


Have You Won A Penknife or Pocket Wallet Yet ?

CHfice, P oyl

glad fo hear from ygou, shumsa, a6 drap me a line to the following oddress :
The Editor; The "' Magmet ' Librory, The Amaljjamated Preas, Lid., Fleeticay House,

Farringdon Street, London, E.C4.

NOTE.—All Joke: and Limericks should be
cle  Magoet.,” 5, Carmelite Strest, London, E.C. 4 (Comp.).

in previous woeks, chums, we'll
kick-off with a Greyiriars lim-
erick, gsent in by one of our

A
many lady readers,

Have you heard of thai cute guy, Fish,
Whose moitto ks : ‘' diddle and dish " ?
His schaming for dollars
01t ends ap in hollers
As Queichy gets ready to swish !

A useiul pocket-wallet Las heen for-
warded to Mige Lilian Weddall, 60, Tyno-
mouth Road, Hoeaton, Newcastle-on-Tyae,
for the shove winning effort.

Authors-are, really, the most erratic of
fallows to deal with 1 Take, for instance—
hut, no, I won't give his name away !
Anyhow, he's just left my office after
having wasted about an hour of nry
valusbla [time | Ho arrived full of boans
with the apparent intention of discussing
new stories with me—I mean serial stories
designed for future publication in the
Mag=ET. To begin with, however, ha started
off with : ** Have you heard this ono ¥ "’

Well, what could I do after that but tell
him a few of the jokes which you fellows
have sont along to me, and whieli have
catned penknives § The result is that we
gpent o considerable amount of time
“ pwopping yarns.” Thou I got back to
wa

" Now, about thiz new story,” 1 =aid.
"I zhall need it before you go on your

holidays.™
“MThat reminda me,” answered the
suthor. * Talking about holidayg——""
And he was off again! Well, T must

admit that he talks as well as he writes,
and I had no idea of how the time was going
until I looked at the clock which standa on
oy desle, He looked atit, too. “ My hatt "
ke eaid, * One o'clock ! I must be getting
along to lunch. Cood-bye!™ And out he
breezed |
And here I am, wondering when I am
ing to pot a chance to have a yarn with
im about business | Howaver, thera's one
ﬁod thing—TI can rely on any story which
senda in, 8o you fellows can leok out
for a really ripping yarn in the near futura.
Now let me see what to-day's post has,
mnaeminﬁf uestions from my pals.
Here's A Barwick, of Lowestolt,
asking e aboub

THE LARGEST LINER IN THE WORLD.

Is the Leviathan or the Majestic the
largest ! The Majestio is exactly eight feet

longer than the Leviathan, although the
Leviathan looks to be the bigger boat on
tonn This is because sho is measurod

noe to American . rules, whereas
the Majestic, being a British ship, 15 meas-
ured according to British rules, which make
it meem that she iz not of as great a
tonnage &8 her American rival. So Alfred
can be proud of the fact that the honour of
owning the largeet liner in the world goes
ta this country |

Americane are always boasting about
owning the biggest thinge in the world,
and in one respoct thnly do hold the record.
That ia so far ag tall buildings (I nearly
said iall stories) are concerned.

stnt ta

THE WOOLWORTH EBUILDING,

in New York, ia the tallest building in the
world, and is 792 feet in hoight. This is in
answer 1o Harry Drestwick, of Hudders-
field. The next tallest iz the Mctropolitan
Life Building, which is alzo in New York,
and is 92 feet shortor than the Woolworth
building. The largest bwilding in this
country is Halisbury Cathedral, the spire
of which is 404 foet gigh, while the cross on
St Iavl's iz 365 feot high. '

Have any of vou fellows boon up to the
top of Bt Paul’s ¥ If yvou haven't, I'm
afraid you've missed yvour chonce now.
Just before the dame was closcd fo the
public owing to rumours that it was
eungale, [ went up there, and climbed

HIGH ABOVE LONDON.

It was s most interesting oxperioneo.

tight in the centro of the dome there is o
peep-hote which allows you Lo gaze straight
down npon the peoplo beneath, whe appear
to bo about the sizo of flice. Bt the cross
ia much higher still, and one has to wedgo
themsalves through o tiny opening ol
then climb a perpondicular iron ladder.
Evon on tho ealmwest of daya the wind
aeemia fo whistle aroond one in fury, at
that hoight. But it is possible to ¢linb nght
into the geldon ba!l which supporis the
CPORS,

—

I fesl T moust agein romimd my chums
of tho w?m.lfrful FREIZ picturg cards
doaling with mechapical mysterea and

MARVELS OF THE FUTURE,

which aro now being presented with onr
companion paper, the " Goem Library.”
This week's superb eand—Xo, B in the
serios—dopiets

A GREYHOUND OF THE SEA,

another dream of tho future. It's & real
boauty, chums, so don't fail to odd it
to your set. Thore nre plenty move of theso
topping FREE g¢oloured picture cards to
CoTne. ;

HERE'S ANOTHER QUERY,

whiclh comes from H. T., of Teddington.
How long hasg the earth oxisted T ho asks.
No one can say exzctly, of course, but
gerentizts bealieve that the earth is nearly
3,000 million years old! That's n protty
good age, ian't 1t 7 And this old carth scems
good for another 3,000 millions !

I wonder how many of vour have wanted
to know—as C. Hart, of Doptiord, doesg—
Winkh are

THE SEVEN WONDER? OF THE WORLD?

Hare'3 & list of them + Tho Pyramids, the
Hanging Gardens of Babylon, the Tomb of
alavgolus, the Temple of Diana af
Ephosus, the Colossus of Rhodes, the
Statue of Jupiter by Phidias, and the
Pharos (lighthonze) of Alexandria. The
Pyramids are the only wonders that
remain practically the same as when built,
Turning to my diery, I find that this
Tuesday 18 the anniversary of the drowni
of Lord Kitchener, I expect you ul
remembar how he was proceading to Eussin
in a British warship when it was mined
and sank, taking cownnearly 1lie whole of

its crew. For a long time people
refused  to belisve that Lord
Kitchener had been drowned,
but & fellow I know who was
sarving in the Navy at the time
tald me that he was on |
fairly noaf tho spot/ the
night the Hampshire was mined
such a terrific storm was taking
place that the chance of anyone
escaping  was  practically nil.
Buch & tremendous sea was TUR-
ning that a torpedo could not
hove beon fired, and therefors it
leaveas no Jdoubt a8 to the fact
that the Hampshire was sunk
by & floating mine, and not !:iy
o submorninn, 04 mony people
balioved.

A GREAT S5PORTING EVENT

tokes place this weele. It i the classie
race of the English furf—the Derby.
1t was orgginated in 1780, by the twelfth
Earl of Dierby, and carries with it a stals
of about £0,000. Only three-year-olds
ean run in the Imee, 50 you €An yMaging
how sportemen laughed when a famons
waorman novelist deseribed the same horse
a2 having won the Derby three years in
gyecession !

I'm peiting to the end of my space
again, but 1 have just enough room fo
print this warm which earns & penknife
for H. Lowis, of 15, Tyes Road, Canning
Town, IE. 16

A Scotsman and an Irishman,
returning from a crickel maich by
railway, just managed to get into a
carriage about two minuies before the
train was due to start. To their amagze-
meant, however, they discovered thal
they had lost thelr return tiekets, anc
in conseguence the Scot asked hi:
frien¢ to hurry off to the booklng-
office and get two single lickets
The other lelt {he compariment amd
refurned within a moment or iwo
“ My word, you hava been gquick !’
said the Scol. * Yes,”" soid the
Irishman. ! went into the pey
compartment and shouted : ° Tickels,
please,* and I*ve colleeted a handiul ! *

Finisted launghing, chums ? Right,
then lot's consult the little black book
and sce what wo have in atore for next
wook's MaGNET. .

Hitting me in the eye, a3 it worg, is
epnothier magnificent new long completo
story of Harry \Wharton & Co. at Groy-
frinrz. And a real pem of & yoarn it is, too,
chuma, with all your favourites well 1o tho
foro.

Here's the title :

*QUF OF BOUNDS ! ™
By Frank Richards,

Qf course, to put you wise fo the plot
would spoil the yarn, and this I do not want
te do. That vou'll all 4 it i3 one of
Frank Richards’ best varns I feel sures.

Following thia we come to another
rolficking fine story of &t. Bam's written
by our champion langhtor - merchant,
Dicley Nugent, of the Second Form at
Greyiriars. Minnio, the Greyfriars mouser,
hag ehuckled over it, I have roared ove it
myself, and voull just seream ovor it
Make a note of the title:

“ THE HEAD'S MOVIE MASTERFPIECEL™

All good things come (o an end, un-
fortunately, and next week the curtain
rings down on our suceessful serial :

“ SPEEDWAY PALS | »
By A. Carney Allan,

This thrilling yarn of the dirt-track hos
been praised on all sides. But trust the
good old MacxET never to let you down,
chums. Oh dear, no! DI've got another
gigantic success in the way of scrials now
in preparation, the particulars of which
I am afraid I must leave over until I
write my next *‘ Come into tho Offics,
Boys ! " YOUR EDITOR.



HERE'S A TIP-TOP COMPLETE SCHOOL YARN, BOYS!
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Which deals with the feud between popular George Wingate, and Gerald

Loder, the black sheep of Greyfriars. By FRANK

THE FIRST CHAPTER.,
Mixed Dates!

L] UNTER!™
B “Oh deor!™
Buntaor.

Bih!rlly
Mz, Quelch’s eyes fixed on
Bunter, as if they would bore into him
like gimlets,

A follow addressed in class by his

ejaculated

Form mastor was not expected to ejacu- all

late “Oh dear!” in tones of dismay.

That ejaculation, on Bunter's part,
was quite involuntary.

He couldn't help feeling dismayed,

Mr. Quelch was taking the Remova,
in third echool on Saturday morning,
in English history. On that subject, as
on most subjects, Bil
Bunter’a fat mind was a
beautiful bLlank,

Bunter had hoped to
escape his Form master’s
eye ihat morning., Almost
to the end of the lesson he
had succoeded in doing so,
Now it waented but five
minutes to dismissal, and
Bunter had folt fairly safe.

But with Quelchy you never could
tell! Io was quite eapable of dropping
on & fellow in the very last minute.

Quelchy laboured undar the delusion,
eommon to schoolmasters, that fellows
were at school to learn things. No
doubt some fellows were; Bunter
wasn't! Not if Bunter could help 1it.
Bunter's ocenpation was dodging work.
Ha would take more trouble to dodge
waork than another fellow would take to
get it done,

History did not appeal to DBunter.
What he did not know about it would
have filled immense wvolumes. And
what little he Enew, he never could
remember.

In first school that morning Bunter
had been given lihes. In second school

he had been piven mora lines. But
there was a limit to lines, If he canm
8 cropper in third school it would be a
caning or detention.

There was the rub!

For that afternoon somes Remove
fellows were going up the river on a
enie. They hadn’t invited Bunter;
ut that, to the Owl of the Remove,
was & trifle light as nir. He was going,
the same. But if Quelchy gave him
a detendon he couldn’t gol

For that reason Bunter had fervently
hoped that Quelch would not ecall on
him in third lesson. He was not pre-
pared to answer questions on the
subject of our glorious island story.
His kings and queens wera hopelessly

“Rows"” amongst the mighty men of the Sixth

Form are, for obvious reasons, very infrequent.

Yet Greyfriars this week is thrilled with the

news of a first-class row between the captain
of the school and one of his prefects!

mixed, If Mr. Quelch had asked him
the date of the Conguest, Bunter was
quite Iﬂ-:ﬁ:l'i* to answer 1814,  On  the
other hand, he might have dated the
outbreak of the Great War 1086, Ho
wotlld cheerfully have given Charles
the Fivst or George the Second, as the
nameé of the monarch whoe found a
harniless and necessary amusenent in
cutting aff the heads of his wives. He
was guite likely to state that 1t was
Wellington who said ™ Kiss me, Hardy 1"
and Nelson who never smiled again,
LKnowledge like this Bunter was not
anxious to display, on an oceasion when
it was important that he should not be
detained.

Hence his involuntory ecjaculntion of
dismay when the gimlef-eyo of Henry

ICHARDS.

Bamuel Queleh fastened on him like
the eye of a basilisk,

“What did you say, Bunter?” asked
Mr, Quelch, in an awful voice, while
tho Remove fellows grinned.

“0h, nothing, sir!” gasped Buntor.

“1 thought I heard syou utter an
absurd ejaculation, Bunter!” said Mr.
Quelch, “However, we will proeced.”

Bunter very nearly uttered another
absurd ejaculation. But he contrived
to suppress it this time,

“I trust, Bunter, that vou are pre-
pared to answer my questionsi”

“Oh, yes, sir!” said Bunter. * Quite,
gir! I—I—I'm cager, sirl"

“Very goodl At what date,
Dunter, did Charles the
First succeed to  the
throne "

Bunter blinked at Mr,
Quelech. He blinked rownd
the gnm;m}g Form. He
ruhheq his fat nose.

But it was no use,

Mr. Quelch paused, like
Brutus, for & reply. Dut
he had no better luck
than Drutus. There was no reply.

Bunter M

“Oh dear! I mean, yes, sir.”

“You will tell me. Bunter, all that
vou know wbout King Charles the
Fipst.™

That, really, was an easy task, It
wouldn't have taken Bunter two seconds
fo tell all that he kuew about that
monairch or any other. But that. of
course, would not have satisfed Mr.
Queleh., He wanted to hear more than
Buiter could tell him.

“In the first place, when did he aue-
cecd 7" demanded Mr. Quelch.

“He—he dido't, sie”

“What 7"

“He—he cdidn't, sip,"

Tue Magxer Liprany.—No. 1,112
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4+ LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

“Wha-g-at?"

“I—I'm_sure he didn't, sir!” gasped
Bunter. Bunter really was sure of his
ground to this extent. "It was Crom-
well who soecceded, sir.”

“Cromwell I repeated Mr. Queleh
blankly. .
“Yes, sir. We—we had that in last

history class, sir, I—I'm sure 1t waa
Cromwell who succeeded. King Charles
failed.”
“ Taf-failed ' stuttered Mr. Quelch.
“Yes, mir.” _
" Upon my word " said Mr. Quelch.
“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Remove.
They really could not help it.

“You—you—you obtuse and absurd
boy I exclaimed Mr. Quelch. * Silencel
Eilence in the class! Bunter, I am not
alluding to tho success, or uthcrwme,‘nf
Charles the First in his contest with
Cromwell. I em asking you when he
succeeded to the throno. 1 mean the
date of his ascension, you absurd boy!”

“Oht snid Bunter. "1 thought—"

“1 am glad to hear, at least, that you
thought, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch, with
tho irony he sometimes turned on back-
ward members of his Form. 1 feared
that you were quite incapable of think-
ing.™

The Remove recognised this as a joke
and loughed dutifully.

“Give ma the date, Bunter.”

w11 1]

“The date, immediately.”

“Ten-sixty-gix, sir,” soid Bunter at a
venture.

“What 7"’ )
“I—I—1 mcan, 1588, sirl” pasped
Bunter. Bunter knew that somethin

had happencd in 1588, and he ho

that it was the accession of ng
Charles the First.
“Bless my soull™ said Mr. Quelch.

“1 did not ask you the date of the
Spanish Armada, Bunter.”

“Oht" groaned Bunter. Evidently it
was the Eeastl; Spanizh Armada that
had happened in- 1588,

“HReally, Bunter—-™" _

“]—I—1 mean, 1688 arl” gnspe&
Bunter. Something or other had hap-
pened 1n 1683, as well as 1588; DBunter
remembaered the double B's. He had no
ides what it might have been; but he
knew it was something, and agaim he
hoped that it was the accession of
Charles the First.

Again his hopes deccived bhim.,

“You have given me the date of the
English Revolution, Buntcer.”

“Oh dear!” So that was it! "Of—of
coyrse, gir! What I really meant to
say was 1914, sie”

“Nineteen-fourteen "' etuttercd the
Bemove master.

“QOr—or else 1745, sir!" groaned
Bunter. Bunter often remembered the

dates themselves, but unfortunately not
the particular events with which they
were connected.

“¥You ara answering me at random,
PBunter! Your ignorance is abysmal.
You will be detained——"

£ IZIJ

“For one hour——"

HWow 1™

S MThia afternoon——-"

*(Oh, crikeyi” _

i And I shall set you a paper on this
subject. FYou will come to the Form-
room ab two o'clock.” . o

And with that Mr, Queich dismissed
his Form. and & smiling Remove
trooped out of the Form-room. Cnly
one member of the Form was not smil-
ing. That was William George Bunter.
He looked az if he had teken 2 leaf ont
of tha baok of the ancient monarch who
nevar smiled again.

Tee Magwer Liersny.—No. 1,112,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Fath of Duty !
Hﬁ!ﬂl’f WHARTON & CO. were

smiling when they left the

Hemove Forme-room, and they

were smiling when they met
again at the dinner-tuble, In cach case
it was the face of William George
Bunter that made them smile. Dinner,
a3 a rule, brought & happy expression
to Bunter's face. But now even dinner,
though ample and gooed, could not clear
his brow of a tronbled frown. Even &s
he sat and gobbled, Bunter scemed to
be understudying the Kuight of the
Sorrowiul Countenance.

Bunter had & suspicion—only too well-
founded—that the Famous Five would
nob waib for him that afternoon. Harry
Wharton & Co., as it happened, weore
the Remove men who were going on a
gicmc up the river. Bunter’s hour of

etention would not have mattered
much if they had waited till three befora
they started. But he had a fce'lln%'lthut
thoy wouldn't. It was only too likely
that the beasts would take advantage
of hiz detention to get off without the
Owl of the Remove, and obviate the
danger of Bunter trailing them down
fike Chingachgook.

‘They had not told Bunter where they
were going to stop for that pienie.
Somewhere up the river, of course; but
that was rather vague. As Iikﬂiy ag
not, old Popper's Island, though it was
out of bounds and a good distance off.
But Bunter was not sure. He would not
have chjccted to following on later, if
he knew the precise spot, and if the
picnickers waited for him before they
disposed of the tuck.

ut be could not help realising that
they were not so keen on his society as
they cught to have been, considering
what a nice fellow ha was, Fellows often
weren't. Possibly, too, they wanted the
tuck themselves, and Bunter, of course,
would have bagged the lion’s share had
he been present. Any fellow who was
at a feed with Bunter did little mora
than hold & watching brief, =0 to speak.

After dinner, Bunter tackled the
Famous Five in the quad. They re-
garded him with sweet smiles a3 he
rolled up to them. Just as if they knew
what was troubling his fat mind.

* 1 aay, you fellows——" hoegan Bunter.
“Yon know that beast Quelch has
detained me this afterncon. shan't ba

ready to start till three, as it turna out.”

“Going anywhere ?* asked Bob Cherry
inrm-caﬂtﬁ;. .

“0Oh, really, Cherry! I'm coming on
that pienie 1? said Bunter reproachinlly.
“¥ou didn't think I'd desert my old
pals on a half-holiday, did you?”

“Well. no,” confesszed Bob. “We
didn’t expect it; we only hoped =0.”

“Ha ha, bal!™ i

“The hopefulness was terrific, my
esteemed  fab  Bunter,” =aid Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. * As the honour-
able and absurd poet remarks, hops
springs infernal in the human chest.”

“iWell, I'm coming,” suid Bunter.
“Tha question 13, wiIF:;cm fellows wait
till threc o'clock #” )

“The answer is in the jolly old
negative,” said Frank MNugonk

“Then I'll follow on,” nid Bunter.
“ Are you going to picnic in Popper's
Island ?™ -

“Time we got going, you men,” re-
tmarked Harry Wharfon, “The soonor
wa're off the better. Loder butied in
on Wednesday and spotled it for us,
and we don’t want history to repeat
itsalf.” :

“1 nsked you a question!” hooted
DBunter. . ;

“MNe harm in yvour asking questiona,
old fat bean, if you don't expect them

to be answered,” said the captain of the
Remove cheerfully.

*If you don’t want me to follow on,
Wharion—"

“Right on the wicket |?

“Beast!  Look here, if you go to
Popper’'s lIsland in the BSBark, yuu";ﬂ

oing out of sgchool bounds,” said

unter. “ Buppose Wingate, or Loder,
or some other beast of a prefect, got on
to 161

“You fat villain—" _

" 0f course, I'm not going to mention
it,” said Bunter, with dignity. “I'm
not a sneak, I hope. Bul one good turn
deserves another. Wou tell mo where
you'ro going, and I'll keep it dark—
see 1

“1 think we can keep it darker b
telling vou,” chuckled Johnny Bull,

“The darkfulness will be much more
terrific,” pgrinned Hurree Bingh.
“Hoeech iz silvery, but silence iz the
cracked pitcher that goes longest to the
well and saves ninepence in time, as the
English proverb says."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, you beasts—"-"

“ ood-bye, Bunter!” ;

“1 eay, you fellows, if you won't wait
I'll come with you now,” said Bunter.
“J'1] take the risk of eutting detention,
rather than desert my old pais. Thera!”

“You fat ass, you'd get & lickingl
said Harry. :

“] don’t care! Who's afraid of a
licking 7" said Bunter ualﬂrﬂu!ﬂ?. “I'm
not!| I'm not soft, like some fellows I
sould name!. I joliy well won't go to
the Form-room at two!”

“It's close om two now, faothead!
You'd better hike off before Quolch gets
en the war-path.” :

“Blow Quelch!” said Bunter. "Il
chance it!  After all, who's Quelch?
I'm not afraid of Queleh! ¥You fellows
know jolly well that he oughtn’t to have
detained me. Ths trouble is, that
Quelch is ignorant.”

“0Oh crumbs 1 :

“Making out that Charles the First
succeeded, when any kid in the Second
knows that he failed!” said DBunter
warmly.

“a, ha, hat”

“ And then making out that he meant
something else, when I jolly well
caught him out 1 said Bunter. “Faney
ignorance like that in a Form master!
Scandalous, I call it 1" “

“My esteemed idiotic Bunter—

“] suy, you fellows, what about watch-
ing the cricket a bit before you start?
acked Bunter, “Wingate’s going to put
hiz men through it on Big Side_this
afternoon. I hear he's put a Fifth
¥orm man in the team, since he chucked
Loder of the Sixth. They're gething
reandy for the St Jim’s moteh on
Wednosday., Why not give them a look
in? I'm surprised that you fellows ain’t
# bit keener on ericket. E‘rup%?m you
give them a look in on Big Side till
three o'clock—"

“Good-hye, fatty ¥

The Famons Five moved off.

Bunter gnorted. ’ )

“Laok here, you beasts, I'm E}ﬂm‘mg[
Quelchy can go and eat coke! T'1] jolly
well tell him o if I ses him before 1
siart, too! TN show him there’s one
man in the Remove he can't frighten ¥

S

*(h | gasped Bunter.

Ho spun round. Mr. Quelch was
looking out of the doorway of the
House, and Bunter gazed at him in
horror. 1f Quelchy had heard what he
wiaa saying ;

Fﬂrtlj;nutﬂ]jr, Quelchy hadn't.

* Bunter 1"

“QOh! Yes, sirl"” gasped the Owl of
the Remove.

*“It is time for you to go to the Form-

not
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Gerald Loder assumed a stern frown as he flxed his eyes on the Famous Five and polated to the pleniec preparations. ** Thesa

things belong to you ? *’ he demanded.

* You've guessed it ! ** answered Bob Cherry.
that this island is out of bounds,** said Loder,

* Yot you know as well as I do

** Get into your boat and pull back to Greyiriars at once, and report your-

selves to your Form-master ! *' (See Chapler 3.)

room, Bunter, I have prepared a
simple history paper for you. Comel”

Now was the time for Billy Bunter
to tell Quelchy to go and eat coke, and
show him that there was one man in his
Form that ho couldn’s frighten. But
Bunter didn'tl He would as willingly
have defied a8 Royal Bengal Tiger as
Henry Samuel uelch, when that

entleman was actually present. With
%‘Ir. Quelch at a safe distance, Bunter
was as bold as & lion. But under the
Remove master’s gimlet-eys, the lion
turncd promptly into a lamb.

“Oh! Yes, sip!l”

And William George Bunter followed
Mr. Quelch to the Form-room with the
utmost meekness,

Haorry Wharton & Co. strolled away
to the tuckshop, where the ﬁ)mni-::- basket
was ready for thom. With the basket
they started for the river, in cheery
gpirits.

It was a sunny and plessant after-
noon. The chums of the Remove were
looking forward to their excursion up
the river. That excursion had been
plenned for the previous Wednesday,
but Loder of the Bixth had butted in
and caused delay, and Billy Bunter had
geoffed the picnie—two good reasons why
it had hecn postponed il SBaturdasy.
Now the coast was clear, and the fine
wenather, fortunately, was holding out.
With cimar;r faces, the Famous Five
took their boat out and put the picnic
basket on board and shoved off from
the school raft,

Just as they started, two seniors of the
Bixth Form came down to the boat-
house—Loder and Carpe. Loder had
s scowl on his face, never good-
humoured. He was not wanted on Bag
Side that afternoon, where the Grey-
friars captain was putting his team
through their paces. Gerald Loder had
been dropped out of the First Eleven,
and though he was by no moans eager
to turn up for practice, he was deeply
irritated by not being wanted. Cir-

tainly, he was welcome to turn up if he
liked. He did not like; but he was
anncyed, all the same. He would have
been annoyed had Wingate made & Em_ut
of it, and he was annoyed because Win-
gate did not make & point of it. Which
would have proved to anyone but Loder
himself that he was extremely difficult
for any man to pull with.

