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Almlq‘s glad to hear from you, chum#.'sn'{iﬁ:)p me a line o the following address ;
The Editer, The “Magnet” Library, The Amalgomated Press, Lid., Fleetway House,

Forringdon Sireet, London, E.C.41.

NOTE.—All  Jokes

and Limecicks »

howld he seat to

¢/o ' Magnet," 5, Carmelite Stzeet, Lendon, E.C. 4 (Comp.).

OW that the foothall season iz well
under way, I wonder how many
of vou fellows know

WHO INVENTED FOOTBALL,

Alf Bydney, of Hexham, doesn’ know,
and he Ensf:!m t;;:na?lm ﬁ&dhh' Well, the
ongin of foo is hidden in antiquity,
bat you'll probably be surprised to know
that ‘it is believed that the Ancient
Britons .played foothall! In the Middle
Agea the iam-l} was extremely popular,
but when Hdward 1I. came to the throne
he tried to suppress it. So did several
other kings—but footballers: proved to be

& inacions lot, and thg result waa that
the & was carried on ite the
opposition of the law. The Football

Asageintion, however, was not founded
until 1863, altbough eeveral Public schools
and cluba had been playing the game for
years before that.

I ran into a curious fellow last week—

A FELLOW WHO WOULD INTEREST
¥YOU !

Ho ia what ia lmown in ths cinema
world as & " deuble,” which means that
when there i anything especially nsky
ta da, hEiSﬂiﬂiﬂgtﬂtﬂ.ﬁﬂthﬂplmnfmﬂ
“ gtar V' motor, and run the risk for him.

Yo'l remember how, in our Hollywood
sories, aome little time ago, W
* doubled ” for a Hollywood actor.

Well, thia feliow I met was preparing
“double " fer an English actor, and the
job which he had to do was to atage

A MOTOR CRASH AT 100 M.P.H.!

He has really got a couple of things to
do, First of Jﬁl.gﬂ he mu;:P a m:-ﬁ?ntr::-
a skid, and then pull it right over on its
sida. Then—provided he's still O.K., he's
Eat to get into another car and dash into

overturned ome. He won't actually
eraeh at 100 miles per hour, but he will
have to do it at 50! The camera, of
ocourss, w.ll speed up the affair and give
the dlusion of crashing at [0) m.p.h. e
then, I reckon thers are vory fow fellows
who would willingly take such a risk,
even for the amount of money which
“doubles ™ are paid. I'm all in faveur
of a lLitile execitement myself, but I do
draw the line sornpwhere.

As T told you soms time ago, I very
often get letteras from fellows who are

TRYING TO PULL MY LEG!

I don't know whether it's the " ailly
soason ' just mow, or not, but there have
been quite a number of letters lately whose
wrifers aro tr}n%g to have a quiet joke at
my expense. ory well—hera are my
replies to them :

“Bawpy " (Glasgow)—You say you
kaocked your head against a window, and
broke it. Your head or the window ?

M. 8. (Walthamstow)—S80 your old
E‘?l “eut” you the other momming!
hat is he—a barber's assistant ?

Tue Macwer Ligrany.—No. 1,128,

_“THESPIAN " (Brighton).—You oon-
sider that you wers cut out to be an
actor. Who cut you out ¥

“*I.‘.EQ'EII:R.EF- " {(Wallasey}—You ask ;|
* What did Mr. Gladstone say in 1889 7
iﬁﬁtﬁg to what I eaid when I read your
£ i

“PepEstRIAN " (Shoreham). — What
gteps can you taks to pravent motorigts
exceeding the speed limit oulzide your
house ? I I wers vou I would take fast
ones !

That's that! Any more of you [ellows
like to pull my lég * If not, we'll get on
to the next item on the programms, which
ig & yarn which earne & penknife for
J. Hannn, of 20, South View, Ballinlough
Boed, Cork.

THE SAME STORY.

Bloggs : '“Smith
seems Lo be very
well satisfied with
his car. He 1alls
me he has not paid
a farthiag in
repalrs all the
time ha's had it.””

Sloggs : ** That’s go. 1 heard the same
story Irom the man wko's dope all the
mm.u

Now to the serious gquestions., Don
Porter, of Bristol, wants to know which
-]

“THE GSTREET OF ADVENTURE!™

This i3 & name given to Fleet Streot,
which is also known sometimes as “ The
Street of Ink.” Fleet Bireet slways has
been one of the most romantie streets in
London, and only this very merning, as
I write, I have heard of the discovery of
& seeret cellar and p under a building
in Hanging Sword Alley, which is & narrow
alley runnihg down from Fleet Street.
In |bygone days this area was known as
* Alsatia,”” whigh was s sanctuary for all
sorts of rogues and vagabonds. This
particular street cellar is supposed to have
been the Iair of body-snatchers, who
carried on their nelarious business in this
neighbourhood, Nowadays, however, all
the old buildings are being destroyed—
ard many intersating souvenirs of ‘' the
bad old days ** are being brought to light.

Hero ig

A CHANCE TO BECOME AN EXPLOREER

e

which may appeal to some of youm
* Magnetites ' who are always thirsting
for sdventure. One of my sub-editors,
who has just roturmed from the Peak
Distriet in Derbyshire, tolle e that during
the last year about twelve caves have boen
explored for the first time, and that it is
believed that there are a great number
of caves which have not y&t‘.%}@m properly
explored. Cave-exploring iz by no means
an easy job, and you have got to have your

wits about you, and watch your atvzg
carefully. Otherwiso, you might fin
yvourself precipitated down a hole from

which there js no escape. Nob
soly in the Peak District, but
in other parta of the country
there exist caves and secreb
passages which have not yet been
cxplored, but it is not always
easy to pet permission to do so.
I remember once trying to get
pormission fo explore a certain
gecret passage, but the permission
was rofused, because the last
fellow who went to explore it
never returned.

The greatest danpger which
has to be guarded against is the
presenca of poisonous gas, which
may lurk in caves and passages
which are not properly venti-
lated, and it iz azsumed that
many cave explorers who bave
not returned have been overcome
by these gasea. 1 wounld like to tell you a
lot more about caves but my space ia running
short. However, next week 1'll return to
the subject. In the meantime, here's a

! limerielk for which J. H. Boot, of 99,

Richmond Street, Stoke-on-Trent,
oné of our pocket wallets :

gets

A cerfaln young {fellow named Skinner
Onece attempted to pick out a ** winner.”
But hils money all went
To a bookmaking pent—
Serve him right, the disgracelul young
sinner [

Hero's another question I muost answer.
Ia it true that

WHITE PEOPLE
ARE RULED BY BLACKS

in some parts of the world ? Yes; but
in ane countey alone.  This ia the Kepublia
of Hayti, which has had & most chequered
history. Originally  discovered by
Columbus, it was ruled by Spain and then
by Franoe. But the negroes arose in
rebellion and establish their own
republic, where no white man has a say
in the povernment of the country. At
various tiroes reipns of terror have been
established im the country, and at ono
tirae white people wers persecuted un-
mercifully. Thinga are s bit  better
nowadays, of course, but Hayti -still
remains & black man’s country.

There is another negro republic in
Africa—the country of Liberia—butb thia
is a much better run country, as the
inhabitanta are mostly men who settle
thers from America, and they have a
certain -amount of education, which, I am
afraid, is lacking in many of the Haytians,
I bave heard that the Haytian srmy
numbers more generals thean privates,

A BUMPER PROGRAMME !

Next Saturday's MAcKET programme is
indeed & bumaper one.  First of all, there's
& bumorous long complete yarn of Harry
}l’hart—m:l & Co., and that crass ass Coker.

o

“ GOKER COMES A CROPPER!"
By Frank Richards,

the Filth-Former excels himsslf in hia
weird and wonderful way of doing things
—result, a story wou must not miass.
Secondly, thera'll be another stirring instal-
ment o©of Geo. E. Rochester's French
Revolution zerizl. The third item on the
programme i3 ancther lively, side-splitting
story by that humorous character, Dicky
Nugent, entitled :

“ THE JIPSY'S WARNING ! ™

Thesa fine features, together with
another splendid fyi articie, and, of
courze, * Come Into nﬁ‘la Office, Boys 1™
eomplete an unbeatabloe feart of fun and

fietion,
YOUR EDITOR.



A SENSATIONAL COMPLETE SCHOOL-ADVENTURE STORY YOU'LL ENJOY!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Matter of Importance !
i IF“irE el b lease, sir—"
B ¥

Mr., Queloh rapped out that
word like n bullet from a rifle.

His remark was short, but not sweet.

It geemed rather to disconcert Eilly
Bunter. Instead of replying to thag
monosyllabie query, the Owl of the Re-
move stood in the énnrway of the Form
master’s study, and blinked at Henry
HBamuel OQuelch through hiz  big
spectacles, ;

It really was-not quite sale to butt
inte  Mr. Quelch’s study on a  half-
heliday. )

When the Remove had a half-holiday,
the Hemove master considered that he
was entitled to a hali-holiday also.

Having retired to his study like =
hon to his lair, Mr. Quelch
did not desire to zee any of
his Form again for awhile.
No doubt he zaw enough of
them in the Form«oom.

50 when Billy DBunter
tapped on his door and
opened it, and blinked in,
the Remove master's gaze
turned on him cather like that of tha
fabled Gorgon. It did not, like the
Gorgon's gaze, turn him to stone, but it
certein 1d dismay him.

“Well?” repeated Mr. Quelch.

“I—I—" gasped Bunter.

i well'ilfl

For the third time Mr. Quelch rapped
olit that word. But though the word
was ““wall,” his tone implicd that it was
far from well,

#]—=I—I-—"" stuttered Bunter,

Bunter almost wished that he hadn't
come.

-

“Boy !

“I—I—I—" DBunter could get no
further.

The expression on the speaking

countenance of Henry Samuel Quelch
was absolutely unnerving.

“*What do you mean, E:E-r.mt.ﬂ::r. by this
sheurd reiteration of the frst personal
prencun ?" demanded Mr. Quelch.

{Copyright in the Unijted States of America.)
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¢ ]—1—" gurgled Bunter, \
Mr. Quelch's glance wandered to his

cane.
¢ f]'ve come—-"" stuttered Bunter.

“I—I—-I've come—" .
“1 am aware of that, Bunter! II this

i3 meant for impertinenceo——"
“Nunno, sicl” gasped  Bunter.
“M-n-not at  all, =il ] e you

please, sir, vou gave me Hifty lines, sir,
and—and you told me, sir, that—that I
was to bring them to you before I—I—I
went out of gates this alternoon, sir”

“Lav them on the table, and go.”

*]—I—I can’t, sir—""

Y What v

4 [—I-—I haven't done them, sir.”

Mr. Queleh sat upright in his chair,
and fixed » more than even Gorgon-like
gaze on the wretched Bunter.

“What do you mean, Bunter? If you

Fierce is the enmity that exists between
Julian Devarney and Monty Newland,
but it

is left to Fate to deal the
blow in this bitter feud!

have not written oub vour imposzition
why are yvou here 1"

Lk

— | e | e—

“Upon my
Duelakh,

“I—I waut you to let me off, sir!™
gasped Bunter, getting it out at last.
“I—I wouldn't ask vou, sir, if it wasn't
imporkant, Moam-mum-mum—-—"

£ E"Fhﬂt 'E- LH]

“"Muom-mum-may I do the lines after

word!" ejoculated Mr,

tea, gir? It's really importart, sir—
awfully important——*"

Mr, Quelch's stern aspeet relaxed &
littlo. Tf somcthing of an “awfully
important ” nature had eropped up that
Wednesday aftecnoon Mr. Quelch was
the man to make a concession. It was
woll known 1n the HBemove that

Quelchy’s bark was worse than his bite.

“What is it, Bunter? You may tell
me. Is vour father coming to the school
this afternooni®™

Featuring Harry
Wharton & Co,,
the popular chums
of Greyfriars, and
Julian Devarney.

/%, By FRANK RICHARDS.

“Oh, no, sir; il's not so bad aa
that——"

“What "

“I—1 mean, my dear father ain’k
coming, sir. The—the fact is, my—my
friends—my best pals, sir—are geoing cut
on & picnie, and—and they'll miss me,
sir, if I don't go. They won't enjoy it
at all, sie™ .

“A picnic!” repeated Mr, Quelch.

“ Yes, sir,”

“Do you call that importanti”

Bunter blinked at him in astonish-
ment. If Quelehy did not think a picnie
important, Bunter would have liked to
know what he did consider :mportant!

“Yes, sir!"” he Eﬂ.aped. “ Yes, rather,
sir! You sep—

“ Nonscnse ' said Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh, really, sirl You sece, it's a veory
special occasion. Wharton and  his
friends, sir, when I told them
I was—was obliged to sfay in
to do my lines, they—they
nearl .::rir.rﬂi sip [

& A{s.ur:] L

“They—they feel it, sir,”
said Bunter. “It won't zcem
like a picnic to them without
me, sir. They're starting in
a feow minutes, and-and if they get
LWay——

“If thoy what

“I—1 mean—’

“You noed 5511"

final

no more, Bunter!
You should not ve come hera with
such a request. No doubt your friends
will tell you where to find them when

vou have written your lines. You may
gi}.” :

“They jollyv well won't!” pasped
Dunter, I they once get out of my

sight—I—I mean, that is to say—"
For a second o f[rosty smile croszed
Mr. Quelch’'s face. No doubt he com-
prehended now how the matter stood.
Mr. Quelch doubtless knew, like every
man in the Remove, that Billy Bunker
wis o butter-in ot other fellows” spreads
and & snapper-up of unconsidered trifies.
The fatb junior was anxious to join the
THE Micxer LisRarv.—0. 1,128
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picpickers, But the Picnicim were not
anxious to be joined

""I.’h’ﬂu may go, Bunter!” said Mr.

elch.

“Thank you, gir!” gasped Bunter.

“1 mean, you may go to the Form-
room.

1] E}h' sir !H

"And write your lines!”

“I—I say, sir—"

“ Bring them to me, as I have already
directed you, hefore you pgo out of
gatea, Bunter.”

“But, sir—"

“Enough!™ ropped Mr. Quelch,

He made a gesture of dismissal, and
turned to the pile of papers on his tablo.
But Billy Bunter was not to be so Ml.EﬂK
dismissed, even by a Form master wit
a face like & Gorgon and an eye like a
gimlet. The matter was, as he had
gaid, important, though Quelchy did not
geom to realise its importance.

“Jf—if you please, sir!” stammered
Bunter.

“Leave my study!”

“They—thoy'ra just going to stari,
sir!” groaned Bunter. “li—if you'd
let mo leave my impot till after teas,
sir—" ;

Mr. Quelch rose to his foet.

“] gave you fifty lines, Bunter! They
sre now doubled!™

dﬂﬂw!ll' 1

“Go to the Form-yoom immediately
and write a hundred lines of Virgil.
Another word, and I will detain you
for the whola afternoon.”

Bunter's capacions mouth opened-—
snd shut again, He dared not venture
on a protest now. Quelchy was the kind
of beast who meant every word he said|
Bunter did not want detention for the
whole afternoon, That would have put
“paid " to his last lingering chance of
butting-in at the Famoua Five's pienic.

Bunter suppressed his feelings and
retired from the study. The door closed
aftor his fat figure. ]

Qutside the study Billy DBunter
brandished a fat fist at the closed door
for o moment or two. Then he trailed
sadly away—to the Form-room,

He really had had little hope when ha
called on Mr. Quelech to ask to be let
off. He had cxpected Quelch to ba a
beast! Queleh had fulfilled hizs expecta-
tions. Slowly and sadly Billy Bunter
trailed away to tho Form-room—what
timo Harry Wharton & Co. were pack-
ing a basket with good things for the
picnic—the picnic that was to be made
a happy success by William George
Bunter's absence therefrom !

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Lelt Behind !

1 SAY, you fellowst”
E Five juniors turned their
heads.

Harry ‘Wharton & Co. had
come out of the House. Bob Cherry was
carrying a basket, and the other four
bad a packago each. They.weros about
to start for the goates, when a voice
equeaked from a window in the distanca,

“Halle, hallo, halle ' called ocut Bob
cheerily.

*1 say, you fellows—"

" Food-bye, Bunter!™

“1 say, trot over here a minute!”
called out Bunter anxiously. “It's
rather importhnt I

The Famous Five grinned and kindly
trotted over to the windew of the
Remove Form-room, which was adorned
by a fat face. Billy Bunter was blink.

ing out anxiously, evidently more mind.
ful of thoe pienie than of his detontion
task. As the Owl of the Remove
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couldn’t possibly drop from the window
and join them, the Co. did not object
to wasting a few minutes on him,

“I say, you ain't starting yet, are
you?” asked Bunter, blinking down at
them from the window.

“This very minute,” answered
Wharton.

" Looks like rain, old chap!™ said
DBunter,

“"Rain?!  repeated Wharton. Hea
looked up at the sky. Cloudless blue
stretched over Greylriars. It was the

?nuat day the autumn had provided so
ar.

“Trust me to know the weather,”
said Bunter persuasively. *“You'd
better wait an hour or so. It will clear
by then.™

TS I'I-E.., .I"III., hﬂ- !u

"“Clear enough for us now," chuckled
Johnny Bull, *We'll rick the rain, old
fat manl"

“The rainfulness will probably not be
terrific, my esteemed fat Bunter,’’ re.
marked Hurree Jamzet Ram Singh,

“Ta-ta, fatty!"” said Frank Nuq;ant.

“"Hold on a minute, you menl’ ex-
claimed Bunter, "1 eay, I've got a
hundred lines to write. What ahout
coming in and helping mel™

“Oh, my hat1”

*¥You could take twenty each,” argued
Bunter. “Tu"entf lines wouldn't take
long. See? I—I'd mind that bashet
while you did the iines.”

* Ha, ha, ha " ;

“Blessed if T een anfthmg to cackle

at! Look here, you fellows, where are
vou picnicking? I suppose you're going
to the old priory in Friardale Wood,

what 1" )

“(Guess again P grinned Nugent,

“Are you going to Popper's Island 1"

" Fuess agein.'

*Well, then, are you going fo Court-
field Commoni™

i rj..l‘}' E-E-ﬂ-i-“-"

“Beast! Are you going to tell me
where you are picnicking, or aren't you
gginq to tall me where you are picnich-
ing " howled Bunter.

*MNot 1™

“Then how shall I be able to join you
when I've done my lines?’ demanded
Bunter.

“The howfulness is terrifie,”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“1 say, you fellows, I suppose you
want me to come along?"’

“My hat! What could have put that
into your head, Bunter?’ asked Bob
Cherry, with surprise and interest,

“ Beast! Look here, T jolly well know
that the CLHIF Houszs girls are comin
to the picnic!” hooted DBunter. “%
know [lazeldene™s pone over to feteh
Marjorie. Well, then, you ses, I'm
bound to come, I know you're jealous
of me when Marjorie is about; but that
sort of thing is mean. It's not my faulk
if I'm goad-losking—""

“Greab piptY

“It isn't " gasped Bob. “ Not a bit!
You've pobt a lot of faults, Bunter, but
that's not one of them."

*“*Hsa, ha, hal"

“You might think of Marjorie!®
urged Bunter. *You know, the whole
thing will be spoiled for her if I'm not
there. You don’t want to make a girl
mtzcrable.” .

“Wa jolly well don’t ! agreed Boh.
“That’s why vou won't be there”

“It's pretty sickening for you fellowsa
to be Ij-e:a.lmta like this becauss & girl
won't look at you while I'm around,”
sneered Bunter. " Girls give me a lot
of attention. 1i's not my fault. I don't
ask them to. DBut hardly any Eirl aver
passes me withdut a second lool,”

“They wonder how you got out of
the Zoo, perhaps!” supgested Johnny

Bull.
* Ha, ha, hal®

THE MAGNET

“Beast! I say, you fellows, don't gol
You might think of Hnrj;:*?m ab E-EEH#.
¥You don't want her to -pine sll the
afternoon.”

"' The pinefulness will not be terrifie."
e “Thatﬂ all you know ™ said Bunter.

If you fellows weren't simply blinded
by conceit you'd know that Marjorie's
only coming to the picnic because she
thinks I shall be there. You can't
imagine thet she wants to seo of you
ehaps, I suppose? Daon’t be :i?il;;- asses,

ou know. Look here, I want to come,

m not Ithm'h‘n of the grub—-="

Not!"” eojaculated the Famous Five

“Nol" roared Bunter. * Nothin
the sort]! But when a girl givnagn;};
the glad eye I feel huun?i to play up.
Now, Marjorie being spoony
direction, you know—-

An orange, produced from Bob
i e Bl il dendy

Lm, 1 un i
lu:ral “t;at littla nose, v fer lairly on

€re was & roar in the Form-room,
and Bunter disappeared suddenly from

window. A e¢rash was heard and
another roar,

“*(iood-bye, Bunter "

(1] ;anm‘qﬂh I!‘J ;

Five smiling juniors walked away to
the gates. Soundes of woe still fAoated
out of the open window of the Form-
room. They did not heed. Near ths
gates they encountered Julian Devarney,
the new fellow in the Remove. Davar-
ney was loafing sbout with his hands
in his }mcketa and & moody expression
on his face—as was pot uncommon with
him. Harry Wharton & Co, exchanged

lances, and then the captain of the

?%:w ha:!ad‘t.hq ﬂ?ew juﬁr;iar. -

ome along with us Varne

Julign l{:qkei:i round. Y

“It's a picnie,” said Harry., “We're
ﬁnng over the ériqg& and up tha river,

azeldene’'s bringing his sizster from
Cliff House and some others. Like to
come '

Devarney hesitated a moment.

Thers wes no doubt that he would
have liked to come; he was, as usual
on & half-holiday, st & loose end, and
he was fed-up with his own society,
But the proud and touchy fellow hesi.
tated to accept a favour; he did not
want to be taken pity on.

“Come on, old bean!" gaid Bob
Cherry. "You've never met Miss
Hazeldene yet; now's your chance I

Devarney smiled.

“I'll come with pleasure, if you want
mo,”" he anid.

“"The wantfulnesa is ferrific, my es-
tcemed and preposterous Devarney,”
gaid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
solemnly,

“* Right-ho ! said Devarney, lavghing.

And, logking a little brighter than
ussal, Julian PDevarney wealked out of
gates with the five. A dark and hand-
some junior was wailing ouiside the

ates, and ho turned to the Famous
%‘ivﬂ with a smile as they came ous. It
was Monty Newland of the Remove,

“ Hazel's asked me to come along to
the picnie,”” he said. “If you men
haven't a.r.t{r objectiog——"

“Jolly glad to have you, old bean ™
said Bob.

*The gladfulnesa ig terrific.”

“It's o go, then,' said Monty.

Then his glance fell on Julian Devar-
ney, and he coloured a litile.

avarney stopped dead.
1 “Ei[a Devarney coming?” asked New-
and.

in
Yarooooh IEII

[EYEHFJ!

“Thanks; I'm not comin’,” said
Devarney quietly. “Don’t let that
worry yvou, Mewland! I'm not comin’®

“*What rot!” execlaimed Harry Whar.
ton testily. “You don't mind Devarney
coming, Newland 2
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“Not in the least,” =aid Newland
hastily. ] didn't mean that. I was
thinking that Devarncy wouldn’t like
me to join. up.®

“* And you were right,” seid Devarney,
coldly and deliberately. *“The obijec-
-tion i3 on my side.” 1

“I thought 60l” said Newland

dryly.

rELm}!: here, Dovarney.” sald the cap-
tain *of the Remove, “if that's the
kind of manners you learned at Bar-
eroft, -the sooner: you go back to your
old school the better.” :

“I'd be jolly &lad!” said Devarpey,
“Unluckily, I'm" landed at Greyfriars,
pnd there’s nothin' doin' 1"

o you' men”

Hleave me out, said

L-
]

Emn 11N

1
vin
1] 1

Quelch,

with a stern look.

do you mean?* ' l—I—haven’l

(See Chapler 1.)

Newland. *IHazel didn't know Devar-
ney was in the party when he asked me.
Let it drop.” )

“Rot ¥ retorted Bob Chorry. “You're
coming "

“But I'd rather—"

* Hubbish t*

*“You're acting like a cad, Devarney,”
said the captain of the Remove wrath-
fully. **I thought you'd got over your
fatheaded feud with Newland since it
“pame out that it was Monty who helped
your father when he was sot on by a
tramp.  Any fellow but you would
feel obliged to him.” .

“I've thanked him for t!mt."l said
'ﬂlavnrna{. “But I suppose it's like a
shecney to make capital out of it!"

Monty Newland's face Aushed darkly.

“Who's made capital out of it, you
worm?” he exclaimed hotly. “I never
g.:.}::_] a word about it, and you know
it!

