fast enough_as they staned.
Well, if Carpenter didn't ride a Beces-
ford,” as you do, I recken he'd give
Rossiter o run for-his movey.”

Rosziter ! Junmy conjurcd with that
name, thé name of the man he was
going to beat one day—"Ternade
Ressiter, the mystery: champion of the
dirt-tracks. Who was Hossiter ! No
one knew.,  Bobt he - held  undispated
sway over the knights of the " speéd-
1wwon,” for as ?-_ﬂr: there had mever been
any rider in the world to tonch him.’
_From his stand on the oval strotch of
turf the anoouncer_suddenly addressed
the erowd, giving the vesult and {ime of
tho prévions race, and then' calling- out
the. features ' of the succeeding one.

S Tho next event—Round one of &
match-race between Jimmy Bereosferd
and Jem Carpenter. A second ryound
lo follow, and a thied 1f necessary.”

S Jimmy and Coarpenter wheeled their

‘bikes to the starbing-line, “Jimmy in a

red-slip, Carpenter in white.

Both riders were pushed {forward,
and as they . gave ' their bikes ihe
throttle, thé “spouis ™ dinned their
tune with thunderous voice. Without
pressing, however, the two ‘competitors
made the preliminary circuit, one or
the other of them occasionally “turning

up the wick " io test _the aceeleratiou
oL lis speed-iron, .

They came out - of the sceond bend
and sighted the ‘starting-line, the poic
of thr:m_ mstantly switehing over the
throttle-grip. With a double roar that
scaled upwiard to high pitch, the bikes
surged forward in ouizon.

Carpenter stormoed for the hend, and,
with the advantage of the iuside posi-
tion, he snatelied o lengrhe Lead on i,
swinging on to the back-straight with
Jimmy tuking his snoke.

The pair ol them ashed along the
streteh o the  :ecomel eorve, aind
Carpenfor managed to hold his lead,
rushiing ihe corner at high speod,

Jineeny did the sane, wned then lashed
the bael wheel away s viproaring
shid, Buat he was still "o lengenr behind
[‘4!1'1*!.“"!1’.‘1‘ Wl Ilt:'_\' guim:ﬂ th_l;_-: front
sivuight, ancd be knew rvight then that
Ron's words bad not bheen ndle, Ho
was CTup aguwinst it with . veogeance.”

They crossed the line for fhe socond

lap, and dashed into  the firsk bend
again, both  slashing  round 1§ with
their front wheels fwisted and  their
back wheels raking.
. On the back- strefeht they raced st
full-theettle, theie engines roaving deaf-
eningly; then once vore they were juto
thie second curve, and fighting vound iu
veckless sty le.

As they eiteréd on their thivd lap
Carpénter was. s+l o Jength in fromt,
but at fhe fivst bend Jinmy made o
desperate bid 1o cut down the advan-
tage. With oo plate . serabbling
theough the dirk, he =frogiled abreass
of his rival for :::l'iu:‘-_"iunl. but  the
mside -position guve Cavpenter o chaneo
io take the lead cre -they it the
straijht.

Buat tlat lead waz i more than half
a longth now.

It was. siil Lol o leagih when the
greon flag fell to signal the last-lap of
tho  rade, © and - hath - raders, 'ﬂ:;ttunwl
alonr the lanks bands elenched on the

riubber prips, {ook every conceivable
chaner. f
Btorming mio  the ficst bhond, thes

wont round if with their machines list.
ing far-over and their hoots digzing at
the catpet of cinders.  Out on the back-
straight they came. with wo more than
‘tnehes bobween them. and  the seeond
and last corve still saw Carpenter a
shade in advance.

Clarpepter fook the corner at  wild
speetl, " but not =0 daringly as Jinuny:
for Jimmy, “thamb twitching on  the
cubiout baiton, slubg round the tail af
Lis machine m g nerve-wracking broad-
side. Dot daripng as the yvoungster was
his Lands wore sove amnd his {oe-plate
came mito actian nmgnilicently, and 1t
w::‘t.s]in'ﬁl-:i_[] that e finally defeated his
rival..