He glanced at the Remove boat, dane-
ing out on the shining waters of the
Sark, and scowled smore blackly., Bein
a dozen yards out, and safc from Loder’s
reach, Bob Cherry kissed his hand to
the bully of the Bixth—perhaps think-
ing that that amiable salute would
please Loder—perhans not.

* Cheeky young sweep!” said Carnpe,
with = grin.

Loder's eyes gleamed.

“Cherry "' he shouled.

“Pull away, you men!” murmured
dBnl:}t_ thr:rry. “1 think we'd better be
enf.

“YWhat-ho 1"’

And the juriors pulled, and the boat
glided away swiftly up the river. Loder
stood on the raff snd stared angrily
after them.

“Come on, old man,” =aid Carne.
“ Better get the boat out if we're going
to pull up to the Three Fishers.™

*Thoso young sweeps are geing on o
picnie,” eaid Loder,

“What about 1"

“Ag likely as not they're going out of
bounds.”

&£ L'E:t *EI]'.I Ilil'

‘fThira_ was & lot kqf hmu'l:i;!e onee
owing to juniors picnicking on Popper’a
Istand,” said Loder. . BE

Clarne yaaned, :

“0ld Popper's always kicking wup
trouble about somethin', It's hiz nature
to. Look here, never mind those faﬁsl"

“But I do mind,”” said Loder, shaking
his head, “I've got my duty as a Sixth-
Form prefect to consider.”

Carne almost jummped. This was the
first he had heard of any desire on

Gerald Loder's port to do his duty =
a grul‘mt.

My dear men,” said Carno, staring
at him, “keep that stuff for tho Flcad
and the prefect’s-rocm. It's no good
to me."

“ Duty is a pleasurc sometimes,” soid
Loder calmly. “1f thoso young rascals
are going to Popper's Island they're
going to be -:'-auﬁht. And we're going to
catch them. The Head's awfully waxy
when anybody twists old Popper's tmi
and brings him complaining to Grey-
friars, It will be a leg up for us if we
show how jolly keen wa are on duty on
& halb-holiday, And, of course, wa shall
confiscate tho picnic if we find them
out of bounds,'

“Oh!"” said Carne. “I catch on.”

“Time you did !” said Loder. “Laet's

et the boat out. But we'll give the

hree Fishers a miss till we've done our
duty."”

And the two black sheep of the Sixth
E{ulled up the Bark on the track of the

emove boat, and on & guite unac.
customed path of duty.

—-— sy,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Plenie for Two !

UMP !
B The bow of the Remove boat
thudded into the green rushes

on the island in the Sark.

Harry Wharton & Co. jumped cheerily
ashore.

Popper's Island, in the Sark, was an
ideal spot for a picnic. It was all the
more atiractive to the heroes of the
Lower Fourth because it was forbidden
territory. On either side of the river,
at this point, strotched the broad acres
of Popper Court. Amurdiug to local
tradition there were certain publio
rights on the island. According to 8ir
Hilton Topper thera weren't. To
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prevent friction, the headmaster of
Greyiriars had placed tha island out of
bounds. That was satisfactory to the
Hoad and satiefactory to the lord of
Popper Court. To the Lower School of
Greyfriers it was not satisfactory.
Venturesome fellows continued to visit
the island on coccasions when the
weather was propitious—keeping a wary
eye cpen for Sir Hilton and%ﬁa keepers.

A fellow picnicking on the island
might have to run for 1t. But that gave
8 spice of adventure to the picnia

Generally, the island was quite
deserted. It was in that condition on
this special afternoon, when the Famous
Five of the Remove arrived thera. They
drew the boat well into the bank, so
that it would not be noticeable from a
distance, took out the picnic basket, and
started for tho interior. In the centre
of the island was = big tree, and round
il:_gg'ew many smaller onea and many
thickets. There the picnickers were safe
from view from either bank of the
river.

Under the spreading branches the
Removites camped.

It had been rather a long pull up the
river from Greyfriars. DBut they were
not yet ready for tea. They unpacked
the basket, and Bob Cherry proceeded
to build & ¢amp-fire to hmi?lge kettle,
Sir Hilton Popper strongly objected to
camp-fires being lighted on his island—
if it was his island, which the juniors
took the liberty of doubting, But Sir
Hilton's objectiona were not considered.
Firewood was pathered from the
thickets, and s fira was built, and was
soon ¢rackling away brightly and send-
ing & column of smoke up into the
branches of the great tree.

On three mticks over the fire, gipsy
fashion, the kettle was swung, and in
t.b'f;g! course of time it would doubtless

il.

While that lengthy proceas was goin
on the chums of the Remove wandere
about tha iglund, exploring it. ‘The big
tree in tha centre had a hollow trunk
and once a fugitive from justice had
m&dap himsealf thara—whingl made 1k
Hryﬂmtereating to the schoolboys.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Pherry suddenly as he heard the sound

of a splashing car in the river. "Is
that a giddy visitori"’
“Oh, my hat!” said Nugent.
Running the risk of B8Sir Hilton's

keepers was rather exeiting., DBut being
caught by the kecoers was not attrac
tive. For Sir Hilton and his keopers
personally, the Remove fellows ecared
not a straw., But it meant 2 report to
their headmaster, and unpleasant con-
EEQUEences,

‘Look out ! muttered Wharton.

They heard a buwmp in the rushes.
Evidently a boat had stopped ab the
island.

“If that's a keceper we're done!”
grunted Johnny Bull. *“We shall have
to cut, you men. We don't want a row
with the Head.”

"Can't eut without our hoat,” said
Harry, " and thoy’ve stopped where wae
left it. Tet's see who it is.”

With the stealth of Red Indians the
juntors erept through the bushes towards
the landing.place. Another boat was
tied up there aow, and two figures stood
on the shore.

“Oh, crumbs! Two blinking pre-
fects!” murmured Bob. " What the
Ehum“;}‘ ara Loder and Carne doing

era?’

* Breaking bounds, like our estecined
and absurd selves,” satd Hurree Jamset
Eam Bingh. “Thia excellent and
ridiculous 1sland is out of bounds for tha
execrable Bixth, ra well as usg.'’

Lodor end Carne followed tha path
through the bushes to the camp in the
middle of the little island. They
grmned as they saw the good things that

ad been unpacked froem the basket and
the kettle singin

Loder glance
bushes,

“You fags may as well ehow up ! he
called out. * We know vou're here.”

“Tha rotters followed ua!” muttered

over the camp-fire,
round at the green

Bob., "“"Well, wo're for 1t this time,
Come on !

And the Famous TFive accordingly
showed up.

Loder of the Sixth assumed r stern
frown. Ha fixed hiz cyes on the juniors
and pointed to the picnie preparations.

“Theze things belong to you?' he
demandedd.

How many
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. “H'i"uu know they do,” grunted Jobony
Wmil.
“Don't ba chocky, Bulll Yeu were
ﬂing to pienie cn this island '’ said
der accusingly.
“ Vou've guessed that?’ asked Bob.
“VWes, I have "

“YWhat a brain! Shows what a term

or two in the Bixth will do for a
fellow ! eaid Bob admiringly.
“I don't want any cheek from yon

fags!” said Loder. " You know as weil
as I do that this island is oui of bounds.
You'ra caught in the very act! ¥Yon
will get into your boat and pull back
to Greyfriars af once and report your-
gelvea to your Form master.”

13 IJGE}]{ EI'E—'”

“You will tell Qualch that I caunght
you out of bounds, on Popper’s Island,
and sent you to him,” said Loder.

The Famous Five loocked at Loder as
if they could have caten him. They
were strongly tempted to collar the two
prefects, piteh them into their boat,
and drive them off the island. Hefty
seniors as Loder and Carne were, the
ﬁl;'c sturdy juniors ¢ould have handled
them.

But it was not good enough. Behind
Loder was all the authority of the school
and the headmaster, He was not only
within his rights, but he was, for once,
doing his prefectorial duty. Resistance
was oub of the question, tempting as if
was,

“¥on hear me?’ grinned Loder.

“The hearfulness is the obeyfulness,
my esteamed and disgusting Loder,’
said Hufree Singh.

Wharton breathed hard. ;

“Can't be helped, you men!” he said.
T Pi'l:k '|-'|F| t-hﬂ Lhingg: a,nE'] let's ﬂ]Eﬂ-]_'_'!-

“ Not so jolly fast,” said Loder coolly.
“Don't touch those things. All that
tuck 13 confiscated.” )

“What!” howled the Famous Five,

*It’s my duty to confiscate that tuck.
1 ghall throw the whaole lot into the
river.”

“We'va blued twelve bob on  that
tuck " roared Johnny Bull

“You should have thought of that
before you got out of bounds, I'm
BOTLY, {-F course; but duty’s duty.”

“A fat lot of it you will throw into
the river !’ snorted Bob Cherry. *'I
know jolly well you'll scoff it when
we're gone I

“That's impudence, Cherry! Take a
hundred lines,'" said ar. “ Now,
get into vour boat, before I help you
with my boot!”

The Famous Five exchanged giances.
Their desire to collar the two prefects
and pitch them into their boat was
almost overpowering. Johany Ball
clenched his fistz, and Bob pushed back
his enffa. 3

“Leok here, we're not standing this!”
muttered Bob savagely.

YNy esteemed chums,” murmured the
Nabob of Bhanipur, “what cannot be
cured must go longest to the well, &3
the proverb savs. We do not wank an
ostecmed flogging from the ridiculous
Head.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“(Can’t be helped,” he said. " We'll
jolly well get our own back anothor
tima! Let’s got out of this.”

With feehnﬁﬁlfhat could hardly have
beent expreszsed in words, Harry Whar-
ton & . tramped back to their boat
and went aboard. Ioder and Came
watched them, with grinning facea. The
Famous Five had no inclination to grin.
The laugh was on Loder’'s side this
time, thera was not a shadow of doubt
about that. With grim and angry faces,
the chumps of the Remove pushed the
boat out from the island and pulled
away down the river lowards Greyliriara.
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Loder chuckled.

“This is rather a cafch,” he re
marked.  *All ready for us; and I
think we're zoing to enjoy this spread,
old bean, while those young ecoundrels
ure going home for a licking, what?”’

“What-ho I chuckled Carne.

And the two dutiful prefocts sat down
to the picnic. While the Famous Five
were pullins back to Greyfriars, Loder
and Carne disposed of the pienic to the
last crumb. As the spread had been
intended for five, it was quite an ample
repast for two; but it all went. After
which, Loder and Carne sat lazily in
the grass, leaning back against the big
tree, it B M of cheery contentment.
Carne produced a packet of cigarettes,
and Loder handed out a pack of cards;
and the two black cheep were soon deep
in & game of nap, under a cloud of
cigarctte-smoke. It was quite a happy
afternoon for Loder and his chum.

But it was not over yet!

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
Bunter Buits In!

INGS and queens are generally
ﬂ very agreeable people. But on

that sunny afternoom Billy

Bunter was fed fairly up to the
chin with Royal society. DBunter was
quite satishied with George V., but not
in the least interested in the long line
of famous monarchs from whom his
Majesty is descended. Indeed, he
wished from the hottom of his fat heart
that King George had had a much
shorter pedigree. For Mr. Quelch had
iven him a paper that embraced all the
ings that had reigned in England from
Cerdic onwards.

A follow might really have found in-
torest and instraction in tracing the
doscent of our present gracious monarch
from that ancient Saxon king through
the Planfagenets and the Mudors and
tho Stuarts. But that would have
needed a litile intelligence—~and in that
department Dunter did not shine.

He was not in search of instruction,
and all his interest was deeply engrossed
in the gi_mu'{: up the river. So ho
yawned dismally over his history paper,
and watched the clock and longed for
the hour of release. It seemed ages to

bhim befors 3r. Queleh appeared in the

offing, and, having c-:c}:ﬁumd doep dis-
satistoction at the way DBunter had dealt
with the paper, told him af last that he
could go.

Queleh’s dizsatisfaction did not worry
Bunter much so long as he could go.
That was the important point,

He went!

Bunler's moverrents, as a rule, re-
sembled the slow and stately progross of
g very tired tortoise. Dut he could get
o move on when it was really urgent.
Nothing could bo more urgent than
getting to the picnie beforo the good
things were disposed of. So Bunter,
on this occasion, resembled rathor an
arrow than a tortoize as he flow down
to the hoathouse.

Thoere wera plenty of fellowa aliout,
and Bunter quickly learned that the
Famous Five had gone up the river, not
down, That settled it in his mind, that
they had pgone to Popper’s Island, It
was a4 long pull against the current; but
they had had more than an bour's start,
and it was cortnin that they were
ouready at the island.

Btill, they wore not likely to have tea
so very early in tho afternoon. [Hope
%‘)rillgs eternal in the human breast.

unter still hoped {o be in time for the
feed.

He did nob think of getting a boat

out and pulline vp the river himseli;
that was too much like work, Bunter
wounld as scon have thought of pulling
up an oak gs pulling up a river.

He started on footb. .

The towpath followed the winding of
the Sark; but there were short cuts,
soving & lot of distance. Dunter pro-
ceede hﬁ the short cuts, his fat little
legs twinkling oa he trotted.

In a state of breathlesas perspiration,
the Owl of the Remove came out on
the towpath at last opposite the island.
He sat down on a grassy bank to re-
cover his breath.

Getlting across to the island was im-
possible to Bunter. Swimming was the
only way, and that was impracticable.
But there was no reason at all why the
pienickers should not fetch him in their
boat. With the aid of his big spectacles
Bunter could make out the shape of a
boat tucked away in the rushes under
the spreading branchea on the island.
Obviously the beasts were there.

Naturally, Bunter knew nothing of
the fact that two Bixth Form prefects
had followed the juniors to the island,
sent them zway, and bagged the pienie,
Tlad Bunter been aware of that littlo
circumstanca, he would have been saved
that long trot. But he did not know if,
and had no suspicion of it.
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sparkhing joke :

The travelling show suffered
from three great drawbacks. It
had a tenth-rate cast; tenth-rate
acenary, and tenth-rate songs. Its
reception during the opaning week
had been particularly hostile,
““Jt'a a most axtraordinary
thing,"" remarksd the producer to
the stage-manager, * considaring
we'va Jaft no stone unturned to
maokes the show asuceess.” "H'm,
that's all very wall," returned thea
manager gloomily, *“ but you
muat remember that up to ths
progent no turn has been leff un-
atoned 1 ™

Who's next for one of these use-
ful prizes ? Perhaps you? Send
in your efforts to-day!
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Il:n-.-in%‘3 rested and recovercd his
brenth, DBilly Bunter rose to his fcot
and sdvanced to the margin of the
rivoer, fo hail the island.

Fascinating fellow as he was, Dunter
did not expect the chums of the Remove
to be ovevjoved by hos arvival. He did
not even expect them to jump at the
chance of ferrying him across the arm
of the river. DBut he meant to hail
them till they did. A fellow shooling
at fellows on the island was certain to
attrack attention sooner or later. The
juniors might be dispozed to leave Bun.
ter to shout; but if they did, 1t was
covbain that hia shouts, sooner or later,
would draw zome of the Popper Court
kecpers to the spot. That would mean
trouble all round. So the fat junior
astuiely worked it out that a3 soon as
the Famous Five heard him yelling, they
would come across for him, if only to
shmt him up,

“I say, vou fellows!™ bawled Bunter.

Tho trees and foliage on the little
island hid the pienickers from his sight.
But he waved a fat hand, in case any
of themn should ba looking cut.

I say, you fellows! T say! I'm
here! I'm waiting for you!" bawled
Bunter, *Fetch me aeross, you fellows 1™

It was doubtful whether Bunter's fob
voice carried across the water, and inte
the deep wood on the island. Still, he
was Errzpnrad to put on steam, till he
was heard.

But just then, there was a footstep
behind him, as & tall, angular gentle-
man in shooting-clothes and an eycglass
stepped out of the trees.

Sir Hilton Popper stared at Dunter.

He [rowned at him.

It was obvious, to the lord of Popper
Court, that this fet fellow on tho tow-
path was hailing other fellows on the
1sland—his island.

To be on the tow-path was an offence
to Sir Hilton. He disliked members of
the public coming up the river through
hiz land. &till, even the autocratic lord
of Popper Court could mot venturs to
close the tow-path, much az he whuld
have liked to do s0. Probably he had
no more right, to cloze the island to
the public. But that he had ventured
to do, and persisted in doing.  The
sight of anybody on the tow-path
irritated him. But the bars idca of
anybody on the island infuriated him.
Probably Sir Hilton did not set his own
lordly foot on that izland once a year.
But it did not ocour to him that his
policy was & good deal like that of the
dog in the manger, It ocecurred to
everybody else in the neighbourhood,
but not to Sir Hilton.

With a frowning brow, he strode to-
wards Bunter. The Owl of tho Romove
was gathering foree for an extra-loud
yell, when he felt a tap on his fat
shoulder, and the yell changed into &
Zasp. ] .

Bunter spun round and blinked at Si
Hilton,

ﬂBﬂ:l" e

“0Oht" gasped Bunter. “G-g-good-
afternoon, siv! N-n-nice day, ain't it3"

“You belong to Greyfriars!” said Sir
Iilton.

Runter hesitated. He was about 1o
giate that he helonged to Higheliffe,
when he remembered that he was on
the public tow-path, and that Sir
Hilton, tervifving az he was, had no
power to turn him off it, or report him

to his headmaster for being there.
“Oh! Yes, sirl Remove,” he
answeraed.,

“] have seen yvou before,” =nid Sir
Hilton, *“I think your name 18 Punter,
or somethin' of the sort.”

“* Bunter, sic.”

"%What are vou teing here®™

“ Nothing, sir.”

“You were calling to someone on my
1sland.”

*0Oh, ne, sir,” said Bunter. ' There's
nobody on the island, sir. I can’t see
a hoat from hLeve”

“You are lving,” grunted Sir [Tilton.

“Oh, really, sir—"

“¥You were calling to your friends on
the island to felch you neross,” said the
Laranet. *Ido not deny it."

“The—the fact i3, sir—"" stammered
Dunter, in dismay.

“Enough!”

Sir Hilton, taking no further heed of
Bunter, stared across the arm of Lhe
shining Bark towards the island. lle
could make out the shape of the boat
moored in ihe  xushe:, much more
plainiy ithan the Owl of the Remove
could. Darker and darker grew his
brow. Obviously, there wera trespassers
on the island.  Certainly, he would not
have noticed the boat in the rushes, had
not Dunter drawn hia attention to the
island. DBut be could ses it now, and—
now that he was watching kecnly—he
could make out wispa of smoke rising
througlh the trees in the centre of the
island. Picnickers wero there—as camp-
fire had bren lighted—reckless damage

Tie Maicxer Ligriny.—No, 1,112,



a

FREE GIFTS FOR *‘GEM'™ READERS!

SEE PAGE 21!

was being done to his grass, probably
to his trees and bushes. This sovt of
thing, to Sir Hilton’s mind, was little
short of Bolsheviam.

Iie turned to Bunter again. )

“How many boys are on the island I
he demanded.

“None at all, sir,"” snswered Bunter

cheerfuily. ]

“Aras they boys im your Yorm—
juniors®”

“Oh, no, sir!” Bunter was, un-

consciously, telling the truth. DBut he
wos quite unaware of that faect.

"¥You aro brying to deceive me,
Bunter.” )

“QOh, really, sir! The—the fact I,
I—I think they're gipsies, sir,” said
Bunter, . :

“Gipsies!”  snorted Bir Hilton.
Gipses to the land owner were like a
re ra% to a bull. )

"1—1I think eo, sir!” said Bunter,
cheerfully. *A-—a—a dangerous gang,

I think, sir. I—1 shouldn’t go over to
that island if I were you, sir. One of
them's got a gun.”

Bunter, Eaving revealed the presence
of the picknickars on tho island, was
doing his best to save them from dis-
covery. Unfortunately he followed the
methoda of the late lamented George
Washington. Lying came to Bunter as
naturally as breathing.

"You need tell me no more untruths,
boy I snapped Sir Hilton. “I shall
report this to your headmaster. ™

*Oh, erumbs!™

“Now go!” snapped the baronet.

_Billy Bunter might have stood on his
nﬁl;lt:&, as & metaber of the great Dritish
fl lic, to remain or the tow-path as
ong as he liked. Dut Sir Hilton was
making a motion with his foot, and

Bunter decided not to stand on kis
rights e&just then., The fat junior
vapnished into u woodland path, glad to
get away [rom the irate gentleman.

Sir Hilton frowned after him tili he
disappeared. Then he stepped back
inte the wood, and called:

“Joycal”

A pame-keeper appeared in a few
minutes.

“Thera are frespassers on the iszland,
Joyce,” said Sir Hilton. T do not
wish to give them the alarm, as they
have a boat, and may escape unidenti-
fied. Get a boat here as quickly az you
can, to cross to the island.”

" Yes, Sir Hilton.”

Joyce hurried away, and Sir Hilion,
leaning on an cak, scanned the island,
with & gloomy and angry brow, as he
waited [or the keeper to returm with
the beat. On the island, Loder and
Carne had finished the pieiie, and were
smoking and playing nap with great
enjoyment. Probably their 'ﬂg would
have bean consziderably da,ahedi ad they
been aware of tho next item on the
PIOZramme.

o —

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Two in & Tree !

a“ OUR deal, Loder.”

Loder, with his cigarectte
sticking at an angle in the
corner of his mouth, dealt the

carda. An empty basket, and fragments
of the feast, lay round the two seniors,
as they sat with their backs to the
trunk of the big heollow oak; and the
grass was littered with burnt matches
and cigarctto-ends. The two black sheop
were looking rather guﬁ':.r and pasty, but
they were convinced that this sort of
thing was enjoyment. Anyhow, it was
easier work than slopging at cricket,
and a man who wanted to play for the
Greyfriars First had to slog.
Thae Magser Lirary.~—Ng. 1,112

“I'd rather be here than on Big Side,
come to think of it,” yawned Carne,
43 ho lighted a fresh cigarette.

“Same here, eo far as that goes. All
tho same »—Lodor scowled—" Wingate
will find that 1 can’t be chucked out
of the team without troublo to follow.
I'm more likely than he is, vo play in
the St. Jim's mateh on Wednesday, if
he only koew.™

“"You're stickin
theni”™

“Like glue.™

MGwynne will captain the team if
Wingate is called away—-"

“No *if' about it,” snapped Loder.
“It's all fixed up for the telegram teo
come from Chester on Wednesday
morning. Wm%atu’u keen encugh, on
games, but he will haidly think DF lay-
g cricket, after getting a wire mﬁ’!iﬂg
him that his pater has been smashed
n a motor crash.”

“Hardly,” agreed Carne. “But, old
bean, there will be a row afterwards.
He will ¢lear off for hoine, but as soon
a3 ho gets there, he will know that he's
been spoofed, He doesn't kuow anythin’
sbout my pal in Manchester who's
goin® to send the telegram, but—e-"

“And he never will know,” said
Loder.

“No. DBut he's bound. to suspect that
the whole thing was worked from Grey-
friars. No stranger could have any
reason for playing sueh a trick on him.
He won't think it merely a coincidence
that it happened on the day of the St.
Jim;? ﬁxtu;’e.”

“Not unloss he's a bigzer fool than 1
take him for,” o8

“Then he will work it out that the
thing was a spoof to dish him {or the
mateh,” said Carne.

Loder shrugged his shoulders,

“Let him!™” he answered.

“And he's sure 1o think of you.
Loder.™

“Let him!" repeated Loder. “He
can think what he likes, 20 long as ho
cun’'t prove anythin’. He cortainly
couldn’t prove anythin'. Nobody wjf]
Furney that 1 got as far az Chester, from
Kent, to send n zpoof wire—especially us
1 shall be seen on the cricket ground at
the time. I don't care if he thinks 1
was at the botlom of it. In fact, 1'd
like him to know that I've hit back—so
long as there’s no proof.”

“J suppose it's sale cnough, so long
as it's kept dark,” said Carne. “ But it
any Emyfrin.rs man got a word of
)

“We're not goin® to talk it over in the
prefects’ room, or in the quad,” said
Loder, sarcastically. * Nobody to hear
us here, anyhow [

The splash of an oar
followed Loder’s worda.

Carne glanced round.

f;l[?‘an‘t be thoso fags comin’ back,” le
- 1 A

“Raot! Lots of boats go up the river
on a fine afternocon. Neobody's comin'
to the island.™

But Arthur Carne was a little uneasy.

“I say, it would be no joke to he
caunght here by that old fool Popper, or
:ome of his keepers ! he said.  “ What on
earth would the Head zay—two prefects
of the Sixth breakin’ bounds—especially
aftor catchin’ the fags at it and sendin’
them back for punishment?”

“Oh, rot! Den't be pervy! Whoe's
likely to butt in here?