“0Oh, come on, and don't waste tima
on the sulky ass!” exclaimed Bohb
Cherty. “You can go and eat ccke,
Devarney 1

BRI

* Lay your lines on the {able, Bunter, and go,* sald Mr.
¢ [—I—I can*t, sir——'" siuttered Bunter.
Quelch sat upright in his chair and fixed the Owl of the Remove
““Upon my word, Bunter [ What

Bob slipped his arm through New-
land’s and led him on. The rest of the
pnrtyl}fnllqwed, leaving Julian ?Bvlrne_v
standing in the gateway. staring after
them with a moedy, clouded brow. As
the juniors disappeared from sight,
Devarnoy turned back into the quad,
still frowning,

The picnickers did not miss the com-
pany of the sulky new fellow. They
arrived at the bridge ovor the Sark,
where Hazeldene was waiting for them
with Marjorie, Miss Clara, and another
Clifi House girl, The cheery party
proceeded up the river; and the picnie
commonced, not in the least clouded by
the absence of Julian Devarney &nd

William Géorge Bunter.

FENA

Bl

Mr.,

dene them, sic!™

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

HE picnickers did not miss
Bunter. Buat Bunter miszed the
picnickers, He missed them
sorely. .

MNever had a hundred lines seemed so
many to Billy Bunter. Line after line
crawled from his pen, and still it seemed
as if they never would be done.

DBuntor was.not a4 rapld worker. He
was not a worker at all when he could
help it. Labour in any shape or form
had never appealed to him.

When fifty linea had been  done,
Bunter paused to ojaculate, in tenes of
deon feeling:

“ Beast I

His remark referred to Mr, Quelch.

But for the fact that his impot had
been doubled, he would have been
finished now.

MNow he wasn't Gnished!
remained to be dongl
and got going again.

Fifty more
Bunter groaned

S

It was s warm, sunny afternoon;
very warm in the Form-room. unter
would have nodded over his lines, but
for the thought of the picnie. Once or
twice he nearly mapped; but he pulled
himself together., He could not afiord
to sleep. He knew what good things
had boen packed into that picnic basket.
Ho still hoped that some of them, at
least, might be packed inte W. (.
Bunter. Slowly and wearily, but

1
steadily, he crawled on with hif jines.

He was transeribing Virgil—a fellow
he hated, His feclings towards . Ver-
gilinz Maro were guite bitter. Why the
beast wanted to write all that stuff, and
leave it behind him to worry schosl
boys of later gencrations, was a mystery
to Bunter.

Bunter knew that there was supposed
to be somo meaning in the lines he was
transceribing. Fortunately, he did not
have to bother about the meaning., If
it *meant anything, Bunter was quito
indifferent .to what it meant. It was,
in Bunter's valusble opinion, “ muck.”
All he had to do was to copy out a hun-
dred lines of the muck, He copied it
out,” with his fat thoughts runming on
the picnic all the time. His writing was
a lazy scrawl; his s!x.-lﬁﬂp: was not quite
the same as Virgil's, and would cor-
tainly have 'made Quintilian stare and

.....

SRR

gasp, could Quintilian have soen it Bu:
anything, DBunter considercd, was
enough for an impot; on & half-holiday,
even & beast like Quelch would not be
too particalar. It wos guantity thak
Dunter had to turn out, nob guality.

He turncd it out at last.

Wearily he gathercd up tho lines,
rolled out of the Form-room, and treiled
away to Mr. Quelch's study.

He found the Romove master, fortu-
nately, in a rather better humour.

Mr, Quelch had finished correcting &
pile of papers, and was now roposing ak
pase in his armchair, reading a literary
journal. In that literary journal cor-
tain views were expressed that agreod
exactly with Mr. Quelch's own views,
This discovery of unusual intelligence
and porspicacity on the part of a
journahist pleased Mr., Quelch., His
glance was almost benign as it rested
on a fat, fatigued face in hiz doorwav.

“Bunter! You have finished your
imposition 7"

2 ¥Yes, sir”
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“Hand 1 o me.2 .

Bunter suppressed his feelings and
ubeved. '“?h:r couldn’t the beast tell
him to lay it on the table and gof
the beast was going to look at if, and
very likely find fault with the d-
writing, or make out that DBunter's
spelling was not up to the Vergilian
mark—as if it mattered how the muck
wos spelled! But there was no help for
it; and Bunter handed over the mg%t
snd stood ewailing Judgment. a
rather wished now that he had taken
a little more care with it, If the beast
gave him that impot to write over again,
it was good-bye to the lest chance of
butting into pcnic]

“Upon my word!” ejaculated Mr.,
Quelch. ) i

Ho stared at the written lines,

Bunter could hardly suppress a groanl
The unspeakable beast was going to
find faulk! )

“I—I hope it's all right, sir!” gasped
Bunter.

““You must have s _ very hopeful
nature ¥ said' Mz, Quelch. . .

Bunter stared., Then he realised this
was & jest, and geve & feeble chuckle,
If the tiger was in a jesting mood, he
was lesa likely to bite,

“Look!” said Mr. Quelch
sterially.

Bunter looked. _

. Even Bunter had to sadmit that the
lines were mnot “all right.” Hia
thoughts had run rather too much on
the picnis while he was writing Virgil,
The result was rather striking :

Now

magi-

“Urbs antiqua fuit ginger-beer cake
Lemonade Italism contra Tiberinaque
jam-tarts
Ost ﬁivﬂa opum sftudiisque cream-
8.

There was a great deal in that style.

Bunter's thwﬁhta'h:d leaped to his pen,
%f' st.‘iafam, and mingled themselves with
irgil's,

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter,

His last huﬁ oozed away!

Hé# would ve to write this aver
again! It meant the rest of the aflter-
noon in the Form-room—and ne picnic!

Then—he could scarcely believe his
ears—Mr. Quelch said:

“You may go, Punter|”

::ﬂht” zasped Bunter.

¥ou must be more ecareful next

timme,” said Mr. Quelch. “You may go
now, and 1 hape you will enjoy your
half-holiday.”

“QOh!” gasped Bunter again.

And he went!

There was a sound behind him as he
drew shut the study door—a sgound
seldom heard in the study of Henry
Samuel Quelch!  Mr, Quelch was

lﬂ'ﬂghiﬂﬁt
Like his cheek to lsugh at & fellow,
Bunter thought! But he was quite
willing to let Mr, Quelch laugh, so long
as Quelch let him go, Bunter hurtied
out of the House, '
In the quad he paused to look about
him, It was well over an hour since the
Famuug Five had gons ous, Still,
Bunter: did not suppose that they would
scoff the stufll belore tea-time, Theore
was plenty of time yet, if he could get
on their track, He locked round for a
fellow to give him information. But
most of the fellows were out of gates
making the most of that unexpected!
sunny aulwyn day. Coker of Fift
Was crussrghq; the quad with lofty strides:
but he did not trouble to answer or
furn hiz head when Bunter hailed him.
Coker had ne time to waste on fags.
Temple and Dabney and Fry, of the
Fourth, were sighted; but they had no
imformation to give. Bunter rolled
down towards. the gates, and met
Skinner; and- Skinner, in response to
his eager question a3 to whether ha had

secnn Harry Wharton & Co., replied that
he had.

“Oh, good !’ gasped Bunter, “Which
way did they go?”

“Down the passage,”
Skinner,

“Passaga!” repeated Punter, “What
passaga l’

“From the dining-hall.”

“Eht” Bunter blinked at him.
“When did yeu see them, then?”

“ Dinner-time,” said Skinner cheerily.

Bunter looked at him with feelings
too deep for words. He wanted later
news an that.
humorous fellow,

snavwered

Skinner was a
whoze humour was

not always popular. Never had it heen
50 unpopular as now,

“Beast!” hooted Bunier.

And he rolled on, leaving Harold
Skinner grinning.

QOutside the gates Billy Bunter bhinked
this way and that way, like Moses of
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THE MAGNET
old, Like Moses, he saw that there

was nd man! ;
Had the beasts gone to the old
priory in the w or to Popper's
sland, or across the river towards
Clif House, or what or whera? There
really was no telling, DBunter drifted
down the road, and spotted Julian
Devarpey sitting on a fence reading &
newspaper—an illustrated paper that
ave a photograph of Mr., Shem
aacs, the defaulting financier who was
now being  sought by the police,
Devarney, for reasons of his own, had
& very deep interest in Mr. Shem
Isancs, and he wag eagerly perusing all
tha paper had to say about that un-
ch}tpuinua and elusive gentleman,
I say, old chap!"” gaspod Bunter.

Devarney glanced at him coldly over
the top of the pa?err, and resumed
reading, without replying. Ho did not
like “old chap™ from Bunter,

“1 say, old fellow—=

No answer,

“ Laok hare,l you beast——"

Devarney locked up apain  im-
patiently.

“What do you want, you fat ass?
Can't you leave a fellow alone®”

" Jﬂlz glad to,” gniffed Bunter,
“E-.rqry ody seems to leave vou alone,
nnﬁl ﬁ:'rt. ﬁahﬂwa tii;eir mﬂm‘;
ell, you leave me alone
hadd® o e
“Have you seen my pals?”

‘Who may they bappen to bei” in-
Emreq_t Devarney, with urcnatln.q al
aven't come across ao claimin
tlm?[ bonour,” Fia, 1 "

“I mean m ial pals,” said Bun-
ter, with d:gnﬁty. “¥You needn't dig at
a fellow because he’s got a cmwg af
friends, Eeva.m% when you haven't
any., I mean Wharton and the other
chaps—al] bosom pals of mine. I know
they wouldn't 3}:&&!: to you: but have
you seen themi™

,Bunter’s way of asking for informs.
tion was not perhaps so tactful as it
might have 'i;;_ezl:zé.d i

evarney folde e paper, slipped
from the l::r:nne, and waﬁﬁa a;rag']‘gﬁ

E’fﬂt“ I}i}inked after him,

say, Devarney——*

Julian did not look back.

" Beast !” roared DBunter.

Devarney walked on and &iaapg«eare::lﬁ

“Well, of all the rotters!” said
Eugltgir, in wrath. *“Can’t even answer
& c1vIll

uestion! I'd jolly well go after
him an lick him, t}nf:,r—en]y !ghaven'f
time if I'm poing to find those other
beasts,"

Finding the other beasts, however,

was not easy. Dunter rolled on down
Friardala Lane, and met three or fous
Greyfriars men, who either could not
or would not give him news of the
penickers.
_The fat junior knew half a dozen
likely spots where the beasts might be.
But ohviously he could proceed to only
one of them. So he had to make his
choice.

He docided on the old priory in
Friardale Weod. It was as likely aa
any cther place, and it was the nearest.
Tha least exertion was required to reach
1t. That appealed to Bunter.

So the Owl of the Remove clambered
over the stile, and [ollowed the footpath
through the wood.

From the footpath he turned inte a
scarcely-marked track that led to the
ancient ruin.

The old priory was in the heart of
the wood, surrounded and overgrown by
trees and thickets, seldom visited—
indeed, its existence was hardly known
outside the immediate neighbourhood,
But picnickers gometimes went there
in fine weather, and occasionally tramps
gamped there. It was quite a pleasant
epot for & picnio, and quite & likely
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place to find the party of whom Bunter
was in quest—though it did not happen
to be the spot they had selected on this
oceasion. But Bunter was quite hopeful
ag he trailed through the thickets and
bushes snd fallen leaves.

He was puffing and blowing when he
came into the old dismantled building
st last. Great masses of the ancient
stone walls remained, overgrown with
creepers; and behind a mass of
thickets was an opening that y
into ancient vaults. Bunter rolled in
through the shattered doorway, and
blinked round in the sunshine that fell
on ancient stone and twining creeper.
Ancient stone and {wining creeper mot
his. gaze—and nothing more!

The picnickers were not thern!

With a ?mm:, Bunter sank down on
8 lump of old masonry, and leaned
wearily back against a section of totter-
ing wall! His fat little legs declined
further exertion. Ide had arrived at
the wrong spot—nobody was there—
there wes no sign of a picnic! DBunter
sat down to rest—and groanl

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Man in Hiding !

ILLY BUNTER jumped.
B Then he grinned.
“Tha awful beasts!" he mur-
mured.

Bunter had been sitting down to rest
for about a quarter of an hour in the
solitude and silence of the old priory.
Bave for the iwittering of birds and
the buzz of inseets there was no sound
in the deserted old ruin. Bunter, as ho
gat.and rested against a section of the
old wall, was looking towards the spot
where the opening io the vaults existed
—though hidden from view behind
thickets and creepers. And suddenly
he observed @ motion in the vegelation
that hid the opening.

He blinked at it.

It made him jump at first, then it
made him grin! Someone was hidden
in that old archway, and was peecring
cautiously out through the creepers that
covered the opening.

" He, he, he ! Dunter cachinnated.

He had no doubt who it was!

No doubt at all that the pienickers
were there, and had dodged out of sight
when they saw him coming! Fellows
could zlways do that. Bunter's range of
vision was limited; while his fat figure
was visible at ‘guite o distanee; side-
ways, it took up guite a econsiderable
part of the horizon. The beasts, Bunter
concluded, were there—expecting him to
g::l when he found the place deserted!

Jow one of them was peering out to

Dunter

had no doubt of it

He chuckled. He was not gone. He
was still there, and he was going to
ebick, i those beasts pretenged that
they did not want his company Bunter
was prepared to take that as a joke.
Apyhow, they couldn't kick him out if
the Ciiff House gicls were there.

Blinking at the screen of vegetation
befora the old archway, Dunter diz-
tinctly saw & movement, and then a
hand came into view, holding a cluster
of ivy aside. That settled ¢! -

He was assurcd that a faee was look-
ing out, though he could not see it.
He rose from his resting-place, and
rolled across the uneven ground towards
the hidden archway.

“1 say, you fellows ! he bawled.

There was no answer, but every zign
of &8 movement had ceased now. The
hand had diseppeared; the crecpers
were still. .

Bunter grinned. If they fancied they
were going to make him believe that

make sure that he was gone.

led down °

ﬂlﬂﬁ were not there they were jolly
well mistaken, that was all.

“I say, you fellows!™

Still no reply. -

“You silly asses!” roared Dunter. . I
know you're there! You [cﬁtllfzg
chumps, I jolly well know you're
thers I* _ i

But no voice answered ; if the juniors
wera there they were keeping very
guiet.

Bunter gave a contemptuous snorh
He rolled on, and dragged aside a mass
of ivy that Lung down over the 'gtone
archways. .

Within, all was deep gloom, with &
musty smell. Bunter peered into the
gloomy interior.

“I say, you fellows!”

Tlerio echoos answercd from the
hollow.

“You silly arses! Think I don’t know
you're thero!” exclaimed Bunter, In
reat exasperation. “'Why can't you
sglmw up! What? ¥ah!" ]

He fancied that he heard a slight
sound from the interior, but he could
see nothing, He pushed through the
creepera, and rolled into the g{}gnmy
archway. The ivy fell in place behind
him. A dim twilight rcigned in the
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archway, and Bunter blinked round in
vain for a sizn of those ho sought,

“RBensts 1 ke roared. ;

Only the echo answered him.

Billy Bunter stepped on cautiously,
The Anpged floor was a little uncertain
underfoot. There was a distinet sound
now—the sound of suppressed breath-
ing, and tho brushing of clothes agamnsg
the old stone,

Bunier stopped suddenly. :

It came abruptly inte his mind that
possibly the person bhe had h:z_ar.r_l
moving was not one of the Greyiriars
juniors, and though his fat brain
worked slowly, it did work, and ho
realised that if the whole parcty had
been there, they could scarcely have
found ecover enough to hide them all
from his sight.

Dunter's heart beat unpleasantly,

Tramps, hoe knew, camped in the old
rulns sometimes, and if he had tracked
gotmeo trucalent tramp to his lair—-

That tlmuﬁht was enough for Dunter!

“0h, lor’' I he ejaculated,

Ho spun round, and made a jump for
the opening. Now ho realised that the
picknickers certainly were nolb thers,
and that some unknown person certainly
waa, he was in & greater hurry to leave
than he had been to enter.

Hia foot caught in a trailing tendril

7

of ivy in his haste, and he stumbled and
sat down, cluiching wildly at the hang-
g Creepers. .

“Ow!" howled Banter. “Oh, crikeyl

W ]H

He serambled up, glaring wildly over
fiis shoulder. His clutch on tho crecpers
had torn away & whole mass of them,
and the sunlight streamed into the arch-
way, falling across the gloom like a
golden bar. |

Bunter's backward glance of terror
showed him a white face in the sudden
light—a white, Wtartled face, with &
stubbly beard, that stared ot him.

There was fcar in that startled fa
But Dunter did bot observe that.
he observed was the faco and the glitter
of tho cyes and, with & shriek of terror,
ke went bundling out of the archway.

“Ow! Help! Help! QOw!”
howled, as he went.

Who the man was, what he was,
Bunter had no idea—but 1t was evident
that he was hiding in the old archway
behind the creepers. A ferocious tramp
very likely, or—or what, Bunter couid
not imagine, but he knew that the glare
of the startled eyes, the savage scowl cn
the white face, frightcned -him to the
very marrow of his bones, ;

o toro across the old priory, towards
the shattered fatuwaﬁr. ‘The clatter of
his ewn footfalls scared him still more.
It sccmed to Bunter that the bidden
man was pursuing him, - -

He rushed out of the old priory into
tie wood. :

There, anting for breath, and
shaking with terror, he paused for =
moment to look back.

He saw, or fancied that he saw, »
gcowling, eavage fuew slaring ab him
from the bushes that clothed the old
masoury and, turning again, ho fled into
the wood, his fat liktle legs fairly

twinkling as he ran, o ]
Stutabling and falling, picking him-
gelf up again and plunging on, Bunter

got through the wood somechow, pant
g, perspiring, ond palpitating with
teeror. He reached the open footpath at
last, and tore along it at frantic speed,
Crash ! Lo
Coming round o bend of the winding
ath like a steamroller in full carcer,
Bunter ¢crashed into a fellow who was
cowning from bho opposite direction,

“Oh, crumbs!" gasped the nun-
fartunate wayfarer, as he flew, A chargo
with Bupter's woight bohind it was not
a light matter.

Dunter staggered back from the
shock. The other fellow sprawled in
the falien leaves, spluttering.

“Ow! Help!” roared Bunter, “Helpl
Yaroch ] H&]?!” :

“Vou silly fathead!™ howled Julian
Devarney, sitting up dizzily in the path,
*“You howling ass!”
=Y ow-ow-ow 1"

“ What tho thump do you mean by
biffing mé over?” yelled Devarney.

“Eh?" Bunter blinked at himm. “Ia
that you, Dovarney? You silly chump,
what did you get in the way for1”

“Why, you—you—" gasped - Do-
varnoey, stagpering to his feet. e came
towards Dunter, with thoe evident in-
tention of punching him, and the Owl
of thoe Itemove backed away hastily.

“1—1 thought he wasz after me!” he
spluttered. “1—I thought he'd got after
ine—oh dear! I—1 say, can yvou hear
him 7V - :

“Hear whom, you fat idiot?”

“That awiol villain!™

Devarney stored at Bunter in amaze-
raent.

“What do vou mean, you ass? What
villain? Is somebody after you?"

“Well, I thought he was!” The
silence of the weood behind him showed
Bunter, now he was at s halt, that there
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was oo purautt. "*1—1 ran for my life,
you know. I—I know he's a villain—
you should have scen his face—-"

“Whot" exclaimed the puzzled De-
varney. “ Bome tramp ™

“Well, if be was a tramp, what was
he hiding for?"” asked Bunter argu-
mentatively, “A tromp wounldn't be
afraid of me, would he?" .

Devarney’'s angry face broke into a
grin,

“ Hordly ! he said. ]

“Well, then, amn't 1t queer?”™ said
Bunter. “He hid under the old arch-
way when I went into the priory, and
peered out, you know—in 8 Esyrup-
gtitions way——"

“In a what?” ejaculated Devaruey.

“Byrupstitious way. Of course, I
thought it was those beasts—but it
wasn'b—and when I saw him, he was a3
white as chalk—and hig eyes ﬂarﬂd like
—like sunything, you know. Oh dear!”
Bunter shuddered at the recollection of
his torror. “He must be some awful
villain—sa murderer, perhaps—"

“You fat ass!™

“Well, if he was hiding & body thore,
or mmathinﬁ——ﬂ argued Bunter.

* Fathead I

“"Well, he was jolly startled, and I
thought he came after me, but he didn't
after all. What was be hiding fori”
said Bunter. “Something jolly syrup-
stitious about it, anyhow.”

“Do you mean surreptitions, ass?"”

. "No, I don't—1 mean syrupstitious,”
apgwered Bunter. " Vou didn't learn
everything at Barcroft, Devarney. Look
bere, you walk with me as far as the
lane. I don't Iike wour company, but
with that horrid-locking villain hang-
ing about the wood, I'd rather not be
alone, sca

Julian Devarney stood looking at
Bunter, a strange expression on his face,
His brows were knitted, his e glint-
ing under them. He step towards
the fat junmior, and dropped & hand on
his shoulder.

“Tell mo the truth, Bunter! Did you
sce 8 man hiding in the ruined priory?
None of your rot—speak plainly.”

“0h, really, Devarpey——"

* Answer me, you fat idiot 1"

“¥es, I did! I've told you so!”

“What was he like?”

“Think I stopped to look at him "™
hooted Bunter,

“If you eaw bim,
noticed what he locke
extent, you silly owl I

“He was as white as a sheet,” szaid
Bunter. “Now I como to think of it,
he must have been scared at my butting
into him. He was hidinp;-, and he was
frightened at being seen.’

ou must have
liko, to somo

“Waz he o Jew "
“Blessed if I know! He had & boeak
of a nose—something like yours,

Devarney [

“You fat fool |”

Tho Devarney nosa was somewhat
distinctive—a most aristocratic, aquiline
nose. That type of nose, as a matter
of fact, bears & remarkable resemblance
to thoe Semitic t - That resemblance
was not one Llhat the lofty Devaruoy
liked te dwell upon,

Leaving Bunter still gasping on the
footpath, Julian Devarney plunged into
lh:}; wood. DBunter stared after him.
ok .”E"* Devarney I he gasped.

at’s the way to the priory! 1 say,
you'll run into that man—-="

Devarney did not heed, He die-
appeared into the wood, leaving Bunter
taring. It dawned upon the fat junior
that it was Devarney's intention to head
for the old priory, to see what Bunter
bad Tliﬁﬁn. i 4

“The silly ass|” gasped Bunter,

He headed along the footpath for
Friardale Lana, at glimpse of the
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mysterious lurker in the old priory had
been enough for Billy Bunter—he did
not want another. If Devarney wanted
to hunt for trouble, he could hunt for it
on his own, so far as Bunter was con-
cerned. 'The Owl of the Remove did not
breathe freely till he was out of the
wood, and in the open, sunny lane,
heading for Greyiriars.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Stariling Discovery !

ULIAN DEVARNEY threaded his
way swiftly thrm;fh the wood in

the direction of the old priory.
Although he bad been only a few
weeks at Greyiriars, the new fellow had
lenrned his way about, and one of lus
golitary half-holidays had bLeen spent
exploring the ruined priory in the wood,
for want of something else to do. Bo he
was fairly well aequainted with the
lonely spot where, according to Bunter's
terriied tale, & mysterious man was

furking in hiding.

The junior stopped on his way, to cut
a thick stick, and whittle it with his
pocket-knife—for use a3 & weapon if
needed. Then he hurried on again. His

Gyes were ﬁhnt;tug under his bent brows.
With a!ll his faults, Devarney had
plenty of courage—s courage that

umounted to recklessness. It did not even
occur to him to feel alfraid.

It was quite probable that BDunter had
startled some tramp who was camping
in the ruins. Devarney knew that. But
there was a chence, at least, that the
man was—Shem Isaacs.

The swindler who had fled from the
police, as was well known, been
stoppod at Folkestone, in an attempt to
cross the Channel, and bad fled with the
policoe close ou his track. Orly a few
duf,'a ago, he had been seen at Court-
field, where he had obtained a motor-
car, 'The car had been wrecked in his
flight, and the fugitive had disappeared
into Friardale Wood.

Inspector Grimes, and a number of
constablea, had searched the wood from
end te end, ropting through it with the
greatest thorouphness, and Isanca had
not been found.

That he had escaped, and cleared off
in some new direction, was token for
granted. Devarney had supposed so,
like everyone olse.
 But the news that a man was lurking
in the ruing put a different complexion
on the matter.

The fugitive had not been seen or
heard of since that day ha had narrowly
cscaped Luspector Grimes and hia men.
If he was still in Friardale Wood—

varney's cyes gleamed at the
thought.

The man who had ruined his father,
the man in whose possession was mmost
aof the plunder-—the man upon whose
vapture depended the restoration of the
Devarney fortunes—if there was a
chance of getting hold of him, Julian
was not likely to consider the risk,

Likely enough, RBunter had been
frightened by some wandering tramp.
But the barest chance of getling on tha
irack of Shem Isaacs was enough to
rouse all Devarney’s keennesa,

He gripped his cudgel hard, and
tramnpod swiftly towards the ruins, If
the man was there—if only he was
there—

In every illustrated newepaper there
had been pictures of Shem Isaacs—and
Eramrnei had seen him once in "the
flesh. If he saw him, he would know him
again instantly.