Half way round the bend Carpenter's
bike jumpgd out of bis control and
took & crazy switch to the vight.

Jimmy glimpsed the speed-ivon swing-
g towards him, and heard the involun-
tary gasp of the crowd as they fore-
saw #-double crash. But swift as
thought he wrenched his machine to-
wiepds the outer edge and missed dis-
aster by a hair's-breadth.,

(Tt loeks as df oungiucky youny speed
merehant is going (o add another giclory
fo ARiz ofrcady long st of succcsscs,

doesn't it, clhums? Don't miss next
week's theilling instalment, whaleyer
you dol)

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/- “gnilel “ag ' 300 STAMPS FOR 6° _
:.hE_r inches In ONE MONTH. Walea, Gold Cosst, ote.—W. A. WHITE, Engino Laur,

Without applitnces—droge—or dietinog.
THE YAMOTUTS CLIVI BYBETEM MHEVER

HHN

FAILS.
Complete Cowyse §/= P.O, post {ree, or [urtier partics. stamp.
P. A. CLIVE, Harrock Houre, COLWYN BAY, Horth Wales,

(Abread 1/-), inclmding Airpost, Bar-
bados, Old India, ﬁilgm'ia;, Hew Bouin
JAE, Stourbridge.

i

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPER

- N
P

25-5-29,



o | DR. BIRCHEMALL 18 AS " FLY™ ASTHEY MAKE 'EM THIS WEEN, BOYS! 18

—iny

SPECIAL FOR NEXT WEEK :

“FILM STRUCK!” }

IT"5 A TOP.NOTCHER!

1.

it ARL NOSEY ! You have been
ﬁ. found gilty of being a epy in the
¥ of the Berpentine Republick.
Iave wyou anything 1o say
before sentenco is passed upon you 1"

All eyos were turned on the prisoner,
who was none other than Dr, Birchemall,
the Head of 8t. S8am’s, ns Colonel Flyhard
pronounced those awinl words. The
prisoner sni_n.w_. seemed to  understand
their meenin & minnit. Then he gave
vent to hia feelings in a roar of rage.

“I should jolly well think I have got
uuﬁmnﬁﬁm to say ! " ha yelled furiously.
* Don' keep on telling you I'm mnot
Karl Nosey ¥ I'm Dr. Birchemall, head-
master of Bt. Bam's, I tell vou!l It's as
troo as I'm standing Lere ! "

And the prisoner sat down and blew his
noss, in an sggerny of approhension,

The officers of the court-martial eggs-
cha glarmaas.

ia ter pass santence and get it over,
colonel," said one,

“Just what I think myself 1! gaid
Colonel Flyhard. * Karl Nosey !

“1 tell you I'm mot Karl Nosey:"
roared Dr. Birchemall.

*“Oh, ratta! Tell that to the marcons |
Knrl Nogey ! Got up on ew“n_...a hind lega
and hear the sentence of the court | "

“Bhan't 1" yolled the Head of Bt
Bam's deflantly.

“8tick a pin in him, somebody!™
grunted Colanel Flyhard.

A prinning officer obliged, and Dr,
Birchemall jumped up with a wild yell.

* ¥Yarooooo ! Yeoooop 1™

“ Bilence, Karl Nosey ! The sentenca
of the eourt is that you be vanlked out of

Convicted as a spy and due to be
shot at dawn is not a very cheery
prospect, is it, chums? But
such seems to be the fate of Dr,
mm..—.n—..—ﬂ____—.._.u“_u until » + &

e T W W AV VLW |

the guard-room first thing in the morning,
and shot at dawn 1 "

" Oh, grate pip ! " gasped the unha
Head. :ﬂ-n&.v mﬁw. nw_ma £l e

“But I do say it!" wrapped out the
eolonol sternly.

