


Pocket Knives and Wallefs for Winning Jokes and Limericks!

unzzled by conjurers and

CHfsce, Po o)

. Always glad fo hear from you, chums, so drop meja line to the following address ;
The Editor, The *Magnel” Library, The Amalga

Farringdon Streel, London, E.L.4.

NOTE.—All

Jokes and Limericks should be

senl o

clo “"Magoet," 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C. 4 {Comp.).

HAPPENED to be walking through a
cortain seaport town the othor day,
and I sew two iollows whom 1 knew
to ba ara of the MaoNET, bacauss

both of thern had the eurrent issue pooping
from their poclets. were diseussing
agn old salt who was loaning up against the
sea wall.

- “That's the fifth old sailor I've scon
woaring oar-rings,”’ said one of thoe boys,

“WHY DO SAILORS WEAR
EAR-RINGS ? *

Ho soemod vory puzzled, and un.
fortunately, I hadn't time to put him
wige. Nor has he bothered to write to
me to ask the answer to his question, but,
aa I overbeard it, I'll answer it now.

Bailors, as you know, are & superstitions
lot, and one of tho things that m essential
ot aoa 18 koen cyesight. Years and years
ago—no one knew how the legend started—
it wos bolieved by sailors that if they had
thrir cars piorced it wonld increase iheir
powers of sight, and also act as & charm
aoainst possible blindness, Of course, it's
anly o superstition, but it is still believed
to this day in some a of tho countey.
Anil soma sailors, even though they don't
know tho reason, continue to have their
cars picrensdd and woar ear-rings, simply
Patausa it is & custom that dates back so
or.

Quita o changa for me this week !
Thoere's no ono trying to pull my log, and
no one ' hauling me over the coals.”
Instead of that, my postbag scems full of
most congraiulatory lettors. The reason
iz that, sa I write this little ehat of mine
povoral wocks beforo you read it, I am
writing at the time when you have all got
your neroplanes in working order, and you
aro writing in to thank mo for that wonflor-
ful gift. Well, sticlt to the MacxET, you
follows, and you'll find you can’t go wrong,.
When wo pive awey a froe gift, it's some-
thing worth having. But, apart [rom that,
il wour can show mo a better collection of
authors and artists than we have writing
and sketching for us—woll, I'd like to seo
them, thata all |

Horo. i

A BOUQUET FOR YOUR EDITOR

in the shapo of a lotter from a reader who
eays : ' Como into the Office, Boys!' iy
excellent. I slways turn to that first,
and am 5]54:1 to sed that it somotimes fills
o ST Well, s0 long as you follows
liko to read it, I will always like to writs it.
Incidentally, my chum asks if we can have
a " friara Herald " item now and
than a::?g & special one for the Christmas
and New Yeor number.

Phow! Fancy mentioning Christmas
whon ¥ am sitting in my shirt elecves,
with the temperature at umpteen in the
shade, and the mercury trying to knock a
hole out of the top of the thermométer !
However, I can tell my reader that it is

uite poszible thatwe ahall have MM kg
* Greyiriars Herald " items, so kecl Your
oyes open for thems i

Now let me have & breather, whila y»

laugh ot thiz joks, for which M

ed Press, Lid., Fleelivay House,

ilusionizta at some time or
other, and you might ba
keon on fnding oot the
secrat of certain tricks and
Muzions, Sa I've msdls
mremﬁ-amanta with—Ilot's call
him ** X" boesuse he's an
unknown  quantity—to  tell
you the secrots. If yvou're
puzzled, drop me a line and
I'll got ** X ™ to explain what-
ever it jo that hns got you
ouessing,

I hoven't space this weelk to
rovoal some of the mystories
which he laid bare, but I'll
toll you about one or two of
thems next week, In the
roeantime — Limericka  fore
wardl! Here's one that
earn’s 8 pocket wallet for
Mizs Eva Weighiman, of §;

Mawson, of 52, Cotan Hill, Shrewsbury, | Helen's Terrace, Finsbury Street, Fountain

gets a penknife this week :

The much-married man had been dining
at his bachelor [riend's new flat. Aller
dinner he examined the
place, which was very taste-
fully decoratad.

'* &h, old c¢hap,” he said,
“I wish 1
could afford a
place lika
this.*”

* ¥es," was the friend’s

reply ;  ** you married men .‘.—-"',
may have betier halves,

but we hachelors wusually have belter
quarters [ **

Finished laughing @ Right. Let's get
on with tho cateemed and hdierovs washe
ing, as Inky might say. Here are

A COUPLE OF QUESTIONS
which one of my readers wanta mo lo
answor. The firat ia: “ Why don't the
Folls Royee people enter Tor such races as
tho Boliast VT, 7" Beeauzo they have
no noeod to do so. Tho Eolle Royes is
known all over the world, amnd iz builk for
a certain clasa of ecustomer—the peoople
who can afford to pay for a really pood
gar, and who know exactly of what the
Rolls Royee is capable. Thero's no neosd
to  experiment further with the Rolls
Royce, for its name is sufficient guarantes,

HE second uestion  refers  to
BAD HABITS.
Can they be broken off 7
reader wanta to know. A,
if a fellow will only take the troubls to
porsevers. There's nothing like athletie
pxarcises and
down ba;ll hah;t& tﬂun't t.P to ylgu::ﬂg
too muc ~—§c ot arnon pla,
go in for walking tours. guuﬁ?qﬁnd that
whon you've got plenty of healthy amuse-
ments 10 keep vou busy you'll lorget all
asbout bad habits. Bet your mind to the
tazk of breaking sway from bad halite,
and you'll do so—il you siiek it ! Many
yoors ago there used to be a popular
mugic hall cateh phrasoe  which was:
* Btick it, Jerry 1" You might do worse
than take this as & motto, using your own
name instead of " Jerry." *fStlick i,
Jack ! "—or Bob, or Eill, or whatever
your name happens to be—iz a motto
that will prove wseful to you, i you live
up to itk
But I mustn't get too serious in this
chat of mine. You remember me telling
you ahout a certain sub-aditor onrmy st
—a follow with a forehead liko the domo of
St. Paul's 7 He and I went to a varioty
show the othey evening, and I moust adout
that a conjurer there puzzled me com-
pletely, Babt do you think he puzzled
the suh ¥ Notabitofit ! After the show

O

I mentioned onoe or iwo tricks, and the | ¥

sub said aigily : " Ob, that's guite easy !

119 tell yon

"~ _ow vs Do«
il Naw ! . Well, it abrusk voe
ol Jou tolious Supe Pows bewn

lonty of open air to break’

Road, Hull

H ever Bob Cherry vou mest,
And chance to remark on his feet,
Don't awzit a reply,
Or he might *““dot’ your eye,
It you're wise, you'll beat 3 reireat

New thon, vou fellows, don't be beaten
by the Iadiea! Pile in with your eflorts
and let tham soe what you can do. Thesa
ha pocket wallets are well worth
winning and I'fe got heaps of them in
stock.

Norman Johnstone, of Bishop Auckland,
wants to know someothing about

CITIES UNDER THE SEA.

Some time ago I mentioned how it was
possible to sail ovoer the romains of Carthage
and peer down into the depths, where the
ruing ean still bo seon on a cilm day,  But
Norman might be interested to know thas
many towns and cities of our own country
have been swallowed up by the sea at
different timea. On the coast of Suffolk
there iz a tiny wvillago ecalled DDunwich.
At one timwo this was a flourishing town
which boasted wno loss than {ifty-two
churches,  Gradually the sea cncroached
on the laml, and the last of old Dunwich
wag swallowed np in December, 1730
Several miles out to ses, at the mouth
of the Humber, lio the remains of another
“ drowned town “—the town of Bavonspur
~—and both Hormsea and Withernsea are
modern towns which were built after the
original towna of that name had boen
overwhelmed by the sea,

Othor " pew " townsg which woere builk
sfter the orvigioal ones dissppesred into
the sea include Briphton, Shorcham,
Shkepness, and others too, numerous
to mention.

Now listen in! Your Editor calling!
Next week we're to have another first rata
progromme in which all your favourits
suthors will be at tho top of their form.
First comes Frank Richards with a yarn
that's poing to hold your interest without
flagging for a single second, The yarn
is entitled :

* THE SCHOOLBOY DETECTIVE ™

and it's ono of the best—which i3 sayving
gomething ! Very close to your favourits
author's contribution comos . George E,
Rochester, with another exciting instals
ment of

“ THESHADOW OF THE GUILLOTINE 1"

while Dicky Nugent isn’t far-behind with
a side splitting offort—the third and last
varn in his “Jipsy ' sorios, entitled:

““*GAINST FEARFUL ODDS!"

Those three.yarns, a spocial article on
fiying, written in our special contributor's
moat interesting style, and your Editor'as
' weekly chat, complots. agsepcorsowt dtwad
ou would have & go far to oqual. Ho
jump to it, lad, and hurry around to

e regaagrits to tell him to reserye s
-yt weel's izsue for youl

Your €ditor.



A COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY OF Al QUALITY!

A Superb New School Story of Harry Wharton & Co., the famous chums of Greyfriars,
By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Bad for Bunter!

1 MITHY |
S " Buegz off, Bunter!™

“You're wanted."
“ Rats!"

ik guelchy'a study.™

“Oh blow!"

Horbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars, uttered that ejaculation
with emmphasis.

Billy Bunter grinned.

But the seven juniors who were about
to loave the House, when Dunter arrived
with the message, did not grin.

It was a ha i-hniidz}' at Greyiriars,
and a sunny autumn day. Smithy an
his chum Redwing, and the Famonps Five
of the Remove, were going up to Hawks.
cliff that afternoon. It was a long walk
by the cliffs to Hawksclift,
and the parti’ had arranged
to sktart early. Then Iy
Bunter happened along.

“YWhat does he want?”
grunted the Bounder.

Tom Redwing coloured uncomiortably,
and Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
Smnithy very expressively.

“ Bunter can't do anything of the
sort,” said Bob Cherry curtly.

" Certainly not,” said Bunter warmly.
“1 hope you don't think I'in capable of
telling a lie, Smithy,”

“1 know yow're not capable of telling
the truth!"" snapped Vernon-Smith,

*Look here, you beast—"

“Cut it out, Bmithy,” said Johnny
Bull. *Go and see what Quelchy wants,
and don't waste time tolking out of your
neck !

“ Asking a chap to tell o lie!” said
Billy Bumnter, with thyilling indignm.inn,

d “I'm surpriscd &t oL, mithy !
Shocked! If you asked one of these
fellows ib would be different. DBut
mﬁ 5iF¥

When a fellow praetises writing his own sizna-
ture in secret, indications are that he is either a
bit weak in the head or else has some deep game

doing a good turn for a pal like
Smithy."

““You fat villain ™’

*“0Oh, really, Wharton—""
oY M;; estecomed and disgusting Dunter
B fy=——

“Do shut up!™ urged Bunter, “Thae
sooner Bmithy gets off the better, and
you're wasting time. Rely on me to
stuff up the beak, Smithy, old chap. It's
easy enough fo stulf Quelchy."”

"“Shut up, you ass!” breathed Bob
Cherry, as he sighted a tall, angular
figure bearing down from the dircction
of Masters' passage.

“Bhan't!” said Bunter independently.
As he had his back o the approaching
figure of Mr. Quelch, Bunter naturally
did not see him: and he was not dis-
posed to shut up. Shutting up was
really not in Billy Bunter's line. “Leave
it fo me, Smithy!" eried
Bunter. "0id Quoelch i
rather an  mss, anyhow,
and—  What are you fel-
lows rmaking faces at me
for "

"“Well, he didn't sayx,” 0l Arthur Durance certainly isn’t weak in The juniors did nobt ex-
grmﬂef_l, Bunter. “But I the head, What’s his game ¢ plain  what  they _ were
am:% it's a licking. making faces at  Bunter

“You fat aszal” for.

“He looks ratbty?” said Bunter.
“Fierco, in fack! What have you bpen
up to, Bmithy? Ha, ha, he "

Smithy made a movement with his
foot, and Bunter backed away rather
hastily. ) )

“ Better cut off, Smithv,"” said Tom
Redwing. “ Quelchy doesn't like being
kopt waiting.”

%hu Bounder gronted again.

* Look here, you men, let's cut off,” he

i}ai{L * 'E"E"a were just going to start, any-
ow—"
“an't, now vou've

ot Quelchy’s
;' said Harry l‘gh:brtﬂn- "Eu

and see what ha wants, and we'll wait.”

“If it's & row, I may not get off,”
growled the Bsunder. “We'd better
cub, I?unt-ar can go back and  tell
Quelehy we werg already gone.”

“You fat chump ! said Frank Nugent,

*0h, really, Nugent—-"

“I'll stand you half-a-crown, vou fat

frﬁ{ik " gaid the Bounder contemptu-
ously,
"f hope you don’t think I'm the fellow
to accept  half-a-crewn frem you,
Smithy,” said Bunter, with a great deal
of dignity, "“Of course, if you mean it
as & loan, that's a different matter.”

The Dounder felt in hiz pocket. Tom
Redwing looked more dizcomfibed, and
the looks of Harry Wharton & Co. grew
more and more expressive,

“ Look here——"" bogan Johnny Bull.

“Aly esteemed Bmithy—"" murmured
Hurree Jamset Ramo Singh,

“I tell you——" began Bob Cherry.

“1 sap, vou fellows, shut up!" said
Bunter, “It's all right! I don't mind

They stood in horrified silenco as
Henry Bamuel Quelch approached. The
expression on the Romove master’s face
showed that he had heard Billy Bunter's
cheery remark,

Vernon-Smith’s hand came out of his
pocket—empty. Bunter blinked at him
anxiously.

“1 tell you, it%s all right, Smithy!
Anybody could stuff an old donkey like
Quelch—""

i EHNTER!"‘

L1 *I:}h l{:rl -!nl

Billy Bunter zpun round like o tee-
totum at the sound of that deep voico
behind him.

He blinked at Mre, Quelch in horror,
his little round eyes almost bulging
through his big spectacles.
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“Dh crikey|” he gasped.

Mr. Quelch's eyes fixed on Bunter's fat
faco liko a pair of gimlets. His voice,
when he spoke again, was like that of
the Great Huge Bear.

“Bunter, what did you say 1"

“ N-n-nothing, sir!’ :

“Did you apply an opprobrious cx-
pressicn to your Form master?”

“Nunno, sirc " _

43 | henrfl you utter the word ‘ donkey,
Bunter I

¢ {—I—] was speaking of some other
dankey, sir " gasped Bunter.

i Whﬂ.t?lt )

“MNot you, sir! Oh, no, sir! Q-g-q-
quite onother dopkey, sir!’ gasped
Hynter.

% Upon my word " said Mr. Qiuplﬁh

“ J—I—I wouldn't dream of calling you
a donkey, sir!” groaned Bunter. *I—
I'm much too respectful to say what I
think of my Form master, sir.

 Bunter ™ .

“0Oh dear! Yes, sir.” .

*“o to my study at oneel’

“0Oh lor'!” .

Billy Bunter rolled a.wu_gr -.I}s:mn.ﬂﬁ
towards Masters” passage. Mr. Quele
turned his gimlet-eyes on the Bounder.

“Vernon-Smith, fms Bunter given you
my message?”

':J:Yes, aﬁ- I** muttered the Bounder,

“Vory well. I desire you to perform
a sorvieg for me thiz afternoon, Vernon-
Bmith, Please follow me to my study.”

Mr, Queleh turned and walked away;
and the Bounder, after a2 moment’s
hesitation, followed him. There was no
help for it now, and the Bounder had to
maﬁe the best of it.

—— —

THE SECONP CHAPTER.
Emithy is Not Taking Any !
is YDW-{JW-GW-{]WI Wow 1™

Mr. Quelch laid down hiscane.
“You may go, Bunter.”
“Wowl Wow!”
“Eindly do not make those ridiculous
nofaes in my study, Bunter.”
‘“ Whaoh-hooh—ooocooh 1"
The Remove master picked up the
ﬂ.‘ﬂﬂl."':l AEAIT,
Billy Bunter promptly faded out of
the study. The door closed on him and
Bunter continued the ridiculous noises

in the passage.

The ﬁemuw master turned to Vernon-
Smith. The Bounder stood with a some-
what sullen fece. As the Form master
had stated that he desired Smithy to
perform a service for him that after-
noon, it evidently was not a “row.”
But 2mithy had ne desire whatever to
perfortm services for Mr. Quelch, or
anybody else, that afterncon. 1t was &
hsi!fahulida.y and he wanted it for him-
EE L3

“1 trust, Vernon-S8mith, that you are
not unwilling to oblipe me,"” said Mr,
Quelch, in a rather deep voice.

“1 was going out, sir,” muttered
Smthy. “'We've arranged to go up to
Hawkscliff this afternoon——-mm="

“I am sprry !" said Mr. Quelch. “A
new boy is coming to Greyfriars this
alternoon, Vernon-Bmith, to enter the
Remove., I desire you to meet him at
Courtfield Junction.™

The Bounder compreszed his lips.

This, as he wauldp have expressed it
had he uttered his thoughts, put the lid
on 1t

The Bounder was about the last fellow
at Greyfriars to bother his head about
a new kid,

“ Really, sir—" ho began.

“Well?” rapped the Remove master.

“Some other {ellow, sir—lots of
fellows wouldn't mind going—"

The Magic 3 is Coming!

THE AMaicwer LBRARY.—No. 1,130,

“No other boy would do,” said Mr.
Quelch. "I am sorry to fnd you in
this disobliging humour, Vernon-Smith.
Had I asked one of your companions
I am aseured that his answer would bave
been wvery diflerent.”

“Why not ask one of them, sir?”
snid the Bounder coolly.

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

*I should have done so, Vernom-
Smith, but for a particular reazon. You
are acquainted with the boy who is
coming to the school this afternoon.”

The Bounder started a little.

“His name,” said Mr. Quelch, “is
Durance—Arthur Durance. No doubt
you remember the name.”

“T've heard it,” said Vernon-Smith.