“That boat isn't passin’ the izland,™
said Carne, listeming.

“Rot!” repeated Loder carelessly.

But Carne did not feel at his eaze,
and he rose and moved through the
thick bushes, to glance at the landing-
place. Ho was careful not to show him-
sell as he did so; but he gave almost n

te that wheoze,

in the river

cotwvulsive jumnp at what Le saw. A bonk
was pliding acioss to the island, and
was already within a few yards of the
boat tied up in the rushes. Joyce, the
keeper, was pulling, and a grim-visaged,
angular gentlemman in shooting clothes
gat at the lines.

Carne felt o eold shiver run down his
back as he recognised Bir Hilton Popper.

With a bound he rejoined Loder under
the oak.

“What the thump—" exclaimed
Loder, startlad and scarved by the terror
in his chwin's face,

“Old Popper!” stuttered Carne,

“Wha-a-at "

- "And a keeper with him—just on the
1sland. "

“0Oh, holy smoke!™

Loder leaped wp, scatlering cards
right and left. TFor a second the two
black sheop stared at one another i
vousternation.

" Quick—the boat!” breathed Loder.

His companion caught his arm.

“®Btop, you fool! That's where they
are—cioze on the bhoat already—landing
am the same place."

“Oh, thunder!™

I'rom beyond the thick buches came
the sound of a Dboat grating against
unother, and the heavy tramp of a man
stepping ashore.

Loder's face was alost haggard.

There was no cscape from the island
save Dby the boat, and the beat was
already in the hands of Lthe enemy. 1le
alanced round at the sea of cigaretie
chds and the scattered cards. There was
no time fo clear up the signs of a black
guardly afterncon; it was a mafter of
minutes now, if not moments.  Trespass
ing—smoking—gambling! What a repori
to reach the headmaster of Grovirviars!
And they knew that there was no merey
to be expected from the baronet. Apai
from his irritation at trespassing on his
island, he was a poverner of Greyiriare:
and it wounld be his duty—a duty he was
absolutely certain to performi—to repor
the conduct of the two black sheep.

It bis mand's eve Leoder could already
see the stern. wrathful face of Dr
Locke; he could almost hear the Head's
deep volee, announcing that he was
degraded from his prefectship—perhaps
that he was expalled from the school.

“What's goin' to be done ¥’ muttered
Carne hoarsely. “We can't clear all
this up in time—it's worse than tres
passin' ! We shall be sacked——"

“LGoodness knows! i

“Bwim for it!”" breathed Carne.
“From the other side——7

“"We should be seen!”

“Then what-——"

It was then that Loder of the Sixth
had a brain-wave. Ie had heard the
old story of a fugitive who had mdden
in the hollow tree on the island, and in
that desperate moment 1t came back to
his mind. If that tale was true—if the
big tree really was hollow

Loder, to Carnc's smazement, began
to scrainble up the rouzh, mnarled trunk
of ithe ancient oalk.

“That's no good ! saul Corne, 1n a
shrill whisper. “The leaves nin't thick
coough to hide you. Anyhow, they'll
look-———"

“Yaollow me, you fool 1

Loder serambled vp to where fwo
branches forked. Detween them there
waz o black orvibee, wide and deep, in
the great trunk. To Carne’s ulier
astolishment Loder suddenly disappeared
from his sight.

* L-Loader, what——"" ha stuttered.

Thore was a sonnd of rustling and
trampling in the thickets. Sir Hilton
and the keepor were crossing the island,

Thore was noe lime to lose. Carne
scrambled up the oak, and the orifice

A




EVERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

FRICE 1]
TWOPENCE.

3 .Lp gf;‘,fj'-" g
Wligr; -
A A
L“Hﬁ' “., -

L

Wi
L
o
%

-

ol

I|""l-'|. I
[ e
x ii}

'

—~

With a frowning brow,-Sir Hilton strode fowards Bunter and gripped him by the shoulder.
N-n-nice day, ain’t it ? *
you across, boy I ** growled the infuriated Sir Hilton.

round. ** G-g-good afternoon, sir !

in the great trunk opened under hia
eyes. Ho eould not see Loder, who was
below in the dark hollow of the tree.
But he knew that he was there, and he
dropped in after him.

There was a howl in the darkness.

“Ow! Wow!"” )

Carne’'s foot had struck something
hard. He learned lIater that it was
(ierald Loder's chin.

“Quiet!"” breathed Carne.

“You clumsy fool—-"

WQuict! They're comin

loder suppressed his voice and his
feelinga. :

There was room for the two seniors
in the hollow trunk, though it was
rather ecloze guarters, The darhness
round them was thick: but above they
could see daylight at the opening.
shadowed by the branches of the oak.
It was & dusty, hot, uncomfortable, and
unpleasant retreat; but it was  safe
enough if the enemy did npt know that
the oak was hollow., On that the fate
of the two black sheep of Greyfriars
depended.

With beating heartz the two seniorz
listened, and shivered as the deep voice

i

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Stranded !

1 Ul
H Bir FHilton grunted with
ry confempt.

ar
o "fhe remainy of a picnic
were irritating enough to tho ayes of the
pulocrat of Popper Court. Dut the sight

..

i

hiz

of cirarette-ends, burnt matches,
scattered  plaving-cords, roused
deepest 1re.

Pienicking on the island was a serious
matter only from Sie Hilton’s point ef
view. But this sort of thing was really
serioua,

“Huh! My old schaol iz comin' to
sorethin’ "' prowled Sicr Hilton Popper.
" Bmokin’, gamblin'! Tuh”

“"They don't seem to be here, 2ic
Hilton," said Joyee.

“They are hidin’ zomewhere.
for them!”

There was a rustling in the treez and
bushes en the island as Jovee prococded
to seareh.

Loder and Carne hoped to hear Sir
Iilton follow Lim. "They might have
had a chance of getting out and making
for the boat 1if the two went to the
farther side of the island. But the
baronet leaned on the trunk of the big
oak and smwoked a2 cigar, while the
lkeeper was scarching. The rustling
sound died away, and there was silence;
Javee wnas at a distance. But, fortuan.
utely for Loder and Carne, the baroner’s
volce warned them that he was still

there :
“Hub ! Seandalous! Huh!®
“"Hang him!” breathed
“"'here's no chanece to cut!™

“Quiet!” hiszed Loder.

Search

Carne.

“Huh! Greyfriars boys, there is no
doubt of that. Huh! Smokic’. Playin'
cards. Huh! By gad, I'll take them

back to the school myself, and hand
them over to Locke ! Personally. Huh 1%

“ Oh [ ** gasped Bunter, spinnlng

* You were calling to your friends on the island to lete
** Oh, no, sir I " gasped Bunter.

(S-e Chapler 4.)

Which was wopleasant hearing for
Loder amd Carne,

In the hollow of the oak they hardly
breathed.

Joyce returned at last, unsuccessful,

“There is no one on the island, Bire
Hiltan, ™

* Zura of that# gruntad the baronet.

“Quite sure, sir.’

“amd! Ilow could they have got
away without their boat?" prowled Hir
Hilton. "They must have seen us
comin' and swum for it. Huh! Sure
they're not hidin® in the trees?"

“I'vo looked everywhere.”

“They've swum off, then, It won't
help them,” said Sir Hilton grimly.
“Boys reaching the school with their
clothes drenched will be identified easily
eonpugh.  And there iz the boat, too.
That belongs to Greyfriars. If they are
rone, we may as well go. And we will
taka the bort with us"

The heavy frotsteps of the baronet
departed.

In the darknees of the interior of the
hollow oak Loder and Carne stared at
one another’s glimmering, pale face.

They had escaped discovery. Dut they
were stranded on the islan?whm their
boat was taken.

“Hang him " breathed Loder.

“'The rotten brute!” enarled Carne.
They waited. But Loder at last
climbed up the hollow trunk, with a

bunk from Carne below, and ]_mked
cautipusly out. There waz no ﬂl%‘l of
Sir Hilton Popper or the keepar. They
had gons. Through an opening of the
Tue MaeseEr Lipriry.—No. 1,112,
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branches Loder glimpsed the river below
the island, and a boat on it, with
another in tow. Sir Hilton Popper and
Jovee were gone, taking the school boat,
and, from their direction, were evidently
taking it back to the school boathouse,

“All clear)” growled Loder.

“Give me a hand out, then”

Loder gave him a hand, and Carne
serambled out, The two hapless black
gheop descended from the oak.

“Well, we're stranded!”
Laoder.

“Might as well have been caught™
muttered Carne djgmally. *“'They’ll
kitow at the boathouse whe had that
boat out. That gives us away.”

“ Mot if we could get out of this. Wo
lelt our boat tied up on the towpath,
and somebody prigged it,” said Loder.
“Thot will wash all right if we can get
out of this. After all, we're seniors and

civcets. Nobody's likely to suspect pre-
ects of this sort of thing.”

“Dut we can’t get off without a boat.”

“We've pot to, somehow !

“That old fool thought we swum for
it. I couldn't swim it, and I don't
beliave vou could, either.”

“Tet's see.” ]

They moved away to the landing-
place. Across the arm of the river the
towpath was in sight, from which there
wera short cuts to Greyiriars, But the
arm of the river wasz wide and deep.
Many Greyfriars fellows had swum it,
but neither Loder nor Carne execelled in
swimming. And the Sark had been
swollen by recent rains, and rolled wide
and deep.

Tha two prefects looked at it, and the
more they looked at it the less they liked

growled

* After oll, if we got in drenched with
water it w-r.'ru’ld glve us away, éusi as that
old goat said,” muttered Loder.

Carne grinned viciously.

“You mean that vou funk it? Fou
needn't make any bones zbout 6. So do
I. I'm not goin’ to risk gettin’
drowned.”

Gerald Loder enarled.

“We've got to get off somehow, If
wa're missed at call-over they won't take
long to jump at the nemes of the fellows
who were on the island. It may mean
the sack.”

“Well, wa can’t get off,” said Carna
sullenly.  “Precions wheeze of vours
wazn't if, to run down those fapgs and
bag their picnic? We're likely to pay
preity dearly for that feed. Sneakin’,
mean thing, too, bagpin' their grubI®

“Oh, shut up !

ompers woere wearing thin,

“After all, wo may get a lift.” said
Loder, after a long pav=e. “Trippers
from Pegg often come as far up the
river a3 this in the summer.”

"It isn’t the summer yet, and there
1sn't & single tripper at Pego.”

“Well, CGreyfriars boats come up the
river—"

“Not so far as
hounds.™

“That didn’t stop those young sweops
we caught here. I dare zay wa shall
spot & boat pas=in®, sooner or later, and
et o Jife ™

" Not likely 1"? growled Carne.

“Well, are vou goin’ to swim for it "
demanded Lader,

“"No, I'm jolly well not.”

“Then vou'd better wateh for 2 boat,
as there's nothin' else to be done.”

i U] you hadn't come herp after those
Il £ e

“What's the good of that now?”
howled Loder.

“Wall, it’s all vour fault.”

“Cheese it, you fool IV

1 F]ease myself about that, you
rotter |’

TaE Magner Lispany.~—~No. 1,112,

thig; iU's out of

“Laok here, Carne, you cad—"

“look here, Leoder, you bullyin’
rotter——"

For a momoent or two it looked as if
the two black sheep would find relief
for their feelings 1m hammering one
another. DBut Loder, scowling, swung
away. At a distance from one another,
with black brows, the two Sixth-Formers
watched the river wearily, in the hope
of secing a boat, like shipwrecked
mariners watching for a sail.  They
knew that the chanco of getting a lift
off the island was slim, ang that, unless
they swam for it, they were likely to
remain stranded there until they were
missed at Greyfriars and searched for.
But they dared not risk the swim, and
so the chance of a passing boat was all
that was left to them. hey =zcowled
and watched the river, while through
their minds, like a horrid panorama,
passed o pleture of what wﬂ-ulljd happen
o them if they did not succzed in escap-
ing from Popper’s Island.

s e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Tea by the River!

URREE JAMSET RAM SINGH

H sat with a thoughtful expres-
sion on his dusky countenance

as the Remove boat glided

down the current towards the Greyfriars
boathouse. Four faces in the boat were
]?ﬁkilli rather savage. For the second
time ithe projected picnic on the island

! EFRENEENEFRENEEEEFERNEENENEPEFERIRNEENEE ..1!!
]

WHAT NAME?

The following lettera have Desn

jumbled together purpossly. Put in

their proper order; they spell the

name of a well-known Junior at
Greyfriars.

TENGEEWRAGGOI

Who I3 it? The answer will appear
in next week's MAﬂﬁET—p

Last week's solulion was-—
evald Loder.,
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had been " mucked up " by Loder of the
Sixth, and this time Loder had bagged
the plenie itself. Loder might say what
he hked about "confiscation™ of the
tuck, but the juniors had no doukt what-
ever what would become of it. There
wasz an angry [rowning and grousing in
the Eemove boat, and some dismal
ejaenlations when the prey walls of
Gireyiriars rose into view in the distance
over the treea. Reporting themselves to
Mre. Quelch for trespassing out of bounds
was not an attractive prospect to the
Famons Five.

“ Ay ecsteemed and absurd chums™
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh break-
ing his thoughtful silence at Tast, “I
have beoen thinkfully reflecting on thas
dizgusting maiter, and the result of my
absurd cogitations is that, in this ridicuo-
lous case, a stitch in {ime will not save
ninepence.”

“Oh, my hat!" =aid Bob Cherry.
“ Construe, old chap.”

“ There is another ridicalous proverb,”
said Iurres Singh, “to the effect that
the more the hastefulnesa the less the
esteemed speedfulness.  There is much
absurd wisdom in English proverbs. You
can always get & proverb to back up
any side of any question, which i3 a
terrific advantage, In this esteemed
case [ suggest that we should disregard
the stitch in time that saves ninopence,
and remember that the more hasteful-
ness  means  less  speedfulness. The

atrocions Loder ha= sent wus back to
report to the angust Quelch.”

“Can't be helped,” said Nogent.

“The beast's a prefect, and a prefect
has to be given his {at head !” grunted
Johnny Bull,

“Exactly so, my esteomed chums, But
a4 soon a3z we report our absurd selves
to esteemed Quelch thers will be detain-
fulness -within gates, and probably
whackfulness. ™

“Yery probably,” grinned Bob. “In
fact, the probability 18 terrific.” -

“Then why nob leave the estecined
matter till after tea?” asked Hurrce
Singh. Y Esteemed Quelch will be Lusy,
and will not be terrifically bucked to sce
uz. And we are not absurdly anxicas to
gee him. Let us leave that preposterous
report to Quelchy till after tea.”

“0Oh!™ =za1d Wharton,

“"Loder said we were to go back ot
onee,” sajd Nugent dubiously. * After
all, he's a SBixth-Form prefeet. 1 le
comes in and finds we haven't reporied
1t will make matters worse.™

“But the estcemed beast is not likely
to como in early,” said the nabob. “Ho
is out for the afterncon. And we can
have tea at the Riverside Inn, and post-
pona  the terrific  wrathfulness of
Quelchy tll calling-over.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Good ege!” he said. “ We're poing
to get & licking from Quelch, and we
may as well have our half-holiday firet,
If Wingate or Gwynne had sent usin
we should be bound to goj; but who
cares for Loder?”

“Echo answers whol” said Bob.

“The who-fulness is terrifie.”

And, after a little discussion, the
Famous Five docided to act on Hurrce
Singh's suggestion. The afternoon was
yvet young, and 1t was only wise to maka
the most of it, before poing in to take
their medicine from Mr, Quelch. True,
if Loder got in first, thers would he
more trouble for ]muingx neglected to
obey a prefect’s order. It might mean
an extra swish, or an extra detention,
But it was worth the risk.

“ After all, we can keep an eye on
the river while we have tea,™ said
awhnny Buoll; “and if we peo those
brutes coming down in their boat, we
can cut off to school and get in Hret.”

“That's so,” agreed  Wharton.
“Let's! The later we sce Quelchy, the
better I ghall like ib1”

“Hear, hear!”

And instead of pulling on to the
school boathouse, the juniors pulled in
to the bank. The Riverside Inn stood
back from the towpath, and thers was
a baleony overlooking tho river where
fellows could have their tea. It was
undoubtedly n more attractive spob, lo
ihe juniors, than Mr. Quelclh's study at
Greyfriara,

FThere wera half a dozen hoats tied up
to the bank, opposite the inn, already;
and the juniors tied up theirs along
with them and landed. The prespeet of
the postponed interview with M. Quelch
had rather a sobering effect on their
spiritz; but they resolutely dismissed it
from their minda, and it was qguite a
cheerful party that walked wp to the
inn and ordered tea in tho baleony.

The picnie on Popper's Island, by that
the way of all

time, had %I{:na LCIies,
though it had gone down necks for
which it had not been intended.  Bat

fresh eggs and bultered scones and cala
and tea, on the balcony of the IRiver-
side Inn, were grateful and comforting.
The FFamous Five made a cheery tea
there, with their eyes on the river now
end then, lest Lodor's hoat shonld come
into sight—in which ease they were pre-
pared to cut off to school through the
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woods, leaving their own boat to be  “What a jolly old shindy there's Wingate over the St. Jim’s match—

recovered later.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry suddenly.

TWhat—"

“Joliy old Bunter i

Along the towpalh, from up the river,
oame volling o fat and weary form.
William George Dunter looked tired.
The juniora looked down on hjm, over
the rail of the inn baleony, with a grin,
Bunter halted opposite the inv, and
they saw him going through his pockets,
one after another, evidently in search
of a coin.

Kle Owl of the Remove did not
observe the five grinning faces above,
He was searching hopefully, but des-
Eemteh‘ for some overlooked epin—

ut without suecess, and they watched
him with considerable entertainment,
Evidently Bunter was thinking of tea at
the inn; but the expression that over-
spread his fat faca showed that he
failed to discover any financial resources
in any of his pockets.

With a deep, decp sigh, Bunter was
ﬂeqummg his way, when DBob hailed
im.

“Hallo, hallo, halle, Fatty ™ bawled

arry.
Bunt&r started, and stared round and
A joyous grin_eamc over his face

ﬂ the sight of the Famous Five,

“0Oh, you fellows!” Le ajaculated.
In & fow seconds Bunter was with

them. .
“1 gay, you fellows, fanecy meeting

vou here!” ho exolaimed. “J u"‘{ elad

I've met you! Pass that cake, will you,

Bob, old chap? Order some more tea,
Hnrry, old scont—and some sconcs—
and some. eggs—and some more eako
—and—"

“Cut out the ‘ands,’” said Harry,
laughing. “We're not millionaires, old
fat hean. You're limited to enough
for two."

“Qh, really, Wharton—"

Enough for two was not enongh for
Billy ﬁuntﬂr. Btill, he was preparcd
to mnl-:g the best of it. All was gristk
that eame to Bunter® 8 mill.

“] aaw, you fellows.” Lunter wonitcd
till hia muuth wan full before he began
to talk. “I say, how did you get off
the izsland? Didn't old Popper catch
you theroi™ R

“Wa haven't seen  anything T of
Popper,” eaid Harry.  “Loder and
Carne ran us down, and oleared us off,
They'vo bageed our picnie, and sent us
back to report ourselves to Quelchy.”

“(Oh, my hat!"” said Bunter. “I'm
mlly glad I wasn't with you, after all,
You're booked for a licking, then, Ee,
he, hel™

"“Tg thet anythin Ef' ta cackle a.t. Fou
fat fronk 7 growled Johnny Bull

“But, I say, yon follows, thera was
umehnﬂjr on the islapd—I saw & boat
there,” said Bunter. “I was shouting
to you fellows to fetch me acrosa, when
old Popper came up. 1 thought you
were there. Somebody was there, be-
cause I saw a boat. Old Popper will
hﬂg him, whcm er he was."

Oh erumbs!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“1f old Pepper catches Loder oa the
island—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The chums of the Remove chuockled
at the idea. Billy DBunter gobbled
cake and chortled. When ho told of his
meeting with Sir Hilton Popper, on the
tm‘rpﬂtﬁ opposite the Jslnnd the juniors
could have no doubt that it was Loder's
bhoat that had been seen thero, and that
it was Loder and Carne swhom the
baronet would find on his island. And
the idea of the twe profcets being
cought trespassing by the irate old
gentleman madae the juniors roar.

going to be!" said Bob gleckully.
“We're poing to get it from Quelch;
L-de‘a gmn%‘ to get it frﬂm the Hend

Pl:r[ié}e mgs him, high and
mughty xth Form prefm:t wiil get a
bigiger dose than naughty little faps like
us. DBy the time the Iead has Anished
with him, Loder will wish that ho'd let
our little picnie alone.”

"Ha ha, hat”

1 say, you fellows, are you ordering
another cake #®

" No, Fatt‘}r

“1 wouldn't be mear, YWharton,

“My dear ass, order ns man
as you like,” 5&111 Haor "Gr
each all mund if you h 0."

“I've been disappointed sabout o
pcvsta.l-ﬂr&ﬂr—-—"

“Then Fou ‘Il be disappointed about a
eake, tool”

"ﬂh really, Wharton! Now, look
here,” said Bunter, blinking at the
captam of the Remove through hisz big
spectacles, “I can put you EE]E:IWB u

n wheeze for gelting out of that ?r::kv
mg‘——"

“(o it1”

“Order the cake firzt,”

“ Wheeze first,” said Harry, laughing,
“If it will work, you shall have ths
enke, you fat cormorant.”™

“Well, T'll trust you,” said DRunter.

“Look here, Loder's ordered you to
report to Quelchy. If he lets you off,
you needn't. Sep?”

“But he won't, ass!¥

“"Make him!" said Bunter, with a fat

cakes
T QIR

wink.

“Eh! How are we poing to make
him

“You fellows haven't rmueh in the
way of brains,” said Donter. *¥You

know what I told vou I heard in
Loder's study the other day., About
that schome he's got on for dishing

Carne's pal sendi a oof telegrarmm
from {.-hgster andnEll th:]:i;———" .

"What about thet, assi”

"Well, don't you ses we've got & pull
over Loder? said the Owl of the
Remove, “You tell him you know all
about that schome of his, and offer to
keep it dark if he leta you off. It
Imght work.”

“You fat villain]" exclaimed Bob

mdignantly.

“Oh, really, Cher

“You fab frump!” l:-m-:l Harry.
“We've taken measures already to

give that scheme the kybosh. And we
wouldn't lot it go on, to get out of a
hundred h{:km Go and oat m‘ka T"

“Well, I thmk ou're l ail ﬂ
said Bunter. er would jolly wﬁll
come to terms xf he knew you kmew
ebout 16."

“ 8hut up, assl”

“Well, it's a pgood whrzﬂn," said
Bunter. *“1 suppose you're Igmng to
order that cake? Look hura, 'l order
it, if you like: if you fellows m pay
for it. Thnt'a 2]l vou nzed do.”

“Go hont

ou fellows—-"

“1 2

s Hu.ﬂ{:, allo, hallo!" ejaculated Bob
Cherry. *“Thers's Popper! The jo Iy
old hamna!- has been pinching s boat!

“What "’

The chums of the Remove stared
towarda the river. Down the Sark, with
the current, came the Popper Court
boat, Joyee pulling, and 8ir Hilbton
Pﬂppar sitting in the stern, Bﬂhlnd the
boat anut.he“sbnnt Wa3 tﬂwm g

Sir Hilton's eyes, undor BERY
grey brows, glanced st the gru of
juniors on the inn verands, and Harry
Wharton & Co. rose and raised their

CRDS pnhmljr Bir Hilton waa n governor

of Greyfriars, and had to be troated
{Continued on next page.)
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with respect, Bir Hilton stared at them
suspiciously, He had had a suspicion
that this very party of Lower boys of

Greyfriars had been on his island that

afternoon, and it was their boat that
he had captured. But ho had to dismiss
that suspicion when he beheld them
teaing at the inn, more than a mile
from the island. He returned their
saluto stiffly, and passed on dewn the
shining river in the direction of Grey-
friara,

The juniors looked at one another,

“That must be Loder’s boat he's got
there,” eaid Bob. 21t looks like the
oue Lodar had, Tt must he, anyhow.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“No doubt about that, Loder and
Carne mugt have hidden themselvos on
ths island when he got after them, apd
he's pot their boat.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Thon they're stranded
on Popper's Island {*

“The strandfulness is teprific.”

“Ha, ha, hal™

The chums of the Remove roared,
Loder of the Sixth had caused them a
lot of trouble that afternoon. But there
was no doubt that he had caused himself
more—much more.

. m——

~THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
The Way Out !
M R. QUELCH, walking sedatel

under the elma in the quad-

rangle, bestowed & gracious

) nod on & group of juniors
coming towards the Houde. They capped
him with respectful politeness, The
Remove master louked very genial, na
was netural in a man who had had a
happy afterncon. That afterncon Henry
Bamuel Quelch bad been as free of his
Form ss his Form had been of him, and
the satisfaction was mutual. TUn-
troubled Ly the Remove, Henry Samuel
had s;ﬁent hours on that great work,
“The History of Greyfriars,” which had
occupied his leisure for many years, and
was likely to oocupy it for many years
to come. Ie had dived deep in black-
lctter manuoscripts, and hes had hbeen
ha py. Now he was takibg a gentlo
walk in the qll'fgdl with & benevolent ex.
pression on his face. And when the

juniors had passed him Bob Cherry
whispered :

“ Now's the time I

“Good ' assented Harry. “Tve

never seen. Quelchy look so jolly pood.
tempered. Looks as if he might lay
it on lightly, for onee™

“Might even let ua off with a
cantion,” said Frenk Nugent hopefully.
“After all, Quelch roust have been o
bay himself onee, though nobody would
suppase 50, to look at him.”