" But surely youn won't have the hart
to shoot me before I have my breakinst 7
grosoed Dr. Birchemall, ringing his hands
m despare.

" Wo jolly well will ! ** answered Colonel
EM.E@. with a harsh larf.

" Oh, erikey ! What a garstly fate!"
¢ried Dr. Birchemall. * Look here, sir,
I appeal to you—

i ..—.u.n.n_.n_.—“.m — 1

"To postpome the affair till another
time—"

(1] .m.nrﬂn—u. H ¥
_ “I've just remembered I've got an
important engagement for Lo-morrow
MO —""

“Ha, hal I'm afraid you'll have to
put off your engagement for an indefinits
period, then !" said Colonel Fiyhard,
with a grim chuckle.

Drr. Birchemall groaned—a deep, deep
groan. Even now, he could hardly beleeve
that all this was troo. Only a uw..__. hours
before, he had been & happy, care-frec
skoolmaster, enjoving an outing in an
airyplane. And now—now, he was a
convickted spy, doomed to be sghot in
sevveral places, at dawn. It secmed
impoasibul—ridiculous. And yet it was
ns..u..wu_u troo |

Of gorss, the silly old buffer Lad brought
all the trubble on himself. If he had only
paid more attention to Jack Jolly's words
in the first place, he would never have
ianded himself in such a mess, Jack
Jolly, with his usual keen insight into
things, had all along suspeckted thae
misterious forrin jentleman who had left
his airyplane in charge of the Head,
Right irom the first moment, Jack had
ammﬁ_ﬂﬂm.n the opinion that
tha -:.Pﬁﬁ“m Was o Bpy;
the Head maerly larfed
skornfully at the sujjestion.
Now that it was too late, he
wished he had taken the kaptin
af the Fourth more sericusly.
But it wasn't much use

erying over spilt milk. The
question of the moment was
how to got out of the awful

> predickament he now found himself in §

“Loolk here, jentlemen,” gaid Dr,
Birchemall, feeling anxious to gain time
at any cost

“Can't | " retorted the cclonel. " The
sight's too paneful 1"

“Why, you cheeky asg——"'

“Ask any faver you like, but don't
ask that | wre is & limmit, you know !
Your fizzop——"

" AWell, what about my fizzog 1 "' roared
Dr. Birchemall, almost forgetting his othor
trubbles in Lis wrath at being insulted in
thiz disrespectiul manner.

“The least said about it, the better1™
grinned the Air Force man. " Take him
io the guard-room, men, and don’t leave
ATIY .EE.&E thore, or he'll erack them
alll™

[T E. _...P. ha ! 1]

Dr. Birchemall struggled furiously as
his guarda laid their hands on his shoulders,
Whatever happenod, he didn't want to
go back to the guard-room. Once inside
that dredded apartment, all means of
ascaps was cub off from him, whereas,
there was a little consclation in being in
the open-air.

“Lemmo alone, wou um___EE 1" he
gasped. “ Listen, Colonel Flyhard 2

* Well, what is it 1 " asked the colonesl,
rather weerily.

* Have you herd that awfully amusing
riddle about the chicken 7" easked the
Head, with a feoble effort at o smile. " It
will make you u.m_.:m,:__. howl with larlter,
I can assure you !’

“Can’t say I remember it," remarcked
Colonel Flyhard. " Reloase the prisoner,
you men, while he relatea his riddle."

“1, I, sir ! " muttered the men, taking
threo paces to the rear.

Dr. Birchemall wagged a sollum four-
finger ot the interestod assembly.

:Hn.ﬂu&:.ﬂ:;..:::radq npﬂuq:_wn
over this problem, jentlemen,” he said,
“It is an awiully clevver riddle which I
invented myself only last nite."

" Got on with the giddy washing, then!"
ordered Colonel Flyhard.

* Certainly, colonel! The riddla is:
Why does o chicken oross the road " 1"

The officera rubbed their ching thought-
fully ond looked at each othor rothor
eheapizshly.