“I have reccived a letter from your
father,” went on the Remove master.
“ Me. Vernon-Smith tells me that Arthur
Purance ia the son of a man he knows
and esteems, and he has asked that
Durance may be, if possible, placed in

our study. e desires you to become
riends.”

1 hardly know the fellow,” said the
Bounder, "1 met him once at a holiday
place in Devonshire, more that a vear
aga, That's all I know of him. I szaw
him for a couple of days, and haven’t
remembered him or given him a thought
since,”

“You will be able to imoprove your
acquaintance with him at Grevyiriars”
sald Alr. Queleh.

‘I'he Bounder made no reply to that,
But his look showed that he had not the
slightest desire to improve his acquaint-
ance with Arthur Durance.

“Your father’'s wish will, of course,
be a command to you,” said Mr. Quelch,

“Of course, sir,” said the Bounder
sarcastically. Smithy was not much

accustomed to regardin anybody's
wishes but his own. . i
“The express reaches Courtfield

Junetion at three o’clock,” went on the
Form-master, taking no notice of
Smithy's tone. ‘' Durance was seen into
the train in London, and it iz a non-
stop express to Courtfield. I desire you
to meet him at Courtfield, and acvcom-
pany him to the scheol”

i ”Hqt-:iztauhd find his, EF to the ﬁchﬂ-ﬂ{i
sir, witnout my assistance,” sugpeste
the Bounder, E LS

“What??

“1 don't remember this fellow,
Durance, very clearly, as I hardly know
him at &-.IIs but from what I remember
of him he's pot sense enough to walk
out of a railway station and call a taxi,

r.
Mr., Queleh’s eves fixed on  the

Bounder, with a glint in them. His
hand strayed to his cane,
DBut he repressed his anger. Quclch

was a good deal of a Tartar, but he
was & considerate gentleman in his way,
and, after all, he was teking up the
jumior’s  hali-holiday with this un-
welcome task.

Ho he passed over the Bounder's im-
pertinence without comment.

“What you say Is quite correct, Ver-
non-3mith,” he said quietly, “but vour
father desires you show some
attention to this new boy, who is the
son of arf old friend of his, I may add
that Durance comes from & very great
distance—from Devonshire, and 15 a
complete stranger in this part of the
country; zlso, that his father has baen
called away on business to South
Ameriea, and may not return for years;
that he has lost his mother, and is
therefore in the position of an orphan,
He has hitherto had a tutor in his
father's home, and public school 1ife will
be entirely new to him. A little kind-
ness to & lad in such a situation can
hardly be out of placa.”

The Bounder’s lip curled,

Smithy was not without kind feclin
a% his steady and loyai friendship wi

THE MAGNET

Tom Redwing showed. But he was not
the fellow to sympathise very deecply
with a “lame duck.” As for ﬂm‘ing a
Iame duck landed on him, that ides -:mg
made him smile sardonically.
Quelchy thought he was going to ba
“soppy,” Quelehy wes making a mis-
take. That was how the Bounder put it
to himaself,

“Arrangements for Durance to ba
placed at Gra;r!riars were mado some-

what hastily,” went on Mr. Quelcly
"Pw{ﬂg to the rather sudden departure
of his father. It appcars that he haa

stayed the night at your father’s house
in. London, and Mr. Vernon-Smith is
seeing him into the train for Greyfriars
to-day. He has, I believe, no relation
in England now, and it will be soma
relief to him, doubtless, to find a boy at
Greyfriars whom he already knows.”

“He doesn’t know me, sir,” answered
the Bounder ecoolly. *“I met him
casually for a couple of days, that's all,
and forgot him the next™

The Remove  master's
tightened.

*I think I need say no more, Vernon-
Smnith,” he szaid coldly. “You will pro-
ceed to Courtfield Junction, wait there
for the three o’clock express to come in,
meet Durance, and bring him to the
school ™

“ But, sir——>"

“I have told you what you are fo do,
Vernon-Bmith,” said the Remove mas-
ter, in his iciest toncs, “You may now
leave my study.”

The under opened his lips—and
closed them again. He was intensely
irritated and full of resentment, but he
could see that he had already tried tha
Remove master’s petience to the limit.
Another word of impertinence and Mr.
Quelch’™s cane would have come into
ackion,

B0 Smithy left the study in silence.

He closed the door, end walked down
the passage, with a scowling brow. At
the corner of the passage Billy Bunter
met him. Bunter was still wriggling,
but he had lingered to see Smithy, for
a reason that was imporiant—to Bunter.

“I =ay, Smithy, old chap—"

“0Oh, shut up!® pgrowled Vernon.
Smith,

“But it's important,” said the Owl of
the Remove.

“Will you run away and boil your-
self, you iat frog 1” shouted the Bounder.

“What about that half-crown 1"

“Go and eat coke ™

mouth

*I say, old chap—"
" Hats 1"
“ Beast!” roored Bunter, as the

Bounder walked on. Evidently there
was to be no half-crown for Bunter.

Vernon-Zmith, with a black brow
swung out of the House, and join
Redwing and Harry Wharton & Coe.,
who were waiting in the quad,

“Uome on!” he said abruptly.

*All serene? asked Tom Redwing,
with a rather anxious glance at the
Bounder's moody face.

" Yes, ass, come on.”

“What did Quelchy want?™ asked
Bob Cherry,

“Only some of his rot"

The Bounder obviously was not in a
communicative mood. The eseven
juniors walked down to the pates to-
gother, the Boundoer still scowling, Out-
side the gates Vernmon-8mith hesitated
for a moment. To tha right lay the
road to Courtfield, the E:[Lth of duty. To
the left lay Friardale Lane, the way to
Hawhscliff.

The Bounder's hesitation wos only
momentary, It was to the left he
turned.

When the new boy arrived at Court-
field Junction at three o'clock he was
not likely to sce anything of Herbext
Vernon-Smith |



EVERY BATURDAY

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wei !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H tramped away cheerfully down
Friardale Lane, tock the short
cut through the wood, and
headed for the cliffs. The Famous Five
were merry and bright that afterncon.
It was not usual for them to spend a
hali-holiday in company with Herbert
Vernon-Smith; but they pulied faicly
well with the Bounder, and they liked
LTont Redwing heartily.

It was a long walk up to Hawkscliff,
by cliffs overlocking a wide, blue sea,
snd enjoyable so long as the weather
kept fine. The party were to have tea
at Redwing's cottage in the fishing
villago—unoccupied now that Tom's
father was away on a voyage. After
tea a long tramp back to the school by
B different routo—or perhops e lift in n
country cart part of tho way, and & lift
on the Redelytfe motor-bus another part,
if they felt tired.

That was guite & pleasant programme
for the afternoon so far as the Famous

ive wero concorned; and Redwing
shared their views, and if the Bounder
would have liked something a little
moare exciting he did not soy so. If he
did not care much for rambling over
clifs, at least he liked the company of
his chum.

But there was a cloud on the
Bounder's face now., Harry Wharton
& Co., chatting cheerily as they pur-
sued their way, did not notice it at
first and would not have heeded it much
f they had noticed it. The Bounder
wos & fellow of rather uncertain temper,
and it was net uncommon for him to
ook moody or sulky. But Redwing
eved his chum curiously for & time, and
then 1::1533113'. He could see that' tho
tnterview with Mr. Quelch had disturbed
Smithy somehow, and he was wonder.
ing what tho Form master had wanted.
Quelch had said, in the hearing of the
juniors, that he desired Vernon-Smith
to perform some szervice for him that
afterncon, Whatever service it was,
Smithy was abviously not performing it.

The Bounder dropped = little behind
the Famous Five; in his present mood
their cheery talk rather jarred on him.
Redwing dropped back with him.

" Anything up, Bmithy 1" he asked,
in & low tone.

::%'Iﬂt%'tmg."] i % -

ou're not looking very chippy.

:: What rot |

= ﬁ:}t‘inﬁueichy rag you?

Redwing paused.

" Look here, Smithy, what did Quelehy
wani?"” he asked. “I can see thore's
something up. Are you playing the
giddy ox?"

1] ES,”

“Bmithy, old man—~"

“¥ou asked me, and I've told you,”
said the Bounder moodily. “ Quelchy
wanted to bag my half-holiday. I
wasn't taking any I suppose you'd call
that W&Iwmg the giddy ox@"

“What did he want, then?"

“There's a zilly new kid coming to
Greyfriars this afternoon, and Quelchy
wanted me to buzz off to Courtfield to
meet him at the station,” grunted the
Bounder. '

“But vou didn't refuse,” ewclaimed
Bedwing, opening hizs eyes wide.

The Hounder grinned.

“How could I refuse, fathead? You
can’t refuse & Form master, even when
he's asking what he's no right to ask,
Quelchy thinks I've gone to Courtfield.”

“Bmithy 1" extlaimed Tom, aghast,

“"And I heven't —and I'm not
going 1" snid the Bounder deliberately.

My helf-holiday’'s my own, and I'm
not geing to have it bagged.”

“There’ll be & row.”

“1 know.”

Redwing walked on in silence, Thoy
had reached the cliffs now, and the wide
sanny sea stretched before their eyes.
On the cliffs and the shore and the
waters of the bay lay the sunlight: but
farther out to sea was a ::lari, thick
cloud, evhich was slowly spreading land-
ward,

“Looks rather like rain,” remarked
Bob Cherry, with a gianee ot the
shadowed sky over tho sea. “8till I
dare say weo'll get in at IHawkscliff
before it comes on. Leg it 1"

By the eliff path, overlooking the
beach and the village of Pege, the
juniors proceeded on their. way., Tho
Bounder was still scowling. Ie had
acted on an angry, sulky impulse in
disregarding Mr. Queleh’s instructions;
but once having done so nothing would
have induced him to turn back. He

6

“Oh! That does it [ he said,

“Haulilo, hallo, hallo! What are you
kids confabbing about?" asked DBob
Cherry, leoking round. “You look as
sorious a3 boiled owls.™

“Only Reddy giving me one of his
sermong,” sald the Bounder Sippantly,
“Ho's pot to seventhly—he'll bo finished
soon. ™

“There's still a chance, Smithy,"” rut-
tered Hedwing, “If you hurried back
to the school now you might run into
the new kid before he turns up at Grey-
friars.™

“Oatch me ™

“Quelch must have had some reason
for asking vou to meet him,” said Tom.
“It's rather rotten, Smithy.™

““Quelch ought to know by this time
that I'm not the fellow to take moon-
faced mnew kids under my wing”
sneored the Bounder,  *“IF thero's &
row, I ean stand it. Let's get on™

o

—

“ Look here——"' panted Durance. **I fold you fo be sﬂant.’lalli the spoese

tacled man in a low menacing tona.
going to huri you.

* ¥You have nothing to fear,
But if you glve me irouble—look out [ **

I am not
The man’s grip

tightened on the schoolboy ; and Duranee saf helpless, while & black cloth was
drawn across his eyes, and knotted at the back of his head. (See Chapler 4.)

would not admit to himself that he
“funked ¥ keeping on as he had started.
But he was feeling uneasy. Mr, Quelch
was not a man to be trifled with. There
was trouble to come if the Form
master learned of his conduct, as he
could scarcely fail to do. Bmithy had
refused to have his half-holiday
“bagged 3 but in his present mood
he was not likely ta enjoy it much.

“Look here, Smithy,” said Tom Red-
wing, breaking a lorg silence, *“this
won't do, old man ™

“*Won't 1t jeered the Bounder.

“No. What's the good of asking for
trouble like this? Look here, the other

fellowa won't mind giving up the excur- .

pion—they wouldn't want you to land

in trouble. Lot's turn back end cut
across to Courtfield—"

“Rats!"

“Bmithy, old man, listen to
reason e

“You listen to common sonse™
drawled the Bounder. *The new kid's
frain gets in at three. Look at your

watch.”

Redwing glanced at his watch, and
uttered an exclamation. It was already
a few minutes past three o'clock.

(13 HL“.'-'—“-“"

“Oh, put it on! You can see it's
going to rain—and we don’t want to be
caught in it oo these eliffa*

The Bounder hurried on after the
Famous Five, and Redwing, giving up
the argument,. followed him, But his
face was elouded now. Once more his
wayward chum was asking for trouble;
it scemed impossible for the Bounder
of Groyiriars to steer clear of trouble
for long.

Redwing was thinking on!
consequences to his chum. That there
might ba other consequences of
Smithy's reckless action did not ocour
to him, or to the Boundor, Neither
had any doubt that the new kid, arriv-
ing at Courtfield Junction, would find
hiz way to CGreyfriars without aceident,
as any number of now kids had done
befora him. That tha Bounder’s act of
reckless disobedience was to have far-
reaching and unlooked-for consequences
did not cross Tom's mind, or Vernon-
Smith's. WNot that tho Iatter, in lis
present mood, would have cared much.

“Hero comes the rain!" said Harry
YWharton.
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“The roinfulness,” roemarked Hurree
Jamset Kam Bingh, *“is geing to be
terrific, my esleemed chums,”

" Rotten | growled Johnny Bull,

“Oh. who ceres for a little raini”
said PBob Cherry, with undiminished
cheerfulness,

“There's going to be a lot,” remarked
Frank Nugeunt. o

“Well, who cares for o lot of rain?”
suid EGB, with & grin.

The black cloud had rolled over the
ghore, and heavy drops were falling.
That sunny auturn afterncon was furn-
ing out & delusion and a gnare, as 0
many sunny afternoons did. The sea was
hidden in a rainy mist, and the chalky
paths on the elifis were slippery with
wet. In dry weather it wos o delightiul
if somewhat energetic walk, but in wet
weather it was more like hard work.
And the Greyfriars party, deluded by
the bright sunshine of the early after-
noon, had not brought éven a raincoat,
and thero was not a single umbrella in
the party., As the rain came down
harder on the unsheltered cliffs, ihe
enjoyment of that walk speedily
evaporated.

“ Nice!" grunted Johnny Bull.

“The nicefulness is terrific,” mumbled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, aa the rain-
drops trickled down his dusky neck,

“How much farther to wikscliff,
Reddy?” asked Harry Wharton.,

"A& good four milesl” answered
Redwing. o .

““(3h, my hat! Four miles in this

“Can’t bo helped!” said Bob Cherry.
“ After all, we ecan’t get much wetter.
That's & comfort!”

“ Fathead !"

Redwing halted.

“ Look here, you men, we'd better find
shelter,” he said. **We shall be half
drowned before we got to Hawkscliff, at
thiz ratel” .

“HBut where's tha giddy chelter?”
asked Bob. *There's nothing on theoss
giddy cliffa” ;

Redwing smiled, The Greyfriars
fellows were far out of their usual beat
by this time; but the sailorman’s son
knew every inch of the coast between
Hawksclif and Greyfriars.

“That'a all right,” he said. “Wae
shall have to cut inland—we're not a
quarter of a mile from a house. We

{3

can cui across & couple ol felds and get
to a good shelter. The Old Red
House——"

*What the dickens is the Old Red
House v grunted the Bounder.

The rain that had stopped the excur-
sion had not improved Smithy's temper.
Huo realised, as & matter of fact, that ke
would bave been rather better off au
Courtfield Junction, or at Groyiriars,
than standing under torrents of rain on
the slippery clitfs. o ]

“It's a place that's let fo visitors In
the summer,” said Tom, It will be
empty now—nobody ever there at this
time of the year."

“Well, it will be locked up, 1 sup-
pose

“{Of course;
& big porch.

but there are shoeds and
We con get out of the

rain.”’
“(Jh, all right!” growled Vernon-
Smith. ] . _
“Phis way!” said Redwing, taking

no notice of ihe Bounder’s ill-humour.
The juniors followed him, and the
cliffs were left behind, and thoy strueck
across a wide Beld—pasture-land weep-
ing with rain, From the Held they
renched a lane—pleasant emough in the
swnmer, but now thick with mud and
running with water. .
‘They tramped through mud and rain,
following Redwing's guidance; Harry
Wharton & Co. kecping as cheerful ns
they could, and the Bounder scowling
blackly in undisguised bad temper.
The fain was coming down thicker
and thicker. Redwing, who knew
every sign of the weather, told them
that it would not last long; but while it
lasted it was undoubtedly very wet an
very uncomfortable. The juniors were
#lad when Redwing opened a gate af
last, and they followed him up a weedy
ravel-path, and found ehelter in a wide,
5 porch. It was something to get out
of the downpour., OQutside, the rain was
coming down in sheets.

——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Kidnapped !
13 QURTFIELD JUNCTION !
@ Chango for Friardale, Red-
clyffe, and Woodend I

Arthur Durance laid down
his boolk, and looked out of the ecarriage

thril
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window &8s the train clattered to a halt
and the sing-sung of the porter reached
his enrs.

The new boy for Greyfriars gathered

up 2 rug and a bag, and stepped out of
the train,

Durance was o rather sturdy lad, with
& good-leoking, good-humoured face,
and pleasant blue eyes. He stood amid
the hurrying passengers looking up and
down the platform. He rather expected
to see Herbert YVernon-Smith there. He
knew the Bounder wvery littla, and had
not, as a matter of fact, liked him very
much on the oceasion when thev had
been thrown togethor; but he would
have been glad to ses now any fnce that
was at all familiar,

He had come up frem Devonshire tho
day before, had stayed a might in
London, and Mr. Vernon-8mith had pus
him into the train for Courtficld, telling
him that Herbert would meet him on
his arrival. 8o far os he remembered
Herbert he did not remember him as a
particularly kind or obligi fellow;
but any face that was not wholly stranga
would have been wecleome to the boy
who was in a part of the country guite
new to him, where he knew nﬂh-ndy :

But there was no si of Herbert
‘R’emn;-ﬂmith on the lg?form. It was
long since he had seen himn, but he knew
that he would know the strangly-marked
features of tha Bounder if he saw him
again. His eyos were keen enough; and
a glance up and down the platform
showed him that Herbert Vernon-Smith
was not thera,

But as he stood by the train a man in

d chauffeur’s uniform came across to him

and touched his cap,

**Master Durance?” he asked.

Tho new boy looked at him.