‘The boyiulneza of the esteemed
Quelehy waz probably never very
terrific,” said Hurreo Jamset ERwmn
Singh, with & shake of his dusky head.
“Let ws give him a miss in baulk, my
worthy chums. The still tongue saves
a Tim liead from going longest to the
we L
_“But we've gol to report to him some
time, Inky,"” said Johnny Bull. *And
now he's in a good temper is the time.”

“ Better get it over,” said Bob.

Again the nabob of Bhanipur shook
his head.

“I have a wheezy good idea in my
idiotic brain, my estecmed chums,” he
answored. * Let us proceed.”™

“0h, all right!”

And the chums of the Removae pro-
cceded fo the MHouse. Skinner of the
Remove miet them when they went in
with a grinning face.

“Heard of the shindy " he asked.

“ What shindy 1"

Tee Muioker LieraRT.—No0. 1,112,

zard Skinner.

“0Old Popper's been here lo see the
Head. Makes out that somebody's been
on his rotten old island.”

“Iioes he really?* asked Bob Cherry,
with great pravity. * Has anybody been
on the jolly old island, Skinney?’

“ Well, the prefects have been told io
inguire up and down the school,” said
SBkinner. “You fellows had tea?"

“ Thanks, yes.”

“Where did yém have it1"’ chuckled
SBkinner. “0On an jisland "

“No: at the Riverside Inp."”

“Better tell the prefects that, when
they ask vou. They may believe it more
than I do.”

“As it happens, Sir Hilton Popper
passed, and saw us having tea there,”
said Bob., “He was towing a boat.”

L Nugjnu: boat 7' demanded Skinner,
surprisad.

“Not at all i*

“Well, T felt eure it was vou lot,"”’
“T was sorry, of course,

“Yea, T know how sorry you were,”
said Bob, " You've got such a sym-
pathetic naturo. It does sou creght.’

“Oh, rats! Funny thing is, that the
boat ald Popper brovght 1n 13 said to
e & senior beat,™ said S8kinner. **The
idea i3 that szome fags begged a boat
]mlmagmg te the Bixth and went to the
island. According to what T hear old
Popper found they'd been smoking and
playing cards there—d rmkm& too, I
daro say. There’s going to a fear-
ful row if they're caught. All the pre-
fects are on the trail, except Loder and
Carne,”

“Hs, ha, hal”

“Eh? Where does the cacklo come
in?"? asked Skinner. I think Loder
and Carno are out of gates.”

“I rather think they are!” agreed
Bob, with a chuckle. “1 think wvery
likely they'll stay out of Fates some time
longer, too.”

ne chums of the Remove walked on,
leaving Skinner looking puzzled. Sir
Hilton Popper, it seemed, had come and
one; and he had left some excitement
chind him. 8o far. nobody had any
suspicion that the smokers and card-
players on Fopper's Island were two
prefects of the Bixth. But it was pretty
certain that suspicion would turn in
their direction if they did not arrive
at the school for evening call-over. Bo
far, it was taken for granted that the
delinguents were juniors, and to the pre-

feets, at least, it seemed likely encugh
that a Bixth-Form boat had been sur-
reptitiously berrowed by fags. DBut if

the general attention was drawn to
Loder and Clarne a very different view
was bound to be taken of the matter.

“This way, my esteemed chuma '? said
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, and ho led
his surprised comrades to the Sixth-
Form passaga. ‘

“Look here, what are we coming
along here for?” asked Bob.

“To ¢all on the esteemed Walker.”

“Walker? What are you going to see
Walker for?"

* Because he is the execrable Loder's
absurd pal.”

“My only hat! Do we want to sce
& pal of Loder's?" ejaculated Dob.

“The answer i3 in the ridiculous
afirmative.”

“Zive Inky his head,” said Wharton.
“He's %nt some stunt on in his old black
naddle,

And the nabob waas given his head.
And he led the way to James Walker’s
Eitudy, in the Bixth, and tapped at the

0T

Walker of the Sixth eyed the juniors
as they camo in. Ho did not lock in
6 good temper. Bir Hilton Popper’s
visit had had an irritating effect on the
prefects, who had plenty of other cccupa-

tions, besides rooting after I’ags who
might have trespassed on  DPopper’s
Island.

“What do vyouw want, Wharton?"
snapped Waller,

“1 give that up,” answered Harry.

“You young a=s! Why have you
come to my atud}; 3

I don't know."

Walker reached for his ashplant,

“My esteemed Walker,” said Hurres
Joumset Ham Bingh softly, “my absurd
chums have come here ﬂmaum I led
them nosefully. I have something to tell
you of terrific importance,*

“Ch! I suppose you're the gan
that were on Popper's Island, an
you've come to own up,"” said Walker,
“Well, that saves a lot of trouble. I'll
take you to the Iicad.”

“Not exactfully. We went go the
csteemed island of the idiotic Popper
for a piecnic, but the execrable or
and the disgusting Carne turned ue off
and baglully pinched the picnie. It
15 your respeotable and absurd pals who
zmoked and played cardfully on the
18land.*”

“Wha-a-at1"” ejaculated Walker.

*And they are there now, as the es-
teemed Popper hns pinched their boat,”
stid the nabob., *“They aro strandfuliy
landed on the absurd island, my worthy
Walker. And when they are caught
they will be sacked.”

“Great gad!™ said Walker, staring
blankly at the juniors. “What are you
telling me this for?”

The nabob smiled & dusky smile,

“The excellont Loder has ordered ua
to report to ouwr ridiculous Form
master,”” he explained. “We desirafully
wish Loder to withdraw that esteemed
Erdﬁrh and fct the whole absurd matter

o

“Likely, isn't it said Walker,

“1 think s0.,"" assented the naboh,

“For one excellent. turn deszerves
another, my worthy Walker. If you
take & boat up the river you ecan get

those esteemed blackguards off the
island in {ime for call-over, and save
their ridicnlous bacon.”

“Oh ™ said Walker.

“And we, of course, will keep mum,”
added Hurree Jomset Ram Singh.
“The worthy Loder will be so grateful
for being rescued that he will jump at
the chance of letting ws off.”

“I dor't think!” grunted Johnny
Bull.

“And if proatitude does not move
bim,” murmured the nabob, "“he will
let us off all the same, becansc if he
reports us for being on the island we
shall report him fﬂr%}eing on the izland,
and we shall get a licking, and he will
got the esteemed bunk,'

“Oh " said Bob Cherry.

“0h 1" satd Walker of the Bixth.

The jumors left the study.

Five minutea later James Walkor was
hurrying down te the hoathouse;
another fiva minutes and he was puolling
hiz pair-oar np the -iver at a great rale.

Harry Wharton & Co. slrolled away
to the BEemove possage in a very cheer-
ful mood, Whether Gerald Loder

would feel deeply grateful for that tip
to his pal which saved him from disas-
ter might bes doubtful—gratitude was
not strongly developed in the bully of
the Sixth. But it was not doubtful that
he would desiro the events of that event-
ful afterncon to be kept as dark as pos-
sible—and that was where the Famous
Five come in.

Harry Wharton & Co., accordingly,
did not make {iheir report to L
Quelch. They left that to Loder—if he
liked ! In the circumstances, b was
fiﬁ?l probable that Loder would not
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In the eraft sat Joye
back as ke recopt

“ Popper 1 ** siuitered Carne.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Wingate’s Warning !
INGATE of the Sixth stood in
the doorwasy of his study,
with a thoughtful expression
on his face. His expression
rew & little grim as three Sixth-
g'ﬂrmarﬁ ceme along—Loder, Carne,
Walker,
alker gave him & nod as they passed,
Carne a stare, and Loder & mwfa

The captain of Greyiriars gazed after
them, with grim thoughtfulness in his
brow, as they went along tho Sixth
Form passare to their studies. Finally,
he ste gut of his doorway and went
to Loder’s study and knocked.

Thers was no invitation to come in,
but Wingnte opened the door and
entered.

Gerald Loder was strelched in an
armechair, with a black scowl on his
face. Loder was not s .good-tempered
fallow at the best of times, but never
had he been seen in o worse temper than
noyw.

Ie glanced at the captain of Grey-
friars with agiresuiva hostility.

5 here !

*I never asked you to come
ho snapped. _ ]
“I*ve come unasked.” Wingate

closed the door and stood facing the
sprawling prefect. *I've got somothing

to 2ay."

“Cough it uwp, then, and clear!”
gnarled Loder. *'We'ra not. friends, argd
I don’t want you herel! That's plain
English 1"

“ Quite ' agreed Wingate, unmoved.
“Unlesa you've come to offer back
my place in the team,”’ said Loder, with
bitter satrcasm, “If you've thought
better of that, and feel inclined to keep
i.'::lrlur ;;-frsc:nai feelings out of cricket

“My personal feelings have nothing
to do with it, as yoo know jolly well!
You're chucked out of the eleven for
slacking and putting up a rotten game,”
anawered ingate unceremoniously.

1

Carne glanced through the bushes and gave almost a eonvulsive jump

..........

] ':-"'i:_[}‘”: .I
-.-.h}} ;i_'-" "!rfmlw 3 .r;.!}

I ﬂ:| =i B

g

as his gaze foll upon & boat gli
the keeper, and a grim-visaged gentleman in shooting clothes.
Bir Hilton Popper.

across to the island,
Carne felf & cold shiver run down his

**Who is it ? ** asked Loder, siariled and scared by the terror in his ¢ehum’s face.

“But I haven't come here to speak
about that. There's been a row here
this afternoon—that old ass Popper
butting in about his econfounded
island——"

" Hﬂl_‘tg;r old Popper!” growled Lodor.
“MNothin' {0 do with me, [ suppoze?

“I hope not™ _

Loder stared at him uneasily.

“What do you mean by that?" be
grunted. _

" According to what old Popper tdld
the Head, and the Head told the pre-
fects, some Greyiriars men have been
smoking and card-playing up the river
this afternoon,’”” said Wingate l?qiﬂfﬂj’.
“"Trespassing on his bothering old island
doesn’t amount to much—but the rest
does. It hasn't even occurred to the
Head-that the men cn the island may
have I:Elnmi;ed to the Sixth."”

“It wouldn't,” agreed Loder. "I
hope no Bixth Form man here is.capable
of such things.’ ]

Wingate looked at him very hard.

“It was your boat that Popper
brought back from the island,” he said.

“Taar me!" said Loder. “Has my
boat got back? T'm glad of that!”

“*You scem to have left 1t at the
island.” .

“Not at all™ ssid Loder airily,
"arne and I had the boat out, and we
tied it up to take a walk ashore. Some.
body eame olong and pinched it."

“ And you did nothing about it?"’

“0h, naturally suppozed it was a
Greviviars man playing a practical joke
on us, and guite expected to find that
the boat had been brought home,” said
Loder calmly. “Can't imagine kow it
got to the island. Whoever prigged it
must have taken it there, T suppose.
There are some chaekl',' young sweeps in
the Lower Schaol—especially  the
Remove." .

“The Head seems o have the im.
pression that the boat was used by =ome-
ona it did not belong to,” said Wingate.

“Quite right! The Head's a lot
of judgment,” sgid Loder. “I1 should

“ And the keeper’s with him [ *

(8ee Chapter 6.)

be surprised if he thought anything
else.” Loder could not quite keep a
sueer out of his tone,

*I haven't that impressign
said the Groviriars captain,
fixod on Loder.

“"¥ou know better than the Head!”
asked Loder. “That isn't like your
usual retiring modesty, old bean.”

“In this case I think I do,” anewered
Wingate. “If anybody had pinched
your boat—practical joke, or not—
you'd have raised Cain about i, Will
you tell me where you've been this
afternoon "

Loder gave him a venomous look,

*“1 will~when the Head gives you
the right to question a Sixth ¥orm pre-
fect like & fag! Not before!"

“Whoever was on ths island, woa
stranded there when old Popper got the
boat—must bave hiddon,” said Wingate.
'*And must have been fotched off later.
Walker was at the oricket this after-
noon. But he came in just now with
you and Cerne. Did ho feteh you off
the island

“Wea happened to meet him when he
was out for a stroll,” yawned Loder.
“I don't mind tellipg you that;
though, of course, all thess questions to
a prefect are a sheer impertinence.”

“*You met Walker out on a strollt”

“I'vo gaid £0," T o

“ He must have been strolling in his
gkiff, then—aa I saw him pulling up the
river, You szee, I was out for a stroll
after tes with Gwynne, end wo both
saw him m the boat.™

Loder bit his lip hard.

“Look here, what nr:dynu driving at.
Wingate?’ he demanded abruptly. “1
know you're enemy, and always have
been.  Does this mesn that you're look-
ing for s chance to land me in trouble
with the Head ' .

“You know it doesn’t. It means this
—that I'm practically certain that you

(Continued on page 16.}
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myself,”
his oyea
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's Island, that
cards there, and

and Carne were on P
you smoked and play
thiat Sir Hilton Popper nearly

o, I'm glad you dedged him some-

ove, because it would have meant a dis-

race for the school. As likely as not
the Head would have sacked you both.
But that sort of thing isn't good encugh
for Greyiciars, Loder. You're not going
to bring disgrace on the sthool, You've
got to chuek it.” o

“You'rs takin' a lot for granted,
muttered Loder huekily. "

“If I told the Head what I think, I
fancy an .inqluiry would bring out
exactly what I'm taking for granted,
E;lgqnﬂt going 1o speak to the Head

it

Loder drew & deep breath of relief.

“But I'm going to put & stop to it,”
soid Wingate quietly. “That's my duty

head prefect and captain of the
:ému'l. If T find out for certain that
you were on the island 1his after-
noon—

He paused.

“Well, what?’ rneered TLoder. “Are
you goin' to tell me to bend over and
take six, hike a Second Form fag?”’

"Yer!” paid Wingate calmly.

“What " rosred iodar.

“If I catch you oqut, you're pgoing

to get o prefects’ beating,” said the ca
tain of friars, " You desorve to be
sacked, and you know it You'd be

sacked if the Head dealt with, the
matter. Take it to him if vou like,
Leave it to me if you like that better.
I'm morally certain about the matter
now. If I get absolute certainty on the
subject, you're going to bend over, in
the prefects” room, and take six.”

Lader stared at him, his face white
with rage.

“You—you'd dare}” he articulated
huskils.

o Nnhn:ii knows, at present, who
those blackpuards on the island were,”
said Wingate. “I'm not going to make
any special affort to find out—I'd rather
leave it at o_warning. But I tell you
thie plainly, Loder—if it comes out that
it was you, or if I eatch you at that
shady game on any other occasion, you
get o prefeet’s beating. Better keep that
in mind gs & warning for the future.”

With that George Wingato left the
study and closed the deoor after him.

Loder sprang to his feet., He shook
his ‘clenched fist at the closed door, his
exes almost  flamin For several
minutes the black sheep of the Sixth
gave himself up to a passion of rage. A
prefects’ beating—for a man who was
a prefeet himself | Loder would almost
have preferred the “sack " fram tho
Head—though not quite,

But ho calmed down at fast. Ho knew
that Wingate meant every word he said,
and he knew that there was danger of
tho facts coming to the Greyfriars cap-
tain's certain knowle Loder of the
Sixth left his study and proceeded to the
Remove passage. He threw open the
door of Htudy No. 1 and Wharton and
Nugent, who were there, jum up at
once. The look on Loder's face gave

Tare Miover Liprany.—No. 1,112

caught i

them the impression that he had come
on the warpath. Certainly, Loder would
have liked nothing better than to give
tho, chums of the Remove six each from
hiz ashplant. But the time was not
propitipus for that.

“You fags need not report yourselves
to Quelch,” he said, as civilly as he
oould bring himself to speak.

“Oh[” said Harry. “Right-ho,

you off,” said Loder,
mo that you did me a
good turn. and, of course, don't
want to punish you, after that !

“I know exactly how much you don’t
want to,” said "-‘n’ﬁnrtﬁn cheerfully ; and
Nugent chuckled. * Bat let it go at that,

u like.®

er breathed hard.
“Better not say anythin® at all about
the matter.” ho said.

“ Much better not,” grinned Nugent.

“I gave Cherry a hundred lines. Tell
him from me that he need not do thom,”
sald Loder. _

“"What-ho " gnid Wharton.

. Loder left Study No. 1, and the two
juniors grinned at one another. 'The
bully of the Sizth went back to his own
guarters, feeling relieved in his mind,
Letting the juniors off was not agreeabls
to him, but at least it secured their
silenea. He dropped in at Carne’s study,
and dound hiz comrade in mn uneasy
mood..

“I =zay, there's a. lot of jaw goin on,
about old P?!p;;mr firdin’ thingas on his
benstly islan said Carne, “Tf those
fﬂ.EE talk

I've fixed it with them,” growled
Loder. *“Tll find some other chance of
fakin’® 1t out of the young sw :
Never mind thém, but —his eyves glit-
tered—" Wingate's warned me that it
will ba & prefect’s boatin’ for me, if it
comes out that I was there. He won't
find out now—it's all right. But what
do you think of that, for Wingate's
latest? A beatin’ for a SBixth Form
prefect I

“Cheeky cad " said Carne. * 8till, it
would be better than the sack. Checky
cad, all ths aame!™

Loder gritted his teeth.

“I'll get even with him on Wednes-
day,” he said, “He's bankin' on the
8t Jim's match, to begin the season
with & big victory. He's just wrapped
up in that fixture. I'll dish him over
s fool's errand to the North, while his
precious eleven are fattin" ti'.mshe& by
the Bt. Jim's men. I faney ha will find
that ns unpleasant as a
beatin' ™

And from that happy prospeet Loder
drew some solase-—littla dreaming that
hiz plot was known to the chums of the
Eemove, and that they had taken
measures to defeat it.

]
]

prefect's

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Tries It On !

ILLY BUNTER'S fat brow was
B wrinkled in thought.
It was Tuesday, the day
befors the great match, Most
Grreyfriars men wers giving a good deal
of thought to the St. Jim’'s fixture on
the morrow. Not so William George
Bunter. Nearer and dearer considera-
tions wrinkled his fat brow with the
lines of cogitation.

A big fGxzture like the 8t. Jim’s mateh
interested tha whole school.  Juniors
a3 well as seniors were very keen about
it. And the circumstances of this par-
ticular fixture wer~ unusual. George
Wiﬂﬁam had had a great deal of trouble
in the final arrangement of his team.
Loder had been dropped. and Tomlin-
son of the Fifth put 1n his place—which

" oBvYer

everybody but Loder :Eﬁrmd was & great
improvement. Nevertheless, Loder was
o good man at his best, and Wingata
would have preferred to see him at his
best, and playing in the match, 8till,
ha overy hope of baginning the
scason with a big win over the old rivals
of Greyfriars. Loder also had his hopes,
though he kept them carefully sccret.
waa arranged now for the false
telegram that was to come from Chestor
on Wednesday morning, to call Wingato
home, and *dish ¥ him for the big fix-
ture. Loder looked at his scheme from
side, and did not ses how it
ossibly could fail. And zinee Batur-
ay's adventure, Loder had taken svery
opportunity of showing keonnozs ns a
cricketer. Wingate, if he observed it,
ng doubt supposed that his warning had
had its effect on the black sheep of the
Bixth. Certainly ho did not suspect
that Loder still nourished hopes of play-
ing against 8t. Jim's. But if Wingato
was absent on Wednesday, Gwynne, a3
vice-captain, would take hia place, rnd
he would have to play another man.
Loder hoped that that man would be
himself. He had slacked long and per-
sistently, and he had not much time laft
to recover lost ground.  Still, it +was
something to show keenness,

Harry Wharton & Co., of the Remove,
aleo hdad their thoughts fixed very
ticularly on the St. Jim's match. 'Ilims
were quite aware of Loder's hopes, and
they wero prepared to enjoy watching
his face when his plot was given, as they
expregssed if, the kyboah, on Wednesday
Bt whil fell ivi

but while so many fellows were giving
their particular consideration to the
coming mateh with 8t Jim's, William
George Bunter had no time to think
of such trifles.

Much more important matters filed
his fat mind.

For it wus tea-time now, and Dunter,
having been disappointed about a postal-
order he hod expected, was in a state
so uvsual with him—stony,

On the other hand, he had seen Loder's
fag taking several pareels from the tuck-
shop to the prefect’s study.

Loder, it seemed, was having some
friends to tea.

Bunter was considering whether he
might not in the cireumstances, include
himself in the list of Loder's friends.

It was true that he did not feel
friendly towards Loder of the Sixth,
generally speaking. But in & time of
crisis, personal fealings could bhe ignored.
It was a time of crisis now, when a
fellow was stony ot tea-time.

It was equally true that Loder never
had a junior to tea, and of all juniors
the one 'he was least likely to ask was
Billy Bunter. But an invitation was a
fermality that Bunter could aford to
1gnora.

The question was, whether he could
get away with it

Bunter thought that he could.

Since Saturday Loder had been very
cirgumspect. Nobody knew whe had
been on Popper’s Island that day, and
the inquiry had died away. Some of
the prefects—Loder with special em-
phasis—had informed the Head that in
their opinion the fellows on the island
had not been Grevfriare men at all—a
view the Head was only too willing to
take. Anyhow, the matter seemed to
have died a natural death, and no doubd
Loder was feeling quite safe, "

Still, Bunter knew that he had been
thoero. The Famous Five knew, and
they said nothing, for good reasons.
Bunter considered that if he, too, said
nothing, there ought to be a “quid pro
quo.” One good turn deserved another.
A spread in Loder's study would make



EVERY
SATURDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPENCE. 17

— e —— ==

the matter right. It was the least Loder could de, if Bunter
kept his shady seerets for him.

But the matter required thought. Loder was o beast,
with a beastly temper, and guite likely to take his ashplant
to a junior who cheeked him. And if it came to the test,
Bunter realised that he dared not accuse Loder of being the
fellow who had smoked and played cards on Popper's Island.
The beast would wriggle out of it somechow, and Bunter
would be thrashed. Ie knew the fact, but he had no proof
to affer. Still, he knew, and it seemed to Bunter that his
knowledge ought to be worth something, when he was
stony, aud when thers was a feast on in Loder's study.

Runter drifted into the Sixth Form possape, and blinked
at Loder’s door through his hig spectacles, He saw Carne
and Walker go into the study. The feast waz evidently at

band.

He hesitated long. ) ] ] i

Hafety frst, was a Eﬂﬂd rule, in dealing with a fellow like
Gerald Loder. But the feast in the Sixth Form study drew
Bunter like a magnet. After all, he knew all about the
Ejtﬁﬁﬁt,kand the beast ought to be grateful to him for keeping
G dark.

Bunter rolled olong to Loder’s deor ab last and tapped.
He opened the deor and blinked in.

Loder and Carne and Walker had sat down to tea. All
threec of them looked round at Bunter—not with expressions
of welcome,

“Well* snapped Loder,

Bunter stepped in,

He assumed his most ingratiating grin.

HT1—I zav, Lodepr—""

*Cut it short 1

Bunter blinked at the tea-table. Good things were stacked
there. Loder had plenty of money, and he spent it freely.
The expression on Loder’s fuce was anything but encourag-
ing. Buot the good things on the table were irresistible.
tﬂhunh;r took his courage in both hands, as it were, and made

e plunge.

“ 1 zay, old chap, I—1've come to tez " ke gasped.

Loder stared at him blankly.

“You'vo come to tea ! he repeated,

“Yos3, old fellow,™

“ Are you eallin’ me old fellow?’ gasped Leder.

“¥Yes, old chap.” ]

“Potty "' remarked Carne, Et-n‘l;ég.g ot the fat junior.

Loder roso to his feet. He gla about him, and Bunter
did not need telling that he was looking for his ashplant.

“1—1 say, Loder!” stuttered the Owl of the Remove, in
a great hurry. “1 say, you know, one good turn deserves
another, you know. I'm keeping it dark about where you
wera on Saturday.”

Loder jumgza&‘

*Oh gad " said Walker. . .

“I1'm not %umg to tell anybody it was you on Popper’s
Island, old fellow,” said Bunter. “I'm no sneak, lyﬂu now,
Besides, I know you can’t help being a bit of a blackguard,
old chap. T'in willing to be friendly, What about itI ]

Cerne end Walker were staring at the fat junior as if
his podgy visage faseinated them. Loder found his ashplant
and picked 1t np.

“8a you've come to tea, Bunter? he asked.

“Yes, old fellow.” L. _

“There's vyour chair.'” said Loder, poioting with the cane,

“Thanks, old chap!”

“PDon't sit on it

l*lnh?"

“Bend over it."

“What?"’

“Ton T speak plainly? asked Loder pleasantly, " Bend
:ivfr that chair, you young scoundrel! I'll help you, if yon
ike I*

#]—I say—— Yarooooch!”