*“That's a teaser, and no mistake | *
soid Colonsl Fivhard at last. I must
confess 1 am beaten, What is the anawer 1

“Why, to get to the other sido | ™

There was a moment of silenco, as the
oflicers pondered over the ansvwer. Thena
roar of larfter went up.

" Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ho, ho, ho ! ™

“He, ho, ho ! "

" Oh, my giddy aunt [ "

“ ' To got to the other side,” you koow !
Oh, grate pip 1™

“Ha, ha, ha 1 "™

Dr. Birchemall had not told them that
awfully amusing riddle just for the fun
of the thing. He had antissipated that it
would bring tho houso down, so to speak,
and his bhope was that everybody would

ba so dubbled up with larftar that
he would be able to slip away, un-
obsarved.
That hope was more than fulfilled.
Within a cupple of geconds of hear-
ing the answer, everybody in Potshot
Camp was larfing fit to bust. The
officers thumped each other an the
back, snd simply velled, while the
rank-and-phial rolled and staggered
all over tha place, helpless with
historical larfter.
It waa the opportunity Dr. Birchemall
had been ,_.__..Eﬂ.ﬁw for.

He gave one look round him—a swiflt,
keen look, like that of o startled fawn.

Then he bolted, and made a bee-line
for the woods near the camp.

It waa five minnita or so, before Colonel
Flyhard had -recoversd suffishantly to
lock up again. When he did so, he jumped

-to his feet with an eggsclamation of utter

dismay.
“* Oh, crumba ! " ha ejackulated horsly.
* Dished, diddled, and done i ':
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alock tower of Ht. Sam’s.

The moon shone fitfully from a
cloudleas sky. But it didn’t shine on Jack
Jolly & Co., the heroos of the Fourth, for
the simple reagon that they wore lying
CONsea in the shaddo of some bushes,
noar the sollitary siryplane that stood still
and silent in the quad.

That niryplane waa the one which the
misterious forriner had handed over ta Dr.
Birchemall., Earlier in the afternoon, Jack
Jolly & Co. had spotted the man of mis
skulki in the woods near the skool.
With .ﬂmﬁ.u usual remadkable intellijence,
they had suspeckted that ho would return
that nite to retreevae Lis possession, and
with Mr. Lickhnin’s consent, they had
arranjed to watch over the plane all nite.

“Yaw-aw-aw ! I'm boginning to feel
tired | ** remarked Jock Jolly, as the last
atroke of midnite dyed away. * Wish
something would happen to relesve the
monotonny !

* Bame hore | ' corussod Merry.

The chums of the Fourth hated being
innctive. They wero never more happy
than when they were rescuing people from
fire or waler, or mm_.:.m_..m despritly againat
fonrful odds. But lying about doing
nothing, thoy couldn't atard at any price.

Forchunitly, they didn't hiave to remain
inactive much longor. Scarcely had Jack
Jolly finished speaking before a faint sound
fell on their sharp, woll-trained ears—the
sound of hevvy, hob-nailed boots climbing
over the skool wall and landing, with a
thud, inside the skool grounds.

* The forriner | " hissed Jock Jolly.

" What shall we do ? " nsked Merry.

Jock Jolly gritted his taeth.

" Rusly the rotter 1 " ha answared, with-
put hezzitation. °' Are yvou cheps ready 7 "

* Yes, rather ! *

" Then choargo | ™

Instantly, the threo chums rose to thoir
feet and mado a rush ot the midnite visitor,
hoping to bowl him ever before he herd
them coming.

Bad to relait, however, tho forrin jentle.
man eaught the sound of their footprints,
With a forrin oath on his lippa and a
feendish eggspression on his fizz, he turned.

* Burrender, you forrin zotfer ! ' ehouted
Jack Jolly.

The forriner's answer was to whip out a
ravolver.

" Hands up, you dogs, ain't i 1" he
eriod, thretteningly.