“That's my name,” he answered,

*“Dr. Locke has scat a car to take you
to the =chool, sir. Wil you please
follow mo i

“Thank you!l" said Durance.

The man took his bag and rug, and
led the way., Durance followed him out
of the station.

. They crossed the pavement to a wait.
mﬁ Car.

'The chauffeur cpened the door, and
Durance stepped in; rather to his sur-
priseé finding that the cur was already
occupied. A man with & heavy beard
and horn-rimmed spectacles was seated
there.

“This gentleman iz also going to
Greyfriars, sir,” said the chauficur; and
Arthur nodded, and sat down beside
the spectacled gentloman.

The chauffeur placed rug and bag if-
side, and Glt:rsmf the deor. Durance
looked out to see his box placed on the
car. Then the chauffeur stepped into his
seat, and the car glided away down
Courthield High Strect.

In which direction Greyilriara lay
Durante had no idea; and he did not
heed, therciore, when the car turned
from the I[Migh Btreet, glided swiitly

through several streets, one alter
ﬂnnctlhcr, and turned into the Redelylo
road.

There 1t put on speed.

Durance settled back in his seat and
glanced at the maen beside him. His
follow-passenger had not spoken, or even
seemed to look at bim. The new junior
wolldered whether he was a Greyfriars
rnaster,

As the man did not alpca];. Durance
broke the silence himself,

“TIs it foar to Greyiriars, he
asked.

“"MNot veryl”

The spectacled gentleman's manner
was dry and sbrupt, and did not invita
conversation.

Arthur turned his face to the window
again. He was looking [or the first timo

gip ¥"
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on the beautiiul scencry of Keat, and
he found it interesting encugh. Put he
was & little puszled as the car ate up
mile after mile. He did not kuow where
Greyfriars was, precisely; but hoe had
understood that it was only twe or three
wiles from Courtlield. ‘The car had
slready covered at least six miles, and
sliowed no sign of coming to a stop.

It turned ot lask from ihe highway
into a lane that ran between thick
woods, thinned of their leaves now in
the late autumn, The lane was narow
and rutty, and ths car bumped and
jolted o good deal. Arthur concluded
that it wos a short cut: and he was sur-

rised when the car turned from the
ano into o mere cari-track that led into
the waods. _ l

He glenced again at the spectacled
gentloman. .

“1 suppose tho driver knows the way
to Qreylriars, sic?” he asked, with a
slight feeling of uncasiness. :

“ Mo doubt!” came the answer, in the
sama dry lone. ; i

“Wa soom to be going a long way.

“Weo are almost there now.”

Durance looked from the window
again. So far as he could see, there
was no sign of & human habitation ang-
where—nothing but c¢ndless trees mot
the wview. Ile was puzzled and per-
plezed; but it had not occurred to him
to feel alarmed.

The car came to a sudden halt,
Another car was standing on the track
~—an ordinary looking taxi, with no
driver to be scen, In the taxi sat a boy
of about Arthus's own sge, who was
watching the car as it came up, and who
leaned out as it halted. )

“YWhat are we stopping here for?’
asked Arthur.

“¥You wiil soon learn!”

The chauffeur dismounted, opened the
door of the car, and lifted out Arthur's
bag and rug. Theze he transferred to
the taxi. Arthur watched that proceed-
ing with blank astonishment. Next his
box was transferred to the taxi

“What does all this mean?” he ex-

claimed.  “Are we changing cars, or
what _
Boe rose from his seat, vaguel

alarmed now, though more perplexe
than alarmed. .

A hand that scemed of iron fell on
hia shoulder.

+# &2it down!”

“Put what——"

"3t down!™ )

That iron grasp on_ his ghuu!dcr
forced tho boy back into his seat.
Arthur Durance stared blankly at the
spectacled, bearded man by his side.

#Took here—" he gasped.

“Po silent!” ) .

“But—but what does this mean?
stammered Durance, * [—"

“Qilonce! You will not be hurt—vou
need not be alarmed. But hold your
tongue, and do not think of resistance.

S Rgt [—I——*" stammered Durance,

in utter bewilderment.

“That will do.” o

The grasp was still on ﬂ'LE_ junior's
shoulder—the prasp of & man in whose
hands he- would have been a mere in-
fant. Resistanes was impossible; and
Arthor conld only sit where he was and
wander whether ho was dreaming.

The chauffeur came to the ear. There
was & fnint grin on his face, as he
glanced at the bewildered schoolboy.

“ Blindfeld him ™ said the spectacled
mar.

“Look here—" pented Arthur,

“I have told you to be silent! 1]
repeat that vou .are not poing to be
hurt, and that you have notling to
foar,”” snid the spectacled man, in a
low, menacing tone,  * But if you give
us trouble—lock out!™

His grip tightened on the schoolbay ;
and Arthur Durance sat helpless whila
a black cloth was drawn across his oyes
and knotted af the beack of his head,

; He gould see no more: but he could
IR,

“That will do, Smiley,” s=aid the
epeclocled  man. “Go through las
pockets! Leave nothing I”

Arthur felt thisvish hands searching
him. Everything that his pockets con-
tained was taken, ¥et he knew that
e hed not been brought there for
robbery, He had not more than thirty
shillings in his possession, including o
pound note that Mr. Vernon-Smith ﬁad
bestowed on him at parting. The money
was taken: but with it were taken
several leiters ond small articles of
no value whatever to anyone hut him-
solf. Why the thioves wanted them was
a mystery to him. He realized, by this
time, that the car had not come from
Greyfriars to feteh him to the school:
that he wos in the hands of some law-
leas g‘a.rl%r utterly unknown to the Head
of Greyfriars.  DBut what theic ebject
could be was a mystery fo him. It was
plain encugh that they did not intend
to harm him: but his heart was beating
uncomfortably fast.

“That will do, Bmiley !"* repeated the

WHO'S READY FOR A
LAUGH
at this amusing joke ? Which earns

for Master R. Odwell, of 55,
Cricklewood Lane, London, N.W

2. one of our useful pnck&t—kniws.

An Amarican, on entering Lon-
fg:_mé for the firat time, engaged n

xi,

At sight of the Tharmes he called
out to the deiver :

 Gay, buddy, what do you cafl
that drop of stuff over thers 7 !

The driver, who had had ex-

erience of American ** big talk,*

ooked round, and then shouted
to hia fare :

" Well, busf mas, if my tank
ain't leaking agnin’i"

MNow then, wvou fellows, get
busy with pen and paper and
Ery your hand at winning one of
theze yseful prizes !
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spectacled man. Still helding Arthar
by tha shoulder, he leancd from the
car. “[ThHel 1™

“ Here, father ™ came o hov's volee.

Arvthur konew it must be the voice of
the boy he had seen sitting in the
taxi,

“It's all clear now, Ulick! No need
to say anything more—you understand
pecfectly.”

“Bet your life!” was the answer.

“Tho =sooner you drop eXpressions
like that, the befter, Ulick! They will
not do—where you are going.”

“Don't you weorry, old bean! was
the answer, “Think I was born
vesterday .

“Well, take care!” snapped the spee-
tacted man.

“Teave it to me ' was the confident
roply.

There was a murmnrine of words

that Doerance did nob cateh, and thon
he heard the sounds of an engine, and
rolling wheels,

The taxi was deiving away

There was no  forther  somnd  af
voices, and Arthur could puess tlat
Smiley, the chaulfeur bad driven the
taxi away with Uick in 3t; and all
Durance’s own pesscssions also,

e was leit alone with the speclacled

7

man, ohose grip was still en his
shoulder li¥e a vice. The man's deep
voice reached him.

“1 s geoing to secure you—but you
have nothing to fear. Make no resist-
ance, for your own good.”

A cord was run round the school-
boy's wrists, and knotted. Another was
knotted round his ankles. Then he was
lifted from tho seat and lajd in the
bottom of the ear, and & rug thrown
ovor him. ‘The deep voice reached him
again.

“Make a single movement, or utter
a sound, and I shall deal with you—
promptly! If you valuew your lile, do
asz you are ftold, and vo harn will come
to vou.’?

The door slammed, and the engine
starfed. The car jolted away over the
tough track,

Arthur Durance lay under the en-
veloping rug. The spectacled man was
driving; but nok, as the schoolboy
knew, to Greyiriars, Whers waa the
man fﬁklﬂ? him? What was 1t that he
intended ? 1t scomed like an evil dream
to tho boy as he lay bound hand and
foot, hidden wnder the rug on the floor
of the car.

The car soon ran more smoothly, and
ho knew that he was on a highway.
How long it lasted ha could not tell;
but suddenly the ecer began jolting
roughly again. He could hear, too, the
heavy sound of pelting rain, and was
aware that the sunshine of the after.
noon had given place to storm, The
car Jolted on, and stopped at last.
The schoolboy strained his ears to
listen; and he caught the heavy creak.
ing of a gatﬂ as it was opened. Tho
car moved again, grinding on gravel.
They had reached some habitation—but
certuinly not Greyfriars. In a few
minutes the car stopped and the door
was opened. The rug was tossed aside.
and Arthur Durance was lifted out of
the car in strong arms. ITc felt the
cord released from hiz feet, though his
arms still remained bound.

“Walk ™

A heavy hand on his shoulder pro-
pelled him.

Ha stumbled opver a step, and was
jerked onward; and folt a wooden Roor
boneath Lis fect, There was 8 heavy
glam of g large door. Tt was az the
sound of a knell to the Lkidnapped
schoolboy.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

No Admiitance !
L THTS." said Bob Cherry, *“1is
nice i
Fven Bob was looking a

little less cheecful than usual.
That afternoon’s excursion could not
be ecalled a suecess.

The rain came down in sheets. The
doep poreh in front of the door of the
Okl Rod House gave {he hapless juniors
a good deal of protection. DBub it was
ecodd and clammy and chillv: and the
wind from the sea beat the rain in
upon  thom. And they were, by this
time, almost wot to the skin

“Look here, this isn't good enough!”
growled the Deounder. “Let's get into
the house, Wa can lizht a fire and
dry ourselves”™

“Tocked " said Tob.

“T dare ray we can el in somehow,”

“Tlon't bhe ap ass, Smithy " said
Harrv Wharton. “We con't foice a
way into 2 honse like that.”

“Whore's tho haarm, whon
occnpied 1" snapped “ho Dounder.,

it's un-
(17 l

don't seo staying heee and  gebting
drenched, ™
“Ae  paleoned  choms™  murmnreed

THe Micxer Lippany.~—INog. 1,130.
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Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh, “perhaps-
fully the estecmed habitation is not un-
occupied.”

“It's a holiday place,” said Redwing.
“Tt was taken in the summer, as usual;

but the people left in September. It's
been empty  since”
“Looked empty enough, anyhow,

when we cama up,” said Mugent.

The Old Hed House had a desolate
angd dezerted look., It was one of the
many buildings along tho coast that
warmed with life in the summer, whon
the holiday-makers were there, and waa
shut up, cilent and dismal, in the
winter, The gardens were untidy and
wooedy : grass grow among the gravel
of the drve, and all the lower windows
were shuttered with weooden shuttors,
o smoke rose from the clinmey; and
there was no sound or sign of life
zhout the place.

It had not occurred toe any of the
juniors that it might, after all, be oecu.
pied, wntil the nabob of Bhanipur made
the suggestion. . .

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh pointed a
dusky finger to the untidy drive, by
which the juniors had rcached the old
stone porch.

“Lock, my esteemed and
chums !’ he zaid, " Some porson
very lalcly been here” )

“My hat! That's so!” ecxclaimed
Pob Cherry, as he stared at tha tracks
of molor-tyres in the wet, grassy

absurd
has

cravel, *“Some johnny's been here in
a car”

YAnd 1z still here, my esteemed
Bab.*

“How do wou know that, Inky??
asked Harry Wharton.

“PBecause the tyro marks come up
from one gate, my esteemed chum, and
do not go back to the other.”

“That’s s0," said Bob.

There was a semi-circalar  drive
Lefore the Old Red House, with iwo
wide, wooden, green-painted gates, oneo
at either end.

The tyre tracks showed that a car
Lhad entered by the gate the juniors had
cotered by, They reached tle porch,
und then passed on towards the slated
building at the left of the house—ap-
parently & garage. On the return
drive, thero was no recent sign of tyres.
It was obvious that the nabab was
right, the car had come to the QOld Red
Houvse, and had not gone away again.
The infercnce was that it was in the
parage; the further inference, that
wihioever had driven it, was now within
ihe Old Red House itself.

As that dawned upon them, the Grey-
friars fellows brightencd wp consider-
ably.

If that lonely house was, after all,
inhabited, the oecupant could scarccly
refuse them shelter from the rain.

At all events, it waos worth while
making the request. The Bounder
turned at once to the door, and koocked
heavily with the eold-fashioned iren
knockor,

Lhe sound boomed through the house,

But it brought no footsteps to the
door. They heard the heavy sound
booming and echoing, but that was all.

“Confound the fellow!™ growled the
Bounder irrifably. “Whoever he iz, lLie
might come to the door, at least.”

“We'll jolly well make him ! said
Bob Cherry.

Tom Redwing was looking puzzled.

- Blezsed if I can make this ont,” he
said. "1 passed thiz house last weels,
and it wasn't taken then. I've never
heard of one of these holiday places
being taken in the winter. There's no
way here execept by car—and the road's

Tae Magxer Laignary.—XNo. 1,130,

awful for ¢ car in bad wenther—chalk
and stoncs and pot-holes™

"Well, there's somehbody here, any-
how,” growled the Bounder. *Some
ass with o fancy for a scaside cottage
in the winter. Whoever he is, we're
going to make him hear.”

Bang ! bang! bang !

The Bounder plied the iron knocker,
till the door almost shook. The sound
thundered through the house.

“Chuck it, Smithy,” said Frank
Nugent, at last. “If they don't want
to let us in, they won't.”

“T'll mako them hear, ab any rate
said the Bounder obstinately.

Bang ! bang ! bang ! bang! .

The DBounder’s persistence had its
effcot, Thera was a sound of Iootiteps
within the nouse at last,

“He's coming!” said Vernon-Smith
grimly.

A lock was turned, and there was a
elink of a chain as tlml door opened a
few inches. ‘Tho chain prevented it
from opening further.

A face with a thick beard and a pair
of horn-rimmed spectacles locoked oub
froon  the nparrow  aperture.  Under
bushy brows, two sharp cyes glinted
angrily at the group in the porch,

“Who are you? What do you want?"
snapped a3 voleo.

Hearry Wharton, who was ncarest to
the speaker, raised his cap politely as
bhe answered.

“We're schoolboys—eaupht in the
storm! Would you be kind enough to
give us shelter till it blows over?”

“1 can sgs you arc schoolboys—a
cheeky set of young rascals, to kieck up
such a hullaballoo at a man’s door!”
snapped the man in the horn-rimmed
glasses, *“'ake yoursclves off af once”

“You can see how it's raining——"

“This 15 not a shelter for vagrants.”

“ 0Ok, my hat!

Slam! The door closed again, and
the lock snapped shut.

The juniors looked at onc another,

They had not felt at all sure thab
they would reccive hospitality, but such
inhospitality as this took themm by sur-
prise. Bob Cherry drew a decp breath,

| B
H

j:]WalL of all the rofters—" heo
EArd.
“The rotterfulness is terrifie.”
“What sort of a hkighler is that
merchant 7 said Frank Nugent. “My

hat! I'd like to punch his nose™

The Bounder grasped the knocker
apain, Hiz face was black with anger.

Bang! bang! bang! bang!

“Better chuck it, Smithy. ¥ou
won't make bun let us in, if he doesn't
choose to,” zaid Redwing.

“1 know that! Buat 1'll make the
surly brute sit up a little,” zaid Vernon-
Smith.

With angry persistence the Bounder
thundered with the knocker. The houso
boomed and rang with the sound of it
The other fellows looked on in =ilence.
They were wet and dismal and irritated,
but only the Bounder felt disposced to
blow off steam, as it were, by making
a terrific noizo at the door. However,
if it drew thoe horn-rimmod gentleman
to the door again, the juniors were in
a mood to tell him what they thought
of him.

Rut the noise, irritating as it must
have been to the man in the Old Red
Houze, failed to draw i, No sound
weas heard again from within the build-
ing.

The Dounder desisted at last, zecowl-
g and muttering to humsclf.  Silence
followed tho din of the knocker,

From the shadowed, rainy sky, there
came & glcam of sunshine., The rain
was easing off at last,

“Reddy was right,” said DBob Cherry.

THE MAGNET
We shall be able to

“Too late to go to Hawkecliff,”
stiarled the Bounder. “We've about
tune to get back to school for call-over.”

“Well, that’s something,” said Bob,
*It looked like having to swim back!
Theza jolly little accidents will happen.t

For half an hour longer the juniors
walted in the porch. By that time,
only a !lﬁht drizzle was falling, and
they decided to chance it. From the
house there had not come another
sound. They cmerged from the porch,
and tramped down the wet drive to the
gate. 'There they %?used to look back
at the building. rom its looks, neo
one would have supposed that it was
tenanted. Shutters covered the lower
windows, and curtazins the upper, and
the chim wasz innocent of zmoke.
On that cold and rainy day, there was
obviously no fire burning in the housze,
not even a kitchen fire. %mbﬁblh how-
ever, the kitchen was provided with an
oil-cooker, like mag of the furnished
houses along the clhiffs that wera lot
to summer visitors, These asolated
buildings were far beyond the radius
of gas and clectricity.

“ Nobody would think there was any-
body living there!” remarked Bob
E!hm:r;,r, staring across at the lifeless-
looking building

“Come on!” grunted the Bounder,

Turning their backs on the 0ld Red
House, the f’;;]iurs tramped sway by
the muddy g. Thr rain was still
falling, though lightly, and the laneo
was a sea of mud and chalk, It was
a rclief, at last, to reach the Redelyfio
road, where the going wes casier. And
there fortune befriended the hapless
juniors at last, for they =ighted the
motor-bus that ran once In two hours
from Redelyffe to Courtlield. And &
dismal and draggled porty of wet
sﬁhnn]bn{s crowded into the motor-bus,
and rolled & littl: more cheerily on
their way home.