It was true that, according to the
papers, Jsazcs had chan his ap-
pearance sinee his flight—adopting soms
disgeise. But Devarney fell sure that
no disguise would deceive him, if he
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once came face to face'with his father’s
enemy. Bunter's gllusion to the ® beak,™
disagreeable as it was, hinted that the
man in the priory was probably a- Jew,
he considered. And 8 Isaaca was &
Joew, It was because the man who
had ruined his father was a Jew,
that Devarney nourished a bitter
hutred for all Jews—and had becomse
the enemy of Monty Nowlopd, who
Lelonged to that ancient race.

Devarney's face was black and bitter,
as he tramped inie the old priory, tha
cudgel gripped in his hand, He longed
to find himself face to face with Shem
Isaaca. There was no merey in hi
heart towards the scoundrel who had
ruined his father, and a score of other
victims, and had fled with the loot.
Since the crash had come, and Ispacs
had been exposed ns the swindler he
was, much of the plunder bhad been
recovered by the pelice—but it was well-
known that Issacs had taken o great
sum with him in his flight. If he was
cought, that sum would be taken from
him—and in Devarney's mind was a
vision of restored fortune—of Devorney
Court once more in the hand: of its
rightful owners, of the bitter pinch of
poverty relieved for ever. He would be
able to leave Greyfriars, which wae a
Fiuﬁa of exile for him, where he had
wen admitted at reduced feea by the
kindness of one of the governors, an act
of kindness that was a Litter blow to'his
pride. He would be able to return to
Bareroft, whoere his friends were, whero
he had been happy; and could be happy
LRI,

ut he thought less of himself than
of his futher—the foolish, confiding old
gentleman who bhad trusted to o sharper,
wnd had been veduced to poverly ea a
consequence of his foolish trust, Ha
would have cared little for himself, if
he could have seen hia father once more
master of Devarney Court,
_To accomplish that, he would have
risked his life a dozen {imes over,
reckless of what happened to him.

And there was risk—terrible risk—in
secking to rum down a  desperate
fugitive, who carried a fortune with him
and for whom a long term of pc-nu.i
servitude waited in the event of capture.
Devarney cared nothing for the risk,
There was no time to get help—even
now ho might be too late, if the wan in
the ruina really was Shem Isancs. Ile
might have been irightened sway
Bunter’s blundering into him in his
hiding-place.

Inside_the scattered ruins of the cld
priory, Devarnoy stared about him, The
place was silent, almost eerily solitary
and silent, in the glow of the setting sun
over Friardale Wood.

Devarney crossed the gpace towarda
the old archway sereened by bushes and
ereepers. Tt waoa there that Bunter had
geen  the lurking man—thera  that
ﬂDe{;'umcy woutld find him, if he had not

ed.

With the cndgel gripped in his right
hand, Devarney dragged the crecpers
nside with his Jeft.

Thera was a faint sound within.

Devarney's heart thumped.

Someons was there! TIIJm hidden man
had not fled—doubtless he had been
afraid to leave the ruins in the daylight,
and risk being seen on the paths in the
wood. Likely enough, he had been
hiding in the deep vaults under the
priory, and had come up from that
dismal refuge for light and air.

Devarney tore the creepers away with
a rough hand, letting a stream of sun-
light into the old archway.

He stood at the opening, lecking in,
his eyes glittering.

“I know you're there!” he eaid, In a

uiet, steady voice. " You may as well
chow yourself, whoever you are,”

‘Thera had once been rmassive doors to
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the archway, but th had entirely
disappeared sinco the place had gone to
ruin. Now that thoe screen of creepers
was torn awny, tho sunlight streamed 1n,
and the Greyfriaras juniors could see
every corner of the place. He noted
that the large flat stone which usually
covered the opening of the vaults was
tilted up on one side. That convinced
him thet the Iurhirg man was no
wandering tramp. nly a man with
desperate need of mnwa.lmqm: was
likely to have wventured down into the
dismal dark vaults, full of pitfalls for
the unwary. !

Stunding in the opening of the arch-
way, Devarney scanned the interior, with
gleaming eyes. As he stood there, the
sunlight Eeﬂy upon him, and revealed him
with the utmost clearness to any eye
that might be peering from within,
shifting shadow in a shadowy corner
caught Devarney’s glance, end he fixed
hix eyes upon it.

“I can see youl” he said, in the same
steady tones. “"Clome into the light and

w yourself.”

A gosping voice answered him,

“By gad, it's Julian Devarney !

The junior started.

hers was no trace of & Jewish accont
in the woice, and well he rememberad

thick “sheeney * woice of Shem
snaes, on the oceansion when he had
visited the financier's office with his
ar.

_ And there was no troce of the Jew
in' the face that came into sight, as the
lurking man stepped out of the shadows,

It wos o haggerd face—iis looks told

fear., of privation, of desperats
bardship. '

he nose was, a3 Bunter had said,
eather of the “heak”™ variety; but it
wies a2 “beak " of the aristocratic type
—gtrangely like Julian  Devarney's
own !

Not a trace of the Jew was to be
peen in that haggerd  face. It bore
ne resemblance whatever to the face
of Shem lsaacs, az depicted in the news-

pers, and as Devarney rememboered
it from his meeting with the swindler
a few months hefore.

The junior was conscious of a deep
and bitter disappointment,

The man, evidently, was o fugiﬁm—.
must ko o fogitive from justice, or
he would not have been hiding in that
desnlate place. DBut that mattered
nothing to Devarney, if the man was
not the man he sought.

In his deep, overwhelming disappoint-
ment Julian was conscious of nothing
alse, for the momont—not cven of the
gtrangencss of the fact that the un-
known man rvecognised him and know
hiz namse.

The cudgel dropped from his hand.
His fierce and cager look left him, and
his head drooped.

The hapgnrd eyes watched him.

“You know who I am?*"" muttered the
man in the archway.

“I don't know, and 1 don’t care!"”
seid Julian, “I thought I should find
Bhem Isaacs here—"

The man started violently.

*Shem Isaacs! You were looking for
Shem Isaaes?™

“Yes."

“And you found-—me.”

“You needn't be alarmed,” said De-
varney contemptucusly.  “I  suppose
you'rn some thief or other. But it has
nothing to do with me. I am not a
policeman.”

“You are Julian Dovarncey.”

It caught Julian’s attention now that
the hagzard fugitive knew his name.
He gava the man more attention.

“How the dickens do you know my
pame ! ha demanded.

There was a soft laugh.

#] am not likely to fail to recognise

a Davarniay. T have not so many rela-
tions that I should forget one of them.™

* Relations 1"* repeated Julian.

“ Look at me,"

The man stepped into the full sun-
light. quvnrnﬁ{, staring at the face
l;fqt was nob clearly revealed, felt a
contraction at hia heort. In epite of
the haﬁg&rd ﬂ?rewion and the stubbly
beard he could have fancied, for n
motnent, that he waus i
father's face,

Every wvestige of colour deserted the
schoolboy’s cheeks. He gazed at the
haggard face as if it wore that of a
phanotom.

Heo found his voice at last,

“¥You—=you are a Devarney?"’

“You know it."”

“Good heavens !

“*Your father’s cousin, Howard De-
varney,”’ sald the man in the arch-
way coolly. * Wanted by the police to
finich serving a term at Dartmoor. You
have heard of meo, Julitan?"’

Tho boy did oot reply.

He could only gaze at the wretch in
horror.

He did not doubt the statement. Hao
knew that it was true. He had never,
sa far s he Lknew, seen this shame of
the Devarney family beforo. He had
never heard of him till recently; the
disgrace had been concealed from him.
But now he knew!

“You've hoard of me?' persisted the
man, wetching him.  “0Or did your
fathgr keep my existenee o secrot from
you ?*'

“He I-at:St it a secret,” esald Julian
dully. “Only last week, as it hap-
pencd, & man who had

king on his

a grudgoe against

you mistook my father for you and
attacked him—an  ex-convict named
Ledgey—"*

The haggard man started in alarm.
“Lodpey ! Is he—"
"Ho iz gone long ago—the police

9

were looking for him Yor attacking my
father. He took my fsther for you—
from the resemblance.” Julian's voice
was dull and lifeless, %I pever knew
before that—that a Devarney had
brought disgrace on our name. Yon
scoundrel, what are you doing here?"

“Hiding from the police,"” =aid
Ioward Devarncy coolly, *'1 got away
from Dartmoor, with some years still
to run. They want me back. I've kept
away [rom them for yesrs. But now
I-—"" He checked himself. “You are
at Greyfriara School now, boy?"

“How do you know thati"

“I do know it. I am your father’s
cousin, I boar the same name, and my
features would tell all the world that
I am & Devarncy. Do you want the
police to arrest me hero—to have all
your schoolfellows know that your near
refative is & conviet—""

Devarney shuddered. =

“Yon do nott" grinned the man in
the archway, . 3

“No,” said Julian, in & low voice.

" Then—help me.”

“Help you?' repeated the school-

2ls‘rl. em famished. T had foed, but it
is all gone, I should have been forced
soon to show myself, to risk capture, or
give myself up. Help me—to savo your
name from disgrace. Blood is thicker
than water. Your father always hated
me, but you "' He watched the boy's
tormented face eagerly. “You, Julian,
you will help me, if only to save youe
name from disgraco., Howard De-
varney, the ecscaped conviet, is for-
gotten, but if I am taken the whole
country will hear of it. Will you be
able to hold up your head again? Help
mea, and onece I am clear of this I have

means of cscaping—of leaving the
country. And you will never “hear' of
me again. Julian, you must help me.”

Julian BPevarney did not answer.
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I‘EI.‘;:‘ groaned aloud in bitterness of
IF1

He had coms thers seeking Shem
Tszacs—seeking the man who had ruined
his father, the man whose captura

meant 20 much to him, And he had
found Howard Deverrney, one of his
own blood, the shame of his family, o
Devarney who was wanted by the
police ! me and misery almost over-
whelmed the unhappy junior.

He could not speak. He could only
gaze in horror and loathing at the
wratch who claimed his help. And yet
he knew—in his heart of hearts
he knew—that he would aceede to the
claim—that against his conscience,
against the law of the land, he would
help this wretch to escape his just

deserts, to avert disgrace from his name. -

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Thrilling I

ARRY WHARTON & CO,
walked in chearily at the school
ates and headed for the
use, just in time for call-
over. They had enjoyed the picnic up
the river, they had wsalked home to
Clif House with Marjorie and her
friends, and had sauntered back to
Greyiriars aiter a happy afternoon. And
they had completely forgotten the exist
ence of Williama George Bunter, till they
were reminded of it, s they came into
the House, by the sight of a reproach-
ful fat face.
“1 say, you fellows——"
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Pob
Cherry E'ﬁnaniﬁull:.._u+ “Bunter, old fat bean,
you made the picnio a success.”

“EhT? I wasn't there,” said Dunter.
“That's how,” explained Bob,
‘:"IHa, ha, ha!®

I!-

The juniors went into Hall for
calling-over. Mr, Prout was calling the
names; and among the Remove thers
was one that was not answered. The
Fifth Form master repeated the name,

“Devarney |
But no “adsum® repliead, and De-
varney was marked absent.
glanced round at the
emove,
cutting call-over,”

err
ranks of the
“ Devarnev
remarked.

he

1 say, you fell I wonder if he's
been murdered ¥ said Bunter.

The fellows near Bunter jumped as he
made that chicery suggestion.

“Wh-z-at?’ ejoculated Bob,

“Well, I think it’s very likely,” said
Bunier, "I had ma mnarrow escape
myself, and Dovarney went—"*

MBilence ! called out Wingate of the
Sixth,

The roll finished, the Greyfriars
fellows streamed out of Hall. In the
corridor Bob Cherry tapped Bunter on
a fat shoulder,

“You fat fathead—>

“Oh, really, Charry—"

“What did you mean about De-
varney!" asked Bob, ““Has he been
getting into any trouble $**

“1 fancy s0. 1 dare emy that fellow
knocked him on the head,” said Bunter,
“He ‘would go, you know."”

¥

“¥Where did he g9, asst” asked Harry 1

Wharton.

“¥ou know the old pricry in Friar-
dale “Wood 1" _

“Of course we do, fathead! Did De.
varney go thera??

“That's ik 1"

“Well, nothing could have happened
to him there, I suppose,” said the cap-
tain of thea Remove, staring at Bunter.

“That's all you know, rﬁ you'd seen
that dﬂﬁﬁﬂl‘ﬂtﬂ-fﬂﬂkiﬂg villain—"2

“My hat] What villain "

“The one who waa hiding under the
archway ™

“Waas thera a villain hiding under the

archway 1 grinned Johnny Bull,
“1 saw himl¥ said DBunter, with
“Did he tell you ke was a villain
“* Ha, ~ha1”

“0Oh, really, Bull—=

“Look here, fathead ! Get it off your
chest,” eaid Harry. “Devarney's cut
call-over, which iz rather unusual for
him, TIf snything’s happened to him,
Quelch must be told: Cough it up!”

“¥ou see, I went to the old prior
this aiternoon,” eaid Bunter, not at all
aversn to m_lnting’ hiz thrilling ad-
ventura, "I wasn't pgoing after you
fellows—never thought of the picnic,
you know! As you Jeft me behind, T
disdained to have anything to do with
it, Beal"
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“The seefulness Is terrifia,” assented
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh; and his
comrades chuckled. They did not need
telling why Billy Bunter had meandered
as . far as the old priory.

J*Well, there wa: a man hiding bes
hind the bushes and things in the old
archway over the vaults,” said Bunter,
“I rooted him out. I thought it was
you beasts dodging, out of sight at first
=1 mean, 1 didn'i think anything of
the sort | " I—I just rooted him out. He
was a frightful-looking ruffien! He
sprang at me like—like—like *—Bunter
paused for o simile—"like a tiger I

Go it!™

“1 knocked him spinning,” went on
Bunter. “One of my right-handers,
you know—straight from the shoulder
He fell to the earth with a sickening
t-hud ll!

““Ho would!” agreed Bob Cherry.
“Did you kill him, Bunter, or on
eave him .for- dead 7#

“He fell at my feet,” said Bunter,
“Leaving him lying there, I retired
from the spot1” o

“Ia he still Iying there i ssked Bob,

1‘ “EFIH likely 17 Iy . ;

‘Whils you are lying heral’

L1 Eh TH- :.r E

“Ha, ha, ha 1®

“0Oh, teally, Cherry! If you can'
take my word——" :
~ “Well, whether the frighthﬂ villain
is lying there or mot, you'rc jolly well
lving here!” said Bob. *Leave off ly-
ing, and tell us what really happened.”

“"T've told you!” hooted Dunter.

“Well, where does Devarney come
in?" asked Harry,

“0Oh, Dovarney! T met him on my
way back, and told him about the man
i the ruins, and the zilly ass went
there I

“What on earth forl?

“Blessed if I know! He asked me
whether the man was a Jew,” snid
Dunter. “Hop doesn't lika Jews, Bz &
rule. But——"

Harry Wharton started. That little
detail et in some lignk on the matter.

“My only hat!” oxeluimed the captain
of the Bemove, * Bunter woke up some
tramp who was taking &8 nap in the
ruins, and told Devarney —and De-
varney's gotb it into his head that it may
be that man Isaacs [

“Oh 1" gjaculated Bunter. I didn'E
think of that. That's it, of course! I
dare say the man was Isaacs. He's
never been found since he dodged into
ithe wood days apo. He's been hiding
in the ruins all the time!”

“Rot!” said Jobnny Bull, “Mr
Grimes must have searched the ruins
when ho scarched the wood. He knows
all about the old priory I

“Might have hidden in tha wvaults”
suggested Frank MNugent. *There was
a inan hid there once.”

“It's possible,” said Harry Wharton
thoughtiully. “Look here, Bunter!
Did you really find & man hiding in the
archway I

I &4id!™

“1I'vo told you
Bunter.
“YVaos, I know that. Dut did you?”
“If yvou can't take a fellow's word,

then——*" roared Bunter,

“Wathead! Tell us exactly what
happened, then”

“T'wve told you ence, but I don't mind
telling you again. Hearing the sound
of someone lurking silently in the old
archway——"

"Oh, my hat!”

“1 thought that it might be that man
Isnacs”

“You—yon thonght that it might be
Ismacs " gasped Wharton, *'Why, you
never thought of him at all till I men-
gloned his name a minute agoi”

“0Oh, really, Wharton! I suppose 1

snappoed
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ought to know what I thought!” ex-
¢laimed Dunter warmly.

#Can’t you stick to the truth, you fat
frump #* demanded Bob Cherry, * Just
for once, and for nni:ir & minute?!

#0Oh, really, Cherry*

“0h, go shead, Bunter ¥ said Harry.
“We may ba able to sort out the facts
from the fction!”

“If any ! remarked Nugent.

“Thinking it might be that villain
Tsanes,” pursucd Bunter, “I rooted him
out. He sprang at me with a glitter-
i_ng: knife 1”

“‘Oh crumbs [™

“T did not flinch ! You fellows would
have Hinched —in fact, wou'd have
hooked it! Not me! Fixing him with
a calm, steady gaze, I seized his right
hand and wrenched away the knife!
Thean I knocked him down! He fell
with a sickening thud [

“It's the same sickening thud, but
the Lknife iz new!” remarked Frank
MNugent. “Bunter improves as he goes
on! Trickle on, old fat bean!”

“You can cackla!™ said PBunter dis-
dainfully, *I fancy vou wouldn’t have
faced that desperate villain as coolly as
I did, with & losded revolver staring
you in the face!™

* A rovolver!” velled Bob.,
3 knife 8 minute ago!”

#1—X mean, & loaded knife!™

*Oh crikey I

*“That is, a—a knife! I mesn, he
had & revolver in the other hand!™”
stammered Bunter. “That's what I
really meant to say. I'd like to have
seen you fellows face him, that's all!
Only presence of mind and iron nerve
saved me! I barely escaped the crash.
ing blow of his bludgeon, as it was ™

“Great pip! He had & bludgeod,
too 7" gasped Bob.

“Which hand did he hold it in?”
asked Nugent.

iIEh?H

“Hoe had a kpife in one hand and a
revolver in the other. Did he hold the
bludgeon in his teeth I

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“[—I—I mean—" stuttered DBunter,
Bunter’s love of thrilling detail had led
him astray once more, as it often did.
“Look here, you fellowa! If you don't
believe what I'm telling you——"

“If 1" gasped Bob.

“Bunter saw somebody there!” said
Wharton, after a little thought. " Most
likely a tramp, taking o snooze. Still,
it's a fact that Isaacs hae never been
saen since he took to the wood, and it's
barely P-&asib]a that it was he. It's
pretty clear that Devarney thought so,
if he woent there to look for him and
560 who it was. And—he hasn't como
in M

The chums of the Remove becama
geripus. = Devarney had cut gall-over,
which was unusual; and it was clear,
from Bunter's tangled yarn, at least,
that Devarney hid gome to the old
priory in the wood to look for some
man whom Punter had deen hanging
about there. If, by chance, it was the
fugitive Isaacs, it was more than prob-
able that something might happen to
s schoolboy who rooted him out of his
hiding-place..

“1f he doesn't come in soon, we'd

“1t was

better go  to Queleh,” said Harry

Wharten at last. "Dut I dare say he's

on 155&_ Giive him till after prep,
uw 'FI

#1 say, you fellows!™

"-B'DW'W'DW !H

Harry Wharfon & Co. went to prep,
leaving Bunter to find other hearers for
his thrilling story. He found hearers;
but he did not find bplievers! That

Monslenr Ch
the for's
ed exclamation and looked down.

ntier whisked across te Devarney and caught hold of one of
les as he was clambering over the wall. Devarney uftered a

**Let go I’ he snapped. *““Non I ™

sald the Freneh master. * You shall not go out I* (See Chapter §.)

was often the fate of William CGeor
Euntﬂr+when he related the remarkable
happenings that fell to his lot!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Bitter Blood !

o, EVARNEY 1

1 B “Oh, here you are!”
Wharton and Nugent

uttered  those jaculations

simultaneously. . Prep was almost over

in Study No. 1 in the Remove when the

door opened and Julinn came in.

The two juniors looked &t

curiously,

Had not Devarney returned after
rep they had intended to go to their
“orm master. But here he was, lockin

thoroughly tired, worn, and dispirited,
but evidently unharmed.

He glanced at them. _
“¥es, here I am,” he answered ; and

he dropped rather than sat in the study
armchair. Obviously he was very tired,

“Anything bappened, &kid?¥ asked

Wharton,

“What should have happened?®”
“You look dead heat.™
“I'm tired,” said Devarney curtly.
His tone did not invite further con-

versation, and the juniors devoted their
attention to prep agsin., If Devarney

him

was in one of his sulky tempers they
‘I:?'IJBFE quite willing to leave him to him-
BEil.

Julian did not make any move to-
wards ]E_re . He sat stlent in the arm-
chair, his brow blacker than his study-
mates hod ever seen it before, though
they Lad often seen it black énough,

But it was not mérely sulky temper
that troubled Devarney now. Tﬁay could
see that, IHis expression was dispirited,
despondent, He locked like a fellow
who had had o shock, and & painful one,
and had not recovered from it.

Wharton and Nugent had just finished
prep when thers was a t.a.t? at the study
door, and Monty Newland came in.

He nodded cheerily to the two juniors
at tho table. Tho high back of the arm-
chair was towards him, and he did not
sce Devarney sitting thera.

“Trot in, old bean," said Harry.

" Finished "

£ .}'us L} ]

“Good 1" said Newland. * Look heras,
you fellows, Bunter's spinning a yarm
about a man he's seen hiding in the
old priory in Friardale Wood. I dare
pay you've heard it.™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“We've heard 18, ho assented,

“Well, 1it'a mos g‘ﬂ.m:mu of
course,” said Monty. *Fou nimnw
Bunter ! Buf it seems clear enough that
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he did see somebody hiding there. He

tella different lies every time he tells
the story; but he sticks to that much all
the tima. Bomebody was there! Well,
you know thﬂ%\ﬁﬂﬂ iost that man Isaace
in Friardale Wood." :

“That's s0,"” assented Nugent.

“He's supposed to have got away,”
went on Newland. “But it's quite
possible that he was in hidin‘s in soma
undargmund nook under tha old priory.
There's & chance, at least, that the man
Bunter saw hiding there is Isance.”

“I was thinking s0,” sasented
Wherton. .

“Tt's not much to go upon,” continued
Monty. “But—the man iz an swiul
rascal, and ought to be laid by the heels.
From what I've heard it would be a

thing for your study-mate

varney if he were canght, Devarn
doesn't hike me much,” Newland emiled,
“but I'd be glad to do him a good turn
to that extent. What about tha Remove
Scouts turning out to-morrow and root-
‘Inﬁ ovt the villain if he’s thare?™

Jolly idea |"” exclaimed Whar-
ton heartily.

“¥You res, Bunter's yarn is too flim
to take to the police,” =aid Newland,
“and Ins r (irimes seems to be satis-
ficd that Isaacs isn’t still in this neigh-
bourhood. It would be rather a feather
in the cap of the Greyfriars Scouts if
I s

pi pai
s }a feﬂl%w_ bas m":ldlfudha lot ;if;
e, and he's suppose ave m
o Ei: P'Eun&ur abnﬂ:t him,” zaid New-
land. * Moat likely he's hanging sbout
the coast on the chance of getting out
of the conntry. It would be a sin and
a shame to let him get away with other
le's money in his pockets if we
con im, couree, there ma
d stop him. Of th y be
nothing in it, but & Beout run in the
. woodp after school would be a good
thing, anvhow, You fellowe on?®
“Yes, rather

“Devarney isn’t a Scoul, but I dare
I-lﬁ e would like to join up, if yom
tell him thers’s a chance o bnggmg
Shem Isancs,” said MNewland. “He
must 'be “keen on that as it seems that
Tsaack robbed his father. As there will
be a crowd .of us, he may be able to
mnd_,m!y company for' once,” added
Monty, laughing. *If I lend him =
hand getting hold of that swindler it
may even make him understand that
thera' ara Jews and Jews—not all
exactly alike.”

“Not at all,” said Devarney's bitter
Yoice,

Ha rose from the armchair and faced
round towards Newland.

The Jewish junior started.

“Oh!® he ejaculated. “I dido't see
you, Devarney ! If I'd known you werd
there—"

_ Dovarney looked at him, his lip curv-
ing scornfully, his eyes gleaming under
his &nitted brows, There was not only
scornn but actual hatred in the lock he
gave the Greyfriare Jew. In his present
mood of “bitterness, shame, and rage,
fresh from sceing the man who was a
disgrace to’ his name, Devarnoy was
ready to wreak his rancour on any
victim thht cgme to hand. The wrong
done to him, and to his father, by Shem
Isaacs had filled his breast with a
hatred coneentrated cn Monty Newland,
the only Jew with whom he came in
touch.  In hia present mdod he was
gﬂm:l to see Nowland, to pour out on him

e bitter rancour that was poisoning
his heart. v N

Monty reddened under his look.

#1 didn't know !** he stamamered. I
shouldn't have come in if I’d known
you were here, De‘mrnﬂ;f

“Bot|"” said Harry. “You're always
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walcome in this study,
it, Newland.”