Loder caught the Owl of the Remove by the back of the
collar, and helped him to bend over the chair, Then the
ashplant rose and fell with terrific vigour.

's‘?han'fc, whack, whack!

“ Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow-0w I'" roared Dunter.

Whaek, whack, whaclk !

“Wow! Help! Fire! Yaroocoph! Yooooop!”

Bunter waos slung off the chaiy, slung round te the door,
and all of a audden he found himself in the sage. A
severe pain where Loder’s boot had struck told him how he
had got there,

“Whoooooeop ™ roared Bunter as he landed.

The door clozed on him.
Billy Bunter picked himself up.  He rolled away—no

longer thinking of tea in Loder's study. A mountain of tuck
would not have temptod him to enter that study again,

“Hallo, hallo, Imﬁa 1" gxelaimed Bob Cherry, as the Owl
of tha Remove wriggled painfully into the Rag. “Trying
to tie yourself into a sailor’s knot, old fat beani’

iContinued on next page.)
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“Owl Ow! Owl That beast
Loder—" groaped Bunter. *“1 say,
vou fellows, that awiul beast has given
me six and kicked me—hardl Owl”

“What for?"” asked Bob.

“Nothing I groaned Bunter. "I
simply went to ten. in his study——"
“0h, my hat!”
“1 told him that one good turn

deserved another,” esid Bunter. " But
he's upgrateful. I thought he'd be
5[&& te have mo to tea, il I kept it
ark about his being on Pﬂp;iar’a lsland.
At leaszt, 1 thought he would stand it.
I m{:e you fellows, you know where
that beast was on Saturday. ‘The Head
mightu't believe. me—he's doubted my
word more than once. You fellows go
to the Hoad and tell himn abbut Loder.”

“You fat villain!' said Harey
Wharton.

“0h, roally, Wharton! I think you
follows nughh to back me up!” eaid
Bunter indigmantly. “You tell the
Head
oy cards on the 4sland—

Wo saw nothing of the sort]”

“Well, you can stretch & point, you
know, considering what a beast Loder
W, Beel”

“I sce,” seid Wharton. “You men, I
think we'd better back Bunter up.”

“What?" ejaculated Nugent,

“That's right!" ssid Bunter ea
*Always stand by a pal, you
Back me up——  Yarcooghl! L&ggﬁi
Wharrer yvou doing, you silly idiots?

“Dacking you up, you fat villain!”

And Bunter, in the pgrasp of the
Famous Five, was backed up—to the
wall of the Hag, which he smote with
a heavy concuesion.

rlv.

Bang!

*Yarooooogh '
. “Ha, ba, ha! Want some more back-
ing, old fat man®

“Ow! Wowl Na!* yelled Bunter.
"‘Legg-:- ! DBeastsl Whooop!"

“"Back him up again,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove.

Bang!

“*Yoooooooooop I

Billy Bunter sat at the foot of the
wall and roared. The Famous Five
walked away and left him to 1t. And
to judge by Bunter's romarks, he was
utterly dissatisfied at the way he had
been backed up by his old pals.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
St. Jim’'s Day—and the Telegram !

IR5T school, on Wednesday, was
F the only school that day; after
which all Greyiriars would be
at liberty to gather on Big Side,

and see what was to be seen.

That mom:_ngl Wingate of the Sixth
was seph walking over the ground,
examising the pitch with a meticulous
eye. Lodcer might have been observed-—
had anyone thought of observing Loder,
eyeing him with a sarcastic smile while
he was thus+engu%ed_. By that time
Carne's sporting relative nt Manchester
had dropped into the pest office in the
ancient city of Chester with the spoof
telegram; and that telepram was on its
way fo Groyfriera, As soon ms it
arrived Loder had no doubt that the
captain ¢of the school would loso =ll
interest in tho cricket pitch.

The 5t. Jim's men were sxpectod
early; stumps were to be pitched beforo
eleven. Great men who were to play
in that big match lounged with an air
of exaggeratod oarelessness, followed by
the admiring glances of juniors,

Words dropped by giantz like Gwynne
of the Elxﬁ:, and ]E"lililndtrll of thﬂt :]fll:!l.
Wore caught up and eagerly repeated by

ax Maoxer -Lrnm.nw—ﬂ'(o. 1,112

5 r

you sow Loder nmukir}? and E"]‘F"

Lower boyzs, Fags of the Sceond and
the Third thought how great and
glorious 1t was to be a * Blood,” and
yvearned for the timea to come when
they, too, would lounge with that care-
less air, followed by looks of worship-
ful admiration,

Wingate of the Bixth, that day, was
the greatest man in the wide werld,
from the point of view of Greyfrincs.
Ten other men were lesser, but still
greab, The whole school was  keen.
fiven Lord Mauleverer was going to
maoke an elfort to see the game; even
Billy Bunter's fat mind did not dwell
with its usdal constancy om footstuifs,
Iiven Loder of the Sixth, though he
did not relept, made up his mind to
play the game of his life if he got into
the team, and wished that he could
have got into it by some less gquestion-
able method. )

The Remove swarmed cheerily out of
their Form-room after first sehool,
crioket in every mind. Hardly a man
in the Lower Fourth was thinking of
misnog the great game.

“Not come yet!” remarked Bob
Cherry to his chums, as he sighted Win-
gate of tho Sixth, chatting with Gwynne
and North in the quad,

Tha cheery, cquable look of the
Groyfriaras captain showed that the blow
had not yet l‘}:ﬂlan.

Loder came out of the House and
glanced round him,

The juniors smiled to one another:

Loder's glance rested or Wingate, and
then wandered in the direction of the
gates, then refurned to Wingate again.
There was & shade of anxiety oo his
brow, a resiless pleam in his eyes.

Loder was too buzsy with his thoughts
to chserve the eyes of the Remove fel-
lows on him, and certhinly he had not
the slightest suapicion thas any man 1o
the Lower Euhw? could have gucssed his
thoughts just then,

But the Famous Five gucssed them
casily enough.

As the moment drew nearer for the
delivery of the false telegram, Loder
grew more anxious and uneasy. He
fearcd  that eometoing might  have
occurred to eauso the fallure of his plot.
Perhaps he even feared its success. For
now that the time wos at hand, and it
was too late to retreat. tho plotting
prefect realised more elearly than before
the blackness of the treachery he had
planned. Only toa well he knew that, if
the. truth sliould come out, he would be
driven from the schiol under a hurr-
cane of scorn. Loder's feelings in those
minutes were probably not pleasant.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ¥ murmured Bob
Cherry, as & figure 1 uniform eame in
sight. “Look out for the giddy
climaz 1™

\?inf&tﬁ aud his friends had started
towards the cricket-ground, to have a
last leok at the pitch. Beb Cherry
called out to the telegraph-boy, as he
came towards the Houaw.

“Want Wingato "

" Yes, sir,” answvored the lad.

“There be is!” Dab pointed out the
stalwart firure of the captain of Grey-
friars, and the boy from the post office
hurried after the little bunch of Sixth-
Formera.

Loder atared round at thoe Famous

Five. He knew—none better—that the
telegramm waa for Wingate. But how
did Bob Cherry know? By what

wizardry had Bob guoessed that the tele-
rraph boy wanted Wingate. belore the
oy had opened hiz mouth, or shown tha
baff envelope in his hand? A ehill of
uncasiness went through Loder.
He came over to the group of juniors,
and they eyed him, with smiling {aces.

“Cherry ! muttered Loder, vainly
trying to speak casually,

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” gid Bob
affubly.

“How did you know that wire was
for Wingate?” Loder could not keop
the anxiety ont of his tones. A hideous
doubt was in his mind that somechow
these young sweeps in the Lower Fourth
had “got on ' to his stheme. How else
}va.ﬂ? Bob's knowledge to be accounted
or

The prefect's uneasiness was quite
apparent to the juniors. heir con.
tempt for his raseally plotting made
them implacable, and they were guite
prepared to terrify him further.

“Dh, we know a lot in the Remove!™
soid Dob airily. “It's the Form for
knowing things as Greyiriars”

“The knowiulness iz terrific, my
esteemed Loder !” murmured the Nabob

of Bhanipur. )
“In fact, we could guess what's in
that telegram,” said Harry \Wharton,

with great blandness,
Loder caught his breath.
*“ You—you could guecsa?” 1
“Oh, we could make a shot at it!"
said the capiain of the Remove. “Don't
ou think it moay be something to call

ingate away before the St Jim's
garmeg, Loder?”

“Just my idea!" grinned Johnnoy
Bull. “Some awful bad news from

Chester. That's where Wingate's people
live, Loder, you know."

Loder felt a contraction at his heart

They knew | .

How they knew was a baffling mys-
tery. Loder svas in blissful ignorance
of the fact that the 0%l of the Remove
had overheard his scheming. with Arthur
Carne nearly a week ago. But it did

not matter much how they knew They

knew ! ) .
“Dear me! Loder’s looking quite
ugent.

pale, fyd.'m men,” said Irank
“He feels for Wingate. He's so sym-

Buck up, Loder,
1t will be all right.”

“What?” multered Loder. “What do
you mean "

“Right as rain,” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “If thera's a heap of bad news
in that telegram, Loder, it will turn out
to be unfounded.”

“Unfounded ¥ breathed Leder.

“Terrifically so!" smiled the mabob.
“It will be all right rainfully, my
esteemed Loder. ¥You need not worry
over the absurd Wingate.”

Loder seemed scarcely to breathe.
He was too startled and scared even to
be angry. He turned away from the
group of juniors, his face white, his
forehead beaded with perspiration.
They knew! It was certain now that
they knew. But he told himself, like 2
man catching et & straw, that they
could have no proof. That was 1mpos-
gible. Ii they had heard something—
some unguarded word—th might
guecas, they mighe know; but proving
such & thing wa. s very different
matter,

1f they spoke to Wingate, would the
Greviriars captain heed them? Wonld
ha listen to a2 tale of a raoch of faps
while his heart was torn with anxiety
for his father? It was impossible.
They knew, and some time or other he
would make them suffer for it. But
whatever they knew they eould not
inlervena.

Thera was a murmur, swelling to loud
exalamations, from two or three score of
fellows, as Wingate of the Bixth was
geen coming striding rapidly towards
tha House.

Wingate's face was white as chalk,
and a telegra:n was crushed in bis hand.

pathetic, you knowl
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Billy Bunter blinked at Loder and his ehums and at the goo
both hands, as it were, he took the plunge.

know.

Gwynne followed him into the House,
and & hundred pairs of eyos watched
thein disappear in the doorway, and a
babel of voices roge in the quad.

What was the matter with Wingate?

In less than half an hour 3t Jim's
were due to arrive, and the ecaptain of
Greyfriars had received a telegram that
had knocked him completely over! He
didd not hecd the woiccs that ecalled to
himn as he passed; he did oot seem to
hear them. He went inte ths Houso
looking like & fellow stunned by some
terrible blow,

“What's the row?” exclaimed Blun-
dell of the Fifth, “What's bappened o
old Wingate 1

* Goodness knows [

“Bad news, I suppose! He had &
WiLee——'"

“ Looks dicky for the match now.”

“Rotten ¥

“Foor old Wingate!” ]

Loder listened to the exelamations
round him in silence, his eyes, from a
little distance, on the Famous Five, He
gaw Ifarry Wharton & Co. go into the
[louse.

They were going to Wingate. He
kuew that, But Wingate would never
listen. How could he, with the {icle-
grom [rom Chester in his hand, that
told him of disaster at kome? More
likely to kick them out of his study for
butting in at ench » moment. It was
impossible that he should heed idle talk
from Lower boys: then—impossible!
They must be mad to drenm that he
would listen to them., 8o Gerald Loder
told himself again and again. Dut the
utixiety in his heart intensified the tor-
ture, and again and sgain he passed his
hand across his brow, '

‘I'he black sheep of the Bixth shund-
dered to think what wonld happen to
him if the facts of the matier became
known. But thiz, he told himself, could
never happen. IIe had been far too
clever for that,

But had he?

I’'m keeping it dark about where you were on Saturday.’’

=/

“ I—I've come to tea ! * he gasped.

d ont 1kie table befors them. 'Then, taking hls conrage in

* One good turn deserves another, you

The three Sixth-Formers stared at Bunter as if his podgy

visage fascinated them. (See Chapler 10.)

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In Black and White !

i ARD cheege, old man!”
muttered Gwynne.
Wingate did not answer,
Ha stood in his study, in tho
Sixth Form passage, his hand resting on
tha table for h"ll]i‘lpﬂl.“t-f his face white and
drawn, o tremble in his limbs, He had
hurried into the Hcuso as fast aa pos-
sible after ma.din?' that terrible tele-
gram, to get out of sight of hundreds of
staring ﬁfas. It was no% like Wingato
to crumple up und> » blow, however
hard: but now, for th:y moment, he
seemed quite knocked out He was try-
ing hard to pull him.c'f together.

‘Hard cheese!”  repeated Gwynno
awhkwardly. " BRotten hard! But—but
don't jump to the worst eonclusion, old
man. While there's I'fe there's hope.”

nglat-:a'a lips trembled,

"Unless it was serious they wouldn't
gay come home at once ! he muttered.
“They wouldn't 1 He passed hiz hand
aver his brow. “I'va got to buck Hg.
Gwynne, old man, you'll explain to the
Head; and you'll exwrry on—ahout the
cricket | father—~*  Ilis voice
broke. *The poor old chaP—vthm kindest
man—more like 2 pal—" He broke
off abruptly. “I've got to pull up.
Look out & train {or me. old man;
there’s a time-table on the dezsk. It's o
long journey—hours and hourg—-"

“Leave it to me, old man! T°ll have
vour train, and a taxi ealled, befare
you're ready to start.”

There was a tap at the door,

MNeither of the seniors heeded it. The
door opened, and the Famous Five were
revealed.

Harry Wharton stepped into  the
gtudy, his chums remaining in  the
doorway.

Wharton was very grave. The lock

he had seen on Wingate's face had gone
te his heart.
“Wingate——"

“"Don't bother now, kid—cut!” said
Wingate. Even at that moment he did
not epeak harshly. “I'm  bothered
E:jgl:t’gh now; clear off, there's a good

g™

* But, Wingate——""

“Get out !’ roarcd Gwynne. “ Haven't
you any sense ¥ Get out, confound youl*

Wharton stond his ground.

“I must speak to Wingate,” he said.
“I know what the matter is, Wingate,
and I've come to tell you—"

“If you know whet the matier is, how
dare you butt in here?” excloimed
Gw:.rzgpe, angrily. “Qet out Dbelore

“The tclepram—"

“Get out!” o

“It's & spoaf!” shouted Wharton, just
in time, as the angry Sixth-Former was
about to collar him and piteh him into
the passage. ‘' Wingate, listen to_mel
Tt's all lies; I con prove it! Your
father's not hurte——*" _

Gwynne dropped his hands in sheer
astanishment .

“Mad |” he snapped.

Wingate turncd to the junior.

“Wharton! What do you mean?
How dare vou? Arc you madi You
do not even know what i in the
telegram——"

“J do know! At least, I'm_ pretiy
certain 1 deo,” said Harry., “Isn’t ik
that your father has been hurt in a
motor smash¥” oo

Wingate stared at him blankly.

“Ye3,” he said. “How can you
Enow 7"

“Hecause it's all spoof, and we knew
that telogram was coming this morming,
ax long apo as last week!™

“ Impossible!
“We all knew, Wingate,” said Bob
Cherry. “It's a wicked lie from begin-
ning to end, and your father isn't
et 1™
“ Are you out of your senses?"” pantod
Tue Magner Linpary.—No. 1,118,
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Wingate. “This telegram i3 from Hononrable and Esteemed Win- if, by & hortible coincidence, the ae-

Chester, where my father lives, and it
say: he has been badly smashed in a
motor acoident. Of course it's true! Go
away 1"

“You've got to listen!"” gzaid Harry
determinedly. “1 fell you thas wire was
sent by a rotier to spoof you, and never
came from auy of your relations at
all1"

" WNonzonse! Nonsensal”

“1 can prove it

“Impossible 1 But, though Wingate
gaid that it was impossible, and though
it seemed to him that it was impossible,
hia G?mﬁsiun was changing. His white
face Bushed and his eyes sparkled. 1if
only the boy was right—if only tho tele-

ram was false! *“"Wharton, if you

now wnything, tell me at once! How
can this telegram be false? It's marked,
handed in at Cheater this morning.”

“It was sent by a man who was put
up to send it—a man who lives in Man-
choster, ond crossed over to Chester for
that very reason,” said Harry. " We've
known nearly & week that it was
coming.”

" ¥You knew, and never told me "

*1 tried to put you on_ your guard;
but you weouldn't listen. You said you
couldn't listen to hearsay and tattle.”

“I=—I remember] I'd forgotten that!
You young fool!” Wingate's voice was
bharsh now. **¥You heard some silly talk,
and fancied something or other, and
now you come here worrying me with
it—"

“Hold on, old man!” said Gwynne

wietly. *The kid says he can prove it.

‘s hear him."

if Bl..lt: Et-iﬂ- mt-_—'“

“You don't want to go hiking off to
the other end of England if thero's
pothing in 1t," said Gwynne. “A fow
minutes won't hurt, Let the kid trot
out hia proofa, if he's got any.”

“Quick, then!” snapped Wingate.

“I'm ready!™ answered Wharton.
“"Look here, if 1T prove to you that all
of us koew, last Friday, that that tele-

ram was coming, won't that prove that
it 15 & spoof i How could we know lust
week that your father waa going to have
a motor accident this week? It's not
BOTISE 1+

“But you can't prove that!”

"I can easily!"

“How" demanded Wingate.

“*You've got a letter in your desk
that wo asked you to lock up for us last
Friday," said Harry. *[It's all written
in that letter, and you can see it in
black and white. You wouldn't havo
balieved a word of it before the tele

ram came. Now it's come you must

aliove it. Take out the leticr that
Hurroe Singh gave you, and read it.”

“1 remember that,” said Gwrnne,
with a deep breath. “The kids asked
you to mind & leiter for them, Wingate;
you locked it in your desk—"

“It's still there,” said Wingate. “I'd
forgotten about it; but it's still thoere, of
ogurss, '’

“Open it and read it,” eaid Harry.

“The readiulness of the abaurd letter
will bring the estecmed and ridicnlous
enlighteniment,” said Huiree Jamset
Ram Singh.

George Wingate gave the chums of
the Bemove a long, hard look, Then,
without a word, he went to his desk
unlocked it, amd took out tho 53{;[0&
envelope that the nabob had placed in
his charge.

“Read it! said Harry.

Wingate broke the seals, drew out the
lettor, and the two Bix-Formers read,
togather, the following epistle:
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pate,

e I ednesday a ridicufous fole-
gran: il orrivefully reaels fow,
stating il your never-suffi-
ciently-to-he-respected paternal
parent hus experienced the dis-
asirons oclipse of o aecidenbal
rmntor, To-dey, bLeing  solely
Friday, it will be apparent to your
fmrinous and lofty inteliect that
this fore-knowledge of the spu-
riews cormmunicalion demon-
strates that it will be oxnly o fake,
a snare, aond o delusion.  As wou
il have the compreliension thal
#f yrour ridiculous father wus going
fo be accidentally molored on
IFedneaday, next week, the writer
hereof could nol possibly FEnowe
abonut if to-day, not being of the
prophketic noture. And o yow weill
surmnise that the disgniating tele-
gram jrom ancieni and respect-
able Cily of Chester i merefully
-« trick to absent gou from ervickel
snafch.

As the English proverh obserres
with sapiert wisdom, fore-armed
is fore-legged, this widiculous
fetter will ploce gou on your
absurd guard [
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BRAVO, TOTTENHAM ¢

This week's Magner Pocket
Wallet has been won by F. Har-
rison, of 13, Arnold Road, Totten-
ham, N.15, who sent in the follow-
ing clever limerick :

Baid Mauly, the duds, with =
frown :

it § foar that soma silly great clown
Upon my top-hat
Haa carslessly aat,
And mixed up the brim with the
arown I M

There are plenty more of these
useful prizes waiting to bhe won.
Send in your Greyfriars limericks
to-d ay |
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Plot that Failed !

EQORGE WINCATE stared
G ii}laukly at that remarkable
etter.

It was not easy, at first read-
ing, to follow the exact meaning of the
wonderful Engiish that Hurree Jamsct
Eam 8ingh bed learned from Mook
Mookerjes, the wiszest moonshee in
Bhianipur. Wingate was not so used o
it as the Removites wero.

“My only hat!” said Gwynne.

Wingate read the letter through again.
Then he looked at the Famous Five of
the Remove.

Iis mind was in a whirl.

The telegram lay on lus table, stating
that his father had been hart in & motor

smazh ot Chester, and calling him home.
These juniors had Lknown last riday
that that motor smash would be an.

nounced to him by telegraph on the
following Wednezday; there was proof
af their knowledee in black and white.
It followed that the telepram waes false
thet it was a trick, of which the juniocrs
had known days ago.

Wingnte's firat feelin Wy Amae-
ment, bub 18 was suceceded by & deep,
deep relief. IE that terrvible news was
not true—if his father was safe and
well! And yet——— Evidently, from the
evidence in his hand, a plot had been
laid to call him away from Greyfriars
on 5t Jim's day, by & telegram an-
nouncing an accident to his father, Yet

cident  had bappened—-- It was
unlikely, but he had to know., He stood
silent, his Lrow wrinkled in thought.
Gwynne broke the silenco.

“It'a all spoof, George,” he =aid.
"Those Kids knew the wire was coming
-—that gettles it. I daresay they could
tell us who waz at the hottom of it, if
we asked them."

Wingate nodded, slowly,

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances, Certainly, they could have
told the name of the phktter. Indeed,

it hardly needed telling. But they wers
unwilling 1o mention names. To deieat
Loder's miserable scheme had been a
matter of dety, but giving away even
a raseal lithe Loder was repugnant to
their minds. But Wingate’s pext remmark
relieved them.

“I've no doubt,” he amssented. “ But
we need not ask them to name any
name. If a Groyiriars man hae played
s dirty game 'iko this, the less spid
sbout it the better”

“1 fancy 1 ¢an guess the name," said
Gwynne, dryly.

“But I've got to bo sure,” muttered
Wingate. It looks—it looks—I—I sup-
pose this is & horrible trick to take me
in. But—it by chance something bas
happerned at home——"

“Too much of a coincidence if it has,
old scout. WNothing’s happened,”
answered Gwynne.

“I know. But—" Wingata had
not recovered from the shock of tlie
crual message and the mental picture
of his father .ying in the wreck of the
emashed car.
~ "I's a trick, and you're nat fulling to
it, old bean,” said Gwynne. ¥ These
kids have saved the situation—and the
St Jim's mateh.”

Wingate nodded again, but his un.
CASINess WAS not gone.

“May 1 maxe a suggestive remark,
my esteemed Wingate?' asked the
nzbob of Bhanipur.

" Eh, what® ejaculated Wingate.

“Inky means a suggestion, Wingate,"
sald YWharton, with & grin.

“A suggesticn in the form of a2 re-
mark iz surely s suggoestive remark,'
said Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Go ahead, anyhow.” said Wingate,
with a smils.

“If your esteemed and ridiculous
father i3 or the telephone, an absurd
trunk c¢all will get through perhaps-
fully in a thort time—=""

“That reans losing the train,”
muttered Wingste. * Besides, wo're
not on the telephone, at home”

“Poerhaps 1 nay make another sug-
gestiva remark,” sawd the nao cheer-
fully. “If wyour estecrned and absurd
futher is smashfully crocked, he will
have called in his ridiculous doctor. All
absurd doctors sro on the telephons.
The ringfulness of the medical sahib
wiil enlighten youw.™

“That kid's got soma brains in his

hlack head,” zaid Gwynne. * That'a the
tip, Wingate—ring up your ratur’a
modica, and he will know. ¥ou'll miss
the train—bur it's a practical ceriainky
that there's jothing wrong at home.
¥ou ean’t go off on a wild.-gooze chase,
et & call throvgh (o Chester.”
“Right I gaid Wingate.
Ha %mrrl"mi from the study, to the
preficet’s room, where thore was a
teleplhone, Gwyitne hummed & tune.
ITe was ouite certain that the news
from Chester was alse.

“Yaa kids have played up jelly well™
zaid the prefect. “All you've got to do
now 15 o hold your tongues. You can
sco 83 well as 1 ecan that a story like
this mustn’t spread through the school.”

Y Guaite ! sad Wharten.



EYER
SATURDAY.

L — -

“ The zecful:.css is tervific”

“All the same, that hound ought to
be jolly well punished for pulling
Wingate's leg in this beaslly way,” said
Johnny Bull, warmly.

CGwynne emiled.

“I think you can safely leave that to
Wingate,” he said. “Now cub, and
remember that mum's the word.”™

And the juniors eut, and walked out
of the House foeling very well zatisfied
with themselves. ''hey had frustrated
the kuavish tricks of their old enemy
in the Sixth, and a5 likely as not saved
tha St. Jim's mateh; and that was o
teiumph for the heroes of the Remove.

Loder and Carne were loafing about
outeide the House, both of them locking
uncasy and disturbed. .