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,

“It's not lasting.
get going soon.”

A New Arrival]
ié EARTE ™
B William George Bunter,
adorning the sle of the
House with his fabk person,

and blinking out into the gquad through
his big spectacles, made that remark,
in suppressed but expressive tones,

Bunter was not feeling pleased.

It was a hali-holiday, and Bunter
was ot o loose end.

Harry Wharton & Co. had gone for
a long tramp to Hawkselif, DBunter
had wnot the slightest desire {o framp
with them. Had it been & picnie, or
tea at Cliff House, or & visit to Uncle
Clegg's tuck-shop at Friardale, Bunter
1.':-:::.11351 have huc-l?ed on, and would have
been extremely difficult to unhook, But
the Owl of the Remove would not
have walked to Hawkscliff for any
possible inducement that could have
been offered. So the Famous IMive had
not been favoured with his socicty that
afternoon.

Nobody else scemed lo want to be
favourced with it,  DBunter, as he was
well aware, was & fascinating fellow:
but gquile a numhber of Greyfriars men
were able to resist hisz fascipations,

Werst of all, Bunter was in lis
usual stato of impecuniosity. Ho was
expecting o pustaF order, but—as hap-
pened too often with Bunter's expeected
remittances—it had not arrived. The
school shop was open—but it might as

well have been  closed, so for as
Bunter was concerned. Mra. Mimble
knew him too well [or “iick™
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Bunter's accounts had & way of be.
coming what he called “old accounts,
and old accounts, in Bunter's opinion,

were accounts theat were nol to be
paid. ) o
Bunter was fecling injured. The

least those beasts could have done, he
considered, was to make him a small
lopn before they started.  And they
hadn’t. Even the halicrown from
Sraithy had not materinlised. Only a
licking from Quelech had materialised.
And that wns no use to Dunfer. He
had one solace. It was looking like
rain now; and those beasts might ?et
drenched on the cliffs, Apart from that
Bunter had no consolation. There was
e balm in Gilead.

The sight of a taxi turning in at the

ates, and coming up the drive caught
511&#-3:*'3 attention, As it stopped out-
side the House, he
in Etons sat in it. ) R

Bunter's eyes glistened behind his ig
spectacles.

The boy in the taxi could only be &
new boy, coming rather late in the term.
From his age it was obvious that he
was 8 junior, He might be coming
into the Remove. Very likely he was,
A3 he stepped from the taxi Bunter
could see that he was well dressed.
And, anvhow, o new fellow wasz likely
to have cash in his pockets—the parting
tips of relatives. Bunter felt his spirits
rise.

New boys wera Bunter's regular prey.
Almost every junior at Greyfriars, who
had come since Bunter, had cashed his
celebrated postal order for him at least
once. Bunter liked to ses new [aces.
In the Remove his famous postal order
was & little too well known. It had, as
fhakespeare would say, an ancient and
fish-like smell. But u new fellow had
never oven henrd of it

discerned that a boy

Bunter blinked ecagerly at  the
stranger. .
ITe did not much like the fellow’s

face. It had e sharpnmess of expression,
and there was & keean, penetrating look
in the brown eves that gave the unpres-
sion that this fellow knew uncommonly
well how te lock after himself.

But hope springs eternal in  the
human breast. Nothing was to be lost,
at all cvents, by making himsclf agree-
able to the newecomer, in the rolo of
an old hand who was kind to new kids.
Bunter had tried that game before, and
found it pay.

2o he rolled down the steps with Lis
moest agreeable grin on his fat features.
There was nobody else at hand for the
moment, excopt Gosling the porter.
Bunter cast a hasty blink at the box
Gosling was taking down, and read on
it A, Duranee.” FEyvidently AL
Duranee was this new kid. DBunter had
never heard of him before. DBut he was
prepared to welcome him like a long-
lozt brother, _

“Hallo, kid!" snid Bunter affably.

Tie sharp-featured hoy was speaking
in a low tone to the chanffour: but he
ceased abruptly as Bunter came near,
snd furaed to look at the fat junior.

"2 did neot scem much impressed by

unter,

“Nor wid? said Bunler pleasantly.

The  harp, brown eyes scrulinised
him,
“Did you ess that?™

The new fellow’s voice was as sharp
as hiz eyes and his features.

“EhI? said Dunter, rather faken
aback. " Yes"

“What o brain ! said the new fellow.

“*Oh, really, you know——"

The new Ecilnw stood looking at the
many-windowed front of the old School
Mouze of Greyinars. e seemed lo be
taking stock of his surroundings in a
perfectly coal wary., His solf-possession
was cownplete, There was not the re-
motest trace of shyness or diflidence

A lock was turned, and there was the clink ol a ehaln as the door opened a faw

inches.

Then a face with a thick beard and a pair of horn-rimmed s

looked out from the narrow aperture, and two sharp eyes glinted angrily at the

group of junjors in the poreh.
do you wantp »’

about Lini. And yet DBunter had tho
impression that he had never been to
a school like Greyfriars before. There
was, in fact, something like a lurking
impudenee in his conl self-possession.

“I'm Bunter,” said the Owl of the
Remove, by way of drawing this rather
unusual new fellow's atiention {o
himeel .

The sharp eoves loaked at bim,

“Oh, you'rec DBunter [

“¥es, Are vou Durance?

“How Lhe thump do you know,
[atby ¥

“That's Lhe name on your box."

“Foure not such 2 blind ass as yon
look.”

With that pelite rejoinder the new
fellow  went up  the steps inlo the
House. The taxi moved away.

Billy Dunter breathed hﬂ.rd‘asl he fol-
lowed him in. Ho did not like the
Iooks of this new kid, and he liked his

manncrs sl less. He could have
kicked him with pleasure.

“1 say, Durance—m="

TWell, [atty ™

Bunter's eyes gleamed behind  his

spectacles. Plently of fellows ot Groy-
friars addeessed him as “lally.” But
it was rather hard te bear from a new
kid who had enly just stepped inte the
House,

But again Billy Bunter controlled his
vising wrath., DBunter was after Lhe
loaves and fishes.  And kicking this
unpleasant new kid would not produce
anylhing in that line,

“You coming ke the Remove?™ ho
aslked.

*YWhat's that 7"

“The Lower Fourth—my Form,” cx.
plained Bunter,

“Your Form? 1 hope not,”

“Look licre—"

“Oh, can ig!"

* Who are you ? ** snapped a volee, * What
(See Chapter b.)
The new fellow  walked towards

Trotier, who had just appeared. Hao
gave him a sharp look, andp spoke in &
sharp voice.

“Take me ta Mr, Queleh.”

“Yos, zir,” said Trotter,

“And look sharp!™ =

“Oh, yes, sic!”

Trotter, the Houze page, waz con-
seious of the same feeling az Bunfer
of the Remove—of irriiation and dis-
like. It was frue that Troiter’s move-
ments were distinckly  leisurely, But
there was no need for the new fellow to
tell him to loak sheep, in so unpleasant
a tone.

"“This
sulkily.

Bunter rolled o,

“It's all right, Trotter, T take the
kid to 3Mr. Queleh,” he =a1d.  *You
come along with me, Durance”

“Are vou & servant here, Dunter?
asked the new fellow.

“What* pasped Bunter,

“T{ not. don't btk in”

“ Look here—"

“This way, sir,” =aiul Trolter again;
and he led the war to Masters’ passage.

Tle new  fellow  followed  him.
Buuter stood blinking  afrer lum, his
very speciactes glistening with wrath,

IIe had been polite and kind and
attentive to tlus new tick—with ulicrior
motives, it was troe.  2till, he had
Leen kind and polite and  affentive,
And the tick had responded with abso.
lute incivility. Notten bad mannees,
and an ovident enjoyment in makine
himself disagrecable, Possibly, being an
cxtremely keen fellow, he had seen at
o plance that Dunter was nobodw, and
not worth making friends with. That
was quile probable. Still, iE was no
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woy, sir!™  said  Troller
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exeuso for his impudence eially in
the eyes of William George Bunter.

Bunter had seen all sorts of new fel-
lowa in his time, but never ene gquite
like this. And he had never seen oue
whom he disliked so much.

As the new fellow, following Trotter,
turned into Masters' Eamﬁ, Bunter
mado up his fat mind. are was
nothing to bo got from the new cad; he
was already a cad in Bunter's opinion.
It fcollowed that there was nothing to
be lost by kicking him. Bunter pur-
sued tha new fellow into Master's pass.
age, rushed in suddenly, snd delivered
a kick, which ought to La:u‘e hurled the
“tick " headlong mte Trotter's back.

But the new fellow seemed to have
e¢yes in the back of his head. At all
events, he was not taken by surprisc as
Bunter expected.

He jumped out of the way of the
lunging foot, whirled round, and
caught hold of & fat ankle before
Bunter could recover his balance,

He jerked that ankle upwarda.

“Owi"” squeaked Dunter.
crikey 1"

Bump!

Bunter sat down with a loud and
heavy concussion. The unpleasant new
fellow grinned down at him.

"‘E-u]cf agein ! he remarked.

And hoe walked on after Trotter,
leaving Bunter sitling in the passage,
with & big ache in his {at perzon,
spluttering for br 2

“Ow ” gasped Bunter., “The beast]
Wow! The cad! This iz what comes
of wasting Lkindness on a new kid.
Yow-ow! The rotter! Oh, the sneak-
ing tick! Wow! Qw i

And Billy Bunter picked himself up,
spluttering, and rolled dismally away.

s was no longer thinking of askin
that new kid to cash his eelebrates
postal order. He had already realised
that the fellow was about the fast fellow
in the wide world to oblige him in that
way, or in any other way.

“ Baast I" grunted Dunter; and he dis-
missed the disagreeable new fellow from
his mind, and rolled away in quest of
some easier victim.

L1 G‘h

When he blinked into the quad again

the rain was falling. It was domnp, and

it was dismal; but thers was conzolation
probably falling

who had gone off for the afterncon and

forgotten all about Bunter,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
The New Boy!

M R. QUELCH roze {rom his chair
Burance, and the new boy
entered his study. Trotter

closed the door and retired, leaviog the

Henry Samuel Quelch scanned him with

his usual penetrating look, and the new

follow met his gaze with perfeet caim-

Yuelch frowned slightly. Thera was no

setual  remson  why Arthur Durnnce

should not be cool and self-posscssed, so
modest diffidence would have bheen
becoming in & new boy entering his

Form master's presence for tho first

“ Durance? asked the Remove mastor
coldly.
ol 23, sip."

Durance. I understand that your train

reached Courtficld Junclion at  three

oclock.”

“It is now "—3Ir. Queleh glaneed at
the clock on the mantelpiece—" almost
four, Durance.”

in the thought of the drenching that was
as Trotter ennounced Arthur

new fellow with his Form master,
ness, giving him look for look., Mr.
far as that wenb. DBut a little more
timao.

“You are somewhat lafe in arriving,

“] think so, sic.”
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to the lot of the hepsta P

. "’Ij was delayed a Little getting a taxi,
S1T.

The new boy’s manner was respectiul
enough, and yet there waa something in
his ways that irritated My, Quelch
vaguely. The boy was giving him =a
look as keen as his own. Mr. Quelch
was accustomed fo tranasfixi juniors
with a gimlet-eve. DBot for Mr. Quelch
himself to be transfized in a sinular way
was quitlte snother matter. .

You were delayed getting a taxi?”
repeated ALE, Quelch,

‘Yea, sir.”

" But you were maet at the station, were
you not i’

The new boy started.

“ et ot the station, sir,"” he repeated,
and his voice faltered. His cool, im-
Eudent sclf-possession ecemed to have

ad a shock.

“Certainly. I sent a member of mg
Form to meet you at Courtfiel
Junction.”

Mr. Quelch stered at the new junior.

Why that statement should startle
Arthur Durance, and cauic the colour
to waver in his cheeks was a mystery.
But it certainly did. For a second
there was terror in the sharp, brown
eyes,

But the new junior recovered himself

immediately,
“I—I'm sorry, sir! T—I never saw
anybody., 1 didn't know I was to be met

at the station, and—and I—I hope I
haven’t done wrong, sic.”

“Not at all, Durance,” said Mr.
Qluelﬁh reassuringly, caonsiderably
Eacz_lteci by the boy’s sudden new
umility, “If you did not see the boy

I sent fo meet you, it was quite natural
for you to come on to the schogl by
yourself; and doubtless wvour being
strange to this locality accounts for the
delay. But it is very strange that
Vernon-Bmith did not meot you, as I
directed him,™

“He may not have Lknown me, sir,”
suggested the mew junior. “I—I cer-
tainly was not met at the station.”

“He wonld know you if he saw you, of
conrse,”’ said Mr, Quelch. “ You did not
sea him at Courteld at all?”

“1 don't know, sir, but if you'd tell
me what he is like—"

“What? You know him Ly sight, I
resume.’” .

The junior caught his breath.

"1 do not understand you, Durance,"”
eaid Mr. Quelch testily. "I understood
from Vernon-Soth's father that you
warg acguainted with his son”

“D-d-did you, sir?”

+ “(ertaimly.”

“"One mects so many fcllows, sir
mumbled the new jumor. “*I—I may
have forgotten him.™

“1t is possible, of eonrze; I remember
Vernon-Smith stating that he had met
you only for a couple of days, about a
vear ago,” assented Mr. Queleh. * Ho
does not I, think, remember you very
clearly.” Mr. Queleh was puzzled by the
involuntary relief that leaped into the
sharp, brown eyes, and he stared harder
at the new junior. “ Bui the name, at
leaat, must be familiar to you, Duranee,
a5 it was Mr. Vernan-8mith whoe gave
vou & night's ledging in Tondon and
placed you in your train to-day.”

“{dh, wes, =sir,” enswered the new
junior, with more assurance. ™ Of course
I know Mr. Vernon-Bmith quile well.”

" Thd he not tell you that his son would
meet you ok Courtfiold i

“T do not recall his deing so, siz"

“ Cortainly he wrote to me, and asked
mo to send his son . to meet you,” said
the Remove master. ™1 sent Vernon-
Smith: and it is very romarkable that
he did nob see you, or youa him. It
would be very odd indeed if cach of you
had totally forgotten the other's appoar-

ance."

THE MAGNET

The now junior stood silont.

Mr. Quelch was silent, too, reflocting,
and a bard look eame over his faco. Hft.
ecame into his mind that Herbert
vﬂrpau-ﬂmilh had not gone to the
station at all. He was well aware that
the Bounder had been unwilling to go;
bl;lt not till this moment had it er
his mind that even the most reckless
junior in the Remove might disobey his
instructions,

“1 shull inquire further into this,”” snid
the Remove master, at last, and his lips
set in a tight line, “ However, we need
not go into that now. You had & good
journey, I hope?”

“Quite, sir’

“You have brought the usual medical
certificate

“It is here, sir,”

" Ibr., Locke has informed me that you
will enter my Form,"” said Mr. Quelch.
“ But it wi]lbi)e necessary for you to go
through & brief examination. I under-
stand that you have studied with & tutor
in your fether's howse, hitherto.”

“That iz z0, air.”

" ¥ou have not been to gchool before?”

[£D Nn? mr.l}

. “You are of an age to take your place
in the Remove, ﬂnﬂgI am informed that
you are fitted to do z0,” gaid Mr, Quelch.
" Howaver, we shall see. I will now giva
vou i word of advice, Durance,”

“Thank you, sir,”

“Wilh your life before you came here,
while you were in your parents’ charge,
1 have nothing to do,” said the Remove
master. * But at Greyfriars there are
certain rules to wlliq:l‘fl all boys must
conform. No boy here i1s allowed io
smoke.”

The now junior started a litile,

*1 wnderstand that, sir. I do net
smoke.”

“Tt will ba better, Durance, to be
frank, ond to speak the exaot truth,™
said My, Quelch, frowning., I mention
the matter because I have noticed, what
1 could not help noticing, that your
fingers are stained with tobaceo.
imaging that you not only smoke, bub
that you have smoked to excess; and 1
mm apssurcd that you have smoked

to-day.”
“J—I—a man in the train gave mea a
cigarette, sir!” stammered the new

junior, " I—T did not like to refuse.”

“1 repoat, Duranee,” said Mr. Quelch,
with emphasis, “that I expect truth and
frankness from my bovs. One cigarotta
would not stain your hinger-tips as they
are steined. I will say nothing [urther
on the subject, except to warn you that
the tuwle 1s very strick, and that any
boy transgressing it must expect severo

unishmont. I will now take vou to tha

ouse-dame.’

The new junior followed Mr. Quelch
from the study. o )

After [eaving the new junior with Mra.
Kebble, the Hemove master proceeded
to inguire after Herbort Vernon-Smith.
He soon learned that the Bounder was
not in the Houza. The rain had driven
in a crowd of fellows, but Yernon-S8mit-
was not among them. Ha {urthe
olicited that WVernon-Smith _ -7 bee
seen to leave the school, earlr a tho
afternoon, with half a dozeni other
fellows, Mre, Quoeleh returned {to his
study with ecompressed lips and a baleful
eye.  Manifestly, the Dounder had not
earried out his mstructions; he had gone
off on hias oxecursion with his friends,
leaving those instinetions totally dis-
regardaed.

Herbert Vernon-Bmith bad o reputna-
tion for recklessness, but rarely had that
trait led him to swch lengths ag this,

The look in Mr. Quelch’s eye indi-
onted that trouble awaited the Bounder
when he returned to the zchool.

{Continued on page 12.)
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Tragic was the fate of many intrepid airmen in the infancy of aviation ; but these daredevil pioneers
all contributed their share lo the preseni day conguest of the air [

on the morning of Docember 17th, 1903, in America,

moant that at last the age of the flving machine had

really come. The brotherz Wright, who on that historic
day each made two short fiphts, had succoeded whers other
daredovil men through very many centuriez had failed.