“I'm glad sou ecame in™ eaid
Devarney bitterly.  “It gives me a
chance to tell you what I think of you,

you sheeney! You helped my father
the other day, when that brute Ledgey
attacked him-—-wel, my father made me
shake hands with you. I've tried to get
over the loathing 1 leel for you and
81l your kind. But I can't] I wouldn't
stay in this school another hour if I
could help it, with you in it. But I can't
help it—1've got to stay here practically
on charity because a Jew robbed my
father—a Jow, like you "

“ Neot like me, I hope,” said Newland,
very quietly, *Yoo've just heard me
suggesting to these lellows to hunt for
vy Mgk i

ovarney loughed derisively,
+"Gammﬂn';$‘u he amware-d? “Jows
stick to one another. They're all tarred
with- the same brush "

“How man
known 7 ask Newland, still quietly.

“Ouoly Isasca—and you [

“The fellows hersa think I'm pretty
decent,” said Newland. “You've
formed your judgment on Isaacs. Are
you really fool enough to condemn a
race numpering millions on the actions
o ——

varngy e f{odl eno or any-
thing, old Hesn?> maid Nugent.

Julian lavghed harshly.

“;{f you'd n ral aghg o Jew—if
you'd seen your old father reduced to
poverty by s Jew——"" he said thickly.

“Hard chiebse,” said Wharton. “%ul
no reason for making & blithering idiot
of wourself., Any man at QGreyfriars
wnulcé tell yol that Newland is square
as a dio.” '

o “ml:aﬂ hat you like,” said
ou ean believe what you li sai

Newland, with a shrag of the lhg;.:ldera.
“I can make allowances for a fellow
who'a beon hard hit, ss you've been,
otherwise I'd take you by the neck and
ma;lm you swallow all you’ve said.”

‘You're welcome to try,” sneered
Deavarney.

“We've uc:rnpﬁed twice—and twice is
enough,” snid Monty. *“‘Look here, 1
dame to this study to speak to Wharton
and Nugent. I suppose even a Jow is
entitled to speak to hia fricnds without
you butting in."

_“If you stay here, I leave,” said
Davarngy. “I won't breathe the same
air with & Jew ("

“Thera's the doori™
Wharton.

Damrqe&dﬁth a bitter sneer on his
face, quit the study. He made =&
esture of rﬂ;‘iisit}n as he passed New-
and; and ty's bands clenched for
a moment, -

But he unclenched them apsin. Hia
!-:u::!-t; as it followed Julian, was com-
passionate. A fellow who hugged bitter-
ness and rancour to his heart as if they
wera troasures was a follow to be pitied,
The door closed on Devarney, and it
was a relief to Study No, 1 when he
WaB gone.

said Harry

THE EIGHETH CHAPTER.
Rothing Doing !

14 INE!” said Bob Cherry.
Bob alluded to the westher
in break the following day.
It wad fine, and prospects
were quite sgreeable for the Scout run
planned to follow class that day.

The Famous Five came out in break
with cheery faces, looked at the sky,
and were pleared with the aspect
thereof. ,

Of course, the Greyfriars Scouts
would not bave shrunk from a little

gnd you know rain
dnuE

Jews have you ever .

. & first-oloss one.
“You win'i make me believe that” Re
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or even & lot of rain. But ua-
tedly they preferred a fino day_for
& Scout run in the woods.

It was going to be fine, and all was
welll Quite & number of Remove men
ware joining up for the run.
barest possibility of rooting out a rogus
like Mr. Isaacs from some den in the
wood wes exciting and atiractive.
Hunting such game fnva a pest to the
Scout run that ususl ga was lacking,

True, few follows believed that Mr.
Issacs really was hiding in the wood a}
tigé Et:.llL therg‘was B huﬂ:&.r Iy @

_Bunter, this time, u e-
cided that lﬂa lurker in the old ;ﬂ‘iur:_
was Shem Isesecs, and his fat imagina-
tion coming to his aid, he declared that
he had actuslly recognised him by his
picture in the newspaper. Drawing
on his unlimited imagination, Bunter

ave & desgription of the hurking man
that would have suited Bhylock in the

Merchant of Venice.”

That would have rettled the matter,
had anyone believed Bunter. Bug
nobody ever belicved Bunter, )

Btill, from the maze of fiction in which
Bunter had wrepped his story, one
small fact could be sorted out; there
hiudd actuslly bem?:w mmed dpa-n:mfx in the
old priory on Wednesday aftern
hiding in the archway. ! .

Some loafing tramp, most likely, the
fellows thought, and long since gone
on his dusty way. B8till, thers was a
chance that it was the fugitive frem
justice; and if it wat.tha Grayfriars
Scouts were going to bag him.

Most of the Greyfriars men were keen
on E-:'mﬂmfh There were several
patrols in the Remove. Even Billy
Bunter wha a Scout, though pot perhiﬁ:

_All the Scouts in 4
move were going to join in the hunt,
£0 it seemed very probable that il'the
elusive Mr, Issacs was in the wood ab
all he would be rotsed out,

But there was one fellow in the
Remove to_whom the eoming hunt ini
Friardale Wood brought nothing less
than anguish.

In class that morning, Julian Devar.
ney was o moody and inattentive thas
Mr. Queleh ealled him to order several
times, though as a rule he was very
kind and considerate to the junior who
had fallen from & high estate.

In break, Julian walked under the
old elms by himself,- his hands in his
pockets, his brows lined with troubled
thought.

After school that day, more than a
scora of eager Scoutz would be rooting
through Friardale Wood. That the

would discover Shem Tegsacs Julian di
not suppose for o moment; he was sure
that the fugitive Jew war not there.

But it was very likely that they would
discover Howard Devarnecy, the black
shea]i:; of the Devarney family, known
to the police as the "I}a.ngy,’.' and
wanbed o serve the remainder of his
sentenca at Dartmoor,

The thought was torture to the proud
fellow. He had made no friends at
Greyfriars, but he had made enemies;
even good-natured and tolerant fellows
disliked his suaercrlmus ways, and con-
sidered that he thought much too
much of himself, and of the fact that
he was a Devarney of Deverney Court,
What would they think—what would
they say—if it came out that hiz near
relative—his father’s consin, a man so
lika his father in looks that he had been
mistaken for him—waz & convict, a
thief, a man wanted by the police, a
man who had lived for years among
eriminals, and was known among them
by a nicknama? 7

It was ssid of old that pride goeth
befora destruction, and a Thaughty
spirit before a fell. Julian writhed at

(Continued on page 16.)
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Kites have played a more important part in the conguest of the air than many peo
and in this article our flying expert tells you of some of the experiments that were ma
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imagine 5
with kites

in the years gone by.

Jamborse at Arrowe Park, last August, Baden.
Foweli—the very wonderful soldier Scout who was
responsible for W—naturally came in for & deal

of praise,
about

Foople and new said all sorts of nice thin
him, E“.t scarcel EP:nP:r?ﬁa romembered what BELI.E%EPQWEIH
i%lt.a oarly daye

did to help fiying
BADER-FOWELL'S KITE.
wHY, he was one of the vory first to malke it possible

WHE’H oll the world was talking of the great Scouts'

for a man to be lifted from the ground by a kite!
Apd that was a very, v great achievement in
those da befors the firet seroplane rose
with o man aboard snd me.miullii'] get him down sgnin.

The man who went up with
Baden-Powsll's arcangemont of
Litoa soared ome hundrod foot—
sixty feet higher than the man
who went up in an American kito
tho sarne year. Dritain was stll
eatablishing records then, you soo.
Reslly, Baden-Powell's man-
lifting kite was a team of kites.
P Thore were five or six, of a spocial
i :f{;l.' shape, linked tﬂ%ﬁih{:!‘ to pot the

/A Al utmast poasible lifting powor.
i WG Another of the great pionocra
: 2L of fdight was Cody, wio wos
i attached to the British Balloon
Department st Aldershof. Me
later meanaged to lift mon 3,000
feot and more in the air with his

el
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P
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i
Ii’Mﬂ

I

TI:? hhi:rx«almpud hllh, kitos,

which I= still popular :

to-day, E;aﬂ I?umtad by yﬂTmlfTﬂl" ﬂﬁh;{:a F?mamlt:;;g
i flying got to do with acroplanea ¥

foll, there was litlle indeod
known about the air when these kite experiments wore goin
on. Men had more or less solved the problem of gliding tlnrm:fE
the air in motor-gliders, but they wore still puzzled by the
flight of birds.

DISCOVERING THE SECRETS OF THE AIR.

IND out the bird's ecerct, snid they, and you were on the

F way to producing a ﬂ}'inﬁ machinge that roally would

soar., The quoor-sha itos they were making then

would soar well enough whilst o etring or wire controlled

them—holding the kite's surface to the wind. But i the con-
trolling string or wira broke, down flutterad the kite at once.

The pulling power of the string or wire goue, the kite failed.
So they set thomselves to find some motive powor that would
aot liko that wire or etring—pull the kite along, make it really
fly.
F& revolving scrow would provide driving forco to equal the
kite-string™s tension—the propeller of tho lane of to-day.
Startling as it may ecem, tho aorcplane is, in effect, a seli-
propellod kite, fitted with moter, air-propellers, and o rudder.
Ifg waa by working cut all the reasons for the behaviour of
kitee—box-kiten ecepecially—that the secrots of the ar now
well known to our Oying-men wers mostly discovered. No one
knows whon the first kite was mada—m;égm WOIo ummi:ﬁ
themnselves with kites hundreds of years belore the people
the Dritish Isles bad even becn heard of,

FORERUNNER OF THE AERQPLANE.

UT it was not until about 1808 that they were used in
connoction with the solving of that terribly knotty
problem of mechanical flight. Look at pictures of the
ontly aeroplanes and you will easily trace the box-kite

principle of the wings. When the seroplane builders first tried
out their ideas thoy kept to the moneplanoe stylo—a single patr
of wings.

It wos not till Inter, after many daring man-lifting experimonta
with box-kites had proved that a double plans wan bettor than
& ginglo one, that biplanes came in for their share of attontion.

Now that tho acroplane iz on accomplished fact, the kite is
mostly rolegated to its esuliest uscs—as a plaything. No
longer pre automatic camoras sent up with kites to securs
pictorial rocords from the air, Nor are they evor again likely
to be usod for military purposes.

But don't forget that this so-called * kid's toy™ is an
immediate forcrunner of all acroplanes-—and that ones upon &
time a danng
a X petimenter
woved with &

ite that
}jf;htnjng and

cotricity ore
ong and the
samo Lh
A fow sol-
entistsa had
guessed  that
it woas sn, but
Franklin with
hiskiteproved
it beyoend
doubt

FRANKLIN'S
DISCOVERY.

IS kite

w G a

maida

of =ilk
and o thin
wire waos ate
tached to the
top uiit, He
tied tho usual
string io the
kite, and to
the hand-end
of the siring
tied on M-
sulator, Ho
waited for o
bip thundar-
storm, thon sont up his kite.

Ho got his electric current, right enouglh, down the nt.rin%rm
the insylator, and he was able to fill a Leyden jar with it. Not
only did he help on aviation with his Kite, but he discovered
that as vou counld draw eloctricity from the air by raeans of a kite,
&0 also it should be possible to prevent buildings being struck
by lightning by enticing electricity from the clouds harmlessly
into the ground by moans of lightning conductors.
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(Above]—Thia sketch shows four of Ball’s

triangular-shaped kites Jolned together;

and (below) Baden-Powell's man=-Hiting
arrangemant of kites.



By FRANK
RICHARDS.

[ﬂanﬁnuﬁ from page 12,)

the thought of the shama, the mockery,

disgrace—all the more bitter, all
the more overwhelming, becsunse he had
held his head so high.

Hiz thoughts were dark and miser-
able as he walked restlessly under the
elms. The Famous Five came by,
chatting cheerily, discussing the Scout
run, and Julian glanced at them. Their
cheery faces contrasted with his own
gloomy and troubled looks. A sudden
ampulse made him eall to the chums of
the Remove.

“Hold on, you fellows™

“ Hallo, halle, halle!™

“It's fized about the Scout run to-
day 1" asked Julian, -

“¥es" said Harry. “Like to come
along ! he added politely. “That is,
of course, if you can manage somohow
to be civil to Newland.”

“Thanks, I don't care for the com-
peny of Jews!" gnesred Devarney.
*I'm afraid I couldn't undertake to
be ocivil to one.”

“Huit yourself I" said Wharton curtly.

“That isn't what I was goin’ to speak
about,” said Julian hastily, “It secms
that you fancy that villsin Isancs moy
be in this neighbourhood, from what
Bunter told E.ﬂu'”

“That’s so,” paid Harry.

"Well, I can tell you that it isn’t szo,
and that may save you the trouble of
looking for a man who isn't there,”

he juniors stared at him,

“How the thump can vou kpow ?* de-
manded Johnny Bull.

“I mean, the man that Buntor saw at
thia old priory was not Isaacs,” said
Devarney.

“1 don't see—"" began Nugent.

1 went there to see who it was when
Bunter told me about him yesterday,”
expiaing Avarney. cupnt it

plained D y-  “1 though
might be Isascs—and you know, aof
course, that I'm keen on petting hold ol
that ecoundrel. I sew the man who was
hanging about there.”

::Ynu saw him?" exclaimed Wharton,

“And it wasn't Isaacal”

“No; it wag not a Jow at all.”’

. ¥Who was it, then!” asked the cap-
tain of the Remove, eyeing Julian's face
very curiously.

Devarney colourad ?nmmfnﬂahly. 1§
was not his way to tell an untruth; but
certainly he had no intention of telling
kthe facts.

“I can't answer that question,” he
eaid. “DBut I koow it was not Isaacs,
I know Isaacs by sight, aa well as from
seeing his piocture in all the papers.
The man there waaz nothing like him.”

“There poes our giddy capture!”
grinned Bob Cherry. * Only some giddy
tramp, after all”

. "Was it & tramp, Devarney 1"

“He looked as if he'd been tramp.

ing,” said Julian,

“Was ha hiding in the old archway,
a5 Bunter gaid?” asked Wharton, his
eyes still on Julinn's face.

#He was in the archway, certainly,”

gaid Julian.

*Did you leave him there, after see-
ing him * _
Fre Maigwer Lmminy.—No. 1,128,

“I oan't say where he went." Devar.
ney weas hra;lﬂimg hard. *I can answer
for it that he was not & Jew, and you
know that Isaacs is & Jow.”

“ That's nothing,” said Harry. " The
papers zay that he has changed his
sppearance—disguised or something,
and—

“What tot!” said Devarney sharply.
“He couldn't disguize the fact that he
was & Jew."

“Heo might,” said Harry. “Anvhow,
there must I:la}umethizig fishy about a
man who's hiding in a lonely place like
that, If he’s still there, it will do no
harm to find out who he is, and what
he's up to.”

“1 tell you he'a not Isaacs,"

“All serene] We'll sea for ourselves,
if %we find him,” said the captain of
the Homove, :

“You'll be wasting your time for
nothing.*" ;

“A Bcout run isn*t & waste of time,
old bean. We get the run, anvhow,
even if we don’t catch the ¥saaes bird.”

“I've no doubt that Ysaacs iz a
hundred miles away by this time,” said
Julisn, biting his lip.

Wharton shook his head.

“I don’t feel sure of that” he szaid.
“He's being watched for everywhere,
and he can’t show himaelf without baing
nabbed,. We know that he was in
Friardale Wood & few days ago. If he
found out the wvaults under the eold
priory it's just the place where he
might hida himself.™

“Well, the man that fat fool Bunter
saw was nobt Isaacs,” said Devarney
sullenly. “If some other man is camp-
ing out thera it's no businesg of yours
to meddle with him.”

*That's for us to decide,” said Whar-
ton grlyl:,u “It seome to me that you
are jolly concerned for this chap, who-
ever he i3, Devarney. Even if he's
not Ismacs, he ought to be made to
explain what he's up to! Why should
you care whether we root him out or
not 7"

“I haven't said that I eare, 'T was
only telling you that if you're going
after Isancs you're wasting your time,”
muttered Julian huskily. “ As for eny
other man who may have camped theres,
vou've no right to interfore with him
that ¥ can sen.”

_“If he'a ul}lJ to no harm we shan't
intorfero with him. Why should we?™
cxclaimad Wharton, *“Blessed if T zee
what you're petting at, Dervarney.
Anyhow, we're going.”

Devarney turned snd walked away,
leaving the Famous Five staring after
him in puzzled astonishment.

“What the thump docs Devarney want
to put the kybosh on our little run
for?" exclaimed Bob Cherry, in wonder.

“(zoodness knows! ¥ should think he

would have jumped at the slightest
chance of nailing that man Iseacs,” said
ITarry. It means a lobt to him and
his far:rpie if Isaacs is caught.”
_ "1f ho saw the man and saw that
it wasn't Isaacs—" bepan Johnny
Tull. *8till, there's no reason why we
shouldn’t see for ourselves.®

“T can't moko him out!"

“The makefulness out is not preat!™
remarked Iurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
““But the esteemed Devarncy does not
want us to find that preposterous
person.”

“Why shonldn't ho?"

The nabob shook his head.

““Hallo, halla, halla!" ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “There's the bell ¥

The bell rang for third school, and
the juniors trooped towards the House.
But Julian Devarnoy was not among
the crowd of fellows who headed for the
BRemove Form-room. .

THE MAGNET

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Up Agalnst It |
HM{}H Dieu!" murmured Mon.

sieur Charpentier.
Mossoo was astonished,.

; There being no French seb
to claim Monsieur Charpentier’'a atten-
tipn for the next hour, the French
gentleman wes taking a little walk 1m
the cloisters, And, as all the Grey-
friars fellows should have been in their
Form-rooma at that time, Mossoo was
naturally surprised to see & Remove
junior coming aleng the cloisters; and
still more surprised to see him stop at
the old wall that gave on the fir-wood,
and begin to elimb it

Monsicur Charpentier stared at him.
It was Devarney of the Remove, and
he was too busily occupied to notice

the French gentleman et a little
distance.

“Mon Dieu!™ repeated Mossoo,

And he trotted across towards

Dovarney.

,A junior might have an “exeat” en-
titling him to go out during a class;
but in that case, of course, he would go
out by the gates. A fellow who was
climbing out over & well evidently hsd
noe exeat. This junior was breaking
bounds, instead of going to the Form-
room for third school; & proceeding that
was really unheard of. He would, of
course, be missed immediately by his
Form master; and Mr, Quelch was not
e Form master to be trifled with.
Punishment, sharp and severe, awaited
the delinquent; and it was hard to
imagine what motive he could possibly
have for incurring such punishment.

It was pot so much a regard for
discipline as a desire to save the reck-
leas fellow from that certain punish-
ment, that made the good-natured
Fronch gentlaman interveno; slthough,
of course, as a Greyiriars master sha
wat bound to put a stop to such a law-
less proceeding.

He whisked acrosa to Devarney and
nnuﬁht hold of one of the junior’s ankles
&8 he was clambering over the wall.

_Devarney uttered a startled exclama-
tion, and looked down.

“Let go!” ho snapped.

“Mon cher garcon——" rcmonstrated
Monsieur CharFentier.

“ Lot me gbl"

“Zat is not possible, petit,” said the
French master. * You must not go out,

as you know verree well! You must
go viz yourself to zo clasa.”
“Will you let ga?”

“Non!" said Monsieur Charpentier
nm]ilhatlcnliy+ “Venes, venez! You
ghall not go out! Ze good Quelech he

will be, what you call, waxy! Allex

done! Come, come!”

Devarnay gritted his teeth. He mada
an e¢ffort to drag himself over the wall;
but Mossog held on to his snkle with
the grip of a vice.

“Mon arcon, have you taken
departure from ze eense?” exclaimed

the French master. “You know verree
well you must not break ze bounds,
Allez! Come down viz youl”

“You're not my Form master!”
snapped Devarney. “Leave me alone!™

“ Mais, mon garcop—="

“Mind your own business!

“Coil1" ejaculated Monsisur Uhl?ﬂﬂ'-
tiar, astounded by that mode of address
from & lower Mourth junior.

“I've got to go out,” panted Devars
ney. “I'm ready to answer to Qualch
for it! Now leave me slone.”

“Pas peossible!™ paid Monsieur Char-
pentier. Y Venez 1Y

He jerked at Devarney’s ankls, and
ths junior had no cheoice about comi
down. He dropped from the wall,
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stood facing the French mastor, with
Hlashing eyes,

Monsieur Charpentier dropped » hand
on hiz shoulder. It was plain that the

junior was waiting for & chance to bolt.
“Come, come, my boyl” said the
French gentleman kKindly, “You are

one foolish garcon! You look for ze
trouble, isn’t it? Zat good Quelch he
vill be, what you call, pretty wild]
Come, come!” i

“T tell you—"" hissed Devarney.

“VYeaenez avec moil"

With & grasp of Devarney’s shoulder
Monsienr Charpentier led him back
along. the cloisters. )

Devarney clenched his fata. _

But he knew that he had to submit;
and- he submitted, with a black and
scowling brow.

Monsicur Charpentier led him across
ihe quad and into the House. The
junior's conduct puzzled him extremely ;
euch defiance of authority was very un-
usual, if not unknown, at Greylriara
What the reckless fellow's meotive might
" be the French master could not imagine,
and he was very far indeed [rom guess-
ing. But that did not concern him;
what concerned him was to tako
Devarney to his Form-room; and ke
took him there. Not till they reached
the door of the Remove-room did he
release Julian's shoulder.

“Now you go in, mon garcon,” he
said kindly. “I forget all zose sheeky
zings you say to me, but you go in,
n'ost-ce-pas i

And a= Devarney had no choice in
the matter, he went in; snd Monsieur
Charpentier walked away, still very
much puzzled.

The ove were all in their places,
and third lesson was In progress, w
Julian ecniered the Remove-room.

Mr. Queleh's eye turned on him like
& gimlet.

“¥ou aro ten minutes late, Dovarney "

 Yes, sirl"” i

“Take & hundred lines and go to
your placo.” i

Julian went silently to hia place, fol-
. lowed by many curious glances from the

Remove fellows.
During third school he sat there,
Mr. Quelch,

silent, with a dark brow.

after some very keen glances at the
sullen-faced junior, let him alome, and
he was not called on to give attention.
The Remove master was aware of the
new fellow's strange circumstances, and
ha concluded that some trouble at home
was disturbing Devarney; and, tariar
a3 he often was, Mr. Quelch could be
kind and considerate.

Third school was & long-drawn-out
misery to Julian. It seemed to him that
it would mever end.

With & reckless disregard of con-
sequences, he had made the attempt to
et out of the school, to get to tho

idden man .in Friardale Wood, and
warn him of his {:mnmi danpor. Ha
Had failed! SBomebow, he had to put
Hﬂ}vﬁrd Devarney, the Dandy, on his

rd.

Regard for the law, re%_lu_rd for the
ends of justice, meant nothing to him
in comparison with averting that ter-
rible disgrace from his name—the un-
dying shame of having it known
throughout the school that his relative
was a conviet—that a man of his name
—a Devarney of Devarney Court—was
wantéd by the police. '

He did not even knew for what crime
Howard Devarney had been sent to
prison; and he did not care. Heé wished
that the man had steyed there, his dis-

race hidden behind strong stone walls.
%Iia personal fecling towards him was
one of loathing. But that made no
difference to his intentions. The wretch
must be saved-—enabled to escape—

helped to carry his shame to & foreign
country.

He shuddered at the mere thought’

of the Greyiriars Scouts getting hold of
him—discovoring that his name wns
Devarney, that he was a relative of &
Greyiriars fellow! And, unless he was
warned in tinie, he would be discovered
and caught.

The murky reccssea under the old
priory were his last refuge, and the
previous evening Julian had conveyed
a supply of food to him there; it was
that task that had made him late Jor
colling-over., The police heving given
up searching the wood, Julian had ﬂuF-
posed that the wretch would be snfe
there until sn opportunity ‘offered of
getting away. E

The projected hunt by the Greyfrinrs
Scouts was a stunning blow to him.
Somehow, the man had to be warned
of what was coming, That murky den
was his [ast refuge; but he had to find
anather—at least, to guit the old priory
before the Boy Scouts arrived there.
If they found ﬁim-—-—-—

Third school ended at last, and Mr.
Quelch dismissed his class. Julian rose
eagerly, and then the veice of his Form
master fell on his ears like a knell,

“Devarncy ! .

- #You will remain and write your
lines 17

nﬂ'h !II

The Remove marched out, and Julian
sat down to hiz lines. - There was no
chance now of getting out of gates be-
fore dinner, .

At dinner, Julian hardly touched his
food—he haerdly saw it. He did not
answer when one or two fellows spoke
to him. The meal seemed to him end-
loze, but it was over at last, and he got
out of the Houso.

He was now free until afternoon
school, and in that interval, the fellows
were allowed out of gotes, within cer-
tain bounds. The priory in the wood
was far ontside thoze bounds, but that
matterad nothing to Julian. The
moment he was at liberty, he cut down
to the gates, and as soon as he found
himself in Friardale Lane, he started
at & run for the wood.