Jack Jolly & Co. larfed skornfully. Such
thretts were not likely to terrily them., A
moment later, the introoder fired.

Bang! Banpg! Bang!

Three bullats found billsts in Jolly,
EE..M_- and Bright respectivly. The juniors
MeGrly  poaw. to @ them from
their bodies, then to the attack

again, But that paws, breel as it had been’
waa long enufi to give the enemy a chance of
gotting away. ith & triumiant grin omn
his evil faca, ho gave the propeller & twist,
then climbed up into the pilot’s seat. Just
as he did 8o, an egesited figzer raced across
the quad, his beard streeming hehind him.

“ Stop him ! roared an excited voios:

It was Dr, Birchemall |

“My hat!" gpasped Bright. " It's the
Head 1 "

“ Don't let the rotter get away, boys ! "
yvelled Dr. Birchemall. * You shall have
duzzens of jam-tarts at my eggepense, il
only you stop him ! "

Jack Jally & Co. chuckled, and raced
after the airyplane, which had already
bhegun to move off.

As for the Head, he mmn.__ﬁ._w_. flow ofter
the retroating machine. All lis hopes of
escaping being shot at dawn wers cons
centrated in capturing the forrin airman,
and by hook or by ercok he meant to'do it

The Head wos the firat to reach the
machine. Just EmﬁwﬂE 80, it _..n_wui__. ___.n_ﬂh?
Many o man weuld have given up the chose
m._n:u..__, But the Head rose to the occasion,
in more scnses then ome. Without &
moment's hozzitation, he seezed the tale
of the airyplane in his bony hands, and
rose with it !

For & meer fracktion of o sccond, Jack
Jolly & Co. were overcome with sstonish-
ment, Thon Jack Jolly made a guick
decision.

" Follow him | " he shouted.

The kaptin of the Fourth leaped after
the planse, grabbed hold of the Head's heels,
and was whirled aloft. Merry followed
suit by hanging on to his loader's ankles,
and Bright brought up in the rear. Flying
in the wake of the airyplane like the tale
of & kite, Dr, Birchemall and Jack Jolly &
Co. clung on like grim deth.

Boon they were in mid-air. Most fellows,
of corsa, would have felt nervuss ot soch
an omndeal. HBut our horocs, like troo
Eritish boys, felt quite at home in their
novel surronndings.

Space alone preventa the orther -
splaining oggsactly how they reached
pilot. Suflice it to say that they eventually
did 8o ; and grate was the forriner'a surprise
when ho saw thoir grinning faces. :

A short, sharp battle followed, Haunﬁ
in tho forrinor being overpowered ;
ithen e, Birchemnall took the __H_u.ﬁn.—.__v-bﬂ
and trivinfantly dived down in the direck-
tion of the quad again. -

By the time they droo up in front of the
Skool House steps, the entire skool waa
out.of-doors, awakensd by the noiso of the
enjine, and also by the arrival of troops
from Potshot Camp. There was a rush to
surround the airyp a4 it cane to a stop,
and a hundred questions were hiurled at the
passenjers.

Dz, ..m_..—.nFnEns held uwp his hand fer
gilenoo. |

“ Jentlernen, chaps, and fellows !"” De
yelled, " With Ew. usual dawntless
curridps, I have been suxxessiul in
capturing & forrin spy who haa very nearly
been the means of my being shot at dawn:
1 now have plezzure in handing over this

recious scoundrell to our Air Force
riends to be carted off to clink. Mean-
while, I call for three cheers for the bravesd
airman in Grate Britain—Alfred Birch-
emall 1™

" What about Jack Jolly & Co. ! " asked
Mr. Lickham, indignantly. * Fromn what I
gaw of it, they were the heroes of the
peace | "

“ Hear, hear 1 ™ yelled the crowd.

And they then proseeded to give three
harty cheers—not for Dr. Birchemall, but
for Jack Jolly & Co., the nFnEnEuu aire
heroes |

TIE EXD.
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