But tho toll of life 1n the air was not at an end by pny meana.
Weo had still to learn to control asroplanez. At fi[‘EIE 1i}m flying
men went up with a strong hope that they would como down
again alive and whole—but there was absolutely no cortainty
nbout it &t all. Now you are as safe in the air as in » railway
trﬂif.ﬁ—nnd vastly safer then on a main road used by motar
traflin !

JThere were many fatalities in those early days through the
wind toppling the machines sidewnys and causing them Lo erash,
Thore were othors—mysterious dizappesrsnces of aviators—
which even now haws not been explained.

But the very first disappearance in the air ocourred long
before the Wrighta made that first suecessiul flight. Tt was a
balloon that featured in this incident, and that balloon was going
to try to fly to Spiteborgen—-right across the frozen Arvctic.
Ahoard the balloon were Professor Androe and members of hia
Folar Expodition.

Secrets for All Time!
It wna the bi

| iggost balloon that hod ever boen built, and was
splendidly equipped—with carrier pigeons aboard to take back
mossages W0 civilization, for there was no such thing then as
wireless. Ono of those pigeons got baclk two days later, with a
message of cheer from tfm throo bold explorers, and after that
the balloon end its party just drifted into oblivion. It and thay
passed out of oxistence as though they had never beon.

Ono of the greatost of the ocarly aviators, Gustav Hamel,
left T'oris shortly bofore the eutbresk of the Great War in an
nercplana, intending to land in London. They saw his racing
plane erossing the Channet in this direction, and watched it $ill
it faded from sight. As it fadosd in the distance so it passed
beyond the ken of man. Nothing was ever seen of the plane

5.
E'inli‘l:lnr over & month the
world wondered what had
becume of pilet and plane,
snd then the mystery of
Hamel's  disappesrance
was solved by t]l;.,ﬂ crew of
& Irench fishing smack.
They found his body in the
North Sea. DBut what hiand
happened to cause this
trepady ¥ What  cntos-
trophe had overwhelmod

TH&T tremendousiy thrilling first meroplane flight, made

the plane ¥ It is a sacret
of air that iz never
likoly now to be explained.

Costly Experiments !

The Choannel had bcon
succosafully crossed by
aeroplane five yeara bo-
fere—Dby DBleriot, the first
aviator to make the cross- oo b Haver-to-ba-To

flying machine, It was

The sight of the Bleriot monoplane neaving the white cliffs of Dover

. p ; - otten flight from France in 1309 brought homa
ing in & leavier-than-air {o the most sceptical the fact that tho conquest of tha air was a p“qaﬂihuiw

gnd oot a madman's delusizn.

only & 23 horso.powoer monoplane, but it flew from Les Baraques,
noar Calais, M-E_I}m*c-r in thirty-seven minutea. And the world
was amazed atb this immense feat, which won for Louis Bleriot a
prize of £1,000 awarded by the " Daily Mail.”

A monument now marks the landing-place, on Swingate Down,
Dover, in honour of the great air-pilot snd his little one-man
piane. Bleriot iz still hard at work, controlling the destinies
of a big nirgeaft works in France.

Thoy knew nothing then, these air pioneers, of looping-the-
loop, wnd the othor sstounding tricks which present-day sir-
gymnasts frecze our blood with. Those tricks had to be learned
very slowly, at tho cost of many lives,

Stronge as il may soom, it was the Great War that taught air-
men the boginnings of their: tricks——the inore “ slip * was
tho pilot of a fighting plane the 1 wepe his an%?:{pﬂﬂﬁnﬂ
of life. And in the War thoss m'tztp gtmm were not much—
just & vory few wecks at the most,

One of the most famons air acrobitla a6 In¥ Fnown could fly
upside down, whizz giddily irom the clouds 1ika o falling leaf—
do anything almost.  And yot death camoe to him, not in the oir,
but whilst he was t-u.'.'-:i-in'ﬁ his machine slong tho gropnd !

He eollidod head.on with another plane just landing, and both
machines blazed up immediately. The pilot of cne machine
gob clear witheut injury, but Eimm Fronval, the great air
acrobat, was borned to death.

He onco looped-the-loop 1,160 times in one flight, establishing
B rocord.  Another airman has donoe the samo triclk 1,093 times
in the one flight, and he stopped deing it only beeause his last
drop of potrol had run ouk !

Stunts to Order!?

Bimilar stunts and others in which the ]f:::ﬂt of one plane
calinly stops from the wings of his machine to the wings of nnother
—both thousands of feet in the nir—are common enough on the
filma, and you will probably be swprised to know that these are
not inany way faked.

:I‘hara is a recognised schedulo of prices for that sort of enter-
prise, the cinoma magnates cnesped on thie maeking of films
featuring air-stunts of

artticular Lreathlessness
wving no difficnlty in
gotting skilled nir-acrobata
to accopt their prices for
risking every bone in their
bodies.

The prices are low—
absurdly low—DLut that is
because the supply of
daredevil acronauts is so
very plentifvul, The control
of their machines and of
their merves iz sccond-
noture to them, as itis to
our own ILAF., pilots.
Which i3 simply amazin:
whon yvou realise that the
e st heavier-than-aie
flight had not been mads
in Europe until 1906,
whon Bantes Dumont, o
voung Brazilian, coversd
himzelf with glory by
achioving it
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A ROGUE IN THE REMOVE!

(Continued from page 10.)

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Six for Smithy !

n E, he, he!”
H Thus Williamn George Bun-

ter, as seven rather be-

draggled - looking  juniors
trailed into the House just beforo
calling-over.

Harry Wharton & Co. had returned,
and they did not look as if they had
enjoyed their walk that-afternoon. Evi-
dently they had been eaught in the rain-
storo.

Six members of the parly were more
or less cheerful, but Vernon-S8mith was
scowling blackly., ‘L'he alternoon’s ex-
cursicn had been a dismal frost, and the
ﬂenaitg had still to be paid. It rcally

ad not been worth while asking for
trouble with Quelch for the sake of
getting o thﬂmu%h drenching on the cliffs.
But it was too late for repentance—nob
ithat the Bounder was in a repentant
mood. He was in & mood of sullen
anger and irritation and resentment.
Ile was feeling disposed to add imperti-
nenco to disobedience when he came
before Quelch; and he was feching
decidedly inimical towards the now
feliow Duranece, whom he regarded as
being the cause of the trouble.

Whatever wishes his father might
have expressed the Bounder was bitterly
determined that the new * tick ¥ should
not be landed en him. I tha fellow
presumed in the elightest on that brief
acquaintanceship of a year 2go, the
Bounder was ready 1o repulse him in
the most ruthless manner.

The juniors changed their damp
clothes in time for eall-over in Big Hall,
Smithy was =till scowling as he went in
with the rest of the Remove.

“Hed a good time, Smithy?” mur-
mured Skinner, nudging him n Hall.

“ (3o and eat coke.” was the Bounder’s
reply.

“You've come back in a good temper,
old bean.”

“0Oh, rats!™

“He, he, he ! came from DBunter. * |
say, you fellows, did you get wet? He,
he, hel”

“The wetfulness was terrific, my
estecmed fat DBunter,” zaid Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh amiably. " But as

the proverb savs, what cannot be cured
must go longest to the well”

“I say, you fellows, there's a now
beast in the Hemove,” said Bunler. "™ An
absolute cad.”

Vernon-Smith glanced round as he
heard that.

“A mew kid?" said Dob Cherry.
“Blown in to-day®

“"Yes: an viter rotter, a beast named
Durance,”

“He got in all right, anyhow,
Smithy,” remarked Tom Redwing.

“He would. I suppose,” prowled the
Bounder, “He didn’t need me to meet
him at the siation and hold his hand
while he called a taxi. I'm for it, all
the =ame, though.”

“How's that?” esked Harry Wharton.
“"Did you know anything abont the new
kid, Bmithy "

“Queleh told me to mect him ot the
station,"” snapped the Dounder,

“0h, my hat!”

“And you dildn't?" arked Nugent.

" How could I, fathead, when we were
going to Hawksclift 7

“*Waell, you're a silly ass !

‘"So that wasz what Quelch wanted 17
said Harry,

*That was it

“You ought to have gone, Smithy,”
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mecds,

said the captain of ithe Hemove quietly.
“You've played the goat,”

“I know that!" sneered the Dounder.
" But you needn’t give me a sermon on
the subject; I ehall get that from
Queleh,”

“1 say, you fellows, the new kid's
here,” said Bunter. “Heg's in the Re-
move, ‘That's the brute, over there by
Newlaud.”

“Zilence ! called out Wingate of the
Elﬁth, az Mr: Quelch came in to take the
rali.

The "Remove master callod the names,
and there was a special emwmphasis in
hia tones when he came to Vernon-
Smith. Tha Bounder answercd
“adsum ' with periect coolness, and
sintled as he caught the gleaming eycs of
iz Form maszter fixed on him for a
momment, Mr, Quelch noted the smile
and added to the Bounder's account, as
it were.

After ecall-over, when the fcllows
marched out of Eall, Vernon-Smith was
told by a prefect to go to his Form
master's study, and wait there, With
a scowling brow he went. Tom Red-
wiing, with a rather anxious hrow,
followed him to the door.

“Don’t cheek Quelehy, old man,” said
Tom. "“That won’t 1mprove matters,
you know,

“Do you want me to thank him for
bagging my half-heliday, and licking
me heeause I wouldn't stand 1t?” sueered
smiuthy.

(1] N[}
Bmithy.}

“0Oh, rats!™

Vernon-Smith stamped into the study,
and Rndwinghwmit away to ithe Remove
%Lmlrtcr:s, rather troubled in his mind.

wing to the misadventures of the alter-
noon the party had had no tea, and they
had all come in very hungry. Redwing
went to No. 4 in the Ilemove, which he
cshared with the Bounder, to get tea
ready while Smithy was interviewin
his Form master. He sagely cqns.idercﬁ
that a good weal might have a mollify-
ing effect on his chum's irritated temper.

In Mr. Quelch’'s study Vernon-SBmith
threw himself into the Form master's
own special armehair. He had bBeen told
io wait, and he" did not sce why he
shonld not make himself comfortable
while he waited, As a matter of fact, he
Lad rather a long time to wait, for
Gucleh, on hizs way to the study, was
Lintianhaled by Me. Prout, the master of
the Fifth, who was in one of his chatty
It was ten minontes before the
Hemove master was able to cscape
Prout.

When he arvived ab the study he
epencel the deor rather suddenly and
eame 1 before the Bounder had fime to
rise frem the armehair, Bmilthy  was
an his fect the next moment, howover.

Mr. Queleh made no commient, He
crossed to his tahle and picked up the
vane that lay there. The Bounder's
hard face set sulionly,

“Vernon-Smith 1" The Form master’s
voice was very deep. “I gave vou in-
structions to meot a noew boy at Court-
ficld Junetion this aftcrocon™

“1 remember, sir.”

“"The boy, Durance, has arrived at the
school and it appears that he saw no-
thing of vou at the station.”

“Yeas, sir”?

”Diqf you, or did yvon nol go to
Canrtfield Jenction atl three o'clack, as
I instructed yon, Vernon-HFmith 77

1 did not, sir."

“1lave you any oxcuse to give ?”

"It was a hall-holiday, =ir, and I had
already made my arrangemenis for the
afternoon,” said the Dounder coolly.

“Is that an cxepse?

“1 think so, iz,

“You express no regret for having die-
cheyed distinet instructions given you by

g-::-l:ﬁd makinzg malters worse,

THE MAGNET
our Form rumbled Mz
uelch.

"The Bounder was sullenly silent.

~ "You are aware, Yernon-S8mith, that
1¥ was your father’s desire that you
should show some aitention to this new
boy, Durance?™

“You told mae so, sir.”

“And you have no regard for your
father's wishes 7

The Bounder winced a little. As o
maiter of fact, hard as he was, he was
an affectionate son, 2nd had & very deep
regard indeed for Mr. Samuel Verncn.
niith. DBut in his sullen irritation he
had given that mspect of the matter no
thought.

“1 don't suppose my father cared much
cne way or the other, sir,” he answered.
*1 don't see why he should.”

“Ho stated as much in a letter to
me, as I informed you.™

“Well, yes, but it couldn't have
hm.tts:l'ﬂci,” said the Bouunder uncasily.
“I suppose Mr. Durance knew he had
a son_here, and spoke to him about it,
and the pater said he'd tell me about
the kid. ‘That's all, I'm sure.”

“Poszibly ; but your father expressed
a wish which it was your duty to carry
out, apart from your duty of chedicnce
to your Form master.™

“1'm Eurrﬁ if I've neglected my
father’s -wishes,” &aid Vernon-Smith,
“I1 don't suppose he cares two siraws
about it, Still, I'm sorry about that.”

Mr. Queleh’s eyes glittered. It was
quite right and proper for Vernou-
Smith to cxpress his regret; but in
deoing so he made it quite clear that
iris regret was cnly on nis father's
account. I'or his disobedience he care-
fully expressed no regret whatever.

“T fear, Vernon-8mith, that you are
accessible to no argument but that of the
eane,” snid Mr. Queleh grimly.

"I expeeted a licking,” eald the
Bounder, with a gnees,

Mr. Quelch’s face grew grimmer,

“You will not he disappointed,” he
said.  “Bend over that chair, Vernon-
Snuth,”

The Dounder sullenly obeyed. The
?ang swished in the air and came down
hiard.

The Dounder was hard as nails, tough
as hickory; and he prided himself on
being able to take a licking without 4
nmrmur. DBut the hcking %n:: received
now was rather out of tho common.
Any fellow who had passed the Roemove
master's study just then might have
fancied that Mr, 3u¢!ch was at pisiol
practice. Each lash that descended on
the DBounder rang like 2 shot. There
were six in all; but o “six ” could vary
considerably in severity. Omno cut that
the Bounder received now was as scvere
as o whole six from a refoct.

Tough as he was, the Bounder grew
auite Eﬂlﬂ under the castigation, and
he had to =ct hiz tecth hard to keen
back a ery. Not a sound cscaped him
he would have died rather than have
uttered & sound under the cane. But
all his strength and sell-control were
needed to kcr[) rilent,

Mr. Queleh laid down the cane at last.
The TPounder—white, with glittering
eyes—rose to hiz feet,

“You may go, Vernon-Smith,” said
Mr. Queleh quictly.

Without a word the Bounder went.

maale_r‘i'”

e

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Ko Recogniticn !
?‘GM BREDWING stared a liftle as

he come into Btudy No. 4 in the
Remove., As his study-mate was
cdawnstairs in tha Form master’a
study he had expected to find Study
No. 4 cuipiy. Bub it wos not empty.



EVERY SATURDAY

A youth with a rather sallow face was
sprawled in the armchair, and he turned
an oxtremely zharp pair of brown eyes
on Redwing as he came in., There was
a cigarette in the junior's mouth, bub
it was not lighted. The warning he had
received from Mr, Queleh had had effcct
on him to that cxtant.

“You're the

“Oh!” gaid Redwing.
naw kid, I sup ge 1"
“That's me,”” assented the other,

H Durance, i think your name 131"

&F ?ES.”

Redwing looked at him rather hard.
Bunter had deseribed the new fellow as
an absolute cad; but Dunter’s opinion
was not likely to weigh with Redwing,
or anyone else. But on the fellow's own
looks Tom did not like him. There was
something repellent in the bright brown
eyes that seemed as keen and penetrat-
ing as those of a hawk. ; '

he new junior was watching him
keenly, sharply, almost furtively, Red-
wing could not help having an irapres-
sionn that the fellow was trying to find
something out.

“This is your study, I suppose?” asked
the new ;uniur._

“*Yeuo.'

*Mine, too.”

“Oh!” eaid Redwing. " Quelch has
put you in here?’ He understood now
why the new ;]uniﬂr wag in Study No. 4.

*“That's it.’

“So we're going to bo study-maates,’
said Redwing. “Well, I hope we shall
pull together, Durance.” :

“Oh, we'll pull together all right
said the new junior. “We don't know
ono another very well yet. 1ub that
will improve with time, what? Dy
pater would like us to be friends”

Bedwing stared again. o

“Yours, too,” said the new junior.
“J suppose you've nearly forgotten me
by this time, Vernon®Smith.™

Redwing smiled. Ile understood that
the new {ellow was taking him for his
study-mate. WNo doubt DPurance knew
that Stu No. 4 was Vernon-Smith's
etudy, and took 1t for granted that it
was vernon-Bmith who had come in.

“It's over a year since we met, and
then it was only for a couple of days,
I think,” went cn the new junior, with
the same stcalthy, searching look at
Redwing's face.

Bedwing laughed.

“Weo've never met before, Durance™
ha answered. “"You're making a little
mistake.”’

The thin lips of the new junior came
hard together,

“What do you mean?” he asked
sharply. *Our fathers are friciwds, and
we mat for a couple of days once—-—""

“You're mistaking me for Vernen-
Smith—""

The new junior started.

“Aren't you Vernoh-Smith?™”
exclaimed.

“No; I'm Redwing.” o

“Redwing " repeated the new junior
blankly.

“YVernon-Smith's  study-mate,” ox-
plained Tom, * We dig together in this
study, you see, Bmithy and 1.

“QOh!” The new fellow bit his lip.
“Oh! I—1 see! As this i3 Vernon-

e

he

Smith's study, I thought—" 1ll¢
broke off. “Where's Vernon-Smith,
then ™

“He'll be up here soon,” =zaid Tom.
“I'm going to geb tea ready for him.
We had o trip on thia afterncon, and
it turned out rather a muock-up, and
we've missed our tea. Had yours®?

“Oh, yes! The old fvvmp downstairs
stond mo a good tea."

“The old frump?™ repeated Redwing.

“House dame, Quelch called her.”

"Wa all like Mrs. Kehble here,” said
Redwing rather slifly. *3he’s a good
old soul.™

#1 dare say. Looks a priceless old
frump, doesn't sho??