—— g

THE TENTH CHAPTER,

Mr. Grimes I5 Suspicfous !

EVARNEY halted, catching his
breeth, hizs heart almost dyin
within him. He had not stoppe
once since leaving the school

gates, and he arrived at the old ]]j)rmr .
in the heart of Friardale Wood, breath-
less. He had fully expected to find the
place silent and deserted as on the pre-
vious afternoon. DBut as ho came
in through the shatiered old gateway,
he sighted & figure moving within the
ruins. A man in & grey lounge suit and
& Homburg hat, with a stick in his
hang, was rooting about the old priory,
and the sight of him filled the hapless
junior with dismay. For ha knew the
lump, ruddy face, the steely eyes.
fnspe.(:tnr Girimes of Courtfield was in
lain clothes now, but Julian had =een
Eim more than oncé before, and he
knew him instantly.

He stopped, but it was too late to
conceal his approach from the Court-
field inspector, Mr. Grimes turned to-

wards him, his cool, steely eyes fixing
on the junior very frecnly.
Az he had been acen, Devarney

realised that it was useless to retreat,
and that such a move could only excito
surmise, if not suspicion. With as casual
a manner as he could muster, he walked
on into the ruins, striving to still the
beating of his heart, : 3

Mr. Grimes gove him & eivil nod.

17T

"Master Devarney, I think{* Lo re.
marked.
“Yes,” mid Julian. _
Ho renlised that the keen eyes wora
mnnntrrﬁ him, with an expression in
them thet he could not comprehend,
Burely Mr. Grimes did not suspect—
could not suspect— i
The inspector was very keen on the
hunt for Shem Isaace—the capturs of
the fugitive swindler would have been &
feather in his cap. But hs had no con-
cern with the sheep of the
Devarney fnmﬂj' Probably he had
never even heard of Howard Devarney,
whose escape from Dartmoor had tsken
¥-Ia.uu vears ago. and who had vanished
rom all knowledge after his escapa,
Then it came into Julian's mind, in &
dismaying fiash, that the fact that the
Dandy was hiding in tha wood showed
that the police must have got track of
him again. They had lost sight of him
for ycars, but unless they had spotted
him once more, he would not be in
Hight.
&till, they could heve no reason, ha
hoped and belicved, to surmise that the
Dendy was in that neighbouchood,
Iseacs had bheen tracked there, but, sa
far ns Julisn knew, nothing had beem
reported _in  the papers concerning
Howard Devarney.
Yet, why was the inspector evel
him in that ecurious wayi Whe
thﬂu‘fhts ware passing in Mr. Grimes}
mind behind those searching, steely
gyﬂ? Julian would have given a greal
cal to know. '
“[Enteresting old place, what?” said
the inspector genially, with a gesture ab
the mossy, creeperclad ruins round
tham.
“ Very !¥ assented Julian,
“You are & new bné at your
I believe ¥ said Mr. Grimes,
“T came this term.™

schaol,

“So this Fhm.a is rather new to you,
I supposze i’
. ipvu been hers once or twice,"

answered Julian.

Mr., Grimeos was talking in quite &
cesual way, and yet Julian feit thad
there was some intention behind his
talk, Did he suspect? Could he suspect?
How could het .

“¥ou find thess ruins interestmng,
what 1" said Mr, Grimes. ]

“It's s pleesant old place,” said
Julian.

“Quite !” agreed Mr. Grimes, with &
gmile. “You are rather out of schoo
bounds, I fancy, Master Devarney.” -

“Yes, a little,” said Julian, Hd
smiled, too, with an effort. * You won'y
be mentinning it to my Form master,
Mr. Grimes?’

“I lenrncd at school not to tell tales,™
zaid the inspector, with solemn humour,
“ Honour bright”

Julian laughed. :

He was careful not to look towards the
old archwoy—now open to view, owing
to the pulling down of the creepers, Mr.
Grimes was not to know that he had any
interest in thet direction. '

While the police-inepector was there
it was, of course, impossible to make
any attempt to earry out his design of
uttering a warning to the lurking male-
factor. But he had no doubt that the
sound of someone moving in the ruins
had hed the effect of sen mg; the Dand
scuttling down into the deepest an
dorkest retreat he could find.

“MNo news of Mr, Isaacs yet, I sup-

osc?” asked Julian. He had a keen

esire to find out for what the inspector
was there—whether he was sceling Mry
Isaacs, or another rascal. . _

“None, =0 far,” said Mr. Grimes, still
with his cyes on Julian's face, and thas
odd expression in them. We nescly,
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had him the other day—but he is a
ali v customer, Master Dovarney.”

EEG; must have got away from here,
Mr. Grimes.”

- Tt looks liko it, doesn™ 167" assented

Mr. Grimes. “ But you never know your
luck. I have not given up hope of lay-
ing him by the heels.”
ulian compressed his lips.
Y hope you'll get him," he said. “I'd
ive a good many years of my life to sce
im taken.” . ,
. "1 understand,” assented Mr. Grimes.
f From what I hear, your {ather was one
of his principal victims." ; :
“He ruincd my father,” said Julian
savagely. " He is said to have most of
his plunder about him now.”
. 1 believe that is the case. 8o it will
nake & pood deal of difference to you,
Master Devarpey, if he 13 taken "
“A lot of difference !” said Julian.
“Then we must hope for the best,”
said Mr. Grimea genially. *Have you
er seen this man Isamos—I mean,
ore It-'-g eppeared in this neighbour-

* My father took me to his office once,
in- tha City,” said Julian. I should
know the brute again anywhere. A
Jow "

“You.did not know him when you saw
him in a car the othor day?” i

“Not in. his poggles,” said Julian,
“He had his face mostly ocovered up.
He koow me, and spoke my. name.”

“PDid you recognise his voice

“No. It was quite different. When I
héard him speaking to my father, in his
office, he spoke like a Jew, with a strong
accent—but when he spoke in the car
the other day there was no trace of it.”
Julian’s browa contracted in thought,
“I puzeled ma, thinking of i% after-
wude But I IW,TE:OEB he could drop the
accent when he liked.”

“And other things, teo, I fancy,” re-
m the insppotor, & remark that
perplexed Devarney.

Would the man never go?! Julian
wondered desperately. Inspector Grimes
showed no signs of going.

Gh'rinua!g, e had a motive for rooting
about in the old priory, whether it was
Shemr Isaacs pr tha Dandy that he was
scoking. But surely it could not be the
Dandy. Surely there -would have been
something in. the newspapers if an
esosped convict was boing hunted, Then
again oame the reminder, if the Dandy
weas not hunted, why was ha in fight,
in hiding? Devarney searched the in-
‘n:?egntor's face, but nothing of Mz,

rimes' thoughts could be read there.

Then suddenly the inspector laoked ab
his watch.

I** he

“By Jove! 1 must be moving

exclaimed, and, with a nod to the.

junior, be walked away.

Devarney almost panted with reliel.
But ho affected to stroll idly about the
gram—gmwn ruing, till the inzpector’s

urly form disappeared beyond the dis-
mantled old walls.

Then ha made a swift stride towards
the archway. /

But he stopped suddenly.

, That curious searching loock In the
ipspector's eyes haunted him. It was
ten to one, & thousand to one, that Mr.
Grimes was thers seeking to pick up
some trece of Jaames. But if by some
unlucky chance it was the Dandy ha was
g he would know that the Dandy
was a relative of Devarney, and might
very essily suspect that the wretch had
gol into  tou with tha schoolbay.
ulian's breathless arrival at the priory
ight very likely have confirmed such &
uspicion. And it came into the boy's
mind that in all probability Mr.
Grimes had not gone far—and that an
eys was still vpon his movements.
I that was so, ho dared not attempt
TFax Mugner Lmnanr.—No, 1,128,

to warn the Dandy, it would be placing
him in the policeman's hands.

Turning from the old archway, Julian
strolled n%uul- the ruins. He had to make
sure. IHo was alrendy late for class at
Greyiriara, but that Fm.rdly entercd his
thoughts. Hes moved about for some
tima nimlessly, and then walked quickl
ouk of the shattered gateway. A swilt
glance round him, outside the ruins,
revealed &8 Homburg hat showing over a

mass  of dislodged masonry amid
clambering ”ﬂ:
He caught his breath, and walked on

as if he had seen nothing.

e was suspected—or, at least, the

mnspector had decided to keep an eve on
what he did in the ruins. That was
clear now.
. With his heart beating painfully,
Devarney walked away into the wood.
Ha knew now what was in Mr. Grimes’
mnind.

‘The inspector, certainly, could not sus-

ect him of befriending the Jew who

ad ruined his father. Ho could only
suspect him of seeking to help his
relative who was In sore straits. 1t
followed, then, that it was Howard
Dovarney, the Dandy, of whom
Inspector Grimes was now in pursuib.

With a police-officer watching sus.
piciously, it could only bring disaster
upon the hunted man to attempt to
worn him. Devarney walked awa
through the wood, enly hoping that his
departure, without having seen anvone,
would dismiss that suspicion from Mr.
CGrimes’ mind.

He hurried back to Greyirinrs, a prey
to dismay and uneasiness. YWhen he was

ne, Inspector Grimes strolled out of

is ‘cover, and stood looking in the
direction the junior had takem, a
doubting expression on his face,

Tha ‘Remove were in class when
Pevarney reashed the school. It was the
sacond time he had been late that day,
and he received some acid words, and a
heavy imposition, from his Form
master. But he gave little heed to Mr.
Quelch,.

He had been unable to warn the
fugitive in Friardale Wood. Tm-
mediately after school, the Greyfriars
Scouts would be on the trail. Luck had
been against him—and all was lost i

e m—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Scouts !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H changed into Scout rig‘r im-
mediately after echool, Jylian
Devarney had gone up to his
study, and from the window of Study
No. 1 in the Remove, he watchad them
below in the quad. His ayes glittered
under his bent brows at the sight of
Monty Newland, who looked very sturdy
and handsome 1n shirt and shorts.
More bitter than ever weres Devarney's
feelings towards the “sheeney " for the
misery and anxiety through which he
Wwas Now passing.

He looked gloomily down at the
cheery Bcouts, about a score of them,
ell wery fit and keoen. The Scouts
smiled, but Devarney did not gmils,
when a fat figure rolled out to join the
array; Willinm Georga Bunter, looking
on the point of bursting out of his garb.
Bunter’s skill was rather limited by his
shott range of vision, and his activity
by his circumference, but ha was not

oing to be left out. He had 2 suspicion
fh&t thers was something good in some
of the haversacks.

As the Hcouts made m move for the
gates, Julian' Devarney hurried down-
Btirs.

All ‘he could do now was to go with
the Scouts, and trust to good fortune
for & chance to help the hidden man ta

THE MAGNET

glude them. Tt was a romote chance,
but if it failed him, the game was up.

He overiook the Soouts &s they
marched ocut at the gates. Heveral
fellows glanced round at him curiously
g3 he came breathlessly up.

“Coming along, after all i asked Bob
Cherry.

“Yeg—if you fellows don™t mind.”

he more the merrier,” said Bob,
but he spoke rather slowly, and glanced
abk Monty Newland. ﬂewm&y was
welcome to join up, so far as that went,
but the juniors wanted no more of his
sulke or qifarrelling.

_“You're welcome, Devarney, il you'd
like to come,” said Harry Wharton,
rather shortly, “But we don't want any
rowing. Better put it pla.in.'lg, I think.”

“The bettérfulness is terrific.”

“Nothing like plain English,™ said
Johnny Dull. “Come elong, by all
means, Devarney, but you're oxpected to
behave yourself, and keep a eivil tongue
in your head.”

‘Devarney's cheeles erimsoned, and his
eyes flashed. An nnErF retort, followed
by his turning on his heel, was what
most of the fellows expected. But Julian
swallowed his irritation. ¥e had to go
with the Beouts, apd hia angry pride
had to take second place,

“That's all right,” he said, in a low
voles. "1 haven't come along for a
row.”

“ All serena, then," said the captain of
the Remove cheerily, “I'm glad you've
joined up, Devarney—vyou're really the
one mest interested in getting haold of
that rotter Isaacs™

Julisan nodded, and walkad with the
Soouts, in silence. He hardly reslised
the duplicity of the part he was playing,
marching with the Scouts in order to
defeat tﬁﬁm. Certainly he would have
been glad ﬂﬂﬂllfh to help them seize on
Bhem Isaacs, if that had been possible.
But thers was no chance of that, It
was not for that purpose that bhe was
there. Heo was there to prevent them
from finding the Dandy, if he could.

* Hallo, hallo, hella!" exclaimed Bob
Cherry, as they reached the border of
Friardale Wood. **We're not the only
lot on the trail.”

A horseman was riding slowly along
the lane where it bordered the wood.
It was & mountsd constable,

It was obvious that he was patrolling
that side of the wood. That looked as
if the police wers not, after all, blind
to the possibility that Isaacs was still
in the vicinity.
h‘DE‘n’ﬂI‘I'IBj"H heart sank at the sight of

11Tk,

“That bobby's after Isapes, you bet!™
remarked Vernon-Smith,

“Locks like it,” agreed Wharton, *I
dare say they're keaping watch all round
the wood. If they mre, Isaacs won't
have mupeh chance of getting clear—if
we root him ount”

“If he'as thore, we'll jolly well root
him out,™ said Bob Cherry.

*The rootfulness will be—"

“Terrific and preposterouz [ chuckled
Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha "

The Scoutz entered the wood by the
footpath. From the Ea,l:h they turned
into the track that led towards the old
priery.

“1 szay, ﬁnu fellows,” ecalled out
Bunter, as the Scouts swiftly threaded
their way through the wood.

“Put it on, old fat bean,” called back
Bob Cherry.

“I say, you fellows, hold on!" gasped
Bunter. * What about tea?"

“Tea 1" ejaculated Bob.

“We've brought grub with us, haven't
we i said Bunter. *Well, what about
having & enack now? No good starting
on a trail hungry, you know.”

¥ Bow-wow !
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“Took here, when are we going
to feed, then?” demanded DBunter
anxiously. -

“Say a couple of hours,” snid Bob.

“ A couple of hours!” gasped Bunter.
“Why, you silly ass, I shall be perizhing
of hunger long before.that,”

“MNo such luck 1” enid Bob heartlessly.

“Beast] I =zay, vou fellows——"

“You can ecoff- the grub you've
brought with you, any time you hke,
fathead.”

“But I haven't brought any 1™ wailed
Bunter. “I've been disappointed about

éap ahead of the party, emong the
ruins. It disappeared the next momoent.

“I suppoze a Devarney of Devarney
Court was bound to take the lead [’
remarked the Bounder sarcastically.

"Well, come on!” said Harry.

And the Sccuts, at a run, spproached
the old gateway, and entered the ruins
of Friardale Priors.

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
The Hunted Man !

ULIAN DEVARNEY had cut
ahead of the party, and reached
the old priory some minutes
shead of lﬁem. He was relieved

to see that tho place was deserted
when he hurried into the twins, There

B Fnsu]-nrdar——"

‘Oh, my hat1” .

was relying on my palsl” said
‘Bunter, with dignity.

“Then your pals are jolly well going
to let you down!™ said '}Bn’m

“0h, really, Cherry—"

e

R

o

-
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As Devazney walked out of the shatlered
gateway of the ruins, he caught sight of a
Homburg hat showlng over a mass of dis-
lodged masonry amid clambering ivy. He
eaught in his breath and walked on, as if he

had seen mnothing. (8ee Chapter 10.)

“That is, if they're here! I don't ago
thers,” said  Dob. “ Anybody Lere
Bunter's pall”

A'here was & chortle, but no other

Wer,
m‘f"fﬂur pals secim  to have aEaj.'ml
behind, Bunterl” said Bob. “ Rest
thing you c¢an do 8 to go back awnd

look for them.”

. “Ha, ha, ha "
i heast 1" ,
rched on  cheerily,
The BScouts ma sl

Billy Buﬂf;l bringing up
i n oWing.
pﬂiﬁﬁiﬂ; hallo, hallol Where's
Devarneyi” cxelaimed Bob Cherry, as
tha Scouts ceme out into the opon ncar
ihy roins. As Devarncy was in Ltons
he had been rather conspicuous AmbnE
a crowd of fellows in Seoul garb. Now
he was conspicuous by his absence. i
#)pppped  behind, 1 supoosel” sal
Wharton, glancing round. -
“The dropfulness was nob terrilie;
romarked Hurrco Jamset Ram Singh.
“] thinkfully opino that I =aw tho
reteamed Davarney cutting on shoad-

iuH?I:hara he is!® exclaimed Monty

Jewland. .
h%em was a glimpse of a Greylriars

was no sign of the obnoxious Mr.
{irimopa.

Julian cut azsreoss at -once to the old
archway, over the cntrance to the

vaults, ¥lo had a few nnnutes—and if
the hidden man was at hand that was
Limc enongh to warn him. It was too
late for him to s=cek to leave his
hiding-placo; the Scouts wounld have
spotted him  immedialely i ho  had
dono so. RBut at least he conld bo
warned to hide himself in the remotest
noolk he conld find.

The fat stonn that eovered the stair
down to the vanlts was opcn. Julian’s
heart thumped as he saw it.  That
meant that the man who hid himsell in
the vaults had come up for fresh air
and light. That was not to bo won-
dered at, for the dismal recesses under
the ruing were hardly prefersble to a
convict prison, but far the hope of ulti-
mate cseape. Julian glanced round,
and the next momept saw thoe white,
geared, savage face of the Dandy
looking up from the underground stair.
e had dodged down ints the opeoning
ot the sound of footsteps, but had not
had timo to close the stone,

“¥Youl” breathed Howard Devarney.

Julian panted.

19
"Get out of slght—quick! They're
coming 17

“The police?”

“Na. A crowd of Boy Scouts!™

“ A thousand euarses["

HUEaol 1" hissed Devearney. ““Get out
of sight] They will search the vaults—
they know all about them! Find some
eorner to hide in—quick! I will closo
the stonal" ‘

The hunted man disappeared
the darkness below,

Julian grasped the stome that was
tilted up on its side, and turned it, and
it dropped into place. He wondered
whnth:fr ﬂf“ thud, as Elt_ ’t’=v:]‘l.E rﬂ.;:hﬁd the
Sars the approaching Scouts.

Footsteps were already ringing on the

rassy old flags. Devarney stood pant-
ing, the colour coming and going in his
cheeks,

into

Fortune - kad smiled on him, for the
maoment,  Bat fore his hureied warning
the Seouts would have found the stone
open, and might have lollowed at the
very heela of the fugitive. Now at
least ho had & chance of secking zome

hiding-place in  the gloemy recceses
below. .
“Halle, halle, halie!” ecame Bob

{Cherry's booming voice.  “Where are
you, Devarpney?”

Julian looked out of the archway.

“Herg " he callod back.

“Seen enybody T

“MNobody here but me.” ;

#1 say, you fellows,” squeaked Billy
Bunter. “That's where I saw that
villain yesterday.'”

“There's nobody here now
Devarney, breathing  hard, the
Scouts came up in 8 crowd. |

In & fow minutes the juniors had
rooted through every inch under the old
archway. It was evident that the man
they sought was not there.

Harry Wharton fixed his eyes very
curicusly on Devarney's fushed face.

“ Did you find that stone open, De-
varney 17 he asked. .

“Pho—tho stonei” _r
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£Dia you close [E1¥

varoevy caught his breath.
- “I thought heard :it,"* eaid the
in of the Remova.

fBame here [ ssid Bob Chorry, “ It
sounded like it, anyhow, If it was open
it ehows that somebody has been here.””

“Was it open, Devarney ™ persisted
Wharton,

“Yes!" stammerad Devarney. *“I—I
closed it! It's hardly safe—a fellow
might tumble in—"

*You should have left it mlone!”
said Wharton curtly. < You'd hetter
try to get it into your head, Devarney,
that wyou're not leeder here., Get the
stone up, you ment"’

“You're not golag down thera?”
asked Julian,

“0Of course we ara. If the man's here
;htlfﬂ just the place he would dodge
nto.

“Isancs is not heral” snapped - De-
varney. I told you that the men who
was here yesterday was nothing at sll
like him—uot & Jew at all.”

“I know that; and you-needn’t tell
us again,” said the captain of the Re-
move. “We're here to satisfy our-
selves; and we can manage without
‘diractions from a new kid.”

“Oh, go =nd ent coke!” said De-
Farney.

Wharton's glanen lingered on him.
Devarney's conduct struck him  as
peculiar; and he was vagucly sus-
picious. Devarney was the fellow he
would have expected to bo kecnest of
all in the track of Shem Isaacs; yet it
seemad that in many ways he had tried
to place difficulties in the way of the
poarch. Wharton could not under-
stand it; but he was feeling a vague
distrust.

# Somebody’s been here pretty re-
cently 1" said Monty Newland.

Devarney spun round towards him.
Monty kad picked up something from
a creviee in the old fegs.

“What's that?"’ asked Harry.

“Look t"

Jbt was a fragment of cheese rind.
Wharton tock it from the Jewish junior,
and it passed from hand to hanﬂ.

“That'a fresh!” said DBob Cherry.
“ Comebody has been feeding here, and
not go jolly long ago.”

#The tramp I saw hore yesterday,
most likely I” said Devarney, his heart
throbbing painfully.

“Sure ke was a tramp?’ asked
Hearry, his eyes searchingly on the new
fellow’s faca,

“Ha looked like onel™

"Well, if he wasn’t a tramp, I darc
say he's gone long ago!’ said the ecap-
tain of the Remove. 1 helieve that
tramps sometimes camp in these ruins—
but it's rather queer for one to pick
out & dark and dismal place like this
to feed in"

“The queerfulness 1s terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamsct Fam Singh.
“My preposterons opinion is that the
esteemed person whoe was skulking
under the archway was desirous of
blush unseen, like the ludierous
flower in the absurd m.*

"He was hiding there, you fellows!"
ssid Billy Bunter. “I1 can jolly well
tell you that he was hiding there, and
wh;in" ho saw me ho—he wes fright-
en

“¥our face might have done that!"

remarked Peter Todd.

“ Baast |

“Up with that stone!” said Bob,
“Weo'll jolly soon find out whether the
gtdﬂg tramp has travelled or not. If
we find him down below, it's

jolly

cortain that he's a maerchant wit]h a

good reason for keeping out of sight.,”

The flat stone was quickly prised up
Taz Macrer Limeary.—No, 1,128

and torned aside. The Scoufs gathered
round th: dark ﬂp&ﬂiﬂ_?,

All was dark and silent below; and
the slimy old stono zteir did not look
inviting. That did not make the Grey-
friars Scouls hesitate, bowever., Most
of them had explored the recesses urider
the old Frmry before, and knew the
plece well enough.

Lanterns were hghl:e&, and electric
torches turned on. Almost every fellow
had brought a light of some_sort.

Follow on!” seid Harry Wharton,

Feeling the way with his quarter-
staff—for the old stairs were none too
ﬂ:fa—-the captain of the Remove led the

ay.

The Bcouts followed him down,

In the dim old vault below lights
fAashed round on all sides. Creeping
things crawled in the I ht, but_there
wes no sign of a human being. Julian
Devarney was the last to descend. He
stared round at the gloomy arches o
the vault with uneasy eyes,

Somewhere in those murky reecesses
Howard Devarney, the Dangdy, his rela-
tive, was lurking. There was no way
out eave by the stairs; no escape for the
hidden man, unless he could remain
hidden, Omnce, as Devarney had heard
& sgubterranean passage existed
from the old priory to Greyfriars: but
that had long ago been ed up.
The fugitive was somewhere in the
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WALTHAMSTOW WINS!

W. F. Toynbee, 140, Chingford
Road, Walthamstow, London, ﬁ?.
has won one of this week's pocket-
wallets for his clever limerick :

Bunter once had a glorlous
draam
O! the tuck-shap, and buns
and [ce=oream.
To his Ire he Fmra vent,
When the rising-bell went,
For as usual he hadn’t a
f bean.*

Your Greyfriars imerick will be
welcome, chum, so send it along
without delay !
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vaults; and more than a dozen lights
were gleaming to and fro, dissipating
the shadows., Julian’s hopes sank to
203,

“Not here ! said Johnny Bull. “Try
the next vault!”

“Hold on!” said Harry. “Half a
dozen fellows will stay here and guard
the stairs, If the man’s here, he may
dodpe back 1™

Devarney gritted his teecth,

“Good cgg ™ agreed Bob Cherry,

. “You can leave me on guard here,
if you like,” said Devarney, trying to
speak naturally, though his voice was
shaking in spite of himself. “Ono will
ba enough, I think.”

“¥You can think what you like !" said
Wharton curtly. “I've pointed out
before that yow're not in command
hers, Devarney! DBob, you stay here
with Frank, snd Toddy, and Smithy,
and Redwing, and Browney. If any-
body tries to pass you, bag him !

“You bet!™

“If it’s Isaaes, you mean!” said
Dovarnoy.