They had expceted o see a faxt
arrive, by this time, to carry Wingate
to the station, but no taxi had come.

Wingate waa still in the house, and
there was nn sign of his  hasty
-ie'garture.

Somathin's  gone wrong,” Carne
muttered. My hat! If it should all
come out! You fool, Loder——"

“Ch, shut upt” muttered Loder. “If
anythin’s gone wrong, there’s nothin’
to connect us with it. Is there any evi-
dence that we had anything to do with
it, you funki”

#T—1 suppose not. But—--"

Loder’s eves glittered at the Famouns
Five, as they pussed him, with smiling
faces, on their way to the cricket
ground. :

“Thore fugs got scent of it somehow,”
he multnmﬁ. “I'mi certain of that
They've told Wingate. Dut—surely he
wouldn't take any notice of fag talk—
at such a time—>"

“1f they proved jb——"

“How eould ihey prove it, you
idiot ™

“1 suppose they couldn’t! ANl the
sama, Wingate docsn’'t scom  fo be

starting for the station,” sald Carne
maodily. i

“He's bound te go,” said [Loder,
zavaraly.  “He must go—cven if he's
doubtful, he's bound to go—-"

“Ti he's doubtful, he might phone
through-—-="" "

“ And miss the first frain 7" eaid Loder.
“MNat likely! DBesides, | {ound out that
bis people aren’t on the phone.”

" ‘R’nll, he docsn’t scem to be poin'.
anyhow.”

Gwynne came out of the House. He
camo swinging along cheerily, with a
bright face--very diferent [rom his ex-
pression when he had gone in wilh his
cirmin a short while ago. ‘

Hiz glance dwelt o the two Sixth.
Formers, curiously, T[le passed on
without epeaking.

Loder stared after
lip.

F‘.‘He locks merry an’ bright enough,”
said Carne. “Not as il his chum hed
got the knock, and the 2t. Jim's game
was given the kybosh.™

"I can't understand it," Dbrealhed
Toder, "Wingate couldn’t tule the
chance even if he thought there was
samethin' in their chatter——  Hallo,
there he 151"

Wingate appearcd at the open window
af the prefect's voom, looking out nto
the sunny quad  1le was waiting [or
his trunk call te Chester to come
throagh. Loder and Carne looked at
him, and they couid not fail to note
that the hasgard worry and pain had
paszed from his {ace.

The Greyirviars captain’s eves fell on
FLoder, and a pleam came into them.

Carne, with 2 flush in his checks,
turned away from Wingate's gaze, and
welked off. Loder, alicr a moment's
lresitation, erossed over to the window.
e felt that he had to know.

him, biting his

—_

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE

TWOPEHNCE. 21

“The men are sayir’ that somethin’s
fnne wrong, Wingate,” ho said. * You
tad a telegram bolieve ™

“Yeas,® said ':ﬁr'ingate, curtly.

“No bad news, T hope®

Wingato fixed hiz eyes on Loder's
In spite of himseli, the black sheep of
the Sixth shrank a little, and he [elt
the erimson surging nto s face.

“Yes," said Wingate, quictly. " Very
bad news.™

* Anythin® wrong at home?® asked
Loder, trying to speak casually.

" 30 the wire said.™

There was & Fause, Wingate showed
no intention of imparting [urther in-
formation, but Loder could not let it
rest at that,

“Will it interfere with the St. Jim's
malech ¥ he asked, desperately.

“1 hope nol.”

“I'm glad of that, ai least,” muttered
Loder, wryly.

“Are you? said Wingate.  “Then
vou'll be pleased to hear that T've had
o tip that the teslegram is a fake, and
that nothing's happened to my father.
I'm making sure of that—and then I
shall know whether some dirty, sneak-
g scoundrel has laid a rotten scheme
ito dish me over the cricket maich

bk

to-day.

Lﬂjer winced,
~ “That sounds hardly pessible, does
1t he said,

“1 shouldn’t have thought 1t hardly
possible, for a Greyfriara man lo act
like a villain,” said Wingate, deliber-
ately. *FHut it scems only too likely
now. If it turns out like that, T shall
see that the rascal 1s sorry for what

he's dane. I shall deal with him after
the mateh.”

Gerald Loder muttered something in
articulately, and turned away.

Hisz plot had failed!

‘Fhere was no doubt about that now.
Wingate was not going—and Leder had
failedd! Hea owed it to Harry Wharton
& Co. The unsuspicious captain of the
schwool wonld have fallen into the trap
ike a pigeon.  Bomchow, Loder’s old
cncinies in the Remove had beaten him.
That knowledge bronght o surge of rage
to his breast. Dut that, after all,
maltered little; what mattered was that
e hnd failed. and that he bad fo
expect to faece the musie,. He had told
himself, again and again, ithat even if
he falled, ihere wax no proof, no
grounds for even suspicion. Yet he had
read in Wingate's eyes that he knew.
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Most Greyiriars men, just then, were
looking forward to the St. Jim's game.
Loder of the Bixth was looking forward
to what was to happen after the game
—with unpleasant apprehensions,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Well Won, Greyiriars !

i ELL hitl”
W *Biravo, Wingate!|”
“ Hip-pip—"" roared Bob

~ Cherry.

Greylriars men swarmed round the
erichet ground. The big maich was
going sirong.

Kildare and hiz men
from #t. Jim's in great form. A
grailing June sun shono down on the
swarmuing feld. The St Jim's men, in
their own belief, at least, had come over
to win, But they found a hefty oppo-
sition at home.

Thera had been one or two little inei-
dents, at the opening of the game, that
puzzled somo of the Gre:z'l'ri:hrs crowd,
The first innings had fallen to Grey-
friars; and all the fellows had expected
George Wingate to open it. Butb Win-
gat&g!nnkad on while the innings was
opoened by Gwynne and Blundell of the
Fifth. _

The 8t. Jin's bowling and fGeldin
were good; and the batsmen had har
work in hand. All eyes were on the
game; but Wingate's eves strayed often
towards the House.

Blundell of the Fifth went down, and
Tom North of the Bixth took his place
—~Wingate still keeping off. It was a
few minutes later that ‘Trotter came
huerying down from the House; and
Wingate, sighting him, left the Seld and
hurried to meet him-—and then ran for
the House f[aster than Gwynne and
Morth were running on the pitch, and
all the follows stared after him, and
wondered whut was up; and some sur-
mised that it was anocther telegram, or

a telephone cull.
Tha trunk call had

had arrived

It was the laticr.
come through [rein Chester; and when
Wingate came out of the House sgain
his loolk showed that the news he d
received had relieved him of the last
vestige of anxiety.

ITarry Wharton & Co. grinned at one
another cheerily, a3 he came back to
the ficld with a smile on his face,

“All gerene now ! said Nugent.

“The serenefulness is terrific!”

Wingate gave the Famwous I'ive & nod
and a smile as he passed them, and
went on to the pavilion,

Ten_mminutes later Norih was out fo
Darrell’s bowling, and then Greyiriars,
at last, saw Wingate go in,

And then there was enthusiasm.

Loder, who was watching the geiuae,
with a =ullen brow, wondered whether
the shock he had had that worning
would have made any difference to
Wingate's form.  If he hoped so, he
was soon undeceived.

Wingate had never been better. The
St. Jim’s feldsmen were given cnough
leather-hunting to make iﬁﬂ'tﬂ long for
the lunch interval.

Loder's brow grew blacker and
blacker. Thoe TFamous TIive had
stationed themselves as near to Loder
as they could geb, with the kindly inten-
tion of letting him hear their cheering
far Wingate. And they cheered with a
v,

“Ilip-pipl
Bob Cherry.
strong, vou men.
pleased 17

“J say, Loder, why don't von cheer?”
roarcd Johnny Ball. “ Aiu’t you jolly
glid o see Wingate mnking the runs?"

“The coheerfulness ia  the proper

PBrave! Hurrah!” rvoared
“1 say, "*.’L":ingntq’s going
Loder's looking jolly
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caper|” chucklied Hurree Jamset Ram
EID%'I'I.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Loder scowled blackly at the juniors
end moved awey. He had turned up
for the match, in the hope of seeing
Wingate put up a peor game. Wingate
was putting up the game of his life.
That had no interest for Gerald Loder,
and he walked off the ground.

1t was a greal game,

Greyfriars fellows, though they fully
expected a victory, ndmitted that the
St Jim’s team knew something abou$
cricket; especially Kildare, their cap-
tain, who was a giant in himself. As a
matter of fact, the two sides were
pretty evenly matched; and the result
WOE On knees of the gods all
through the summer day. ]

But one thing, ss the Famous Five
told one another, was certain; that,
without Wingate in the ranks, the
visifors would have over-matched the
home eleven. They admitted that thera
was hardly & pin to choose betweon the
two sides; but with the best man at

Greyfriars gone, the story would have
been very different., i
Bo the chums laid the Hattering

unetion to their souls, that if Greyfriars
pulled it off they had had a very
meterial share in bringing about that
happy result, by defeating Loder's
scheme. .

Which was & very satisfactory reflec-
tion to the heroes of the Remove,

Greyfriara was still batting when the
cricketers knocked off for lunch, Win-
gate not out. And when they resumed,
Wingate was not out at the end of the
inninga; and he carried out his bat at
last for sixty of his gwn out of the total
of a hundred and twenty. So much for
Lader's hope that the Greyiriars cap-
tain would be off his form!

Loder of the Bixth was not seen on
tho ericket ground in the afternoon. He
was fed-up with the 8t, Jim's match.
S0 he missed the pleasure—or other-
wise—of seeing ingate catch out
Kildare, after that hefty man from 8t
Jim's had taken four--somethin _like
& knock-down blow for the wvisitors.
Greyfrints roared themselves hoarse
over that catch; and though Loder was
not there to enjoy it, Carne joined his
voice in the cheering, with great
emphasis. .

Arthur Carne was keeping clesr of
Loder that day. In view of the fact
that the plot had a awry, and that
Loder was obviously uncasy as to the
outcome, Carne considered it judicious
te give Loder & wide berth for a time,
anclg display & keen interest in cricket.

When E{. Jim's were &ll down for
sixty—half the Greyiriars score—the
visitors had serious expressions on_ their
faces. But they did not envisuge defeat
yet., Cricket is full of glorious uncer-
tainties; and the day was yet young,

*“All over bar shouting!” said Coker
of the Fifth, with the air of en oracle
—which was just Coker's way of jump-
ing tc & conclusion,

t was not all over by any means.

Greyfriars fought hard in their
gecond innings: but the bowling was
keen, the fielding first-class, and the
margin of runs was kept down. This
time Wingate was frst man in, and he
wa2 ogain not out at tha finish,
thunderous cheers punctuating  his
innings. But the total for the innings,
well-fought as it was, was eiphty; and
there ivas Tiﬂnt,? of time yet for Bt
Jin's to pull up, if they had it in them
to do so, )

1t looked as if thaq had. ]

Kildare of 8. Jim's proved himself,
in his second innings, & mighty man
with the willow. No lucky catch sent

Tee Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,112,

hira horae thiz fime. His men backed
him up well, and the runs eame.

When Bt. Jim's were a hundred for
six wickets, even Coker of the Filth
renlised that the game was nob yeb out
of the fire. ) ]

“Torty to tie, forty-one to win,” said
Bob Cherry. “Four wicketa to fall,
and lots of time! This game isn't over
vab, my beloved "earers !

“The over-fulness is terrifie,” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘

“There gi:ms Kildare!” exclaimed
Mugent at last: and, good sportsmen
as they were, the Famous Five felt
relieved when Kildare's wicket went
down at last to a ball from Gwynne.

But by that time St Jim’z stood at
g hundred and twenty on their second
inpings. Twenty to tio, tweniy-ono to
win, and three more wicketz to falll
Evidently the gams was on the #inees of
the gods; and Coker of the Filth was no
longer oracular.

our, another four, and them two;
and another wicket down. Ten to tie,
eleven to win, and two wickets in hand.
Then a roar from Greyiriars %r
Gwynne, as a man went out for a duck’s
eg_g. ine down for ome hundred and
t iﬂj’, The last man in buckled on his

Last man in for 5t. Jim's was Cutks,
a Fifth-Former, a brilliant bat, but
a little uncertain, Kildare waltched him
rather a.nxmuﬂg._ Cutts had the bowl-
ing, and on his day he was good
for more than the elsven runs that
were wanted to win. He started
well knocking the ball away for four.
And then ancther four. Two to tie,
thrce to win, and Cutts looking as if
he was prepared to hald the fort till the
sun sef, .

* All over, bar shouting ! said Caoker
of the Kifth. But this timo hia remark
meant exactly the reverse of his earlier
remark. ]

_But agein Coker of the Fifth waa
over-oracular,

Down ecamo the ball to Cutts, and
again he snipped ib awu:.'—-rl?ht into
the ready paln of Wingate of the Sixth.

For & second there was a hush.

'Then the roar broke forth, as George
Wingate was seen holding the ball,

“ Caught 1™

“0h, well caught, sir!™

“How's that"

“Hurgah! DBrave, Wingato !
caught! Oh, well caught |**

Bob Cherry tossed hiz cap into the
air, careless where 1t came down—or
irﬂieed, whether it ever came down ab
all.
“Hurrah !"

“Bravo "

“ How's that?"

The umpire's “Out!” was hardly
needed. A roaring crowd surged over
the field. From end to end of Grey-
friars rang the checring, reaching a
scowling prefect who sat sullenly in his
study, nm}j telling him that the 5t. Jim's
match was won.

—r—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Licking for Loder !
“E SAY, you fellows—""

Well

“EBow-wow 1"
“Boemething's on, you fel-
lows 1" said Billy Bunter.

The excitement was over. The Sf.
Jim’s men were on their homeward way.
In the June sunset Harry Wharton
& (Co. were rofroshing themselves with
g’:ﬂf&pp—ﬂp in the school shop when the

of the Remove rolled in.

Bunter's fat foce was excited.

* 1 say, you fellows—"" he repeated.

""One for Bunter, Mrs. Mimble I"* said
Harry Wharton, laughing.

“Thanks, old fellow! I say, I think
I'll have some farts with this ginger.
pop,” said Buoter.

“Think again,™

“Ticast! When I came here specially
to tell you ! said Bunter. “I've a jolly

o0d mind not to tell you now that
z ingate's poing to fght Loder of the

ixth."

“What ! roared the Famous Five,

There was a spilling of ginger-pop
aa they jumped, at that startling
announcement.

“Wingate—Loder !"
Nugent.

“Gammeon '™ said Johnny Bull, " T!mg
don’t scrap in the Sixth. Too jolly hig
and mighty.”

“Well, Wingate’s waiting behind the
old chapel with NWorth,” said RBunter.
“Nobody ever goca there, cxcept to
scrap,.  And—— I say, T'll have
another ginger-pop, if you're going to
be mean about the tarts.'

“ Fathead! Get on with it,” sald
Harry Wharton.

“Well, Gwynne's just walked cut of
the House with Loder,” said tho fat
junior. “Ha's linked arms with him
—gnd yvou know how he loathes him.
He's not letting Loder hook it, seel
You should havo ecen Loder's face ! He
ha, ha!” Bunter chortled, and some of
the ginper-pop went the wrong way, and
he Ghﬂﬁd. “Grooooogh!  Hoooouoh |
Hoooooch [

Bunter recoversd his breath as the
Famous Five rushed out of the tuck-

:«hu;i.

“I say, you fellows!”
Only o ﬁiqrned trampling of eager fesk
answered him, ;

“1 say, what about that other ginger-
po ?”yaiied Bunter.

ﬁut LNAWar t.l.'lEl'El cAme nond.

The chuma of the Hemove were gone,

Heedless of Billy Bunter—and indeed,
forgetful of his fat existence,the Famous
Five sped in the direction of the old
chapel, Goorge Wingate was going
to give Loder what he had asked for
the Famous Five wanted to seo the
entertainment—very much they wanted
to see it. And they lost no time.

“Cover!” panted Wharton as they
drew near the old building. * ¥ou know
what the Sixth are—they won't wank
Femove men around. But we're ]D]lf
well going to sea the fun, sll the same !

“The samefulness is terrific !

“What-ho! Keep out of sight!”
chuckled Bob. .

And the Famous Five cautiously
picked their way behind a low wall that
bordered the space behind the old chapel
—a gecluded spot, often used for the
gettlament of fistical disputes.

They were in good time.

Peering cautiously over the ivied wall,
they spotted Wingate and North of the
Sixth waiting there by the old rails.
Nobody else was in sight. Evidently
the mattor was being kept very privato;
but Wingate had not allowed for the
Pecping Tom proclivities of William
George Bunter. That a © sﬂraF” was
towerd was demonstrated by the sight
of & tin basin of water, with a spougo
floating in it, and a set of boxing-gloves,

A tse;w minutes Jater Leoder and
Gwynne eame in sight, round a corner of
the building. Gwynne's arm was still
linked in Loder’s, and the expression of
the bully of the Sixth shewed that ho
had eoms very unwillingly. ‘

“ Hero we are I said Gwynne cheerily,
and he dropped Loder's arm at last,

“¥Yoa, hero we are! And what docs
this mean, Wingate?” enarled Loder.
E:I‘m been practically forced to come

Em__ll‘

“Quita so!" said Wingate quietly.
“You've come here, Loder, out of sight
of the school——" At thiz remark hve

ejaculated

Tir
¥
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Cutts snipped the ball away—right Into the ready palm of Wingate. For a second there was a hush. Then & deafening roar

broke forth from the spectators.

juniors behind the wall
another. *“You've come
for what you've done. You've played
a dirty trick, that I'd never have
believed a Greyfriazs man capable of,
end you very nearly got away with it.”

“Yies!” snid Loder breathing hard.
“If you've paid any attention to the
liecs of & gang of fags, who hate me,
a3 you know—-=" -

“Some fags put me on my guard,
cettainly

“And you beliove their talk about a
Bizth Form prefect?” snecred Loder.

“They never mentioned your name,”

“0Oh 1" exclaimed Lm:{nr, taken aback.

“I've thought the thing out for my-
self,” sald Wingate. " A false tolegram
was sent me this morning. ¥ don't know
and don’t care who sent it, but clearly
it was worked from Greyfriars, It was
intended to call me away from the Bf.
Jim's match.” 3

“ And what puta it into your head that
I had anythin® to do with #t7" enid
Leder, with a sneer.

“ Do you deny that you had "

"I don't choose to answer insultin’
questions,”

“I thought

&M enid

rinned at one
ere to answer

ou would jib at the lie
direct ingate, his lip curling.
“Well, T helieve it was you worked that
trick, and I'm going to thrash you for
it, or else you're going to thrash me,
But if you deny, ob your word of honour,
knowing anything about that dirty trick,
I'll take the matter to the Head, and
ask him to hold an inguiry.”

Loder breathed hard,

*In that caze, the juniors who warned
me will be compelled to state all the
know-—and it's clear they know a lot.
suid Wingate. I necdn’t tell you that
if the Head deals with the matter, and
it comes out that you put a man up to
sending a forged telegram, it will be tha
gsack for you. You can take the chance
if you like.” i

There was & long silence.

Foder broke 1k at last.

“1 know nothin® whatever about the
matter,” he said at length. " But at the
game time, J don't choose {or it to go
before the Eead.”

“ Oh, well caught, sir 1
care’ess where It came down. Greylriars had heaten S5t. Jim’s !

“I thought nobt,” said Wingale con-
tempiuoasly.

“I you think I'm efraid of you,
you're makin’® a mistake,” soeered
Loder. “It'a preity low down for two
prefects of the Sixth to bammer one
another like a pair of fags; but you're
responsible. I'm ready, and I'll do my
best to knock some of the swank out of
you, hang you [

“I1f you're ready, let's woste no moro
t-i'[m..”

It was a great fight.

Harry harton & Co., who werse
rather connorssenrs in that hine, told the
Remove men afterwards that it was a
great and glorious fight., _

They did not miss a single item,

At first, they expected Wingate to
knock the bully of the Sixth intp a
cocked hat in & round or two. Bub
Gerald Loder put uwp an unexpectedly
good serap.

~ The black sheep of Greyfriars, secth-
ing with rage and disappoiniment, and
revenge put all his beef inte it. He
had wanted io elude the scrap, but as
it was not to be eluded, he did his
begt—and for some time, doubtless,
nourished a hope of revenging himself
by defeating the captain of Groeyfriars
hand to hand, foot to foob.

1f that was his hope,
delusive.

Four rounds paszsed off, and Loder
wasg still Gghting bard, but obviously
getting the worst of it. In the fifth
round ha went down with a crash; in
the sixth, he went down again; in the
seventh, he was hamimered right and
left, and laid breathless on his back, and
failed to come up again at the call of
fime.

He lay gasping on the ground, his half.
clozed eyes gleaming up at the victor.

Wingate looked down at him.

“That's enoughl” he said. “TI've
taken this method, Loder, to save a dis-
grace and scandal in the school. But
take warning—anather dart{ trick of that
gort from you and you'll hit againet
something more seriova than a fight!
You've got your chance to be decent—
you'd better make the most of ig!"

it proved

‘* Bravo, Wingate !

Bob Cherry tossed his cap in the afr,
(See Chapier 14.)

“Hang you!" panted Loder. *“I'll
make you suffer for this|”

Wingate turned away contemptuously.

He peeled off the gloves, put on his
coat, and walked awavy with Gwynne.
As ha went, there came a shout {rown
behind the ivied wall.

“Bravo, Wingate |

The captain of Greyfriara jumped, and
stared round. The fight had not been
&0 private as he had supposed.

a made a stride towards the wall
But the Famous Five promptly vanished
into space.

*“h, my hat! It will be all over the
school now I muttered Wingaie.

Gwynne laughed.

“It would he, anyhow, old bean, when
the fellows see your chivwy—and Loder’s,
Specially Loder’s 1"

"I suppose &0,
smiling.

And it wos!

Few fellows knew the actual cause of
tha Gght between the captain of the
scheol and a Sixth Form prefect, and
those few kept their own counzel, But
everybody knew that it had taken place,
and evervbody jumped, az a matter of
course, to the conclusion that Loder had
nsked for it, and got what he had asked
for—a conclusion that was perfectly
correct.

That evening, in the Rag, tho Famous
Fivae were the centre of an eager throng,
cagor to hear the minutest details of the
great fight—details that the chums were
able to give, as the men who knew, And
thorn were plenty of fellows in the er
School who, much as they admired old
Wingate for having pulled off the St
Jim's matoh, admired him immensely
mora for the thrashing he had
admimstered unto the bully of the
Sixth.

snidd  Wingate,

THZ Z#HD.

(There will be another magnificent
new long eomplele story of Harry Whar-
fon & Co. tn next week's GNET,
entitled : “ OUT OF BOUNDS!” Make
sure of reading it, chums, by ordering
your copy WELL IN ADVANCE

Tue Magner LiBrany.—No. 1,113,



Reafnsed |

T was with unconcealed displeasure
that Brown recognised in the new-
comer the figure of Jimmy Bores-
ford. An T; glitter appeared n

hia eoyes as he drew swsy from FEon
snd regarded the youngster who had
crossed the threshold. ]
Jimmy returned his glance iﬂm]f for
s moment, and then he smiled. But it
was a smile that was not quite to
Brown’a liking—s smile that mede him

WOeRsy. . IR

- I-fY-:;-pa T'm not intruding,” Jimmy
remarked coolly, and, glaoing at bis
chum: “Am I, RBon?""

He suddenly realised that Ron had
an air of awkwardoess about him and
looked dmpuratali uncomfortable, for
when he auswered Jimmy he faltered
over his words. ] _ N

“Brown came on business, Jimmy,
he eaid. “He's iuat mede me an offer
for the invention,”

Jimmy gave vent to a curt laugh,

“Brown's got a nerve,” he observe
* And Volson, too. Do you think we
can't seo farther than our own noses?
Do they think we're nmot wise to the
trick sy played just befors ¥your
engine was tested on the private track
at Beresford Motors?”’

Browan affected a enlmness
of manner which he did not
feel, and raised his eyebrows

e —mwipn

A‘?’ CARNEY ALLAN

passed it off with & shrug of the
shoulders.

“I didn't come here to argue with
you, Beresford,”” he growled. “I came
to put a proposition to Connolly, on
behalf of Mr. Bernard Voleon. Con-
nolly's heard me, and now I'm waiting
for an answar,”’ ]

Jimmy looked Brown full in the eye.

“1 fancy I can tell you what that
answer i3,” he spid, “unless FPm
pretty much  mistaken, You wouldn't
negotiate with the Volson peopls,
would you, Ron?” he nsked, furning
to his chum.