" Not in my opinion,” answered Tom
etill more stiffly. He had felt at first
sight that he did not like this fellow,
and the description of kind old Mrs.
Kebble az a pricolesa old frump added
to the feeling. Ile was guite sure that
the House dame had been kindness itself
to tha new hoy, a3 she always was, This
apparently, wns Durance’s way of
nnl:nm'.'luc'[%ing kindness.

“Well, T'll be glad to sce Vernon-
Bmith,” said the new junior, changing
the subject. “Will he be longt"

“May come in any minute now."
Rmingm;:; eyed the new junior curiously.
*I didn't know vou'd met him before.”

“A couple of days, over & year ago.
I dare say I've forgotten his face; one
meets such a lob of people.”’
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" Mean to say that I look anything like
Smithy 1"

Redwing ehuckled,

“That's Bob Cherry of the Remova,

+*

Durance,” hao said,

~ “Dob Cherry?’ repeated the new
JUMIOT,

“Ha, ha! Yes! Nothing like Smithy

to look at; you've forgotten Smithy
pretty completely.”

“But you seid—" The new fellow
checked himself, biting his lip.

“My dear man,’” grinned Bob, “ I sup-
pose you duin:'t mean o jltrsnult- me, so
I'll look over it, Tell Smithy you took
me for him, and he'll take it as a com-
{)!Imrﬂllf.-.. He will fancy he's good-
oaking, after all!” i

* Fathcad ' eaid Redwing, laughing,

“Well, T looked in to ask you to come
to the jolly old festive board, Reddy,”

e

As the new fellow furned into Masiers® passage, Bunter rushed in suddenly, and
delivered a kick which cught to have hurled the junlor into Trotter’s back. Bui
the new fellow was not to be taken by surprise, for he whirled.round suddenly
and caught hold of Bunter’s fat ankle. ** Yaroooh ! ** be roared. (See Chapter G.)

“Well, you must have forgotten him
pretty compleiely to take we for him,”
sand Tom. “We're not the least bat
alike."!

“1 never did romomber faces much,”
zuid the new junior. “3tll, I zhall
konow him all right when I see him.”

The door of Stady No. 4 openced, and
Dol Cherry put a cheery, ruddy face
into the study.

“ [Tallo, hallo, hallo! RReady for tea,
Reddy, old hean??

“"Yes, tathor!” said Tom,
smile,

iT'hat the vew Kid? asked Dob, with
a glance at the sprawling Lzuve in fhe
chair.

*¥cs. that's Darance.”

The new fellow rose to hiz feet.

* Low do you do, kid?' said Tob
amiably " Hope you'll like Grexfroiars™

“Glad to see wyou again, Vernon-
Hnith,” said the new !j.unic:r. “ Remem-
Ier our last meeting

Iiab stared.

“EBh? Whaki” he ejacolated.

“You haven't forpotien me?” apshed
the now junior.  “I took this chap for
vou for o minuke; bnt a2 soon as 1 saw
your facs, of counrse, I knew you af
once,

“Yon kaoew me at once™ gazped Gob.

withh a

4]

said Dob. “8tudy No. 13—and all the
happy family thore., Bring Smithy—and
the new kid if you like. Glad if you'il
jein us, Durance.”

“I've had my tea, thanks,
the now junior.

“Well, vou coming, Reddy

“Tm waiting for Smithy; ho's with
Cueleh,” sald Tom. *"Thanks all tho
seme, old chap; I think we won't come,
Smithy mayn't be in a mood for com-
pany afteyr—" -

YAafter Quelchy's gob through?"” said
Baoh. “Very. fikaly ! Well, if you
change your mind, roll along.”

And Dob Cherry went on his cheery
way,

The new junior sat dewn agsin, with
a sullen expression on his face.

Tom Redwing smiled as he set nbout
proparations for tea in Study No, 4. It
was obvious that if the now Jumior
really had ever secen Vernon-Smith
before he had totally forgotten him,
though he sccmed o anxious o
appear not to have done sp.  First, he
had taken Redwing for the Bounder,
then DBob Cherry: and neither wus in
fhe least like Bmithy in appearcance,

(Pontinued on page 16.)
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(Tontinued from page 13.)

The new fellow was annoyed and irri-
tated by his mistakes, and he did npt
seem in the habit of contrelling or econ-
coaling bad temper. :

The Bounder's step was heard in the
passege &b last, Vernon-Smith kicked
open the door of the study, swung in,
and kicked the door shut behind him,
with a hlack scowl on his face, )

“Tea’s ready, Smithy,” said Redwing
guiatly.

“Hang ten !

“Had it bad, old man?”

“Did you think Quelch would let me
off lightly " growled Smithy.

“Well, nol’ .

“0Of courss, you think he was quite
right to take 1t out of me!” sneered
the Bounder. *You would!”

Redwing made no reply to that.
Smithy waes in a mood te gquarrel with
friend or foe; and Tom exercised the
patience he was accustomed {0 excrcise
ot such times. Any fellow who desired
to keep on friendly terms with the

Bounder had to know how to be
patient. .

The new junior had risen again from
his chair. The name of Bmithy,

uttered by Redwing, was enough io tell
khim that it was Vernon-8mith who had
entered this time, whether he recog-
nised him or. not.

He stepped towards the Bounder.

“T'yva bhean waiting to see  Fou,
Vernon-Bmith,” he said. “1 wonder
if you remember me. I knew you at
pnee.” _

The Bounder stored at him.

“Whe the dickenz are you?" he
asked vngraciously.

“It's Durance, the new kid,” said
Redwing anxiously. “Quelchy’s put
him in this stady." . .

Tom was rather worried at the idea
of the Bounder wreaking his bitter
temper on a new fellow. who had been
only & few hours in the school
- “Durance!’ repeated Smithry.

“¥You don't remember mo?" asked
the now junior, breathine a littlo hard.

“No, I dom't.” ]

“ Smithy I muttered Redwing.

“1 don’t remember the fellow, to
recognize him, and I don't want to,”
said the Bounder deliberately. “He's
caused me enough trouble io-day, and
he ran po and eat coke™

“ ¥ou might be civil to a new chap,”
gaid Redwing, rather sharply. *It's
not his fault you got into & row with
Queleh.™

“Tan"t 11" sneered Smithy., T Waell,
T think 1t f3; and T think it wasz like
Quelchy's cheek to shove him into this
study. 1 don’t want him here

“Thankst” said the new junior; and
ha sat down again,

Smithy gave him another look.

“T1 don't recognizo you and don’t
know you," he said. “ Anyhow, I saw
you only for a coupls of days, in
Dovonshire, more than & year ago. Wa
weren't so jolly friendly that you
would expect me to keep you in mind.”

“Mot at all " apreed the new junior.
“To tell the truth, I hardly knew you
again—I'd forgotten all about you."

“Then we'rs quits!” grunted the
Bounder. “If wou're stuck in this
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study, it can’t be helped; but I'm not
the fellow to bave a fatheaded new kid
landed on him. Redwing'a that sort
of ass; I'm not. So you can leave me

alone.”

“ Pleasure i  answered the new
jurior,  *1 remember you had bad
manners when I saw you before; and
they haven't improved the least littlo
bit. Go and eat cokel”

And he walked out of. the study,
leaving Redwing, flushed and uncom-
fortable, alone with the scowling

Bounder.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Wharion Helps!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. tea'd
H in Mo, 13, Bob Cherry's study;
a late but cheery teca, which
had the effect of restoring their
equanimity after the discomiorting
events of the afternoon. Then Wharton
and Nugent came along the passage to
their own study, and found the new
jumior lounging in the Remove passage
near the stairs. He glanced at them,
and seemed disposed fo s=peak; and
Wharton came over to him as Nugent
went into No. 1. As head of the Form.
it was up to Wharton to give any
assistance ho could to & new boy in the
Form; and, anyhow, he would have ex-
tended a helping hand to a stranger
within the gates. He gave the junior
g cheery nod, and stopped to speak.

“¥ou're Durancei” he asked.

e "E"E‘E'l‘l‘

“I'm Wharton, of your Form—cap-
tain of the Form, as a maller of fact,”
said Harry.

“ Captein of the Form?” repeated the
new junior. “No end of a big gun,
what 7"

Wharton gave him a rather sharp
look. There was a hint of & zneer in
the fellow’s tone: and it was not
pleasant to the ear.

“T don't know about that”
Wharton gquietly. "I just mentioned
it, Is there anything I can do for
you, a3 you're new here?"

Wharton had the same impression of
the fellow that others had already had.
He did not like him, and rather wished
that he had not spoken te him.

“You've got your studyi” he ashed.

“"¥Yeg: I'm mm Neo. 4.7

“Then wyou'll be with Smithy and
Redwing,” said Harry., "You've met
them "

I#"E"ﬂa.“

“YVou'll like Redwing.”

“Shall I

“Well. everybody 1n the BRemove
does,” said Harry; “and Smithy's a
good chap, in his own way."

“Quite his own way, then, I fancy,”
said the pnew junior.

Harry Wharton smiled.

“1 dare say Smithy is 2 bit edgewise
at present—he's had a row with
Queleh,” he sald. “It secms that
Queleh told Him to mect yon at the
station, and he didn't do it

“MNo reazon why he should—and I'm
not sorry I mimed him, T hardly re-
member the fellow, and he doesn't
seem to remember me at all'

“Oh, vou've met Smithy before®

“A couple of davs in heliday-time,
in Dwevonshire,” snswered the new
junior carclessly. “Can’'t say 1 liked
him, then—and I like him still less
now. Manners of a pig”

Wharton refrained from p&ssing; any
comment on that. Justk alter his inter-
view with Mr. Quelch, it was probable
that Vernon-S3mith's manners had nof
boen polished.

“ 7 suppose that was why Quelch sent
Smithy to meet vou, as vou happen to
know him," he remarked.

sald
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“I1 suppose so. Verpon-Bmith did
not go to Courtfield Station at all, did
he?” asked the new junior, his bright
eyes fixed very keenly on the captain
of the Bemove.

“Mo: he had an oxcursion on, and
he went nowhere near Courthield,”
answered Wharton, “As it turned out,
the excursion was a frost, and we were
drenched with rain, and had to turn
back. ¥You got to the school all right,
anyhow.” 3

“¥os I got 2 taxi, and came along,”
answered the new junior. “Look here,
I want to telephone Is there a ifele-
phone in the place that & fellow can
use 7"

“Certainly. Quelech would let you
use his phone, to let your people know
you got hero safe.”

“Tt isn't that! It's a friend.”™

“Well, 1f you ask Quelch—"

"I don't want to nsk Quelch: I dor't
want a4 Form master butting into my
business.”

“Well, you'd have to ask him, if you
wanted to use his phone,”” said Whar-
ton, *unless—"

“TInless what?”

“Well,” said Harey, with s emile,

-*fellows sometimes borrow # phone

without asking leave. when a master
happens to be out. Two or thres of
the masters have telephones in their
studios, here.”

“That's bolter.

now, do vou know?

“'Fraid net; but you could find out.
I know Quelch is in; but Prout—he
would most likely be in Commen-room
juzt aow, You might be able to bag
his phone if he is. Of course, it's a
risk—if he came in and spotted you
there would be a row.™

“I'll chance that, if you’ll tell me
where fo find his study.””

Wharton paused a moment or two.

“It's rather important,” said the
new junioe. 1 told the friend I'm
speaking of thet I'd phene, if I eould,
I'd be obliged if you could help me
out.™

“Come on, then,” said Harry.

The new jumior followed him down
the stairs. harton led the way to the
corner of Maeters’ passage, and pointed
out the door of Mr. Prout's study in the
distanes.

“That's the room,’”” he said. *'Tap at
the door, and if Frout's there, mnke
gome excuse. If he's not there he's etill
in Common- , and 1f he's got his
chin going, bhe won't leava off while
there's mﬂmdg left to listen.™

The new junier grinned.

“Thanks!” he said.

Wharton left him, and returned to the
Hoemove quartors. The new junior
watched him out of sight, and then
walked along Masiers’ passage to Me
Prout's door, and tllppetf

Any master ouk

He opened the door immediately after
tapping, and stepped in. Mr. Prout's
study, to hiz retief, was empty. 'The

Irifth Form master was still in Common-
room; doubtless with his plump chin
getting its usual amount of exercise.

The new junior ghut the door, erossed
the study quickly, and picked up the
receiver of the telephone,

“Number, please!”

“Redelylle two-four,” answered the
junior. ]

And hoe waited impatiently [or his eall,

Harry Wharton had gone beck Lo
dtudy No. 1, and was sitting down to
prep thers with Nugent. Ile was not
thinking of the new junior, and was
gquite indifferent to his proceedings, fcel-
ing no curicsity whatever as to what eall
ha wanted to make on I'rout’s phone.
But certainly he would havo been inter-
gsted and considerably surprised, had he
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known that the new junior was calling
Redelyfio 24, and that Rﬂ{lﬂ]ﬁl‘fﬂ 24 was

the number of the Old Red Houszol
THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
Carry On!
6mr e 7 O 2 speaking 17
e “*Tliek 17

“¥You young fool!” came
the voice over the wires.
#VWhat are you taking this risk fori”

“ All sevene, old been ! There's nobedy
ta hear moe here,” answered the new
jucior into the transmitter.

“Has anything bappened 77

T Yﬂgw”

" Not—"

“Phat's all vight! It all wont off as
easy s winking., You've got the other
fellow all righty”

“0Of course.”

“All serene at your end, thent”

“Yes; but what's bappened? I teld
you to try to pget through to me if
anything went wrong; butr——"

“There's a fellow here who knows—
the other fellow!”

There was the mutter of an calh on
the wires,

“*Who ia iti"

“Hiz name's Vernon-Smith.”

“Yornon-Bmith! A zou of old Vernon-
Bmith, do you mean—the boy's father's
frignd 1™

“Yos; I suppose so.”

“Wiat vile luck! I never heard that
tho old bLlighicer had a son at the school.
Never knew that he hdd a son at all.”

“Well, he bas, and the fellow’s here”

Another ocath!

“T'm put in his study,” went en the
new jumior; “ I've et him.™

“Wheat haz happened 2" :

“Only that! He dido’t recogniso me;
but it secme that he only wet the Other
Fellow onee, a year ago, for a couple
of days. ¥From what I can make out
ho never felt friendly towards him.
He's already told me that he wanis to
have nothing to do with me.”

The junior detected a breath of relief
from tﬁn::l ather cnd. ‘

“That's good, at least. Keep him at
a diztance: in [aect, gct on unfriendiy
termsz with him, Ulick. ‘The-less you sco
of lim the better; and you must not,
on any account, meet his father, if tha

old feol should ecome down to  the
school ™ :
“¥ know that, old bean. Leave 1t to

(1]

me to keep my i’lﬂad out of a rattrap:
seid Ulick derisively.

“He has no suspicton i

“ Mone. "

“ He merely fails to recognise you a3
the—the Othoer Fellow 7

“That's it.”

“It's unforiunate, but if it's no worse
than that—"

“1 fancy that will be all right; but I
thought I'd beiter put you wise to 1k
Vernon-Biuith was sent o meet the
Othor IFellow at the station this after-
noon—""

“ What ™

Ulick chuckled,

“Ton't ba alarmed, father. Ho never
went; ho scems to be an independent
sott of merchant, and he jibbed, ancd
clesred off on some excarsion mskend, ™

“Oh, good! 1f he had gone——"

“All the fat wonld be in the fire—
what ™ chuckled Ulick.

“1 should have found some other
way,” snapped the wvoice on the tele-
phone from the Old Red louse; ' but it
would have made it difficult. What
goil of a boy is this Vernon-Smith 1

“An ill-tempered, sneering,  bad-
mannered sort of a rotler, from what
I've zeen of him. He scemod to [ancy

he was going to be bothered with a
troublesoine new kid to look after; and
he's told me plainly to leave bim alone.”

“That's good! Take him ot his word."

“Det your lifel™

“And ho has shown no suspicion so
far?”

“Nob a teeny weeny bit! Bus I've
only seen him once—and he looks as if
he has hizs wits about him. He may
tumble to somcthing later. That's why
I'm putting you wise,”

“Take carc what you say; you know

that talk can be averheard on the
telephone.”

“T'tn not poing fo recite the whole

icee from the beginning, old bean. But

had to ask vou for a pointer or twe.
It touk the wind out of my =ails when I
first heard of the brute. SBuppose he
fwmbles to something——"

“You must be guoided by circum-
stances. IKeep him at o distanco as
much as you can. It's unforfunate that
he is at the school at all—that was not
allowed for in our plans. He will
naturally ask you about many things;
but if you keep on bad terms with him
you can stall him off. He has given
you an excuse by heing un!rienf]%;.r at
tho start.”

“That's so. Then I'm to carry on?"

“Carry on, certainly. There's too
much at stuke to give the thing up now.
Carry on!"

“1'm gamo ! said Ulick.

“Keep me posted,'” went on the voice
from the Old Ited House, with an
anxious fone in it. “After all, I can
trust you to tnke care of yourself,
Ulick.™

" Bet your sweet life on that!”

“How do you like the place

“"Rotten! Sleepy old show, after what
I've heen used to. Masters solomn as
owls, think they know everything in the
wide world; but I conld teach them o
few things, T fancy.”

“Don’t try to do it. You're a school-
boy now, and yow're going to carry on
exactly like any other schoolboy.”

“"What a life! But leave it to me:
I'm game! Take care of the Other
Fellow at vour end, that’s all™

*“¥ou can rely on that. Better ont off
now; I'm glad yvou've put me wise,
Ulick: but the least suiS the sconest
mended. You know hew o communi.
cate with me. Don't phone unless it’s
abzolutely necessary.”

“1 get you.”
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“Ien't this Mr. Quelch's study, sir!"
asked the new jumor.

“Cortainly not; it is my study.”

“Oh! I'm sorry sir! I'm a new
bay to-day, sir, and—and—J though
this was my Form master’s study-—-"

“MNothing ot the sort. What Horin
are you inf" asked Prout tostily.

“Remove, sir”

“Then Mr. Quewch iz your Form
master. His stuay 1z further along the
passage, towards the staircase.”