Wharton looked at him,

“If it's enybody,” he said. “Any-

body who is hiding in this place is
going to be collared, and made to give
an account of himself !™

“Are you taking it on yourself to
malo arrests?” asked Devarney, witk a
bitter sncer. *“Hasn't anybody who
likes & right to come into these vaults,
jush as you mre doing yourself ¥
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*Quite! And if he's up to no harm,
ha won't mind ex la.iit:ﬁ:g himsalf [
Baid Hnrr;_r. "I don't understand you,
Devarney! I thought you'd be keen
after that rascal acal! And you
seem to know that there's some man
hidden here, and to want him to get
away "

. Devarney's heart almost ceazed boat.
ing. -

* What—what do you mean? I—"

“Y1 mean what I say! Guard that
stair, you fellows, and mind you bag
any man ‘that dodges past us!”

“Leave it to us!” ssid Smithy.

“The rest of you, follow me!” said
the captain of the Hemove,

And iieﬁng Julian Devarney no
further ed, Wharton led the way
slong the gloomy waults. The Scouts
followed him, and Devarney brought
up the rear, with misery in his face
and despair in his heart.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Enough for Bunier !

111 J0E here, you fellows!”
Monty Newland siopped,
concentrating the light of an
. eleatric lam% on the damp,
slime-encrusted flags of the foor. Here
and thers damp had gathered in littls
pools; no doubt there was a trickle of
rain from above in wet weather. In
tha hght of Monty's 1 a frack
showed plainly—the track of a boot.
It was in the second vault; and the
Seouts gathered eagerly round the tell-
tale sign,
“That's a footmark,” said Johnny
Bull,

“No doubt about that! Scmeone has
been here—and, I fancy, is here still,”
sald Harry,

“Hore's mnother footprint,” said
Monty.

He flashéd the light farther on.

“We're on the jolly old track ! said
the captain of the Remove, tracing the
print in the damp slime. “Here's
another—and another 1

“GQEF]g both ways,” said Mark Lin.
ley. “The man has been walking about.
That means he was here for soms timo
—not & chance visiter looking in.”

“It's pretty clear,” said Harry.

“Tho clearfulness is terrifie,”

“What rot!” said Julian, in a husky
voice.  “Any man might have come
down here to look at the place. I in-
tended to do 30 mysell one half-
holiday.”

A stare from some of the Srouts was
the only mnswer he received.

_All the porty had perceived by this
time that Devarney was in a state of
unaccountable uneasiness, ond that he
desired in every way to put s stop to
the search. The reason was far to
seek, but the fact itself was plain
enough. Devarney's opiniont waa not
likely to be listened to.

“Look [ said Mewland.

He picked up a cigarctte-end from
the floor in the third vault. Two or
three burnt matches were picked up by
other fellows.

*That knocks the tramp idea on the
head,” =aid Harry., *“No tramp in his
senses would come down here to smoke
cigarettes I

“"Not likely,” said Newland. Ho
held the cigarette-stump to the light.
“And look at it! Ib's am expensive
brand of Turkish., Tramps don't emoko
cigarettes of that variety—nas a rule!”

“MNo fear!"

Devarney gave the Jewish junior a
look of hatred. But Monty was not
looking at him.
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1 think that seitles it,” said New-
land. *“Whoever smokes these cigar-
ettea does himself well in smokes., He's
& well-off man, It wasn't Devarney's
iramp, that's a cert|” .

““Somebody exploring the vaultal
muttered varpey buskily, “He
would naturally smoke here, aas the
air's rather foul|”

“That's possible, of course,” assented
Monty, with & curious glance ab him.
“But it's only once in o blue moon
iliat :}E:.ri:nd}' comes down into this old

ace
i We know that Inspector Grimes and
his men searched the wood ior Isancs”
said Dovarney. “They would have
searched this place, too.”

*That’s s0," said Johonny Bull.

“But Issacs would not have been
hera then,"” said Newland. *“We know
he was a stranger in these parts, atd
ha would know nothing about theze
vaults, He couldn't have made for
this place firet shot, More likely he hid
in & tree while he was being searched
for—and came on this show later, when
he was hunting for & safer hiding-
place. That would be after the police
were gona,”

“Clever Shylock I sneered Devarney,
iie could not xestrain his bitterness.
Harry Wharton & Co. had no_ doubt
that i&untr was right, and that he had
correctly followed the movements of the
man who had fled inte Friardale
Wood. Indeed, it would have seemed
equally certain to Devarney had he
not known that the hidden man in the
vaults was the Dandy. §

MNewland made no reply to the gibe,
He was moving on, lamp in hand, and
the others followed.

“Hark !” exelaimed Wharton, as they
enitered the fourth vault under the
gloomy stone arch.

There was & sound from the darkness
shead—a faint seuttling sound. Tha
juniors paunsed, and gathered a little
closer together,

“Somebody’s thera!” breathed
Johnny Bulf:

“Keep your staves handy[”
Harry, witﬁ a deep breath,

It came into the minds of the Grey-
friars Scouta—rather latc—that it was
a desperate man whom they were
tracking in the Ermrjf vaults, That he
was there, they had been almost cerlain
before, and were quite certain now,
That ecuttling sound in the derkness
told them so beyond doubt. Not for
an instant did they doubt that 1t was
Bhem Isaacs. :

“Look out for & rush!” mullered
Newland,

“I—I say, you fellows!"

“Bhut up, %untar i

“B-b-but, I sayl”

“Listen, you fat ass!™

“I—I gay! It—it's jolly stuffy down
here ! gasped DBunter. *“I—I feel
guite faint! Y—I think I'd better go
back, you know. Of courze, I'm not
afraid f"’ ]

“0f course nobt!” said Johnny Bull,

gaid

with deep sarcasm, “Bursting wi
pluck—what I

"Yah ¥

“Gio back, and shut up, you Ifat

duffer 1* said the captain of the Re-
IQVE,

Billy Bunter irailed hback to the first
vault, moving with uncommon celerity.
Bunter was prepared to carry on with
the trail to the bitter end, so long as
there was nobody to be found. DBut a
tussle with & desperate man in the decp
vaults was not to Bunter's taste. Ha
preferred to be “off 2 in such & scene
as that. :

Harry Wharton & Co., in 8 group,
with lights Bashing and eyes wary,
pushed on, while William George

Bunter, much more swiftly, pushed off,
He reached the stone stalr in the first
vault, where Bob Cherry and his com-
panions were on guard.

“1 eay, you fellowg—-7"

“Not going to desert us, are you,
Bunter 1 asked Bob., “If we find that
villain you'd frighten him -

“I dare say he'd more frightenad
of me thon of you chaps,” said Bunter.

“Of course he would! Nobody selse
has got a set of features like yours™

“* Beast |

Billy Bunter clambered up the steps
and emerged into the archway above.
He did not linger there; he rolled out
intg the sunlight.

There he sat down on a mossy frag-
ment, to rest his fat Jimbs. The other
fellows were welcome to what they
might find in the priory vaults; Bunter
;'ifa.a maore then willing to leave it ilo

eI,

He sat with his faco fo the archway,
watching, ready to dodge at & sign of s
desperate man bolting awny from the
Secouts, A sudden touch on his shoulder
startled him.

Qw1 gasped Bunter, *“Keep off |
Oh, help! I—1 didn’ts come here after
you! VYaroocogh! KEeep off I

spun round in terror,
_Then his expression changed at the
sight of the well-known, plump figure
and ruddy face of Inspector Grimes, of

Courtfield.
“What’s the matter?"” asked Mr.
“What are you afraid of,

Crrimes.
Master Bunter

“Oh!"”  gasped DBunter, “I—I
timughtr:I mean—nothing, you know.
. “What are you doing here?” The
inspector stared at Bunter, and looked
into the archway, and noted the open
stone, “'What is this—" )

“We're the Greviriars Scouts” said
Bunter importantly. “"We're j-:afl_r,r well
searching this place for that wvillain
Isaacs, I—I'm on guard here, you
guﬁwl I'm going to stop him if—if he

E‘ H“T.I‘

“Qh1” ejaculated Mr. Grimes.

Hes moved on into the archway, There
he stopped beside the opening and stood
loaking down into the darkness, broken
here and thera by a ftful gleam of
light. Whether the Courtfield inspector
approved of the schoolboy Scouts taking
this matter into their hands, cannot be
said; but there was no doubt that he
was interested in their proceedings—
and extremely interested to learn
whether they had any luck.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER:
An Amazing Revelation !

ABEY WHARTON & Co.
H advanced steadily along the
geries of deep, dark vaults that
stretched under the old priory.

They were no longer looking for
“sign " of the hidden man, but for the
man himselfs That scuttling sound in

th the darkness told that he was there—

at least, that someone was there. At
every moment, they looked for a rush,
and they were ready for it

Through vault after vault ﬂmﬂ passed,
stowly and steadily, Hashing the lights
round them into every corner: and
twice again they heard faint sounds
ahead in the rloom—sounds that told of
a hidden fupitive whe retreated before
them.

They stopped in the last vault,

In ial: vault waa the opening of the
old stone-walled passage that in ancient
days, when Greyfriars was a monastic
foundation, had communicated with the
E;my in the wood. That passage had

n securely blocked up, but for some

1|

little distance it could be followed from
the vault. In the gloom, the opening
would have escaped the eye of anyone
unsoguainted with the place. But the
Heouts knew where to lock for it.

“ Here we ara 1™ gaid Johnny Bull,

“Look out!™

Half & dozen lights flashed into tha
tunnel-like opening in the wall of the
vault, Harry Wharten advanced into
it, his staff held out before him, a
lantern i his left hand. Close behind
him the others followcd.

Devarney, slightly in the rear of the
Greyfriars Scouts, lyeit his heart beating
faster now that they had reached the
last possible retreat Howsrd
Devarney, bis ugele, Ho had done his
best for the black sheep of the Devarn
family, but circumstances, over whie
he had no contrel, had been against him
ull alm:jg.

The disgrace to the Devarney mame
was what the new boy felt most of all
If only the Scouts hadn’t searched down
in these vaults, all would have been
well, Devarney felt sure that his father
would have helped his rascally broether
to get abroad to eave their name from
being drogged in the dust. But now——

Thera was no help for it—he had o
gae it through--stand the disgrace, and
trust that Horry Wharton & Co. and
the other juniors would keep the matter
a seorct—a trust for which he dig not
hold out much hope, especially as Bun-
ter wos cloge nt hand. He would make
it common knowledge if none of the
others did.

Suddenly Devarney was brought back
ﬁ earth as there came s shout from

onty Newland—a shout which m.
creased the bitter hatred of Julian
Devarney for the Jewish junior,

“There he isi"”

Across the possege was the wall thak
had been built ¢t block the way.
Crouching in & corner, driven to hia last
retreat, was a haggard figurae.

Only a single glimpse tho juniors had,
whon the Ggure bounded up and made &
desperate rush.

In o moment he was struggling with
the crowd of Scouts.

“Collar him I” )

“Hurrah] We've got him "

Fiercely and des%fatelg the cornered
man struggled. furious were his
efforts that he broke away and ran.
Monty Newland made a spring aiter
him sz he broko locse, and with the
force of his charge brought the Heeing
man to the Boor,

There was a crash as the man wend
down, with Monty sprawling over him,
| “c?i['lelp, you fellows!” panted New-
and.

Devarney rushed at him.

He was the first. to reach Newland, but
he did not reach bim fo help. He
struck the Jewish junior a savage blow,
and Monty, taken by surprise, went
rolling over on the Hoor, .

In the fraction of a moment the
fullen man had lﬂui)ed up and was run-
ning along the vaults, ss if for his life.

“Devarney |” roared Wharton, almost
stupefied with amnzement at the action
of the desperate junior,

“ After him 1" yelled Johnny Bull.

Wharton threw Devarney roughly
aside. Julian was in the way, and
seemed to be trying to check the rush
in purspit. He went sprawling on the
floor, and thoe juniors dashed on.

“ Look out, yvou men ¥ bawled Johnny
Bull. “Bob—S8mith—Taoddy—lock outl
Bag him, you men—bag him 1"

".l!‘zlmm was a shout from the party on
guard ot the steps in the first vaulh
They heard the racing footsteps of the
fugitive, and the shouts of the jumiors
in pursuit. :

ulian staggered to his feet.
Tee Macxer Liprany,—NNo. 1,128,
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He kad done aiz he could. But there
was no hope—no hope! He knew that
the Dandy could not get away.

He burried after the pursuers. There
was & roar of voices, and the sounds of
kram ]ing feet, in the first vaulk.
B""iw vo got him1” shouted Jehnny

ull.

“The gotfulness is terrific.” ’

Harry Wharton & Co. camo up with
a breathless rush. They arrived on an
pxciting scene. ‘

The desperate man, fleeing from the
8couts behind, had rushed right into the
half-dozen Scouts stationed at the foob
of the stone stair. They had collared

bim on all sides. :
The struggling man went down, with

half a dozen sturdy juniors clinging to
fhim like cuts.

He resisted [ranotically, furioualy,
E?htin like a wildcat, Bui six pairs
of hands wers on him, and they did not

locken their grasp.

Then the pursuing Scoufs came 11?
with & rush, and 1nnumerable hands
were on the desperate wretch.

“fot him!” roared Johnny Bull,

“Held him "

“5it on him "

“Hurrah 1

The panting, exhausted wretch fairly
oollapsed uncEar the sewarm of janiors.
Ho ost af

zd no chance—not the %‘ :
ons. Collared on all sides, helpless in
the. grii) of many hands, he was dragged
to his feet, & prisoner, ; :

“Now let's have a lock at him,” said
Bob Cherry. y

He turned the light of a lamp on the
white, haggard, stubbly face of the cap-
fured fugitive, There was 8 shout of
surprise from the juniors. INot for an
instant had they doubted that it was
Bhem Isaacs who had fallen into their
hands. But the face that they locked
at io the light bord littlo or no resem-
blanee to the pictured face of the
swindler that they had seen a score of
timea in the newspapers. Except for
the baaky nose the man they had coupht
had no resemblance whatever to Shem
Isaacs,

“'Oh, my hat |" gasped Bob Cherry.

“Great pip!”

“It’a’'not Ismacs 1"

#*Nat the ghoet of him ¥

“Who the thump are you?”

i ]

““Let him go!” panted Devarney.
“Let the man go! ¥You can see he's
not Isancs! Let him go! You've no

righh to touch him ™
‘Hold him!"™ said Harry Wharton
“Don’t let him loose for o

“No fear!” said Johnny Bull. “If
he's not Isaacs, he's some sort of =
blighter! What was he hiding for?
And why was he so jolly keen on get-
ting away?"

“That's no |business of yours!"” hissed
Davarne;.r f_L perately. “You can gee
that he is not Isaacs! Let him gol”

“Who i3 he, Devarney?!” asked
Harry Wharton wery quietly.

“How—how ghould I know 1

“You do know,” said the captain of
the Remove. *You've been trying by
every kind of dodge to prevent us from
catching him, and now you want us
to-let him go without inquiry. Do you
'dnmhtn say that he iz a stranger to

uf S i

“The strangefulnezs iz not terrifie,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
#1f you will examine the preposterous
Foatures of this person, my eszsteemed
chuma, you will ses that he iz remark-
ably like the esteemed pater of the
sbaurd Devarney.'

“I'd noticed it!"” said the Bounder,
® (Zive .that merchant & wash and &
whave, end he would be Devarney's
father over agsin®
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quietly.
second 1"

“What " ejaculated Wharton, )

“ He's & relation of Devarney's,” seid
thoe DBounder, shrugping his shoulders.
“Not quite in the high and palmy
tasto of the Devarneys of Devarncy
Court, though.”

“reat Scolt! Devaroey, whﬂf“
Wharton turped again to Julian.
“"You'd better speak out! Who's this
man ¥

Devarney gave & groan of migery.
There was no chance pow of the secret
being kept. The evil eyos- of the
prisoner were on Julian, and if he was
taken away, to be handed over, it was
plain that he wauld not hold his tongue.
The wretched zecrct had to come out—
and there was in Julian's heart a faing
hope that if he admitted the whole
truth, the Greyiriars fellows might take
pity on him. After all, Howard Devar-
ney was nothing to them; they knew
nothing of the Dandy and his crime
record.

“I—I—TH tell you.” Devarney's
voice was thick and busky, and the
ghame and misery in his proud face
touched the hearts of those who liked
him least. *“He—he's & relation of
mipe—my father's cousin—Howard
Devarney—he's been in trouble of some
kind, and had to run. Now—now you
know! He's not Iszanacs, as you can
see. He knows npothing about Isaacs—
he's my relation—and for pity's sake
let him go, and don’t cover me with
disgrace.”

“Q0h, my hat!” zaid Bob, in a hushed
Toice.

Devarney's head, usually so proudiy
held, was bowed now. Shame and
humiliation covered him like a garment.

“Oh!” seid Wharton slowly., " You
knew he was here—that's why you tried
to stop us—"

“Yes! I don't know what he's done,
I found him here when I was looking
for that villain Isaacs. I—I—— Ide¢'s
been -in prison, and will have to go
back if you hand him over.” Devarney
groaned. *I know you fecliows don’t
like me. I've made no friends here,
but—but you don't want to shame me—
for nothing ! The man's nething to you.
For pity's sake, let him go, and take
his chance.”

The juniors looked at one another.

That abart.linF revelation had anazed
them, and little as they liked Devar-
ney, they could not help pitying him.

“ After all, we came bere for Isaaes,”
said Harry Wharton. “This man i3
nothing te us, as Devarney says—he's a
rogue of some sort, but we—we're not
policemen. Leb him run.”

The grasping hands fell away from
the prizoner. -

The Dandy lost no time. With a
bound he was on the stone stair and
fleeing up the steps. _

Almost in 2 moment he disappeared
out of the n[:ﬁnin.ﬁ.

“That'a that!” said Bob Cherry.
“Hallo, hallo, halle! What the jolly
old thump—"~

There was e yell from above, the
sound of a fall, and a elink of metal.
Then the Dandy's voice was heard
ubtering & siring of imprecations.

“What the dickens——"

Devarney rushed to the steps and tore
up them.  The Scouts foilowed him
fast. They emerged into the archway
above, and a startling sight met their
eyes. On the ground lay Howard
Devarney, with handcuffs on his wrists,
and over him stood the burly form of
Inspector Grimes of Courtheld, with
Bunter's fat visage grinnmg behind.

“I say, you fellows” squeaked
Bunter, *he's Fﬁt hira "

“Oh erumbsal” i

#“1 rather ink I have, =zaid

Inspector Grimes. ¥ Howard Devarney,
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alias the Dandy, olias Shem Isaacs, you
are my prisoner.”

And the plump inspector smiled down
on the captured rascsl, as if congratu-
lating him on the fact.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Neot a Sheeney 1

1 LIAS Shem Isaacs|™:
The words were repeated
by all the juniors.
“Alias Bhem Isuzcsl”

“Qreat pip!”

“Bhem Izaacs!™ said Bob Cherry
dazedly. "Is this & giddy dream!
Alias Shem Isaacs! Oh, scissorg!™

A thunderbolt could not have startled
Harry Wharton & Co. more. They

fairly gasped.
ulien varney stood nt.ilI,, as if
turned to stone. The inspector’s words

came clearly to his ears: but his brain
sgemed numbed, and unsble to grasp
their sense.

Monty Newland wss the first to re-
cover from the gurprise,

“Mr. Grimeg! That man—is he Bhem
Isaacs i¥

“I don't think he will deny it now
that the bracelets are on him!” smiled
Mr. Grimes. "I may say that I am
much obliged to you young gentlemen.
The vaults here wers oroughly
gearched, and nothing found. But I was
not quite satisfied.” His glance
lingered om Julian. “I even had an
idea in head that a—hem—a rels
tive of this scoundrel had been giving
him aid. However, I need say nothing
about that. I've got the man!"

The prisoner lay szilent now, starin
up at the crowd of faces, with blac
and bitter evil in his haggard face,

Lcu:-!:ini: at him, it was 1mpossible to
trace a likeness to the face of Shem
Isanes, as given in the newspapers.
~ That he was the same man seemed
incredible, but the inspector evidently
had no doubb on the subject.

“But—but Isaacs i3 a Jew, Mr.
Grimes!"” exclaimed Monty Newlapd.
“That man isn't a Jew."”

Mr, Grimes smiled.

“JIsamcs was no more o Jew than I
am,” ho answered. “That was one of
his many tricks. This man, Howard
Devarney, alias the Dandy, has been
wanted for years—ever since he escaped
from Dartmoor. He vanished from all
knowledge, but it was pretty well
suspected that he was at his old game
in_the Cily, in some new outfit! But
this time he was deep—very deep. He
was always a clever hand at disguise,
and he got himself up as & Jew, gnd
named bimself Shem Isanc:—so cleverly
that even his own relation, who had
business dealings with him, never
dreamed of au;peuting that he was not
what he seemed."”

h erikey !"” murmured Bob Cherry.

“In faet, he might have died at a
good old age, ss Isaacs, if he had been
able to keep honest,” said Mr. Grimes.
“But he couldn't—he's a crook to the
marrow of his bones. I don’t mind
telling wou that it was a surprise to
the police when they came down en
Isaacs to Bnd evidence that he was
really the man they had wanted for
years—the Dandy who had vanished for
so long. Bub there was no doubt about
it! a threw off his Isaaes disguise
when he bolted, but we knew whom to
look for!” said Mr. Grimes com-

lacently. I fancy Isaacs’ plunder will
]ge found on him when he's scarched
at the station.” )

“Tenacs I said Devarney, in a2 husky

voice. “Isancs! ©Oh!” He made a
stride towards tho handeuffed man, his
eves blazing at him,  *Howard
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“ He's not Isaacs—he’s a relation of
volee was thick and husky, and the
in his faeo touehed the hearis of
pity’s sake let him go, and don*l cover

(Jee Chapler 14.)
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Devarncy, is it irue—are you the man
who swindled and ruined my father 1"

“You'd have known it when you
found me here if you hadn’t been‘a
fool!” sneered the rascal, "“What did
you think I was doing here—did you
think Shem Isascs had vapished into
thin airi”

“1 never dreamed—"

“You aré a Jool, like your father!"
gibed Howard Devarney. " They've got
me, but I've given them a good run!
Dartmoor won't hold me when they get
me back there.”

“¥You robbed my {ather!”

_ "“The old fool asked to be robbed,”
eered Howard Devarney. “He came
into the City to make a fortune, and
dealt with the relative he had turned
down, and refused to help, and cast off |
Don't you think I was g‘-ia-.d of tho
chance to get back on him " i

“¥ou villain!" muttered Julian.
“YVeou raseall You—one of my own
bleod, & Devarney—robbed my father,
vou have the plunder sboul you now—
and you would have cheated me into
helping you to amare! Disgrace or no
disgrace,- I am fﬂ.d that you have
been taken. If I had even dreamed
that you wore the man who robbed my
father, I would have been the first to
lay hands on you! Oh, I am glad—
glad that you sre taken! Lot my name
be dmggag in the mud, so that you get
your desetrts, you scoundrel}”

He turncd sway from the sneering
rogue with loathing in his face.
Inspector Grimes tapped the man on
the shoulder.

“(Come along, Mr. Isaacs!” he said.

And Howard Devarney, alias the
Dandy, alias 8hem Ysaacs, moved away,
the handcuffs on his wrists, and the
inspector's hand on hia arm.

o Greyfriars 8couts watched them
till they were out of sight.

“Well,” said Bob Cherry, with a deep
breath, “that's that ¥ .

“The thatfulness ia terrificl” mur-
mured Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.
“But who would bave thought it, my
estesmaed chumna ¥

mine ! ** Davarney
shame

tha

me

“Thank goodness we got him, and
that the inspector was on the spot "
said Ilarry Wharton, “0f all the
thorough-geing rascals and rogues, I
think that rotter tokes the cake.*

“I say, you fellows, he wasn't a Jew,
after all,” said Bunter, with a fat grin.
"Faney Devarney being down on Jews
because of Isaacs, when 1t was his own
relation, after all! He, he, he }”

Some of the juniors laughed, and
Devarney coloured. Monty Newland
grinned. He could not help it.

Devarney's feud, in the light of this
discovery, had its comic side.

The rascality of Shem JTsoacs had
made him a Jew-hater, and Shem
Isaacs was not & Jew at all, but a
Devarney of Devarney Court! .

“Oh, my hat!” said Beob, with a
chuckle. * Devarney, old bean, T thiuk
it's timoe for you to own up that you're
& prize ass!” .

Devarney stood silent, with a crimson
face,

“You owe MNewland an apqlan, I
think,” said Harry Wharton guectly.
“That's all right,” said Newland,
with a smile. " But really, Devarney,
you've been rather an ass.”
“Tha ratherfulnesz is terrific.™

“J1—I,” Julian stammerad, TI—I
suppose I've been rather a fool—"
“No supposing about t!™ said

Johnny Bull. ‘FYﬂu started & feud
with Monty because Isaacs was a Jew!
Tt turns out that he isn’t one, but one
of your own family! You'd better stert
a f’éud with the Devarneys next|™

“I—I'm sorry, Newland !™ sgtammered

Devarney. “Of course, 1 never
dreamed—never thought of guessing—
but—but—well, I own upl Even if

Isascs had been a Jew, a8 I beliaved,
that would have been no excuse for me.
I own up that I was in the wrong, and
—and I'm al::r:i?." ;

“All serene,” said Monty Newland
cheerily.