Brown thrust himself between the

The thunderous racket of the exhaust, the
resounding cheers of the crowd, is like

before he had actually had the =atisiaec-
tion of seeing Ron Connolly waver.
There had been no doubt of it, for on
Ron's boyish face hesitation had been
written as clearly as it could posmbly
be. And now, with the steadying influ-
ence of Jimmy, he was veering towards
refusal again. :
“ Listen to me, Connolly,” Brown said.
*“ Berosford Motora have rejected your
engine, snd after that you won't find
many firms willing to consider it. But
the Volson peopls are prepared to take
it up right away. If you turn down
the offer I've been suthorised to make
you're a fool. Now, whal's your answer
—yes or nof” ; :
Ron glanced sideways at
Jimmy, with a bunted cxpres.
sion, snd just for & momenk

e Jimmy felt a tremor of

“ﬁﬁfﬂ;ﬂ:&‘?u he inguired. music in the ears of Jtmmy Beresfurd, our &nﬁietf. Then Ron spoke.
“You know well emough  young speed merchant. Read how he t.xa.dIi:i ]:-.ﬂi ui:;ﬂ Id‘ﬁ!mﬁ
ﬁiﬁtwiﬁﬁﬁ? J‘{né?tg t?md carries off the “ Gold Gauntlet” in this peuple;g Jimmy,” he faltered,
pered with the invention.” breathless instalment, “There's your answer,

Brown come & step mearer,
and thers was something
almost menacing in his attitude.

“You';o fond of jumping to con-
clusions, Beresford,” he said, “and it
secms you influence Connolly with them.
For he made the very eame statement
as you have just made—a slanderous
statement, for which——"

“Cut out the bluff!” Jimmy inter-
rupted. " You're wasting your breath,
Ron and I saw Otts with our own eyes.
We saw him leaving the ehed where the
invention was housed.®

Brown was dizcomfited at this, but he
Tre Micxer Lisnsry.—No. 1,112

two youngsters, giving Jimmy a shove
that sent the youngster- staggering
aside. It was now clear that the
Volzon agent had lost his temper.

“1 suppose Connolly ean make up his
mind without you butting in!” he said
savagely: and then to Ron: “Is there
any noed for Beresford to be here
while wa dizeuss businesst™

Ron looked uncomfortable,

“Jimmy's my best friend,” he mur-
mured. “I'm always ready to listen to
his adviee.”

Brown bit his lip, and shot a vicious
glance at Beresford, A few minutes

Emwﬁ’” said Jimmy quickly.

Brown's lip curled.

“I'm tn.kmg ne answer from voul”
he sneered. “Is it ‘ No,” Connolly 1"

Fon nodded slowly.

1 don't feal inclined to accept your
offer,” he rejoined, in a volce that was
not gquite steady.

Brown strode towards the doorway,
but on the threshold he paused.

“We'll gee," he eaid; and then he was
gone.

When the front door had elosed
behind him Jimmy looked at Ron, and
he was the first o break the silonce
that had followed Brown's departure.
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“Ron, old man,” he said, “I believe
yvou had more than half & mind to take
the Volson offer, didn't you?

Ron Coonolly did not answer at
once, but suddenly sank into a chair
with his head in his hands. When he
did speak it was in a husky aceent.

“I'd hate to have any dealings with
the Volson people, Jimmy,” he said.
“But there's Tom—out in Canada—In
desperate need of money—and 1 saw n
chance of letting him have some. That's
why 1 hesitated, Jimmy.” ‘

“T know—I guessed that,” said
Jimmy. "“But don't you worry; we'll
raisa money for your brother Tom all
right. I'm going to see dad again,
and I'm gotng to do all I can to make
him give the engine another trial. Any-
how, Ron, I've managed to szave a
decent biz out of the money I've made
on the dirt tracks, and you can take
every ccent of that if you like—"

“Take wour money, Jimmy,” Rono
cut 1n, “not knowing when it could be
paid hack? I couldn’t do that, old
gon. I'd rather scll the invention to the
Volzon crowd than touch the money
you've risked your neck t{o earn.”

“Well, then, we've got fo arrange
another trial for wour cengine,” snid
Jimmy. “Woe both know it's the goods,
and somehow or other we're going to
prove its worth to my father.”

Jimmy sounded confident and reas-
suring, and thore was something
infectious in his manner which made
Ron look on the brighter side of things.
B0 much so that 1t was Ron who
presently turned the conversation into
fresh channcls, asking Jimmy the result
of tha race for the Silver Helinet.

*“Vours truly carried it off,” said
Jimmy cheerfully, “and I’'m enlering
for the Gold Gauntlet, And what do
yvou think, Ron? Home fellows in the
crowd started to yell something about
a match race with Tornado Rossiter.™

*“¥our ambition, Jimmy,"” Ron mur-
mured. It once scemed o long wav
ghead, but it's not far off now. ou'll
be chamnpion of the speedwaya yet™

Jimmy grew thoughtful and stared at
the flaor.

“Not on the present Beresford Twin,™
he mused. “I'll need a faster bhike to
beat the Volson that Rossiter rides!”

The Gold Gauntlet !

T was Saturday aflternoon, an after-
I noon of brilliant sunshine. Qld
Sol smiled on the speedmen whe
dared all on the dirt-tracks, and
!Ie[a.med upon thetr helmets and their
1B,

The turnstiles at Elsenham Park were
rattling unceasingly ns long files of
sﬁﬂdw&y enthusiasts pushed through
them. The stands rapidly began to fill,
and by the time the first race started
there was o crowd of thirty thousand
prezent, while more and more *“fana ™
woere flocking to the Stadium,

The first raco was Heat 1 of the Club
Handieap, a competition for which only
novices were allowed to enter. But
watching those novices wheeling their
bikes across the ramp, Jimmy could not
help thinking of the time—not so long
ago—-when he had been in that very
samo class.

Jimmy was aroused from his reverie
by the sudden appearance of Ron Con-
nolly in the pits. Ron was breathless,
having dashed straight from work after
s meal of sandwiches,

The youngster wns in a choerful
frame of mind, but when he saw
Jimmy's face his expression changed,
for Jimmy regarded him gloomily.

“Dad's bsu:g in town, and I had a
word with him this morning,” he told

Ron.
tﬂ-st.;”

Ron seemed to wilt, but he did not
speak, and he remained silent and
brooding while the first events of the
meeting were run off.

In other circumstances thero would

have been no more interested spectator
than Ron Connolly, but his mind was
not on the speedway, and the thundérous
racket of the bikes and the resounding
checrs of the erowd, seemed remote and
far away.
_ Then came the grand parade, and
nnmediately after it Heat 1 of the Gold
Gauntlet.  Only then did Ron rouse
himself.

Good luck, Jimmy," he said; and
Jm:imj gripped his chum’s hand {eel-
ingly.

The announcer was giving out the
nemes of the entrants,

“Colin Halloran, Eric Bellamy, Roger
Huxton, Buzz UVeoster, and Jimmy
Beresford.”

The five riders lined up, the starter
agcertaining that each competitor was
properly equipped. The attendants
pushe em off, and the quintet made
the preliminary ecircuit in apcordanco
with the rules governing a scratch race,

As they cama into the front straight,
however, it was elear that Halloran’s
machine had doveloped engine trouble,
and he signalled an ap E}:ﬁ by holding
up his right heand. he appeal was
allowed, and, after some declay, the
riders were again pushed off on a
preliminary.

Halloran’s bike was still out of tune
however, but by the regulations he could
not appeal a second tune, and he was
forced to make the best of it as the front
straight was reached once more.

The competitors passed the starter in
a straight line, and the engines reared
as the riders “turned on tho taps.'
IFogter, in the inside, took the lead from
the get—awa}', with Huzton a elose

“He wouldn't hear of ansther

challenger. Jimmy, in the middle of the
row, stormed for the bend with Bellamy
abreast of him.  Halloran wea left

behind, obvicusly out of the running.

Bellamy was no stranger to Jimmy,
for the youngster had defeated him in
the race for the Silver Ilelmet, and he
wag sure of -Ejlniu%' 20 again unless the
luck was against him. But Foster and
Huxton were men of greater renown—
Foster, an Australian, who had recently
arrived in the Home Country with a
formidable reputation, Huxton, an
Englishman who had made a name for
himself in the North.

I RERLRR LR TR R TR TR LI G O TR LG IO
INTRODUCTION.

Matnly owing fo an encounter with his congin
Citlo, woung Jinvmy Deresford, o cheery, othlelic
youngsier, 18 told by his irate fother That he will
cither have lo take o position in e Meresford
moler works or fend  for kimsalf.  Jimway
decides to do the latter, and, he bur the expert
meehanicad knowledae of hie pal, Ion Connolly,
rapidly makes o name for Mmaelf at the Elsenhmin
Park Spesdway. The youngster soem realises
that by fair meansg or foul the geoundrelly Ol
ig delermined to inforil Deresford Motors. After
dn  wiktiecsasfil allempt has been made ou
Jimmy'e Hfe, his father, wwho iz recovering from
& serious iiness, 18 Mideapped by agents of Folzon
Motors, Beresford’s unscrupulons rvivals, with
whom Otlo i3 tredeague. Jinny and Ron discover,
hotwcever, thal My, Beresford hoas been taken to the
benely house ef Bernurd Veleon, near the south
coast fomem of Westleigh, and the two chums succeed
in rescuing ki, A new molor-ciele engine in-
ventad by fon Connolly, and wpon which ke bad
banked all his hopes, is tried oud by Bereaford's,
bul proves a fadure. Jimmy and Hon are con-
vinced fthat this 42 the resnft of Olo havi
lampered twith he engine, bul thers it no aclua
proof of this, and My, Heresford refuses o have
another m;i. The next evening lon finds o
represetdative of Volson's, named Brown, teaiting
Jor kim al kis] I&d.:.r{ﬂf. The man offers him a
mm:angmm Jor iz invention apd Ron, des-~
perately in need of money, 48 weakening whan
the door of the room ovens and a tall figure enders.

(Noto recd om.)

Foster and Huxion dashed inlo the
first corner at reckless speed, and Foster,
failing to held the white line, swerved
outward., Huxton was quick to seize ai
early chance, and bored through on the
inside, to take the lead.

Then came Jimmy and Bellamy, and
with & ‘slashing skid Jimmy left the
Jatter & yard behind him on the curve.
Yet the youngster was a clear length to
the rear of Foster when ho hit the back
straight, and Huxton was just double
that distance shead of him.

Huzxton was riding a Beresford
“lwin,™ like Jimmy. Foster was astride
a Volson, and on the back stretch the
Australian  proved  the  Volson's
superiority in acceleration. ‘Thunderin
over the track, he forged level witﬁ
Huxton, and then hurleg his bhike into
the sccond bend, io anatch first place
again.

Crouched over his handlebars, Jimmy
rushed at the curve in full pursuit, ang,
Juggling with the eut-out buiton, he
erked his back wheel into a screaming

roadside that delighted his special
arnmy of admirers. There was a gasp
as he almost came to grief, but he
wrenched at the steering and scored the
cinders with hia toe-plate to steady him.-
self, and he gained the front straight nok
more than half a length behind Huxtow.

On the front straight Foster increased
his lead by the advantape of accelers
tiom, and he was thres lengths to the
fﬂb& when he cut out on the bend.

luxton end Jimmy made a concerted
bid to beat him there, both of them
scrabbling furtously as they raked round
the curve,

alloran had already retired, his
machine utterly failing him, bw
Bellamy took a desperate chanco in an
offort to avoid last place, With a long,
tearing skid he came round on the outer
edie, and Jimmy and Huxton saw him
pull level with them on the top of the
T oba SRR d th

o crowd yelled applause, an n
checked abruptly, for Bellamy had -:mfr-
reached himself, and, hitting the wire
i‘}sgn;:u, had erashed amidst a smother of

irt.

A couple of attendants in while
doubled across the track to ths apor
where he had fallen, but Bellamy was
ablo to rise of his own accord,

He was limping painfully, bdwever, as
he made his way to the turf, the atten-
dants wheeling his bike after him,

Meanwhile, the remaining three riders
wers on the back straight once more,
Foster still a length or two in advance,
Jimmy and Huxton speeding abreast of
each other,

Their exhaust ports roared out the
enging notes of the bikes and stabbed
jets of flame as the throttle-grips were
twisted hard round.

By ths time the second bend was
reached Foster had gained another
%ungrth, Jimmy and Huxton stil] viding
E"E [

Huxton went all out for the corner,
and raked his way round in a neck-or-
nothing skid. Ha finished up on the
front straight ahead of Jimmy, snd
only a length behind Foster.

Tho crowd cheered him to the echo,
and roared encoursgement as he clun
doggedly to the Australian. He hurtl
into the first bend of the third lap in an
attempt to beat the latter.

The attempt came near to succeeding,
for when Huxton swung on to the bac
straight he was taking the cinder spray
from Foster's rear wheel,

Jimmy Beresford bucked on to the
straight two lengths behind the leaders,
and was still two lengths behind Huxtoa
at the sccond bend, though Fostar's
Volson had managed to pull slightly
AWaY.
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Again Huxton risked everything m a
foarsome skid, and the fans rose to
their feet and shouted themsalves hoarse
as he entered the straight ahead of the
Australian. }

But many were watching Jimmy, re-
calling how often that dare-devil, amil-
ing soungster had snatched the victory
in the closing moments.

The yellow Oag fell to signal tha last
lap of the heat, and the excitement was
now at top pitch, More than forty
thousand pairs of eyes watched Huxton,
Foster, and then Jimmy swing into the

firet bend, and more than forty thousand
voices ye{led one or other of the three
names,

Jimmy thumbed the * cut-out®

bution, and his back wheel Efftped round
in a tear-away broadsida. The apectas
tora on the curve surged backward as a
etream of cinders raked the safety fence.
A hoarse shout went wp as Jimmy's
bike was seen to swerve violently, but
he controlled the skid expertly, and
swept on. to tha back straight dead
level with I'oster,

Amidst the storm of cheering the
name of Jimmy Beresford seemed to
preveil, and even the roar of hiz engine,
a8 he slammed in with the throttle;
could no: drown the thunder of tha
applavse.

'zggin. with the advantaga of accelera-
tion in his favour, Foster managed to
pull shreast of Huxton. Jimmy being a
shade behind the pair of them. But ha
hit the last bend at full epeed, and, with
a long, controlled slide, he fm'gea into
litte with the leaders, : ;

The three of them were fighting with
the victory snm egual chance, and the
threa of them were forced to dig with
their too-plates 4ill the sparks were fly.
ing. But aimost imperceptibly Jimmy
was thrusting shead, and it was
Jimmy’s speed-iron that first blurted out
a dexfening engine song.

He was away with & hali-length- lead
befors Huxton and Foster opened wup,
but Foster was a determined challenger,
and the Volson bike cut in next ipstant
with hor savags, full-throated note.

The Australian gained, and his front
wheel pushed lovel with the gauze shield

round the Beresford's enpine. Every
man in the stands waa on his feet, pent-
up and breathless with suspense. The

question was, could Foster snateh the
vioctory befora the fGnishing line was
reached ?

The line waz only a few yards awag+
Foster was etill gaining, inch by inch.
With one long leg Jimmy kicked st the
track surface in an effort to propel his
machine forward at the height of its
speed, and the effort was not unavail-

m&‘ha cheched Hag sliced downward and
the gun banged. Jimmy Beresford had
won the closest race :-11-' his career by
half the width of a wheel.

—h M

The Final I

HE ensving three heats of the
Gold Gauntlet produced & trio
of star riders, each ons of whom
was & formidable rival for

Jimmy. Wioner of Heat 2 wps Rich
Conway, who had beaten Foster in &
match race the previous week. Heat 3
had been won Dase M'Cormick,

another Northerner of repute, and
Heat 4 by Louis Boucheron, the French-
men, who had ridden so gallantly

against ™ Tornado " Rossiter & day or
two before. .

Jimmy had the misfortune to draw
the outside position, and as he was
shoved "off he told himself grimly that

he would have to go “all out ® to carry
off the event against such talent as the
three who were competing with him,

Coming into the front straight from
the preliminary circuit, they opened up
for the starting-line, PBut the tempera-
mental and excitable Bnuchemn'tﬁ;w
them into ragged confusion by “turning
up the wick ™ too recklessly, and a fault
was signalled.

They toured the oval track once more
and at the second attempt they crossed
the line to the starter's satisfaction.

ed

The impetuous Boucheron whi
open the throttle and tore away with the
lend. He had been only & short time in
England, but already he had delighted
the “fans ** with his wild and impetuous
daring, which was sometimes dangerous
to others as well as himself,

The Frenchman was a length to the
good when he tore into the first bend,

skidding madly. Then cams Conway
and Jimmy, and cloge behind them
M'Cormick.

Boucheron, swinging into the back
straight, siwayed from side to side pre-
cariously. ut for all his daring he
could ride, and, mastering his machine,
ha stormed along the stretch for the
second bend.

Jimmy and Cooway gave chase, and
Conway gained slightly on Jimmy, But
when the sgecond bend was reached
Boucheron had increased his lead to two

lengths.

T%m Frenchman swept into the aurie,
broadsiding furiously. Conway followed
snit with & challenging effort, {but failed
to eut down Boucheron’s advantage, and
raked into the front straight _ahlf two
lengi_;ha behind, with.Jimmy at the tail
of his bike.

M'Cormick was last, but on the stretch
he made & strong bid to gmn lost
frmmd’ and as Jimmy crossed the line
or the second lap the Northerner was
almost level with him.

Boucheron took the first bend of the
second lap in a way that drew a roar of
applause from the crowd, and & long
slide by Conway failed to reduce the
Frenchman's lead, Jimmy and M’'Cor-
mick, diving into the curve after the
others, switched into the back straight
abreast of each other,

Already it looked like DRoucheron's
race, but it was too early to tell yet,
and on the next corner the "“fans®
became conscions of Jim Beresford.
‘The youngster had dashed for the curve
at top speed, and, with the eid of the
“'Elll"ﬂllt-,ﬂ he Piun hiz bitke into the
kind of brogdside that had earned him
his fame,

With the back wheel grindingi]thmugh
the dirt, he ploughed on to the front
straight half a length behind Conway,
and almost simultaneously with the
latter ha opened wup to pursue
Boucheron.

The line was crossed for tha third
lap, and on the first bend M'Cormick
made a tremendous attempt to challenge
Conway and Jimmy.

Conway, fn!iing mto an ugly ekid,
swerved outward, esnd Jimmy was
forced to wrench aside in the same direc-
tion. M'Cormick thought he saw his
chance, and tried to thrust through on
the inner edge, but there was Eare-l;_r
room for him, and, with bis bike heeling
far over, he grazed the turf.

M'Cormick made & desperate effort to
steady himself by digging with his toe-
plate, but there had n rain, and the
turf was slippery. Down he came, his
bike somersaulting olean over his head,
and Conway and %immy glashed on with
their challenger out of the running.

The doubls skid had lost them ground,
and Boucheron was three lengths away .
when they reached the back straight. In
unison they gave their apeed-irons full
throttle and chased the daring French-
man along the stretch, but he was still
three lengths in sdvance when the
gecond bend wes gained.,

Boucheron hurled his machine into the
curve, and a stream of cinders shot
across the track from his back wheel, It
was on this bend that Conway came to

rief in an effort to make up on the

‘rgnchman, for an uncontrollable broad-
side brought him down in a long, lazy
slither.

e fell directly in front of Jimmy
and the youngster had to wrench har
on the handlebars to switch towards the
white line and aveid a double crash.
With his rear wheel swinging to and
fro, Jimmy came safely on to the frong
straight, where he let in the throttle
and mastered the bike,

With only the two of them left in the
race, Jimmy stormed after Boucheron.
The yellow Hag dropped for the French-
man and then for himself to signal the
last lap; and, fat out, Jimmay drove his
screaming speed-iron into the first bend
of the eircuit.

He came round in & tear-away broad-
6ide that might have carried him
abreast of the Frenchman; but Bouche.
ron had hit the bend in hiz usual reck-
less style, and he swung wide. Jimmy
was forfed to swerve with him to avoid
collision, and he swept on te the back
straight gt nilltr angles to the esafefy
fence—a yard bohind the foreigner.

The youngster controlled the vicious
skid and ﬁave ohase. He renlised that
he would have to play a watchful game
to win from the impetuous Frenchman,
and there was only one bend left on
which to take the lead,

With less than a length between them,
they dashed along the stretch.
Boucheron hurtled into the corner, and,
flat out again, Jimmy followed him.

Once more tha Frenchman's reckloss-

ness produced o violent skid, but this
time Jimmy was ready for it. Wrench.-
ing inward to the white line, he

streaked past his rival, and out of the
corner of his eys he saw the latter
gerabbling with his toe.plate to master
& furigus sideslip. Then he henrd the
thud of Boucheron's body and the grind.
ing clatter of his machine, as bike snd
rider crashed amidst a cloud of cinders,
_Alone Jimmy crossed the finishing-
line; but, though it was a solo climax,
the crowd knew the effort it had cost the
youngster to win, and the bang of the
gun was almost lost in the roar of cheer-
mg\ that went up.

he cheering was rrolonged as Jimmy
rode round the track wearing the trophy
of the race, and it was still resounding
all over the arena when the younpster
eventually made his way to the pits.

Thera he sought his chum, Ron Con-
nolly. He discerned him in company
with a toll, lean man—a man who was
speeking to him in an undertone—and
Jimmy's eyes hardened as he recognised
the man called Brown, agent of the
Volson Company.

Brown saw Jimmy almost at the same
moment, and, with an ugly frown, he
brought his conversation with Eon to an
abrupt termination, moving away.

Jimmy watched him go, and then he
made his way to his chum's side. Ordin-
arily Ron would havo been ready with
a word of congratulation; but he was
standing with a ook of utter misery on
hiz face, and at sight of Jimmy he said
not a word.

Frinted. and .
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. I_nﬂticad' that [ellow Brown,” Jimmy
mentioned, trying to sound casual.
“Did he want anything special with
youi"

Ron looked at his chum, and his
features seemoed suddenly to  grow
haggard. '

“He made Volson’s offer again,’ he
said, speaking as if with an efort
“*Ho asked me to think it over, I told
him * No.! But—"" ;

He left the sentence unfinished and
glanced away. :
~ Jimmy regarded him for a moment,
and then laid a hand on his shoulder.

“ Dad zecms set against another triel,”
he told him. “You'd better do what
you think is best, Ron.” .

Hon made no answer; and during the
journey to their digs ho inaintained a
gloomy silence, That silence remained
unhroken as, Instcad of immediately
entering the howse, Ron made his way
round to a patch of garden at the back.

Jimmy follewed him,

There was a foirsized shed in the
garden, and here the landlady had
allowed Ron to work on his invention
when he had first conceived the principle

they sat down to the meal, Ron still
moodily silent, and Jimmy thoughtfully
Bl

It was now dusk; and by the time the
two chums had finished tea it was quite
dark., They did not irouble to put on
the light; and when, presently, Jimmy
spoke his voice came out of the shadows
that had ecrept about the room, snd Ron
could only zee him indistinctly.

“Ron," he said, “just before we left
Elsenham Pack 1 had a word with the
pit steward, and he told me there was
gome talk o arranging a match between
me and *Tornado' Rossiter. 1 under-
stand that Rossiter's keen on the idea
himself.”” He laughed grimly. “Magybe,
the Volson people think it's a good
chance of gotting me out of the way,
Rossiter's clever at riding foul, and a
ecrash might be fatal.”

“I wonder who Rossiter Ron
muttored.

There was a silence; and then Jimmy
spoke apain.

“Brown?' he suggested.

“I thought of him myself,” said Ron.
“PBut what reason could he have for
hiding his 1denbity 2

ig?"

T P
S,

_ NS

-

Jimmy Beresford thumbed the *‘ cut-out ** button, == & “T—u..‘;’,.--

and his back wheel ripped round in a tear-away
The speetators on the ecurve surged
hackward as a stream of einders raked the safety

hroadside.

fenpe ! {See page 26.)
of it. The model was in there now
for it had been dismantled from the
Beresford bike on which it had’ been
tested, and, by order of Jimmy's father,
it had been dispatched to the digs

Opening the door of the shed, Ron
crozzed to a bench; on which the engine
was bolted, and he laid his hand on one
of the big cylinders.

“1 hate to sell it to the Volson peaple,
Jimmy,” ho breathed, " But thore's
Tom=—out there in Cansdo—and 1've
ot to have that money quickly.”

"3upposing I ftry to persuade dad
again ?E’Fs:tid Jimmy.

But Ron shook his head dismally.

“It would be a waste of time,” ho
told him. *You'd never convinee him
that it's worth another test, though we
know it i3 eurselves, Jimmy, yon know
it's going to go against the grain to
trade with a set of crocks like the Vol-
son erowd, don't you?! Bt they've got
me cornered. They don’t realise 1t, for
they don't know anything about my
brother Tom; but they've got me where
they want me."”

“I understand, Ron,” Jimmy =aid.

And, Jeaving the ched, they went into
the honze.

A late tea was waiting for themn, and

" Ask me snether,” Jimmy conntered.
“Maybe, we'll digeover the whys and
the wherefores one day,”

Again they lapsed into silence: and
again it was Jimmy who broke i, He
did so rather surpeisingly, suddenly
starting to his feet.

“1 say, Ron,” he exclaimed, “there's
a call I want to make! T'm pgoing 1o
dad’s place. Den't expect me back for
an hour or two."

He left the “digs ™ rather hurriedly,
and Ron remozined alone in the sitting.
rooinn,  Fle fell into & reverie—a dismal
reverie concerning the unpleasant busi-
ness of negotintine with Bernard Volson
for tho sale of his invention; and at
lengih, his mind turning on ihe engine
that he had created, ho rose and directed
his steps towards the garden at the
back of the house.