“Thank you, sir I thought—"

" You may go!” said the 1%.Fit't.}h: Form
master, with a wave of & fat hand.

_ The new junior lef the study, clos-
ing the door after himn. He went along
Mastors' passage bui he did not stop
at Mr. Queleh’s stul:. Ho walked on
to the stairs. There was o grin on hia
faee as he went Falschoods evidently
cost this peculiar new junior very lhittle.

ITe loitered for somo minutes in the
Remove passuge, and then 'ooked in at
Study No. 1, whert Wharton aond
Nugent were at prep.

ho captain of the Remove glanced
up at him.

“Ihid vou ges your call?™ ho asked.

“Couldn’t get threugh, as it hap-
pens,” szid the npew junior caimly.
“Can’t ba heiped, [ say, would you
mind telling o fellow—" he pauscd.

“Go ahead.”

“That chap Vernon-Smith has picked
trouble with me already, goodness
knows why,” suid the new junior. “It's
a bit awkward beinz in e :Bl'-udjl'1 with
the Hellow glowering at me like a
tiger. Can a fellcw change his study
here §"

“¥ou can ask Quelch,” said Harry.
“Tf he thinks you've got a good reason,
he may do it."

“Well, I'd rather keep clear of that
chap Vernon-Smith, in the circum-
stances, 1 don't want a scrap on oy
hands.”

“That's nll right,” zai4 Frank laugh-
ing. *“Bmithy will be all screne when
he's got over his licking.”

“T'd give hint & trial, if I were you,"
saidd HFarry. “You'll find Em_ithér all
right, as & rule, end Redwing's a
really pleazant fellow.”

“Waeall, T'd rather changa my study,
if T eould.”

“ Ask Quelch, then.™

“Clan’t it bo done without that

“Well, yes, if eny fellow liked to
ask you inte their study. Dut yom

{Continued on next prge.)

“Tust one word
more=——""

“Cont off ;. some-
body’a coming I

Uliek hung up
tha receiver, and
stepped quickly
away from the tele-

phone. Hae was
standing on  the
other side of the
stitdly when tha

flooy  opencd, and
Mr. Proot steppod
m.

Pront relled pon-
derously into  the
study, and had sat
down in his arm-
chair  hefore  he
noticed that he wus
not #lons,

Then he hlinkad
in surprize at the
oy j"r”[}'ﬂ".

“Dear mal” said
the Tifth Form
masler. “Wha are
you, and what are
you doing in thia
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don't know anybody
Smithy.”

“You don't feel disposed to ask me
into this study ¥

Wharton leoked at him.

“Borry to seem izhospitable,” he
replied, “DBut 1 don’t. We've had one
new chap landed in here this term,
but he left, We're not locking for
ancther, if it's all the same to you™
_ "“Pleass yoursel,” grunted the new
junior, anghe walked away.

Wharton and Nugent exchanged a
glance.

“Cool I remarksd Frank.

“Cheek V" said Harry.

And they dismissed the new fellow
from their minds, and resumed prep.

here excepting

- e =

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Barred !

0M REDWING amiled [aintly.

i Tea 1- Btudy No. 4 had
restored the Dounder's temper

& little, added to the effcet of

the licking weuring off somewhat.
Redwing and Bmithy had settled down
to mprep, and during prep, Smithy's

bitter temper ameliorated still more.

Littla as he ecared for the opinion of
others, Smithy was pot exactly a boor,
and when he let his temper go upon
an unoifending object, it was not un-

comman for him to regret b aMicr.
wards.
Now that ke was calm, no longer

tired and hungry, no longer feeling so
geverely the effect of Mr. Queleh's cane,
the Dounder realised that his temper
had led him astray as usual. The new
fellow was, in & way, the cause of his
trouble, but an unknnwing and unin-
tentional cause, apd obviously unde-
serving of the way the Dounder had
spoken to him. In the Bounder's bard
face, Redwing could read the signs, and
that was the cause of his  smile.
Smithy’s bark, after all, was worse
than his bite.

Beveral times Smithy looked up rom
Lis books, and geerned about to speak.
Lach time he changed his mind and
resumed prep.

Dut when prep was aver, he threw his
l]‘m{%kﬁ aside, and came to the subject at
A&,

“I suppose I was a bit rough on
that kid, Reddy,” he remarked.

“Just a bit,” agreed "lom.

“By that, you mean I acted like a

.I,E'..!‘.

“I shouldn’t hav- said s20.”

“Put yvou thought it.”

“Yes, 1f you'd liks moe to be frank.”

“Well, T was wild,” said Smithy.
“Quelch fairly lot himself go over that
gix]! My hatl X've been through it
before—but 1 don't remember a dose
quite so stiff. I fancy he's been doing
physical jerks this afternoon, to get his
muscle up ready for me.”

Bedwing laughea

“l suppose he was pretiy waxy,” he
paid. .

“Ferocipus I answered the Bounder.
“Come to think of it, I gave him some
re%son ifor getting hiz jolly old rag
out.”

*You did|*

* Anyhow, I'm rather sorry I ragged
that now kid. T can’t say I like him,
ot his looks, and I don’t seem to re-
member his face either, though I've
usually a good memory for faces. But
there was no need to drop on him
like & ton of coke.’

“None at all," agreed Redwing.

“I don't want him 1o tho study, as
I told him, but it's not his fanlt that
goat Quelch put him here—I dare say
- JT'ae Maener Lasmpy.—No. 1,130.

the old bean thought it a good arrange-
ment, a8 1 know the chap. I—I think
my pater asked hum,” sdded Smathy
vather shamefacedly, “and—and i
haven't secn the pater this term yet,
I'd like to ask thk. newn kid how he
looked when he  left  him—but——"
Smithy brok» off, colouring.

“"No great berm done,” said Tonu
“A fow civil words will set the matter
right. The chap knows you'd just had
a licking, and he wili make allowances
for that, if he's got any senso.”

“Ha hasn't come back to the study.”
“Well, Le's no prep Lo do fitst night
dare say we shall Gnd bin in the

Lag.”
The two juniora luft Study No. &,
and went downstairs. The DBounder,

rather ashamed of his dispiay of temper
towards a stranger, was in a concilia-
tory mood, and prepared to be un-
usually civil to the new fellow as a
consequence.  After all, there was, as
Ledwing said, ne great harm done,
manners were nevsr very polished
the Lower "Fourt.. If the new fellow
had taken offence, as was likely enough,
s little civility would set the matter
right; and if he persisted in keeping
his back up, it did not matier much to
the Bounder, the fellow could solle if
he wanted to. 5

They found the ney junior in the
Rag.

Wost of the follows wers still af prep,
and there weree nof hali a dozen in the
Rag. The now fellow ztood at the
window by himselt, looking out into
the dusk of the quad. Rain was falling
again, pattering lightly on the panes.

“There Lea is, Bmithy,” said Teom.

The Bounder grinned ruefuilly. )

“Come on, and get it over,” he said.

Thoy ecrossed over to the window,
where the new junior stood, and he
glanced round as thoy came.

Tha Bounder, about to speak, ﬂhﬂtk?ﬂ
himself, and instead, fixed eyes on tne
sallow face with it bright, bird-like
brown eyes. His look was searching.

It was as if something about the new
fellow's face had struck the Bounder.

“Smithy wants to speak to you,
Durance,” said Redwing, breaking the
silence, as Vernon-Smith did not speak.

“He can =ave himself the trouble,™
said the new junio: coolly, “I1 don't
want him to.” .

“I've got a few words to say,” said
the Dounder quietly. “1 was ratly
when I saw Fou in my study—I'd just
hod & corker of & licking—and I'in
sorry I jumped on you as I did.”

“Js that all you have to say "

“Yeg, that's about sll.”

“Good; leave it ot that, then”

The new junior turned away to the
window spain, his back to the chums
of Btudy No. 4 ]

The Bounder's faen crimzoned with
anger, It was seldom that Smithy
uttered anything like an apology ; and to
have his apology received in this manner
was intepsely irritaiing to him,

“Look here, Duranco—"
Redwing.

“ That's enough.” 1

“We're going to be together this term
in the same study,” said Tom. “No
need to begin by being on bad terms.”

“That's not my foult. Vernon-Smith
choze to guarrel with me, over nothing 1
I don't want to have anything to do
with him."

“¥You won't, whether you want to or
not,” said the Bounder savagely. 1
didn't like your looks when I saw wou
in the Etu;ihf, and I like them less than
ovoer now,

“Exactly what I feel about it,” said

began

the new junior, over his shoulder. “Let
it draop.”

“That's all rot, you know,” gaid
Redwing  unecasily. "Bmithy was in
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fault, but he's owned up and said he™
gorry. 1here's nothing to have yeu:
back up about now, Durance,

“T'm fed-up with him."”

The Bounder breathed hard.

“¥our father iz Bmithy's father's
friend, I understand,” said Tom, “That's
& g{mci reason for not bickering.”

* What rot!”

Y Binithy's father put you up in
London last night, I think,’ said E!"::rm,
“and he saw you 1nto your train to-day.
smithy would like to ask you about him{
a3 he's net soen him since the holidays.’

*Bmithy can ask what he likes, but L
ghan’t answer him,” said the new junior
deliberately. “He'a insulted me once
for nothing, and I don’t want him to
speak to me. I'm not the kind of fellow
to be slanged by a chap when he's in a
bad temper, and buttered again when
he's in a good one. So long as I'm here
I shall bar Vernon-Smith, and he can
do the same with me.”

“It's rather fatheaded to boar &
grudgze for o few hasty words,” urged
‘Tom.

“Is that your opinion!"

“Yes, it 13! sard Tom sharply.

“¥You're welcome to it; but keep it to
yourself! I'm not interested.”

Tom coloured with vexation.

“VYery well, Durance; if that's the line
Euljake, you can bar Smithy and me,

“I'leased 1" drawled the new junior.
“HBoth of you lot me alono—that's all I
ask.”

Redwing  slipped his arm  through
Vernon-Smith's and drew himm away. It
was timo, for the Dounder’s eyes were
burning and his fists clenching. Tom
was almost s angry as Smithy now, but
he did not desire the dispute to develop
into a fight; 15 was not worth while,
apart from the bad form of scrapping
with a fellow on his first day in the
school.

Veronon-Smith breathed hard and deep
as he moved away with his friend.

“Well, what do you think of the
fellow yourself!” he asked, when they
stupgcd at a distaneo.

“LCan’t say I like him,” eonfessod Tom.
A fellow ought not to bear a grudge
like that. Still, we needn’t have any-
thing to do with him. It's rather un-
fortunate that he's put in our study, as
it furns out™

“The pater wanted ma to be fricnds
with him, according to Quelch,” mut.
tered the Bounder. “T expect T shall
hear from him on the subject.”

“You ought to have remembered that
a little earlier, old chap, &till, in point
of fact, T don’t think that chap’s pol o
friendly natare. It mighin't have
warked, anyhow.'

“A fellow likes to do as his father
wants,” mumbled Smithy.

Redwing suppressed a smile.  Smithy’s
concern for his father’s wishes was cor-
tainly manifes{;inﬁaitml[ rather late in
the day. But thaot was just like the
Bonnder.

“1f it wasn't for that, be counld
eat coke and be hanged to
ﬁnnﬁed Smithy. “But——="

“Let him rip,” said Tom. “You can
speak to him again to-morrow, and give
him another chance to come round.
After all, you were rather—"hem—rather
pla.m-ay-u-ken at your first meeting, you
know,’

The Bounder looked across the room
at the new junior, & puzzled expression
on hia face,

“I can't understand it,” he enid.

“*What can't you understand #'

“Durance! Of course, I hardly know
the chap; it's & year or more since I
saw him. We were thrown togother for
& couple of days on a holiday, owing to
our paters meeting. I don't know hLim
much, Buat——"

o oand
iim "
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T But what?” asked Redwing, per-
plexcd.

“Well, it's odd! Durance, =o far as I
remomber him, was a good-tempored,
good-natured chap—a bit teo much so, I
remember thinking at the time, Not
the kind of chap to bear a grudge, even
for a real injury.’

Redwing stared,

"My hat! He's changed a lot, then,
it a vear,”” he zaid.

“1 remember him taking an awful lot
of trouble to help a cat that had fallen
mto a ;;::md," saig]l Vernon-B8mith. “He
made his clothes frightfully muddy, and
kept me hanging about, and I called
him & fool. Dioes that kid yonder strike
vou a3 that sort of chap¥”

“"Not in the slightest,” said Redwing
in astonishment. “ Not the least bit in
the world.”

dilfer-

“And his
ent—'"

“But didn’t you say that you hardly
remember his looks ?

looks, too—he's

“Yes, yes; bul —the Founder
wrinkled his brows—"but—but hiz cyes
are diffarent. You noticed their
enlour?"?

“¥os; brown. and jolly sharp,” said
Tom, with & smile.

e —= e =

I met in Devonshire a year ago. It

beats meo hollow."

And in the Bounder's faco, as he
stared aeross the room at the new
junior, there was & vague suzpicion.

“Hallo, halle, hallg!”

The IFamoua Five camo cheerily into
the Rag, and the subject was dropped.
The new junior strolied out of the room,
and was not scen again till bed-time.
When the Remove went to their dormi-
tory the Bounder oyed him again,
eurtously, suspiciously. the new

‘ - i
,:"Ir i .[‘ :;.I'i" |
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junicr reiled along te No. 4, and turned
the handle of the door. But the door
did not open. % was locked inside.

“ Beast " murmured Buntber.

Evidently, Smithy's new study-mate
was theve. Bunter had known that he
might be there. but he did not nund;
he had already observed the forma
Duronce was on with his study-mintes, 20
he did not expect any trouble from
Purance. TFrom what ko had soen of the
new junior, Bunter opined that he would
be rather entertained than otherwise ad

Mr. Queich opened ihe door of his siudy rather suddenly and enlered, belere Vernon-Smith had time to rise from the arme-

chair. ** Vernon-Smith ! *

“Well, when I saw him in Devonshire,
g year ago, he had blue oves.™

" Smithy I’

“1 didn’t think of it at fist—hut he
had,” zaut Vernon-Bmith; “and nofhing
sharp aboub thewn, either. That [ellow
looks at you like a hawl. A year ago
he did nothing of the kind. Ho had a
healthy mmpﬁ&xian, foo: and now lo
locks pasty, as if he sincked bBimesclf
sick, I'll ewear that be bad blue eyes,
Reddy”

“Well, eves do change their colour,
you know," said the astonished Redwing.
“ Little kids olten have blue cves, thas
chango later to brown.'

“Lut at s age———""

"1 suppoze it would be unusual.
—are you suref”

“I'm quite sure,.”

“Then ib's jolly queer,” snid Roedwine,

“It's quecr—dashed queer, apd T can’t
make the fellow out,” said Vernon-
Smith slowly. "1 don't like hiz looks;
1 don't like hiz wayz; and | don't
remerober bim in the least as the chap

| $3%1

Tho Form master’s voice was very deep.
statlon has arrived, and it appears that be saw nothing of you.
did not, sir ! ** answered the Bounder coolly.

junior noted it, bhe gave it no heed. He
carofully teok no notice whatever of the
Bounder; and when Rodwing eallod ont
a conciliatory “ Cocd-night, Durance!”
lie did not answer. Lvidently it was the
new junior's tdtention to keep his study-
mates at arm's lengih; and that, per-
hapa, added to the vague, half-formed
doubilk and sosnicien that grew in the
Bounder's mind.

Bunter Wants 10 Know !
I% ILLY BUNTER stared.

; burzt of fne weallier after the
rain, amd most of the Rewovites weie
ftaving seen Veroon Smith and  Tom
Redwing go ont on their  bieycles,

THE THIRTEENTII CHAPTER.
It wos the followineg dav, and
classes woere over. There was o
cout of the llouse. Billy Bupler, how-
ever, had  Dusiness ipside the Howose,
Bunder was wiahing o strategic asdvance
an Study Moo 4 in tie Romove., The fat

Did you, or did you not, ¢arry out my instructions ? *
(Fee Chapler 8.)

“* The new boy I gave you insiraciions to meet at tha

4‘1

secing Smithy's tuck raitded. But the
locked door was o “facev.” Why the
noew beast wanted to lock the door waa
n mystery to Bunfer.

Ie ratticd the bhandle,

“Who's therei” called out the sharp
volee of the new junior.

“ Mo answered the Owl of the
Remove,
“Who's “me ' ass ¥

“ Bunter.”

“Well, po and cat coke, Bunter ¥

T say, what have you gob {he door
logked for, Durance ¥

“Find oub!”

“1f you're smoking, you'll jolly well
pet inlo a row,” said Dunler, = Smithy
simokes in the study somctinoes; by
Beddy doesn't liko it And 1 can jolly
well tell you he won't stand 1t froin
you, "

Mo oreply.

“I =ay, urance, let a chap in, and
e a fag,” said Bunter. Y1 rather
like a smoke sometimes, old lellow.™

Tk AMacwer Lapnany,—MNo. 1,130,
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Bilenca. \

*“Look here, you beast, you've mno
right to lock me out of this gtudy!”
bowled Bunter, * M; bolief iz that

vou're bagging Smithy's cake. I know

there's & EEkeEin tha cugahuard. I saw

Smithy getting it at the shop. Look

here, let me in, and we'll go halves.”
“(ear off yvou fat fool!™

«T' tell Smithy you had his cake!®
hoated Bunter.

“Shut up, and clear.” :

“Open this deor, you beast!”

“If I open that door,” came a con-
centrated voice, 'l step out and wipe
up the passage with you! Get out!”

unter ceased to ratile the door-
handle, He did not want the new
junior to step out and wipe up the Be-
move pasage with his [at person. But
ha did neot go. .

In the first place he was curious to
know why the new fellow kept the door
locked.,  Curiosity being Bunter's be-
setbing sin. In the second place he
guspected him of being engaged in bag-

ing the cake in the study cupboard—

e cake upon which Bunter's heart was
get, Durance was, in Bunter’s opinion,
just the mean sort of rotter to bag a
follow’s cake while & fellow's back was
turned.