Julian hezitated a mement, and then
held out his hand.

“Give ug your fist, old man, if you

don't fecl sore about it,"” he said, M
clouded fsce relaxing into & smile, .
And Newland, miling'tm. gave him

his fist. Thae “feud’ was evidently
over at last '

W & Hl #* - "

Greyfriars felt justly proud of ite
Scouts when the story wag told.

No doubt it was probable that the
hidden rascal would have been rocted
out and captured had they not inter-
vened in the matter, 8till, it could not
ba deniaed that it wos the Removs
Scouta who had rooted him out.

Julisn Devarney remained only a

few days longer at Greyiriars. The
capture of “Shem Isascs” made all

the diffcrence to him; but the revela-
tion that the rogue was in fruth &
Dovarney was a crushing blow to his
pride, ;

The name was on every lip, and in
overy newspaper, for now that the man
was taken the police were no lopger
reticent on the subjeel, and the whole

story was widely known.
Devarnei,;} was glad to leave; buk
when he left he was on batter terms

with the chums of the Remove than
during his days ss & Greyfriars man-—
and especially with Monty Newland.
They parted friends, and Julien went
home, to restored fortunes, with the
satisfaction of finding his father once
mora master of Devarney Courl. And
he could only hope that the stary of
the Dandy would be forgotten, when the
time came for him to return to Barorofh
—and that ha would hear no mora of
the Devarney who was now bebind
rison walls—Howard Devarney, alias

em Tzaacs!

THE END.

(Well, that was a splendid yarn,
wasmn't if, chuma? Bul typical of what
you always ged in the GNET. Order
your copy now {o make sure of readifp *
"COXK. COMES A CROPFPERI!™ I
hits the dulleeye !},
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Will-g*«the-Wisp !

LOWLY dawning consciousness re-

S turned- to Paul. Hiz eyos

flickered opon, asnd he looked

about him with a wonderment
which grew as recollection came.

He was lving on & heap of rags on the
flanr of what appeared to be a large
and indeseribably dirty basement
%ﬂcl;;enf Eﬂall;ed an %}n unturned hu: m
ront of & glowing brazier and pufh
at- & blackened, hmI-:an-stemm-:'.E -:lw
pipe, was the unhﬂmm fellow whe had
folled him. Squatting on the floor
against the farther wall, knitting
needles clicking assiduously, were the two
flthy hags whose views on the execution
of Paul had certainly not coincided with
thoss of the individual smoking in front
of the brazier.

Three other men, villainous fcllows
clad in ragged red shirts and tattered
trousers, were lounging by the small
square of unwashed window,
conversing in low tones. .
“Truly & veritable thicves' Like
kitchen, thought I'aul, closing
hiz eyes for a mnment in an

SI'IAD )%

Following the direction of Paul's
BMAT stare, the unkempt [ellow
nodded.

“Yes,"” he said, with n laugh which
was .smgu n.r]:g.r pleasant, “wa got him
s well nod morning's work, I
think, to bag hgbmcc e

“Pat who are you?' demanded Paul,
“ And how come I here?’

He ctill felt sadly dazed, bemused,
end bewildered, hardly eortain that all
thiz was not some dream. He could re-
member reaching the tumbril: conld
remember the surging, frenzied, fight-
ing mob sweeping round him, and one
of them—this very man—screaming a
eurse at him, with clubbed pistol
upreised: And after that, nothing,
until this,

“Who are vou™ he repeated, © J!mﬂ

What is

how do I come to be here?
this place?
“Ma foi,” laughed the other, *but

some elusive shadow, Will-o'-the-
Wisp flits ’twixt the prison and the

of’the
GUll.l.O'l'l NE

)

[

GEO. E. ROCHESTER.

{Intradution on
next page.}

“There, my citizen-deputy! No ﬁﬂﬂl
goup than that i in Paris. I know, for.l
made it mysalf.,”

Paul stared at the hideous creature in
amazcment. For this vile bundle of rags
was & man: and & man, if his voics were
any criterion, of culture and refinement,

But, taking the bowl, Paul tackled the
contents without question, For there
were such a lot of gquestions whmh ila

was burning to ask that he ha.rdI%
where to begin, Also, he was still Eeal
ing somewhat befuddled, although the
pain in his head was easing. But the
soup put new life into him, and draining
the bowl, he placed it on tho ﬂunr
beside h.ll’l:l., and turned questmnmg 117
the strange fellow who had
elaimed to be the elusive WLII -o'-th
Wisp, . .

“Monsieur,” ho eaid, *will you tell
me how you got me here, why you have
done this thing, and what you now in-
tend to d-:} e

Will-o'-the-Wisp
nroment,

“It was not difficult to effect your
rescue,” he said quietly. “Since thn
night of your arrest, my comrades, in
the guise which they are wearing now,
have haunted the drinking

ths and dens of the city,
bitterly denouncing and re-
viling those who would send
the Citizen-deputy Paul Darc

sat Bilent for &

attémpt ta se the intoler- guillotine, rescuing the victims of the to the guillotine. They found
able, rac in pain  in hm 1 t* h f the 'ﬂ‘i'fl ﬂ‘f more than one of the same
'flead Ope m,:: thl:m aflam EE?uh“ ionary ﬁz "ro{:"ill ‘thl Wiee ? ;:;Z';d t?f thmmkgingghfﬁ:
raise weak hand to i i the=-YY18p ¢ Ll o

hm thmlﬂamﬁ temples, he eat ' .. ads: P people whe have not forgotten
made ancther dizcovery, His , that once you were their good
head had been roughly bandaged, and here is a host of questions. Lot us take friend, monsieur™ L
fnstead of his neat black garb, he was them in reverse order. This place “I am uncommonly glad to hear it,
now dressed in ragged red shirt and serves my friends and myself as head- remarked Paul grimly. i

tropsers. He had obvicusly been guariers for the moment. SBecondly, your “ At an early hour thizs morning,” went
stripped whilst unconscious, and the are hers bocause we brought vou here. on the other, “my comrades, and some

things he now wore pulled on to him.

Seeing him awake, the follow by the
brazier rose to his fect, and slouching to
'];rh(-.rn he lay, stood ’lnﬂk:mg down on

im.

“Well,” he asked—and there was &
atran kmdlmﬁu in hiz voice—"and
‘how is the citizen-deputy?”

Hearing his voice, the three men by
the window turned. And az they did
ga, Paul struggled up on hiz elbow
with an exclamation of astonishment.
For one of them, recopnisable in spite
of the dim light and the dirty garb he
wore, was D'Espany.
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And as to who I am—well, 1 am that
cursed Englishman, monsieur, for whom
you and your Committee of Publie
Safety have hecen secarching with such
diverting carnestness and perseverance.’

- “Will-o'-the-Wisp!” ejaculated Paul
incrodulously. ,

“The very same,” assented the other
cheerfully, “RBut first drink this, and
then we will tallk.”

One of the two haps had approached
with o basin of steaming soup, and as
she proficred it to Paul, she szaid, in
muzical, drawling tones which had
about them no trace of femininity :

who took them for what they eppeared
to be and who were also in sympathy
with you, arrived ?ut.mda the prison,
My comrades mingled with the mob,
expressing the same sentiments as
before—namely, that it was a shame
Paul Darc should die. Such sentiments,
invelved them in more
than one brawl, but gained for them
some further a.dherent.ﬂ. They were,
you understand sowing the seed of what
was to follow.™

“You mean the riott" .

“Yes—and a pretty riok it was
Passions arc easily rouscd in France to-
day, and the mob iz always ripe end

I mught say,
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eager for mischief. By the time youl
appeared thera were two distinot hostile
factions in the crowd—those that were
for you and those that were mot. 1,
who™ had purposely kept out of the
altercation, was the individual who
bellowed, * Death to the traitor!” That,
a8 it were, was the signal for hostilities
to begin., My comrade thers’—ha in-
dicated the one who had served Paul
with tha soup—"flew at me, a veritable
bundle of fury. Some leapt to her aid,
gthers to mine. 'That was the spark
which commenced the uproar, n e
moment we were a stampeding, howling,
fighting mob. We, in the forefromt,
broke the rabble of frightened soldiery,
and then it was that I rushed at you.

“You must forgive me,” he went on,
with a faint smile, “for that blow I
ptruck. But a cracked crown is better
than & severad head, and only by
striking wvou down could T get vou
AWSY. comredes were around me,
and we were acting strictly to the pro.
gramme which we had planned. We had
eut you off effectively from the soldiery,
and the instant you went limp m_lm;;g
military, ragged -coat waa whipp
round you to cover the garb you wera
wearing, Pig's blood, carried in a flask
for the purpose, was smeared over your
face by alzipuft hand, and within a fow
seconds you were no longer Paul Dare,
but one of the mob, whe, judging by
your appesrance, had certainly receiv
a stomachful of fichting. We got you
out of the sesthing seum, bundled you
into a cart—and here you are in the
hasetnent of o deserted and tumbledown
house standing in & cul-desac off the
Rue 3t. Celia.” 2

“ And D' Espany I questioned Paul,

“ AL, Providence was good to us thera!
The mob got him before he had stepped
into the tumbril, He fought as I never
thought one of his years could fight,
but they clawed and wrenched his finery
off him, and he went down in the mire,
with some half-dezen of the animals on
top of him. A kick on the head had
left him senseless, and he was mud and
filth from head to heels. They thought
him dead, and so did we; but we
dragged him out of the crowd, with the
loudly expressed intention of throwing
his body into the Seine. One could noy
imagine anything less like an aristocrak
than him by the time we mot him to the
fringe of the mob. Wa bundled him into
the cart, his head lolling oui of the back,
and thosa who had time to nofico us
undoubtedly thought that he waz but
another worthy eitizen who had fought
not wisely but too well,”

He paused a moment; then added:

“T must confess that we had not hoped
to he able to rescus any other than
vourself. All our effort: were con-
cenbrated on you."

“Why, monsieur,” asked Paul quietly,
““ghould your efforts he concentrated on
rebeuing me? Why, indeed, should you
héve rescued me at all®™

“Reecause,” was the reply, “you are
a brave man, Panl Dare. We would not
stand idly by and see such a one as you
done to death. The saving of Armande
de St. Clair from the guillotine was a
more noble and chivalrous act than any
in the whole hizstory of these unbappy
tumes.” N

Paul was silent aa for a long moment
he carnestly studied the dirty, unshaven
face of the man who had aaved him from
death on tho guillotine, And there
came & thrill to hiz heart with the
thought that he also was an En&_-lhsh-
man, 48 was this Will-o'-the-Wisp. They
wera fellow-countrymen !

“T would like te thank you, monsienr,™
he said }mltin&ziy. “for what you have
dono for me. But there are times when
words must neceds prove so sadly in-
adequate—" )

“Nay, say no more of that,” cuf in
the other, “for no thanks are needed.

'-::I

And now for the future. It is essential
that for your safety you leavd France.
BB'LM& which frontier do you care to
seal sanctuary, monsieur " ;

“I em for England!” replied Paul
stoutly. “To seek my father ™

“1 beg wvour pardoni”

“Ta geek my father,” repeated the
boy. Then with & rush came the wordas:
am English, like vou: T am not
French. My father is Sir Crispin Hun.
gerford, of Dorset, in England.”

The effect on Will-o'-the-Wisp was re-
markable, He leapt to his feet, hands
clenched. !

“Who? he shouted. “Who do wvou
Bay you aref”

Without waiting for an answer, he
dropped on his knees beside Paul, grip-
ping the boy fiercely by the shoulders,
peering into his face with devouring
eyes.

“Paul Hungerford?” he said hoarsely.
* Are you—FPaul Hungerford ™

“Yes, indeed I am!” replied the boy,
amazed by this outhurst, ‘Do vou
know my father, then

Slowly Will-o’-the-Wisp straightened
to his feet,

“Yes,” he said sombrely, “I know
your father—and I know some little
of the grief which has been his since
you were lost to him. He mourns for
you as dead. Some day,” he went on,
turning away, “1 must hear your

$t-ﬂ}iij’—-

oy ?_ﬂ broke ﬂrtt:h sharply asi] ]th& door né
om was thrown roughly open, an

the hupa, bearded fellow who had been

80 much in evidence outside the
Conciergerie t morning strode into
the room,

“We'll have to get Paul Dare cut
of this at once, Will!” eried the new-
comer. “They’re combing Pariz for
him, and the Committee of Publie
Bafety have offered a reward of ten
thousand franes for his recapture i

-

The Citizen~Captain !

AH " exclaimed Sergeant Cas
solat, stalking indignantly to
and fro behind the barricade
at the Weatern CGate. “ Never

have 1 heard of such blundering

stupidity ! Name of a name, to get the
treacherovs dog away from the wvory
tumbril itself 2 '

i
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INTRODUCTION.

It i the year 1759, when the first rumbles of
the coming revolution dn France are Heard,
Dare, o peasant, and the Chepalier de St
Clair, an aristocrat, both youny lads, are slaunch
chums, bul they are soon forced io realise the
barrier that lies belieen Hem. IFor daring ta
bathe in the lake af Choleau Fontnoy, Powl i
brutally flogged af the order g the  Marguis
FErmonde de Foptnoy, the chevalier's tencle,
who giver further evidence of his fienadish cruelly
by killing Paul's Jather, The lad_ swears
tengeande on the {yrant and ¢ sent to Pariz by
@ revoludiona Sansarge, there to ba
placed in the e of the nolorions Robespicrre.
Three years pess, and ke long-thremlened
revolution has burel inlp flame. The shadew
of the guilloling lics over France, and both the
hated Morquis de Fondnoy and his innocent
nephew, the chevalier, are arresled, tried, and
condemned lo dealh. Faul Dare, neto Com-
misaoner %me Revolutionary Tribunal, saves
his friend eily ab the cost of his own ft‘_fe, for
ks 18 sentenced o the guillotine for lreachery to
the people, IE 42 then thal Sonsarge tells him,
e oo i Chrispin Hengertord, on Boaioh
the son apie Hungerford, an English
ey, The Tad, had. bach Yidnapped and
brovght to Franee when only a fewr monthe old,
and now Paul bnows he will never see the father
who hes etince movrned him as dewd. Then
comes the last journey to the guilloline, Tie
crownd oulside the prisom ds sden! as 98 former
1dol appears, but before Poul reaches the waiting
lumbrid @ fight has gterted that soon turns the
mob fife a struggling mags. " Death to the
fraifor { " goreomns one m?tl:y; urkemnpt th'ﬂw
“ That for you Paul Dere!” and & cdubbed
pistel descends on the lad's head, stunping him.
(Now read on.)

b4

He appeared so utterly at a loss for
words with which to express his deep
disgust that he spat contemptuously, and
resumed: | :

“What that foocl of a captain was
thinking sbout ia beyond my compre-
hension, They say he is to lose his
stupid head on the guillotine to-morrow
—snd a good job, too, I sayl I only
wizh that I had been in charge of those
soldiers! There would have been a
different tale to tell if I had been in
command 1" .

Thus he strutted and bragged and
boasted for the edification of thé crowd
who, towards supset on the day. of
Paul's senocational escape from the guil-
lotine, had gathered about tho barri-
cades at the Western Gate,

_Bergeant Cassolat seemed to have en-
tirely forgotten the fright which had
been his a few evenings ago when that
cursed mliqhmnn, Will-o'-the-Wisp,
had wal into Paris through the
Western Gate beneath his very nosel

That partioular episode had nearly
cost Bergeant Cassolat his head. But ha
had hod & g00d record behind him, and
the Committee of Public Safety had, for
onge, been disposed towards leniency.
But Sergeant Cassolat felt neither
humbled nor chastened by that experi-
ence, Ono the contrary, he was more.
pompons, more boastful, more loud-
mouthed than ever,

Ho guite realised that the bubble of
reputation which had been his bad been
somewhat dm‘fqted. as ‘it were, by the
lamentable incident, and if he couldn’t
blow it up again 'E-:r deeds, then he'd
do sa by words.

S0 be held forth to the crowd aboub
the gate as to what ehould have been
done and what should not have been
done when the mob had got out of hand
in front of the Conciergerie that
morning. _

“It 18 thought,” he went on loftily,
““that Paul Darc and the curzed nier-
fering Englishman who saved him from
our vengeance may attempt to slip out
of Paria at any hour. That is why the
guards at barricades have besn
doubled. Bacre nom, but I hope they
come this wayl They will not get past
mea 1™

An old hag, sauetting in the filth of
the gutier, laughed shrilly.

“Words — words — words|” she
acreeched malevolently. " ¥ou said that
before when I sat here, and within the
hour the cursed Englishman walked past
vour noso

Sergeant Cassolat scowled, - .

“The luck of the devil was with him
that night!” ke retorted. “Twice on
the fingers of one hand could be counted
the times I have heen hoodwinked by
either aristocrat or Englishman. He
grot by me once, but he shall not do it
again|?

Ho broke off to examine a cart which
had rumbled up to_the gate, outward
bound from Paris, It was driven by an
old crome, who poured at him a shrill
stream of abuse, to the delight of the
onlockers.

“What are vou peking your long nose
in thera for? she sereamed, as the
citizen-sargeant lifted the ulin of
the cart and peered inquiringly bhelow
it. “Do you think I've got some cursed
aristocrat lying soug inside? I wizsh I
had, for your emout would come out
from under there spouting hlood I?

A roar of laughter from the crowd
greeted  this  pleasantry, and, en-
couraged, the hag continued :

“Buch a crack on the nose you would
rob ag would cura you of your inguisi-
tiveness!  Morbleu, but your pay is
easily earned when you get it for inter-
fering with such as me! Do I not pass
through this gate every night and
maorning 7 :

“he did, and, what is more, Sorgeant
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Cassolat knew hor evil, wizened face
quite well—as well as he knew the faces
of many who daily passed that way. DBut
it had wsuited him to display this
officiousness. It impressed the mob with
the keenness and zeal of those who

guatded the barricades. i
Withdrawing a crimson and furious

face from bencath the tarpaulin, which
had covored nothing save a few wisps
of strew in the bottom of the cart, he
snarled:

* Pass on!” .

With a wvenomous, parting oath the
¢rone whipped up her horse and rumbled
out through the gato.

“Curse these women! growled the
citizan-sergeant to his corporal, glaring
after the retreating cart. “Men I can

handle, but these hags have no
respoct—-="
A clatter of hoofs cut in on his words,

and a captain of the National Guard
rode up, eccompsnied by two soldicrs.
He was a burly, florid-faced fellow,
that captain, ane kad
spent more timoe in drinking booths than
in barracks, -

“What news, citizen-sergeant?’ he
demanded, reining in his horse.

. “No news!” growled Cassolat., “ All
41 ] gm&t.” E .

“HGood ! exclaimed the captain. '"Sea
to it that nones pass without the
closest of scratinyg.”

“] know my duties, citizen-captaint”
retorted Cassolat brusquels.

“That is Sergeant Cassolat, citizen-
captain,” murmured one of the soldiers.

His respoctful tone implied that such
an exhortation was unneécessary as far
a2 the sergeant was comncerned. ;

Ah, you are lat, are you?"” said
the captain, staring at that sullen
individual with a new interest. I
have heard of sou, But I am from
Verasaillles, citizon-zsergesnt, and this
being my first round the barrieades,
I must be forgiven for having failed to
recognise one who so enjoys the confis
dence of both the ople and the
Committes of Public Safety that he 1s
shortly to be raised to a higher rank.
Sergeant Cassolat *—this with a clumsy
bow—"1 am happy to meat you!”

The sergeant’s brow cleared at theso
complimentary words, This was not the
first time that he hnd heard talk of
promotion coming his way, That affair
of a few evenings ago had been some-
what in the nature of a set-back, of
course, but it seemed now as though it

were not to ba allowed fo affect his

chances of promotion.

“It will take a clever one to get past
me, citizen-captain,” he anncunced
confidently.,  “The guarding of this
barricado is in good hands!™

“It could be 10 nome better !
the captein courteously,

“I only hope,” went on Cassolat, his
volca rising/in blatant swagger, “that
Paul Dare and the cursed
choose to come this way!
but they will rue it if they do!*

The captain laughed boisterously.

“Yon captura thom, citizen-sergeant,”
he cried, “and I will wager nro-
motion will come within the hour——"

“Qut of the way there!” bellowed a
voree, " Since when this been a
parade ground®”

The captain wheeled in his =addle.
Then, with an cath, he took hizs horze
short by the reins and backed it to avoid
a cart which had almost run into him.

“Look where you are going, vou
drunken fool|” he snarled,

The driver of the cart, a dirty, florid-
faccd fellow with coarse shirt un-
buttoned over tanned and hairy chest,
and with red woollen epp pulled at a
jaunty angle over his tounsled hair, dug:

and looked as though he -

C'nszolat,

agreed 1 !

lishman -
ordieu,

a vicious clbow-into the skinny ribs of
an old hag scated by his side,

“Do wyou hear what he savs?™ he
roared. " He says I am drunk ™

The hag laughed shrilly.

“So you arel” she sereeched. " And
50 @m L. DBut let the pie mind his own
business! Drive on, I say. Qut of the
wayv thore, blue-coats!”

he waved seragegy arms at the
soldiery, and, losing her balance, would
have pitched head foremost off the cart
had not the fellow beside her grabbed
her with rough hand.

“&5it. still, vou baggage!” ha com-
manded with an oath. “ Do you want
te break your neck?™

Thus adjured, the hagr relapzed into
silonee, and sat regarding the captain
with a dronken leer made none the mors
pleasant by the black patch which she
WOre OVer one eve,

Sorgeant Cassolat stepped forward.

“Where sro you going with this
cart? ho demanded sharply.

The hag switched a bleary eye to his
upturned face. -

“Why, if it isn't the citizen-sorgeant
who uscd to be at the Northern Gate!™
she exclaimed delightedly, before her
companion could utter & word.
“Morbleu, but how handsome you have
grown, <oitizen-sergeant, and how fat
about the paunch!®

The dubious compliment brought a
flush of anything but pleasure to the
heavy features Hergeant Cassolat,
who was acutely conscious of the
laughter of the crowd and the presence
of tha captain,

*Bilence, you slut!” he snarled. Then
to the fellow beside her: “Where are

n groimg ™
~ “"Home ! replied the other bluster-
ingly. “3So let us pass!”

“You appear very eager to pass!V
growled Cassolat suspiciously. “First I
will see what you have under here.”

Lifting tho cover of the cart, he gave
vent to an exclamation of triumph.
Far lying in apparent drunken slumber
in the bottom of the cart was s pallid-
facod youth. )

“Who is this whelp? demanded
withdrawing his head end

-

N

\

- T
Sansarge, who informed Paul that he
was of English parentage.
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turning sharp, Inguiring geze on the
driver.

“¥ou leave him alone!" shrilled the
hag. “Don't you dare lay your dirty
hands on him!”

'"“Who is he1" rapped Cassolat.

“He is my nephew, if you must know,

and he is not well. So lcave him
along [

Sergeant Cassolat laughed unm-
pleasantly,

“MNot well?™ he repeated. " No: he
seems to have consumed tnore liguor

than hoe can etomach. am not eatia-
fied. 1 am going to have him out of
there—"

"What iz the matter, citizen-
soergeant? cut in the captain, sidling
his horse towards the cart.

_“That cub in there, reeking of
liguer,” explained Cassolat, “1 am
going to Rave him out and have a

bettfr look flt him—I--”

" Leava im alone, ourse youl”
scrgamed the hag.  “He is not well,
snd we have given him a little wine
to curs him. If wou Iy & finger on
him I will tear your eyes out, you
officious pig I :

Ignoring her protests and frenzied
abuse, the captain liftcd the cover of
the cart with his riding-crop, and,
leaning forward in saddle, peecred
at the pitiable spectacle of the rapged,
unkempt boy huddled on 8 heap of
filthy straw in the bottom of the cart.

Suddenly he tensed, .paered ecloser
still at the pallid, upturned features,
and tugged savagely on hiz reins.

““The plague ! ha roared. “The brat
has the plague! Back, I say! Back,
you foolsl”

The hindguarters of his rearing horso
caught the horrop-stricken Cassolat,
gending him reeling into the crowd,
which wees already surging from
the cart with oath and curse.

The plaguat

No other word ecould strike such
terror to the hearts of the people; no
othor word could rout them so com.
pletely.

“ et out of this, you scum ! sereamed
the captain, his voice shrill with fright
and passion, “CGet out of this with
yvour cursed cargo of death!”

The thong of his riding-whip rose
and fell viciously about the head and
shoulders of the hag and those of her
companion. Shrieking and shouting,
foul-mouthed and blasphamous, the pair
snatched at their reins and frantically
gaivanised their horse Into action.