Hiz objective was the shed., Ie
wanted to take another look at his in-
vantion, for soon it would be out of
his hands, and in the hands of the firm
with the shadiest reputation in the
industry,

A shock awaited Ron Connolly, for
when he approached the shed he saw
that the deor of it was swinging opon.

He was cortain that he had closed

N

that door when he had left the shed
with Jimmy, end, with a frown, be
stepped closer to the threshold, bis fect
muhing no sound on the earthen path.

Then Ron saw & dim figure in the
gloom of the shed’s interior, and, with
a sharp cry, he Bung himself through
the doorway.

The intruder turned, and next moment
Ron had closed with hira, Grappling,
they reeled to and fro in the black
darkness, and, as his hands found &
hold, Ron felt the texture of a padded
leather suit.

The advantage of a surprise onslaught

wvad in Hon's favour, but the advantage

of weight, height, and strenglth were
with his adversary; and, though the
youngster struggled manfully, ha was
borne back and back over the bench to
which his enpgine was bolted,

He managed to wriggle clear, and his
hand encountered a heavy spanner.
Snatehing 1t wp, he tried to strike with
it, but before he could <do =0 a
gauntleted fist took him sguarely on tho
jaw with stunning {force.

The blow pitched Ron aeross the shed,

and he fell into a corner. Then a dark-
ness that was not the darkness of the
night scemed to descend over him.

Sacked!

o HEN Jimmy returned to the
§ digs, he found Ron Connolly
m the sitting-room, nursing o
jaw that was decidedly swollen.
Ilon glanced wp as his chum entered,
and Jimmy saw then that there was »
savoge cxpression on his face,

“My hat! What's wrong with you,
Ron?” ho demancded. “You look as if
you'd like to slaughter somchody 1"

“Then I look how I feel!™ the other
voungster growled, “for I'd like o
slaushter the fellow who gove me this!”
And e indieated his bruised chin.

“Who did it 7" Jimmy inguired.

“It was Rossiter,” answered Bon: ancd
at moention of the name Jimmy gave n
start. “ After you'd gone I went out to
tho shed and found the door open.
Rossiter was inside, at the bench where
ny engine was aLum:Img."

Ron paused, and lns cxpression e
eame still more grim. Then he weut
[ E )
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*“ SPEEDWAY PALS!”

(Continued from previous page )

“1 jumped for him and he swung
vound. Thore was & scuffle, but he got
home on my Faw, and when I came
rn}lnii-j b had gone, and the engine a3
Wwell—

“Just & minute ! Jimmy interrupted.
“How do wou know the fellow was
Rossiter? Mo one's ever seen Rossiter's
raee. Rossiter's only 1 name to us—the
name of a personality that's hidden
bekind an aviation mask and a pair of
tinted goggles.”

“I knew it was Rossiter,” sald Ron,
“hecause be was wenring & padded
leather zuit—dirt-track ° togs,” Jimmy.
We've discovered that Rossiter is hand-
in-glove with Otto and tho Velzon
people want the invention. Well, they
weren't sura thate 1'd take their Hual
offer, so Rossiter came to steal it."

Jimmy stroked his chin and regarde
Ron oddly. _
" MNow, what would be the_use of.steal.
ing your invention, Ron®' ho asked,
“You've token out o patent for if, and
they can’t infringe the prineciple of the
thing.”

Ren's brow scemed furrowed with
care,

“T can't tell what game they intend to
play,” he said agitatedly, “but they've
rot the engine for a purpose. Oh, I'mied-
up with 1t all! I was out to help my
brother Tom, and now I've not & chance
of letting him have the mounecy he
needs,”

“1've told you that every cent T have
s yvours for the asking, Hon," Jimmy
obzerved.

“And I've told you that 1 couldn’t
bring m;mlf to touch a ha'penny of it
immy,”’ TRon countered. "I j
rpuldn’t, because I don™ know if ¥ would
bz nble to pay it back again. Ifsmof a
few quid Tom needs—it's two huhdred

ponnds ™ E

There was a spell of stlence, ﬂul'lilﬁ
which Ron sat brooding, But at léngt|
he roused himself az if in an attempt
to throw azide all eape, and
agross at Jimmy os he spoke.

“You said j'lf;ﬂu. were golng to your
dad's place,” he mentioned. “ Did you
sco-vour dad?”

“iirst of all, I saw Mr. Palmer, clerk
of the conrse,” Jimmy mm=wered, “and
he told me definitely that the date of a
match-raco with Rossiter had becn fixaed
for me. Then I went on to dad's, ahd
what-do you think? I've persu; hirn
to come and. see that race!™

“ Jimmy,” said Ron, leaning forward,
“when do you think your father will bo
abla to hear the truth about Otto? X
want to see Ofto and'the Volson peoplo
smashed by the law!”

“As a matter of fact, dad secms protty
well now,” Jimmy told him. * That's
why Hossiter is anxious to have that
match-race with me, I guess. You and
T kavo scen Rossiter ecrash men befgre.
Ho may try to erash me, in the hope
that the crash will be fatal, and I reckon
there would be cvery chance of dad
having another stroke then. With the
twe of us gone, Boresford Motors would
automatically fall to Cousin Otto, and
that’s what the Volson crowd want.
But, in the meantime, Ron, what are
vou going to do about your invention?"

‘"igga.t would you advise me to do,
dJimmy 7" Ron asked.

Jimmy stared at the ceiling thavght-
fully and-%histled a bar or two from a
pupular melody hefore speaking.

‘T'd advise you to do nothing,” he
snid at length, “Leave it to me, for I've
got a plan in the making,™

AN

looked

Ron Speaks Out !
T was-a Thursddgy evening—the even-
E ing that had been fixed for . the
mutch-roce between Jimmy Beres-
ford and Hossiter,

In the workshop of Glendale Richards,
rmotor engineers and dirt-track
specialists, Hon Connolly was engagod
in the task of tuning a ‘bike that had
been brought in by one of the * boys™
Ho reckoned he could just about finish
the job and allow himsell suflicient timo
to reach . Elsenham Park in time for
Jimmy's contest, '

His work on the bike completed, Ron
stepped out of his overalls, washed his
face and hands, and then walked through
to & large yard adjoining the repair
shop. As he did so a big saloon car
drove in and pulled up beside a row
of petrel pumps that Ron was passing.

on poticed something peculiar about
tlie car. The blinds of the windows in
the rear portion wers drawn, so that tho
interior was in darkness.
« Behind the steering-wheel sat o big
man of brutal countenance. He seemed
familiar to Ron, but not until he stépped
oitt and looked around impatiently for
someone to serve him did the youngster
recopnise who ha was,

The man was Bernard Volson, head of
Volzon Motors |

in the moment of Ron placing him,
Volson caught sight cf the youngster,
ol hailed him in o dominecring voice

“Hore, you! Give moe some petrol,
will you? I’'m in a hurry.”

Ron walked up at his leisure, and, as
he spproached, Volson starcd hard at
him, » pu?..z'h:';i exprossion dawning on
his heavy face.

“Wherp have 1 seen you before?” he

demanded.

Ron did not answer at once. Volson
had left the near-zide door opeh, and
¥on was looking past the man into the
car. Ha could ‘nol eee into the rear
gection, but several articles on the front
seat caught his attentien.

Those articles were 4 pair of tinted

oggles and an aviation mask, o pair
of gauntlets, and o crash-helmet.

‘It suddenly flashed wpon Ron that
Raossiter was known to come and go by
car to the speedway meetings, leaving
his bike to the cara of a Volson
mechanie. Rossiter was in the back of
thi?f"‘“ unmasked !
before

It was the voice of Bernard Volson.

Ron faced him with o glitter in his
eyVes,

“You ought to know my name,” he
ground out, “It's Connolly, and you've
got hold of my invention.”

“Ah, Connoliy, of courze!” Volson
recollected, and his tone became less
peremptory. But, realising all at onco
what Ron had said about the
engine, he frovwned as if he did not
ungerstand. *What was that? (Got
hold of your invention? Are you crazy,
or something #”

“Pon't bluff ! Ron said between his
teeth. *“You know well enough what T
mean, And Bossiter knows what I mesn,
if he happens to be listening just now 17

“ Rossiter ¥ Volson ochoed, in be
wildered sccenis. * Rossiter—"

“Cut out the bluff, I tell you!” Ron
blazed. * Rossiter’s in vour ear, and it
was Rossiter who got away with my
cngine. He's going to answer for it
now I

With thoe words Reon brushed past
Yolson and reached for the handle of
the rear door.

(For the conciuding chaplers of thiz
powerful scrial, sce next week’s MAGHET,)

said, whera have I geen you P

DR, BIRCHEMALL—FILM STAR!

(Confinucd from page 13)

o tellygraph wire by your hands for
abott a mile or so—"

“Wha-a-at?"

“Then you'll have o fight with a
savvidge dog—"’

“Yow-wow !

“And after thet with o man-cating

tigor——"’

“Yarooon! Stoppit!” roarcd  Dr,
Birchemall despritly,  * Do you imagiie
for a moment that I'm going to risk my
neck in such wild feets as that?™

Flicker ¥. Beeler shrugged.

“* 1 gucss that's up to vou, Doe. That’s
the leading part in the fillam, anyway.
If you don't like it, I guess you can
resign. DBut yom cain't stt;l:. me po-
dueing in this little old skool. It's
all signed and settled now.. Savvy!
Jovver-get left? Ea, ha, ha !

And the grate producer burst into &
roar of lartter. .

De. Birchemall fairly nashed hia tecth
with rago as he saw how he had been
caupght.

“You—yon deceeving rotter! You
socheming cadd ! he hooted. “1I gee 1t
all now [ I'va been dished, diddled, and
done |"

“Han, ha, ha!"

“You know jolly well I'd never play
the part of Flash Harey 1"

“Ho, ho, ho! T guess I did, Jevver
got left " ; ) .

“ T beat you yeb, though ! said Dhr.
Birchemall, as & sudden brain-wave
occurred to him. “TI've just thought of
g way out, after all [”

Flicker ¥. Recler ahq})pad larfing, and
Jack Jolly & Co. straightened thair dites
again, wondering what was coming.

“On eongideration,” said Dr. Birel-
emall; beginning to grin himsel now,
“1'1l accept the inb. in spite of what
you have told me.”” .
- % What?” yelled Mr. Reeler, almast

incredibly.

*Ha, )sza.! He who larfe last larfs
loudest "' chuckled the Head., “I'll take
tha part of Flash Harry, after all, just
to teach you a lesson. I'll mannidge
the safe, braney side of the peaco and
I'll order Mr. Lickham to dizguys him-
gelf as me and do all the danjerous
stunts. Ha, ha, ha! How's that1"
“Qay, that ain't playing the game!”
rotested Mr. Reélar,

“@an fairy ann!?’ replied the Hoad,
in ﬂ!‘mnﬂh, shrugging carélessly se he
spoke.

Pﬂ_ﬂ.nd, anyway, I guess this Lickhim
of yours won't bo willing to disguise
himszelf as you." :

“Won’t he? He'll have to, or risk
getting the sack!” said Dr. Birchemall,
with an unplézzant tacf. “Well, that's
settled, then! I shall Eg‘;;ispent you te
turn up to-morrow morning ready fe
begin work, Cheerioski!™

ﬁnrﬁﬂg historically, Dr. Birchemall
opened the door to epeed tho parting
puests, % Rt

Outside, they all felt like kicking
thomselves, though, #s Jack Jolly sail,
they might have eggspected fsnr_méth:ll'F
of the kind from the etnning old Head.
However, facts were facts, and had to
be axxepted. It was too late to back
out now, and Mr. Flicker ¥. Recler
simply made the best of a bad job and
t::r'ldp the juniors he would turn wp on
the morrow and see what he could de.

THE EXI.

{Laak out for ancther vollicking fine
story af St Sam’s next week, vatidled:
“THE HEAD'S MOVIE MASTER-
PIECE ! Fou'll roar. with laughter
over i, ehumal)

8-6-28
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I you've got the blues, sample this tonic m_...w.»w

Dicky Nugent, of the Second

RCHEMAL

by voung

Form at Greyfriars. It's

guaranteed to make even a cat laughl

; 1
ACK JOLLY, the handsum young
kaptin of the Fonrth at St Bam's,
stood before D, Hichemall’s desk.
Ihe Iead, who was a keen
reader of the Greek classix, looked up
from his Zonophone, with a frown of

ANROYLDCe,

“Well, Jolly, what the merry dickens
have you barged in for?—or to put it
ir vulgar parlance, what is the meaning
of this introosion ¥

Jack Jolly coffed. ) i

“1 hope you won't think it cheeky
of e, sir, but T wonted to ask you
weather you'd reconsider vour decision
about allowing Mr. Reeler fo produca a
film at 8t. Sam’s.”

Dr. DBirchomall's frown deepened.

“Certainly not, Jollv. You wre well
aware of the condition I laid down.
Unless 1 can be the _mﬂ.ﬁsm uclor in the
film, 1 decline to nilow it.’

"But you can’t act for loffy, sir!”
eggeclaimed Jack Jolly, forgetting in
his cggsitement tho respect due to a
revered and Ewwnmﬂmw headmaster.

Dr, Birchemall glared.

“What?" he eried. "“Can't act for
__,..._mm%.m.. After spending cdays on end
studying ‘ Film-Acting for the Begin.
ner ' How dara vou make such a
remark, Jollyl And anyway, who are
you, & meer junior, to address me in
such o dispertinent manner?”

The kaptin of the Fourth looked
rather sheepish, and became as meck as
a lamb again.

" Borry, sip—="

“ Borry, ratts 1 snid the Head, with
s leer, “Give me over that birch1”

Jack Jolly shivered, and obeyed.

“What are you going to do, gir?” he
asked,

“Ob, nothing! I meerly require it
for the purposs of dusting my desk 1™
answered the Head savkastically: then,

ot well and troo

in & voice like the rumble of thunder,
he roored: “Bend over!”

The kaptin of the Feurth, wilh a
roan, resigned himself to his fate, and
Lr. Birchemall, with a erool grin hover-
ing over his dile began to lay the biveh
Iy,

For the next ten minutes, no souni
wag herd in the Head's study save the
steddy swishing of the instrument af
torcher, and Jack Jolly's feendish vells
of aggerny as he bore his punishment
with unflinching fortytide.

Only when wm.m birch had been woin
to o stu did Dr. Birchemall desist.

“MNow buzz off, Jolly—or, as the
vulgar would put it, you may go!” he
sald, with a sattisfied smirk.  “Drop
in again whenever you feel like it, my
boy. I ecan always do with a hit of
exorcize,™

Jack Jolly flung a look of skorn at
the tirant of St. Bam's, then flung out
of the study. Obviously it was no good
trying to argew the toss any [urther
that day.

Merry and Bright, Jack's two chums,
were waiting for him round the corner
of the passidge. They gave him a ques-
tioning glarnse.

“Anything doing, old chap?” asked
Merry.

“¥es, A licking for one!™ answered
Jack Jolly roofullv. “I'm afraid it's
hopeleza, The old donkey ia as
obstinate as a mule, and he simply won't
_.ﬂ___w_.mu to ranwn-mmpm?ﬂ H

erry an right looked awful
fed-up. They wers as keon oz Eﬂmﬁwnﬁ
on the film that TFlicker Y. Reeler
wanted to produce, . for the grate
American film king  had promized to
feetcher them in it, .if it ever came off.

Strolling out of the Skool Housa,
Jack Jolly, Merry and Bright, racked
their youthful branes to think of a way
out of the dilemmer, and mentally
saying unkind things about the Head.

-l
STAR /

DICKY NUGENT,

All at once, Bright began to grin,

“I've got it 1" he mermered eggsitedly.
“The very idea ™

" A wheeze to get the Head's permis.
sien 1* asked Jack Jolly.

Bright nodded.

“Gn_m it up, then, old bean!”

mcu%aﬁ Mr. Recler affera the Head
the leading part, the Hoad will natcher-
w__u_.&ﬁEu at ik, won't he?
y f corsel™ eaid Jack Jolly, rather
E.EPMHH,HEW. “We know that alreddy.”

‘Right-ho! Well, if the IHecad after-
wards deeides to decline the job, his
permission will etill etand, won't it
"1 suppose so. But he won't decline
it, anyway.”

MWon't he?” grinned Bright. “He
will, if my wheeze works, My idea is
to offer him the job and get his orthorits
first, and then make the part look so
fearfully danjerous that he'll Le anly
too plad to bock outl”

‘0, grate pip?™

“Mr. Heeler can pretend it's going
to be an mﬂﬁﬂﬁ_:—m film, you see. After
the Head has agreed to it, he cen tell
him he'il be eggspected to do crowds
of stunte—dropping from seroplancs
inte motor-cars, Gghting wild animals,
et settera. As soon as the Head hears
that, he'll do anything to get out of it,
and wo can go ahead without him. Then
everything in the garden will be lovely !

“M-m-mvy bhat !’

Jack Jolly and Merry spent o minnit
thinking it eut. Then -_,_umwﬁ grinned.

“It's a corking wheeze'!™ eggstlaiined
Jack Jolly. “It cught to work lhike s
charm [™

“We all know what a cowherd the
Head is at hart. He'll be seared shiff
at the iden of rizking hia neck for the
movies | chuckled Merry. g

*0Oh, ratheri”

“MNo time like the meuﬁ.ur Fou
chaps1” eaid Jack Jolly briskly, “1I
volte we run down to Muggleton and see
Mr. Reeler at oncel”

Tho chums of the Fourth, without

more ado, sprinted over to the hike-

shed and got out their jigpers, and
within & few minnita they were whizzing
along the dusty lanes towards Muggle-
ton at breakneck speed.

They frund Flicker ¥. Realer, the
grate  film magnet, in his loxorions
sweeb of rooms at the Mugpleton® Arma
Hotel, Needless to say, he weleoned
them with _open arms, :

“Waal, T swow! If 1t ain’t the kids

from the collidge!” he eggsclaimed.
“EBtep right in, boys, and have a stick
of chewing-gum "
_dJack Jelly & Co. pxxepled the kind
invitation, and Jack Jolly mm.%.mu_uumﬂnm
what they had comes about. icher ¥,
Reeler listoned with grate interest to
Bright's brancwave, and ns he began
to pet the hang of it, he farely hung on
Jack Jolly's worda,

“0Oh, Jerusalem cricketa!™ he
chuckled, when bhe “understood the
wheeze. “Wanl, that's the dandiest

sbunt T've struck since I crossed the
little old Herring Pond! T can jest
kinder picture vour boss' faca when he
finda he's the hero of a thriller! Ilo,
ho, ho 1™ )

And Mr. Flicker V. Reoelor larfed loud
and long.

“Then mn_: think it's a good idea?"{

asked Jack Jolly.
T guesa ‘good* ain't strong enydl,
Fhar ought to be a new word invenfed
for it," grinned the film mognet. *1
kinder caloulate we'll go right back and
sén the old doc. instanter!™

Mr. Flicker T. Resler insisted on Jack
Jolly & Co. accompanying him in his
n.__.u‘.m Jimoozine, promissing te have
M._ﬁEH. jiggers delivered to the skool later

b-ﬁmﬁ%mu. it was a deliteful and
eppsilerating  egesperienco, and Jack
Jolly & Co. huh.m“m at B, Sam's again
feeling in grate spirrits,

Leaving tho ear in the quad, they all
went into the Skool House together and

made & beeline for Dr. Birchemall's
study,

1T,
ORCHUNITLY, Dr. Birchemall
waa in his etudy when the party
arrived. He pave a start of

L

.m,;qﬂﬂmmﬁwwunaﬁwﬁﬂﬁﬁ.:w
the juniors. ;

“You agein?” he shouted, glaring at
Mr. Fhicker Y. Reeler. “What the
merry dickens—-"?

“Howdy, Doc? m..w.q,.zmm the prate
flm-preducer cheerfully. * 1 guees you
didn’s egrspect me, hay ™"

"1 did not " smorted Dr. Birchemall.
A% our last meeting, sir, you had {he
infernal impudence to offer mo a pifling
part as one of the crowd in your paltry
production. I eertainly didn't eppspeet
that yon'd show your face again after
giving mo such check as thut1”

Flicker ¥. Reeler pulled a rye foce.

_ “8Bay, Doc, forget it!" he said, *Cut
it right out!""

Dr. Birchemall shuddered. To his

sensitive  and skollerly ecar the film
magnate's American eggspressions wore
positively an eyesore.

"I presoom vou have not retorned to
this ancient h.,...nmmﬂ meotly for the pur-
pose of wasting my giddy time?”

“You've eure said a meouthiul!”
agreed Flicker ¥, Reeler.
* Meanin foar? 1 sup:

*Ea u..w.a:
Wow%w: nodded the Head, transzlating Mr.

eeler’s remark into the more classical
English. * Very well. In that case,
kindly eggsplain wour proposition, and
I'll tell you what I think about it. You
alreddy know my terms, of corea i’

“Y puces so. You figger on being
tho big noize in the picture, hay 7"

“Tho big noize? repceted Dr.
Birchemall, in surprize. ™I didn't know
it was going to be a talking film ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"" laughed &Wﬂ American.
“You don't quite get me, sir. I mean,
you'ra aiming at being the star in the
fitham, ain't you?"’

“ Kagsactly 1V

“Wanl, that's the position I'm hyer to
offer you, sir. I guess I'm ready to give
vou the leading part in my fillum, if
vou'll give ma the run of this little old
skaol to produce it in.™

Dr. Birchemall's erafty
rmmpm lo sparkle again,

*You mean it? You mean that T
shall be the handsum hero &nd the
central figgror of the peace—the bright
star beside which all others pail inlo
insignifficance 7" _he asked eagerly.

o .___wu ba! You've said it1”

Dr, Birchcmall bloo his nose viclently.

“1 thought yon'd come round in the
end 1" he gaid. “Mp, Beeler, I'm glad
yvou've found out your mistake. I con-
cratulate vou !

“Grate spakes! Do vou? asked the
American jentleman in surprize. ™ What
for 7

“I ocongratulate you

littlo ayes

on obtaining

tha eervisses of a born film-actor, «whose

name will soon he a houschold word,

completely eclipsing the fame of such

amall _ﬁ.ﬁ as Douglas Mix and Tom Fair-

banks

with eg
-EG.T-

said Dr. Birchemall, beeming
temeant.
erusalem erickets ™

)

Alreddy T con see the day when T
shall be accluimed in the four corners
of the carth!” said Dr. Birchomall en-
thusiastically. " Cheering crowds will
colleet wherever I am zecn; the papors
will compete for wy latest pliotogralfs;
thousands will write to me for my orto-
ﬂnm.“ and I shall be rich beyend the
eams of avariss—eo rich, in fact, that
tho fabled Crocus will eeemn, in. com-
parison, but a mizzerable pawper!”

“M-m-my  bhat!’  stottered Jack
Jolly & Co,

Flicker ¥, Realor Jarfed.

“Yon eurd are an optimist, Doc!™ he
declared. “But before we po any
farthor T gness we'd better get it down
in black and white, so there can't be any
nriztabe afterwarda’

“Well, that's only fare and square,
I suppose,” nodded Dr. Hirchemall,
coming down to earth again. * Here's
n pen, Mr. Resler. Draw up the merry

old agreement and I'll sign it like o
ahat ¥

dJack Jolly & Co. chuckled to them.
solves an they saw how easily the Head
was falling into their trap.

Flicker Y. Reeler, grinning all over
his dile, wrote out an agreement and
Wﬂ,.:nmm it over to the Hcead. It ran like

ia:

“1, Alfred Birchemall, M.A., 1D.D,,
having becn offered the position of lead-
ing actor 1 a Alm to be produced at
26, Bam's Collidge, hercby grant to
Flicker Y. Reeler, producer of afoursaid
film, the run of the Collidge and ita

rounds for a period of seven (7) days
rom to-day.’”

With a flurrish Dr. Birchemall
willingly ..h__wmamm his name Bs witness,

Flicker ¥. Reoler then folded up the
document and put it in his pocket with
a grunt of satisfsction.

"And now I guess I'll tell you some-
thing about the part you'll be eggepected

o play,” he remarked _E,E-.:m.

“Ah, now Pw.oﬁ‘uu talking !" emirked
Dr. Birchemall. “Shal] I w.o the hand-
some young headmaster of a grate ssat
of learning, or ars you going to make
me the anstocratic hero of a society
film ?**

“ Neither I answered Mr. Reeler,
chuckling to himself. *“The part you
will have to iake, Doe, will ke that
of Flash Harry, jentleman ecrock, the
unerowned Ein am the Underworld I

Dr. Birchemall’s smile vanished.
,“Look here, Mr, Reeler, this is no
time for joking or jesting—-*

"1 guess I was never more serious,
sir 1" gaid the American, “ Either you'll

‘t have s

be Flash Harry or you won
m_ﬁ__ﬂ _wﬁmﬂ to what you

m.lﬂwwﬂ:-
ﬁdm..u.ﬁ_n.ma:umm::!.m_m__uﬁ.qnn.__
have to jump from a blazing acroplana
on to the roof of 8t. Sam's——>"
“What " yelled the Head.
Then you'll have to ewing slong

(Continusd on pags 28.)
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