“Get you gone!” wyelled the captain.
“And if either of you show your face
in Paria until that brat is onder the
carth, then you'll hang from under the
nearest gallows-post 1

The ecart rumbled awary {:hmugh the
gate, the heg waving & backward,
§klnnﬁr fist and screaming in drmken
Ur¥Y. u

* Morbleu I panted the captain, mop-
ping at hig brow with frembling hand.
“Te think I had my head under that
cursed cover-—"

Ie broke off with a shudder, staring
at the shaken Casaolat.

“And vou also, citizen-sergeant!” he
went on. “Come, let us wash away the
foulness at the drinking booth?

MNothing lIoth, Sergeant Cassolat
accompanied the eaptain to the near-by
drinking booth, where the pair of thom
drank copiously and with gusteo,

“Close the barricades for the nightt”
ordered the captain, wiping his mouth
with the back of his hand and swinging
himself up into the saddle. “Ma foi.
let us hope we have escaped any cursed
infection I

Ho terminated the words with another
shudder which spoke only teo cbhviously

e
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of the sickening
dread at his heart.

Then, gathering up ' I am the Englishman, monsieur, for whom you and your
he Commities of Public Safefy have been search
to the unkempt fellow.

his reinas,
nodded adieu
Cassolat, and rode
off, accompanied by
two soldicrs.

Paul ineredulously.

In Pursuit !

(1 LOSE  the
@ barri-
cadest”

ordered
Sergeant Cassolat
hoarsely,

Nama of o name,
never had he [elt
g uneasy ! One did
have some chance
of lifa when at-
tacked by an cnemy
who was - human.
But not a chance
did ono have when
attacked by the
ﬁl&guel What if

s had pot it!
What if it was
already laving.
g Tim, insidious
hald on him?

With a muttered
oath, he turned
back towards the
drinking booth. He
would find courage
m a further hrim-
ming cup. And b
was while ho was so
engaged that there
camoe clattering  up
"to the berricades at
breakncek gallop a

of soldiers,

ed by a slight,

foxy - faced man

who was clad frolm

head to heels in

sambre and unre-
heved black.

“Mallinrd " ejacu-
lated Cassalat, in
astonizhmont, star-
ing  with  mouth
ngape,

Malliard it was—
the cleverest and
mMost  cunning  spy
in the service of the Committee of
Public Safety.

¥ (Massolat I
Heo rapped oub the word, and ohedi-
ently t?m eitizen-sergeant  hastencd
towards him.

v "Has a cart passed this way, carry-
ing an old woman, a man, and a boy?™
e demended tersely, :

“W¥es, ves!” babhled Cassolat. " A
whelp with the plague——"
“Plague? shouted Malliard, his

genken ecyes blazing with sudden, un-
bridled fury. “He had no plague, vou
blundering fool ™

“Pat—bat  the
s0? gasped Cassolat.
ancd--and——"

“(lurse vou and the citizen-captain!”
shouted Malliard, and lashed Cassolat
savagely across the face with his whin,
“The captein was onc of the Lipglish-
man’s c¢omrades, and so wore the
soldicrs who were with him ™

Apain he struck with biting thong,
and Cassolat cowered away, hands up-
raized to protect his head.

“ Do yvou know what you have done?
shouted Malliard, hiz veico rising lo a
seream.  * You have allowed Will-o'-the-
Wizp, the traitor, Paul Dare, and that
cursed D'Iispany to slip through your
fingers! Sacre nom, bat this time vou

citizen-captain

“He saw him,

said

ing,” said
*“ Will-o’~the-Wisp ! * ejaculated

** The very same,”* assented the other
cheerfully. (See page 24.)

will pay with vour head, vou c¢lumsy
fool 11
Ho wheelod on the corporal who had

the closing of the

“Open the gate!” he snarled. “ And,
for the sake of your heads, pray that
we catch the traitors bhefore they reach
the coast 1V

With frantic haste the barricades
were lifted and the pates reopeoned.
Malliard, his face fiendish with over-
mastering passion, barked out an order,
and next instant, at the head of his
soldiers, he was galloping through tho
gateway to take the road which led
north-west towards the coast.

He rode like & man possessed, for
never before had he been so close on
the heels of the elusive Englishman,
And noever before had he been in such a
white-heat of passion,

It was less than an hour apo that in
the Rue 5t. Celia. where he had dis-
eoversd the abandoned hna,driua.rtcrs of
the hated Englishman and his gang, a
crumpled note had been thrust into his
hand as he was elbowing his way
through the press.

boen supervising
barricados,

"My dearest Malliard,” it had read,—
A thousand pardons for my sceming
discourtesy in nobt being at home to
receive yon,  Your visif, I confess, has

not been unexpected., but my apologia
must be the pressing businoss which
takes me beyond the Western Gate,

“The Western Gate, m:;l Mallinrd!
The hag, her man, and her plague-
stricken nephew, An unholy trmity, I
grant you, but with a puardian angel in
the person of the citizen-captein and his
two soldicra.

“ 8o, forward, my zealousz one, and who
knows but what judicious use of whip
and spur might not bring about an early
meeting with that thrice-condemned
cncmy of the people, _

: U WiLr-o'-raE-Wise,

“P.8.—Decal lightly with Sergeant
Cazsolat, that prince of buffconery
whose zeal is second only to your own

The insolence of the dog! To write
such & letter! There was a taunt in
every word -of it. Morbleun, but sconer

or later there would come a grim
reckoning of all this! And that it
might be sooncr, Mallhard rode with

frenzied whip and spur, sparing neither
himself nor his horse nor his men.

The sun had set behind a pall of
leaden cloud end rain was threatening.
But he knew thoat somowhere along the
darkening road ahead wero the Fugi-
tives whom he sought. What a capture
it would be if only he could lay his
hands on them!

Tweg Maigrer Lipmarv.—No. 1,128,



Will-o -the-Wisp,
vho not onee, but many times, had

that soen of Satan, L :
straightening up.

(Continwed from wreviows prige.)

Throwing himself from his saddle, Le

bent down and serotinised the grass,
“Horses have stood here ™ e rapped,

Tha men we seck

THE MAGNET

demanded 3 "'n.iu.llian]‘ tetsely,  "CAnawer
e, vou- gapipg fool 1 _
““Yog uﬁ!’f voplicd the innleeper

“Three men :ruf.!e throwgh some
little time ago. They were ﬂﬂwmﬁ
their horses and riding as tho
very devil himself was at their heelsd

- “r:-m they thieves or——"

“How L}ﬂﬂ‘ gince they possed ¥ cut
in Malliard, with savage- lms'ratu:nm

e L \u:mld not e more than fwoenty
minutes Ly the clock,” rozponded the

innkeeper, in alarm, * Nof more than
1iu|.t, I will swear., I know, Lecause the
clatter they made hmuﬁhi me - {0 my
door and—"

He broke off, scratching his poil and
staring i dumb amazement afler the
soldicys, who, 1ustead of waiting to
hear' the termination of his remdrks,
Liad elapped spiirs fo their horses' and
were already palloping away along the
road info thﬂ_. nipht.

It was-ramning heavily bow, and there
WiE IO FRQON.

Twelve kilemetres farther along -the
road. brought thein to the village of
Sulle, and here 4 fow precieus mowments

eapn rh'

cheated the people of their prey - Paul bave obvionsly 'mmmt’EEL and are now  were lost in givings their mud-beapat-
Pare, a proved traitor to the people. !‘"Itl‘ﬂ‘rﬂl' the coast. T'll wager that 15 tored, lathering horses. & inuoh-needed
Bacres nom, but o mercy would be it-  See to your horses, for we may breather. But they wercwon tho right
shown to Hu:"lll should they e {"EI.I_I;_E']-]‘t.r 1t bave a long ride in front of nst” Lrack. . Three men; ridwye like tiwe
did ek weatior. g0 mauch abond 1) Kspany, The soldiers slid from their saddles, wind, had passed through the vilage
1|E'ull o' -the-Wisp and Paul Darc| girth: were tightened, and c¢arbines Dbut, ten minutes before. Yes, fen
t‘ﬂllﬂlﬂl forward in his saddlo, his reslung. Then tho. order to remount minutes. DMavhbe less:; certainly npt
Idugk cloak ﬁtmmnlrm ot behind him, was given, and they set off, THOT.

AMa Emrd rade like somo mahgnam
relentless demon, and to. his ears it
reemed as thongh the racinge hoofs beat
out thie names of those for whose ecap.
ture e would have sold his very soul.
Hluh'ﬁ"-nhr with  hand uprmsed, ho
reinedd: in hiz horse  almost te  its in
nuinnches. By the side of the road stood
‘#n abaudoned cart. It might not be the run.
rart he songht, but fF:e* susperted it waz

f.0ss than

; half an hour of hard
riding brought them to the little way-
sido hamlet of Rouelle,
came to a sliding halt in front of the
lighted windows of the inn. .
L Halle, in there ! he shouted.
vespohse fo the summons the inn.
keeper anpéared at a hasty, waddling

“Iave anv.riders passed thiz wasv®

“YWe're gatning, men ! oried Mallavd
exultantlv., “One Jundred francs fox
whera Malliard each of you if we take them ™

{Only ten, monules ohead of their
purstwere! 1 £ is L forch and go for
Paul Dare and - hiz companions. Wil
they. veaek Englond and safety, or—e
Liut read next werl's .-a;,'rf-r:mi‘.l:.ﬁ Hmj':a‘r:'s
ref leia frenehnnt .-z.- rinl ]

And
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EAN REEDEM, ths thought-

Er."_m“_.wwmhwrrﬁ .Wwanwﬂw__.‘mn at. mwuﬂ.__?

waa 6 Notsses o0 a

®hotiss-board. in the ball when a

@nshy-locking jentleman strolled up and

WEE him s whack on the back with his
evvy mallacker cane.

- “Yarooo !” roared Reedem. * What
did you do that fori”

“ Py attract your attention, of corse!™
anewered the newcomer, with & brootal
larf, " MNow konduet me to your head-
master immejately.”

“What, after getting a whack on the
back with a mallacker canei’’ asked
Reedem indignantly. “Not likely!
Who are you, snyway {"

“ My name is Kaptin Snocker, an old

el ow your Head's. I warn you- that

a will deal severely with anyone who

treats, his old wi with diskontempt,'’
was tha flashy-looking jentleman's

reply.

mm.mmmmﬁ fixed his piercing, hipnottick
eyes oh uhn_mﬂmﬂ Snooker, and gave him
a long, ste ﬂJ. look.

It was the look he gave people when
he. waa reading their thoughta and
probing the deepest depths of -their
braneboxes. That was what he was
doing with this high-handed straoger,
ns a matter of fact, though, of corse,
Kaptin Snocker didn't know it.

It took Reedem less than helf-a-minnit
to get the mezzure of the gallant kaptin.
In that time he had got to know his
inmost a3 well as his cutmoest thoughts.

What ha lerned farely took hiz breth
BWSY.

Kaptin Snocker, ila ing as an
old uﬂﬁm Dr, ....W?&N_M_uu:_ww_ﬁﬂhmh in his
hart of harta, #uﬂ?ﬂu%_wmum a fowl deed
later on. In the dead of nita it was his
intention to break into Bt. Sam’s and
pinch, purloin, and appropriate the
skool "plate, which had been in the old
collidge for centuries,

Reedem waa farelystaggered, The skool
plate was the apple of the Head's aye,
and it would break his hart if it was
pinched, Apart from that, it was
awfully valluable. Eaxperts had stated
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frekwently that in the auvchion-room it
would felch at loast three-and-sizpence.

My hat!" mermered Reedem,
“What a discovery!”

“How dare you mumbls to yourself
when I am wartisg to be kondueted to
Dr. Birchemal]i roared  Kaplin
Anooker feroshumly. " Lead the way,
my ladd, before I lay this mallacker
cane about you ™ z

Reedem was just wondering whether
to do so or not, when the problem waa
mu“mqn.”_ by the arrival of the Head him-
self.

“ Blesa my sole! If it's not my old
friend, Snocker!” epgsclaimed Dr.
Birchemall, who was apparently pleased
to seo the newcomer.

“"How do, Birchy1” responded EKap-
tin Snooker. “I was just argewing the
toss with this disrespective young brat.
He has treated me with grave dis-
curtsey."

“Then I will treat him with & dozen
of the birch!" maid the Head grimly.
% rt to mo in half-an-hour’s time,
Tteedem. Tnsult my pal, Snoocker, io-
deed! What next, I wonderi"

£ wru.ﬂ._. mmu...ll.:

“Enuff " thundered Dr. Birchemall.
“For the time being, Reedem, you will
buzz off, or, as the vulgar would put it
go! When you return you will be well
advised to stull your bags with exercize-
books, for you are going to get it thick
and hevvy I

“Oh, crikey "

The Head bestowed a fSerca scowl on
the luckless thought-reader, then swept
away, taking his wvisitor with him,
Readem wandered off . towards the
Fourth passidge, where he ran into his
study-mates, Jack Jolly & Co.

“Hallo, old szcout! Wherefore the
m.__,h“".w.pm__u fizz " asked Jack Jolly cheer-

ully.

Wﬂmmmﬂ e lained, and Jack Jolly
& Co. listened with grate interest.

“Well, I'm not a bit surpriscd,” re-
marked Jack Jolly, when Reedem had
fimished. “That suspishus-looking
bounder, Snooker, always did look like
a thief in ‘the nite. It's a good job
you'va found him out in time, old
ﬂ.F’T:

eeoeM's Towwen/

V\, Dicicy NugenT. v

For the benefit of new
readers, it is suggesied ihal
Dicky Nugent's * literary
gems "' should be iaken with
the proverbial grain of mm“wm

“PBut su refuses to

se the Head
beleeve me?'”

“Ha'll beleeve vou all right. Hasn't
he seen for EEmmm a duzzen times what
s wonderful thought-reader you ara ™

But for onee in & way the kaptin of
the Fourth was wrong.

After an interval of half an hour
lkan Reedem presented himself at the
Head's study,

Dr. Birchemall greeted him with his
most majestick frown.

“Well, Reedem, what have you to say
in your defence, before I birch you
black and blue?” he barked.

“QOnly this,” answered Reedom, * that
Kaptin Snooker ia a booly and a broot.
He whacked me across the back with
hiz mallacker cane,”

" Quite right, too 1" nodded the Head.
" What elsa wera boys made for but to
bo whacked, w_uow

“Well, apart from that, sir, Eaptin
dnooker is not a fit and proper person
to viait St Sam’s.””

“"Ratte—and many of "em ™ said the
Head oheerfully, " 0ld Bnooker is one
of the best, hy, I've just won tup-

co-ha'penny from him at munw.m?rnm.
adders, and he took hiz loss with o
smiling fizz, like & sport.”

Reedem larfed.

“1 don’t wonder at it, sir. What ia
tuppence-ha'penny, compared with the
steaks he is playing for?"’

Dr. Birchemall’s frown despened.

“Reedem, you are speaking in hey-
diddle-diddles, or, as it is wulgarly
aggspressed, In riddles!™

“Perhaps I'd better make myself
more clear, then,” said Feedem., *“As
a matter of fact, wyour precious pul,
Snooker, is a theel [

“ A whatter?” cried the Head, agarst,
“ A theef—a purloiner of propperty and
s pincher of platal’ eggsplained
Reedem.

Dr. Birchemzll regarded Recdem for
a few secs, as though he could hardly
beleove his earpieces, Then he gave a
gnort of rage.

“Impossibul ! Absurd I'" he hooted.
“Why, I have known him all my life.
m=n.om@a and I were collidge pals to
gether at Borstal [

=

e
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"MNevertheless, sir,
Kaptin Snoocker. iz a
theef,'” * said Heedemn
obstinately. “To get
down to brass tax, le is
kontemplating breaking
into the skool to-mite
and pinching the

plate.” S
: Likewise,
tosh! What ever are
you saying ofi”
“It's true, siel”
“Ratts!” jeered the
Head, “You're dreem-

“¥You arel’” 7
“T'm jolly well not!
- “ You jolly _“.ﬁ_m_._ aro .__“_“
" But ad his thoughts, sirl
ruﬂﬂu...wn HWmm.u_.unE‘ P?mnm. #w“_mmmﬂ_m _.__Mﬂm.___n._”.u.
one on-for half an hour
Hﬂ.wu__“ w_ﬂ"—nﬂn know what I'm like at
thought-reading !"

“1 know ﬂrn.m.w you're like at leg-pull-
ing " said Dr, Birchemall, with a sinnical
larf. “ Listen to me, Reedem ! H_H&wu:um
to besmirch the fare name of my ol
collidge pal, Kaptin Bnoocker, you have
meerly made your offence more heenons.
Now you ﬂ_:w_ suffer the consckwences.
Wmmmw ﬂqmu._,: i

ut, sir— :

..mmﬁw over I'' roared Dr. mﬂ__.u__.m_ﬁn:.
in a voice like a ton of coals being shot
inte 8 coal-seller.

EReedem gave it .._m+

Let us draw & veil over the pancful
secn that followed, Suffics it to say that
whet Reedem at last uwnnm_uuam AWAY
from Dr. Bicchomall's study ho was
covered all over in grate wheels and
felt properly in the cart.

But Reodem's triumf was at hand!

—_— o =
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O0OM !
U Midnite erashed out from the

old clock tower at 8t Sam’s,
Ikan Recdem sat up in bed.

“You fellows awako®” he asked,

“%es, rather!" K

Jack Jolly, and Merry, ‘and Bright,
and Fearless slid out of their beds,
slipped into their togs, and slithered out
of the ...__uuﬂn:bu_w.

Ikan Recdem led the way.

“Don't make too m noise, you
fellows!’* he whispered, shutting the
door of the dorm with a terrifick slam.

“No fear!™ ;

Softly and silently the chums of the
Fourth clattered down the stairs towards
the Grate Hall of 8%t Sam's, where the
valluables were kept in a safe. i

It was Heedom's idea to keep guard
over the skool plate that nite, and the
{20, had voted it an eggscllent wheeze.
Taots of fellows mite have felt funky
at the ides of waiting in the cary,
sinmister nite for a desprit burglar. Not
sa our horoes. They were all as keen
as mustard on 1it. Reedem knew he
had got fellaws who wore worth their
salt in & serap when he pald them the
vondiment of asking them to turn up.
The juniors arrived at the Grate Hall
and neealed themzelvea in various
nocka and erannies to await tho arcival
of tho cggspected wisitor..

They hadn’t long to wait. No sconer
had they taken their places than a sonnd

broke the stillness of the nite—a sound
ihat made our heroes feel awfully
thrilled.

Crack!

It was the well-known sound of a
burglar cracking a erib. Joack Jolly
&L ﬁo had never heard it before, but
almost by instinet they knew what it
was.

Hall-o-minnit later, the blinding glare

of a sixpenny electric torch shot across
the gloom of the wvast ‘hall.

“Anybody about !’ yelled a cautious
piolle:h

Jack Jolly & Co. cronched back in
their nooks dbd crannies and made no
answar,

The burglar waited for a few seconds,
then crossed over to the safe, sattisfied
thiét he was alone,

The watching juniors zaw him pull
out a jemmy, and & mallet, and other
sinnister mEEmHEF Fassinated, they
watched him go swiftly and silently
about the bizziness of u*vn..:mﬂn the safa,

Crash! Bang! Wallop!

Scarcely a sound hroke the uncapny
stillnesz as ho foreed open the door of
the eafe., Jack Jolly ‘& Co. could see
that he was an eggspert in the game
by the suro and silent way he went
Pﬁn_.:ﬂ the job.

At last tho door of the grate safe
swung bacl on its hinges.

The juniors herd a low growl of
triumf from the midnite marorder.

“Good eggl” ;

An instans later his theeving mawlera
were at work, vanking out pieces of
plate from the glittening array inside
the zafe,

Thet was the signal for Jack Jolly
& Co. to act, Without hezritation the
heroes of the Fourth Aung themeselves at
the burglar, smiting him hip and thy.

The astonished crock let out a yell
of diemay.

“What the thurop—— Yaroooo !”

“Pile in, you fellows!” yelled
Reedem.

There was a shork, sharp struggle;
then the juniors' oppohent threw 1o the
EPONZO. j

*Morasy I*" he velled. “T promiss not
io do it again if you'll let me go, young
jentlemen [ . ;

“Likely, isn't it?’ eried Roedem,
skornfully. 1 wonder how much you'd
have reformed if wea hadn't kaptured
vou, you skoundrel I’

Betore the theef could make answer
there was an interruption from the rear.
“Poys! What are you doing of i"
“The Head I"* eggsclaimed Jack Jolly,
Dr. Birchemall, & majestick figger in
his dressing-gown and nitecap, came
striding on the secn. Before reaching
the mwmu he pawsed to switch on the
electric licht, which fooded tha hall

with illewmination,

“Now, what’a all this here about?®"
ha demanded, in his skollerly tones.
“Why, bless my sole—""

The Hoad broke off in amazement a3
his eves fell on the Fourth-Formers'
kaptiv, for he recognised him im-
mejately as his old and trusted friend,
Kaptin Snocker. 3

“Snooker " he cried. * What is the
meaning of this "

H.LMM?EH_ u_“_“._.._m _Emw E.mﬂ__m__.& _.L_.__E;E
em had stepped fourth.
“The meaning of this 14 that what
1 told you this morning is eorrect,’” he
said. **'We have just Esmrﬁ this villain

nabbing the skool plate!™ i

“Good hevvens!” In his eggsitement
Dr. Birchemall even forgot to correct
the slangy eggspression, “‘nab,”’ which
he nw_:_.mm. would have suppressed im-
mejately in favour of “pinch.” * Does
—does this mean, then, that my old
collidge chum is nothing but a common
theof §'° .

“It do—it does!™ broke in Kaptin
fnocker. “ My sccret is a secret no
longer. Won't you give me another
chance, Birchy,” ho whined, *for the
sako of auld W‘sz syne T

The Head’s Yip curled, 2

“Mizzerable retch! No mersy will
vou get from me ! Fearless, ring {or the
perlice I

reply

15

“Certainly, ofel? :

Fearless rang for the perlics, and
balf an hour later Kaplin Snooker,
loaded with handeuffs and mannacles,
was taken off to duranco vile for the
punishment he so richly deserved.

Natcherally, the affair was the talk of
St. 3am’s on the following day. Reedam
was the hero of the hour, and every-
body agreed that the Head had been
an awful cadd to ignore his warning
and fog him as he had done.

But the Head made it up. After
dinner the -entire skool was mustard in
the Hall,” and the Head addressed the
serried ranks as follows:

“* Jentlemfen, chaps, and fellows! Last
nito & desprit bandit broke .into Bt.
Zam's, intent on plunder. Hia_ navikth
trix wers brought to nought, partly by
the hravery of Jolly and his friends
{Loud cheers), but more especially by
the uneek -and remarkable powers of
another junior belonging to the same
Form aa Jolly. I refer to Resdem.
{Thunderona spplause.} Jentlemen, no
words of manc can eggspress the gratti-
tudo I fecl to Reedem. I therefora pro-
pose to stop chewing the mop (hear,
hear !) and conclude by annownang that
I have decided to make him kaptin of
5t, Bam's Y

If the-Hoad had dropped & bombshell
Ire could not have cregted a bigger
wonsnfion,

“Look here, sir," said Burleigh, the
rgesisting r-%mu. starting to his fest,
“you can't do this! It simply isa's
done. What about me?™

“ Nothing about you, my dear Bur-
leigh,"" was the Head's bland retork.
“You didn't save the skool plate from

-the bandit, did you?”

** Nunpo, sir. But—""

“But mo no °buts,’ Burleigh. Ib's
scttled. Reedem 1z kaptin of St Bamd's,
and I now call for three harty cheersl”

"' Half-a-minnit, sir!"’

It was Ikan Reedem himself. The
thought-reader of the Fourth broke
through the serried ranks end jumped
on to the platf beside the Head.

“If it's all the same to you, sir, T'd
rather Burleigh remained kaptin of
St. Bam's,” hs s=aid. “You see, it
duzzent matter much, anyway, as I'm
leaving soon.’®

“Leaving 1"

Reedem nodded.

“1 had n letter from my father yester.
day, telling mo that the circus isn't ball
the suxxess it used to be szince my
thonght-reading act has gone. Consa-
kwently, I have decided to ge back and
start my old act again.”

“Dear me! I am sorry to hear that,"”
mermered the Head. * However, if you
are joining the giddy cireus I suppose
vou can't wvery well be kaptin 2k,
Sam's. In the circumstances, Reedem,
you are egpscused,”

“ Thank you, sir 1" :

%o Reedem didn’t become kaptin of
8t. Sam’s, after all.

Needless to say, overybody at Bi
Sam’s felt full of regret at Resdem’s de-
parture. A tremenjous crowd assem-
bulled ot Muggleton Station to sce him

-off, and ho was accorded full mewsical

honnora. -

And for quite s long time after that
thore was but one toppic of conversation
among the juniors at St Sam’s, vis.,
namely, and to wit, the short but svent-
ful career at the old skool, of Reedem,
the thought-reader of the Fourthl

{Anotker mirth-making yarn by Dicky
Nugent appears here nexi Solurday,
You must not mies “THE JIPSY'S
WARNINGI"™ TPl make you roar with
laughter.)
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