S0, having planced up and down the
passage, and asce that no one
was in the offing, Bunter stooped out-
gido the door, and applied hiz eye to
the keyhole. Keayhole work was
exactly in Bunter's Dine. There was
hardly o keyhole at Greyiriars to which
ha had not applied an eye or 2n eat.
The number of kickings he had carned
by such practices was countless, But
kiokings had no effect on William
George Bunter—or only a temporary,
passing cffect

Any fellow who had pessed while

Bunter had his eye to the kjﬁhﬂ&a of
No. 4 Studi‘ would undoubtedly have
bestowed a kick upon him. Bub there
was nobody in the
gave Bunter., And
study at his ease.
, As 1t hni;peued the study table was
in & dirset line with the deor. Bunter's
eve picked up, first of all, the study
table, then the new junior sitting at it.
He was not smoking, neither was he
eating & cake. He had a pen in his
hand, and appearad to be at work.

Bunfer blinked. Why a fellow
should lock the study door befors he
pat down to an exercise, or to write an
impot was a mystery, The obvicus ex-
planation was that Duranece wag nol
engaged upon eoither an impot or an
excrcise, but upon something that he
did not desire other eyes to sce—somoe
letter, porhaps, that was against the
rules, or something of the kind.
Bunter wanted to know, chiefly becanse
it did not concern him.

hﬁ.E he spw farther, from his vant-
age-ppint of the keyhole, was really
rurprising.  Propped up against the
inkstand, in front of the seated junior,
was & fragment of paper. SBomething
was written on it, but what ik was=
Bunter could not discern.

But that the new junior was copying
what was on the paper was clear from
his actions.

Every time he wrote 8 few words be
would raise his eyes from the foolseap
befors him, and look sharply at the
paper propped against the inkstand.

Plainly he was working from a copr,
yet the picee of paper ab the inkstand
was not large enough to contain much
in the way of writing. It {ollowed that
the new Junior was copying over and
aver again whatever it contained.

His oecupation, in fact, looked ex-
actly like that of a fellow who was
copying a picture. But it was nok o
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anssage ab prasent,
e klinked into the

picture he was drawing. He was writ-
ing line ‘after line.

?f Billy Punter had been curious be.
fora, he was
now.

What on earth was Durance copyin
from that fragront of paper, over an
over again, covering sheets of foolscap
with the copy?

Bunter saw him detach the top sheet
from the sheaf of foolseap, and crumple
it in his hand and throw it aside, and
start on the next sheat. Ie must have
written tho thing AOfty times over &b
least, whatever 1t was. DBut what the
thump was 1£7 -

Bunter was breathless with inguisi-
tiveness. INever had his short sight
scemed such a handicap to the Owl of
the RE]IlﬂTﬁ; He blinked E;Im-:rsﬁ 11:
agony at the paper prop BEALNG
the inkstand, butp all Ph& E{:uld make
out was that it contained only two
words, Mo fancied he could make
out & capital A at the beginning
of the first word, and a capital D at
the beginning of the second, but he
could not be sure,

Whatever those two mysterious words
were, the new junior was copying them
out over and over again.

He finished the second sheet, and
lifted it from the table, and examined
it with his hawk-like eyes. Bunter
almost gasped with relief; for by that
action the new junior had lifted the

burning with curiosity
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THIS CLEVER EFFORT
" bags " one of this weck's useful
leather poacket wallets.

A lively voung Tellow nameod
uift

Thrqwal bad uuq at Bnoap,
but—*"' BIff1 "
it fanded on Qualoh,
With a soft, iuin! squalich,
And caused a most horrible
* nifr."n

Sent in by P. Hunter, of
8, Brandiforth Street, School Lane,
Bamber Bridge, nr. Preston.
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sheet he had covered with writing into
the range of Bunter's vision.

Bunter fairly jumped.

“* Arthur Durance.

That was what was written on the
foolscap. Ovwer and over again, cover-
ing the sheet, witke those two words
incessantly repented.

Whataver Bunter had expected, he
had not expected that. He began fo
wonder whether the new fellow was in
his right mind.

Obviously, now, the paper propped
angainst the inkstand bore the name of
Arthur Durance. That was the copy
that the fellow was reproducing again
and again,

Had it been some other fellow’s name
that he was copying with such patient

aing, Bunter migﬁt_ have suspected

im of getting a little practice in
forgery, though hizs object would still
fiave boen o mystery,

But ik was his own name. YWhy on
earth should a fellow sct up a cony of
hiz own name, and reproduce 1% on
sheet after sheet of paper? ,

He was copying it down again and
aguwin, with infinite care, just os if it
was some other fellow's namn he wanted
to be able to write without deleetion.

Bunter heard the new junior give a
grunt, as if not satisfied with his efforts.
He sat down apoin and started on a
fresh sheet of foolscap.

Bunter's further observations were
suddenly stopped. In his intense in.
terest 1n the new junior's mysterious

THE MAGNET

forgoften that he wus rather a con-

iciuouz object, stooping at the study
oor, i any fellow came into the pass-
age. And he did not hear, or heed,
foctsteps approaching. He was sud-
denly made aware of the arrival of Dob
Cherry on the spot by a kick that sent
him relling away from the door of the
study, to sprawl, gasping, along the
foor.

“Ow 1 gplutterad Dunter.

Bob glared down at him,

“¥You fat rotter "

Beast] Wow! I wasn't
through the keyhole!” gasped
Dunter. “Owl Wow! You suspicious
beast! Ow ¥

Bob Cherry thumped at the door.

“Hallo! Hallo! Hallo, Smithy!"
he bawled.

" ¥ernon-8mith's  not
back a sour voice.

Bolb turncd the handle of the door,

“It’s locked ! gasped Bunter,

“What the~thump is it locked for "
Bolb shook the handle, * Hallo ! Hallo
Hallo! ¥You there, Reddy?"

“ Redwing's not here.”

“What the dickens have you locked
the door for, Durance "

“No bizney of yours”

“Oh, quite!” said Bob. *But you'd
better learn to answer a bit more
civilly, if you don't want & thick car,
you surly worm !
~"I'm at work., I don't want to be
interrupted,” answerad the new junior,
more eivilly., *“ That's all.”
~ "0h, all right! Bunter scems joll
intevested in your work—that's what :i
was going to tip you”

Bob ewung on down the passage,
;_I'Ili;ara was & sound in the utug:.' of a
ellow jumping up and springing to the
door. Eiﬁy Bunter aﬁqﬂirfmgm his
feet mnd scudded after Bob, and was
gone before sn angry face looked out
of the study. Thoe new junior scowled
along the dpqssagn, shut the doar again,
and Iocked it once mora,

“I say, PBob, old chap!™ sped
Bunter, overtaking Bol Cherry E: l:ha
Bemove staircase.

“Want another kick?” asked Bob,

" Beast

“There's a lot more ready, if you

want them——"

" Yow-ow |
locking

here," came

“Oh, really, Cherry! I say, that
fellow's  mad!”  said Bonter im-
pressively.

“Lh, whoi" asked Bob, startled.

“That men Durance—mad 28 a
hatter | Look here, I'll tell you what
ha was up to——"

“Rats I” answered Bob; and he swung
awiy down the staircase, not in the
least  interested in  lenrming  what
Durance might have been up to, leaving
Bunter with his startling information
bottled up, as it were.

L

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER,
Suspicion !

ERNON-SMITH picked up o loaf
from the tea-table and prepared
to take zim at a fat face
that blinked in at the door.

Tom Redwing langhed. The two had
eome in to tea, and they had the study
to themselves.  'The new jumior had
left it before they came inm, and was
not appearently teaing in the study him-
self. He had alrendy made it clear
that he did not intend to use the study,
if he could help it, while the DBounder
was there, so his study-mates were not
likely to see him inm Study No. 4 ezcept

for prep.
“I say, wyou fellows——" bepgan
Bunter, with o wary blink at the

Bounder and the loaf suspended in his

procecding, the Owl of the Remove had hand.
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“Where will you have 161" asked
Bmithy.

“I say, I've pobl somecthing to tebl
j‘ﬂ'l-j"—”

“Tell somebody else,” suggested Red.
wing.

“0h, really. you know! If yon
fellows like having a balmy lunatic in
the study—"

TAre you going "

“Y came hero to give you tha tip™
gaid Bunter. *I can jolly well tell you
hae's mad 1™ ;

“Who1” demanded the Dounder, in
astonishment.

“Durance.”

"Fathead I" said Redwing.

“Well, if you knew what he was up
to in this study, while you fellows were
out—" said Bunter.

“Rubbish ! said Redwing.

But the Bounder lowered the loaf
to the table, which Bunter took as a
sign that he might enter in safety. He
rolled in. )

“Shut the door 1* said Smithy curtly.

PBunter shut the door.

“MNow what's this about Durance?™

“Look hers, Smithy, you don't want
to hear Bunter tattle about a chap,”
remonstrated Redwing.

“T do!™ answered the Dounder
coolly. “Durance is rather too queor a
fellow for my teste. If he's been up
to anything in thiz study, I woant to
know.™

“Well, he hasn't, and can't have
bean,™

“Let's hear it, Bunter,” said Vernon-
Smith. “Let that cake alone, you fat
cormorant ™

“0bh, really, Smithy—*"

“Cough it up! You con bag the cake
afterwards.”

“0Oh, all right!” PBunter crammed
cake into his mouth as & preliminary
and then proceeded with & somewhat
impadad utterance: 1 say, I came
hers, and he had the door locked. 1
didn’t come after this cake, you know.
1 was just going to drop in and—and

ask you how you were, you know.
Well, he had the door locked, and I
saw him—"

“How the thump did you see him if
ha had the door locked?” demanded
Tom Redwing. .

“That's nothing to Bunter,” grinned
the Bounder. * Bunter will always know
what on in a study so long as they
make keyholes to doors.”

Redwing made a grimace of disgust.
Certainly he had no desire to learn
what Bunter had discovered by such
methods, The PBounder was less
secrupulous in  such matters; and
besides, he was vaguecly suspicious of
his new study-mate, and disliked him
keenly. Ha bad made one more attempt
that day to approach the new fellow on
friendly terms, and had been repulsed
without nﬁramnng That was more than
enough for the Bounder.

Billy Bunter filled his capacious mouth
apain with cako., Then he proceeded
with his story. )

Vernen-Smith certainly was keen to
hear anything to the discredit of the
fellow he disliked, and who had snubbed
him. But he had not expected to hear
anything like this, and he wa= amazed.
Redwing listened with equal amaze-
maent.

That strange occupation of the new
junior, behind a locked study door, wos
vnough to surprize any fellow. Redwing
regarded the Owl of the Remove sus-
plelously.

“1 suppaose 1t's all gammon,” he said
at last. “Why should the chap be copy-
ing out his own name? It's all rot.
Anvhow, I don't see any harm in it,”

"Well, 1t shows he's ecracked,” =mid
Bunter, =till busy with the cake. *“1I
thought I'd warn you fellows that he's

eracked. Would a chap sit down for
hours wr}tm% his own name over and
over again, from & copy if he wasn't
cracked 7

“Not without a jolly good reason,”
saud the Bounder. ‘There was a wrinkle
of deep thought in SBmithy's brow, and
his eyes gleamed strangely. “Yon're
suro of what you're saying, Bunter?™

“¥ watched him—-—-="

“He had o paper stuek up, with the
name Arthur Durance on it, and was
copying out the name over and over
again [

“That's it
shows he's potty.”

“Asz it's his own nama!” repeated
the Bounder, in a tone that made Red-
wing stare at him, though Bunter was
too busy with the cake to heed. * Yes,
o follow who ecopies out his own name
over and over again for nothing must
i:m_Emt-t;.f well cracked. Does Durance
strifte you as being cracked, Reddy?”

“Not in the least.”

“Nor me,” assented the DBounder.
“What did he do with the papers alter-
wards, Bunter 1V

“I don’t know. That beast Cherry
came along and kicked me—"

“Good !” said Redwing.

i Bﬂﬂﬁt I.'lll

“If you've finished with that eake,
Bunter, vou can cut.”

“I_ha-vc:u’l' finished,

“Well, get on with it and blow away.”
_Bunter was not finished with the cake
till the cake was finished. Tea in Study
No. 4 being over by that time, there was
no further inducement to tha Owl of
tha Remove to remain in the study, and
he rolled away,

The Dounder remained for some time
buried in deep thought. Tom Redwing
glanced at him soveral times uncasily.

* Look here, Smithy,” he said at last.
“This is no business of ours, ecven if
Durance acted as queerly as Bunter

As it's his own name it

)

sayﬂ‘? “What have you got In your head
now

“I'm thinking, old bean,” gaid the
Bounder guietly, "and Id jolly well
lika to sea those sheets of foolscap that
Durance was writing on.™

He rose frony his chair and picked u
the waste-paper basket, and searche
through the odds and onds in it, Red-
wing watched him with uneasiness and
distagte in his looka,

“ Mothing here,” said the Bounder.
“He's jolly careful, ‘There's been a bira
in the study—he burned the papers
afterwards, of course.”

“I don’t see why he shonld take the
iroubla.”

“You wouldn't,” agreed the Bounder,

He crossed to the grate. The fire wos
burning; the October day was cold. In
the fender were two or three scraps
burnt paper, but they were only tiny
frapments.

“ Nothing—except that it shows that
somebady has been burning Eu‘tlgeru
here,” remarked the Bounder. “That
fellow will never leave & clue behind
him—he's too deep for that. Decp as
e 18, he never counted on Bunter and
his keyhole stunts.” Ha turned to Red-
wing, with o ecurious smile on his face,
“You don't ses anything in  this,
Roddy #*

“Nothing at all, I cen't understand
why you're taking any interest in it."

‘“Although I told you yesterday that
Arthur Durance had bloe eves when I
knew him a year ago in Devenshire.”

Redwing stared.

“TWhat on earth has the eolour of hid
eves to do with it 1 he ejaculated,

“Lots, perhaps!® .

“You're talking in riddles, Smithy"

“Every riddle has an answer,” said
Vernon-8mith, *“Durance is rather o
riddle and I'm going to get the solution,
if T can. Think & minute, Reddy—it's

(Continued on next page.)
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Little did the young Naval officer dream of
the tragic events in store, when on a wild winter
night of wind and storm he took shelter in a
desolate old house on a bleak stretch of the
coast. In
the finding of which Eg'nv:& the start of
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pot much in your line, buf think a
minute! When a [ellow sticks up a
signature and copies it over and over
agsin, what does 1t mean?"

“If it was somebody else’s signature
it would look as if he wns practising
forgery, of course,” snid Redwing. “But
&f it was his own I suppose it would
mean that he could find nothing better
to do—or that he was cracked.™

"Exactly, And hs could find a lot
of things %Etter to do, if he hilked, and
he's not cracked.” 1

Redwing laughed impatiently,

“Do you think he was practizsing to
forge his own signature, then?"”

“Porhaps 1" seid the Bounder coolly.
#Durance has changed so much since I
saw him a ugear ago that his signature
may have changed, too, and he may be
trying to get back to the original.”

Tom Redwing looked at him hard.

“That 5:}1::1{&-: as if you're cracked
vourself, Emith?: or else you're frying
to pull my leg.”

““Wa shall see !”

“Look here, Smithy, you've got some-
thing on your mind—what is it?" ex-
claimed Redwing uneasily.

“T'lI tell you alfter prep.”

“Why alfter prep!”

“Because we shall see Durance at

prep. He can’t keep away from the
stucly then™

i, —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.
A Thunderbelf !

ABRRY WHARTON was standing
H in the doorway of Study No, 1,
waiting for Nugent to come in
to prep, when the Bounder came
up the Remove staircase and stopped to
speak. Wharten noted that he gave a
swift glance up and down the passage,
evidently to ascertain that thera was no
one  within  Learing, and wondered
why.
“Cioing in to prep?” asked Vernon-
Biniti.
“ Yes, when Frank comes up.”
“Think vou could cut it a bit short
thiz cvening ¥
“Eh, why?"
“1 want you to dvop into my study
before prep’s finished.™
“IJo you mean that there's something
on ?!‘:"
“Yos."
“Waoll, what is it 7" asked Wharton.

“I want you fo come in while Durance

is there.”
Harry Wharton stared.
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FLOATING

FACTORIES!

the © zood old days" catching whales and bringing them back 1o port was

:ﬁed ﬁmf and lengthy job. Nowadays, however, the modern whilexjss veritable

floating factory, whase hands work at top speed tq extract the o amd other
valuable substances from the monsters of the deep.

Welrd Crait.

ANY fellows would promptly

M plump on the naval aireraft

carriers as the guecrest ships

nfloat. Others would declare

tha dilapidated Chineso junks that

pwarm thickly on that country’s turgid

streams to take the palm for gencral

weirdness, DBoth guesses would be
Wrong.

The fellow who keeps right up-to-date
with things appertaining to the sea
knows that the strangest craft to-day are
the huge whaling ships which have
doors, or ports, cighteen feet across,
either in the bows or the sicrn, through
“h;;:;nlh esighty-feet long whales are hauled

iy !

Thgj.l' are building a whole fleet of
these floating factories, for use by the
MNorwegian whale-catchera. One of them,
s 20,000 tonner, cost L275.000 to con-
struct. But she will speedily carn back
her cost, plus some fat profits for her
OWRErs.

All Aboard !

Tha strange doors of these ships make
the transformation of captured whales
into hard cash & very much more simple
matter than it used to Lo, In the old
days the shot whalez had to be blown
up with air—like colossal bailoonz—so
that they should float. Then the boat
with ita catch got back as quickly as
possible to its “flagship " and handed
over the mass of animal that it was
towing.

The Dapship took all the captured
animals, fastoned them to her stern, and
then steamed back to her home port,
where the factory happencd to bo situ-
ated. There the monsters were skinped
and thoe blubber beoiled down to extract
the valuable oil=—about seventy barrels
of whirh ean be seccured from quite a
moderate-sized whale.

That meant loss of time, and time to
the whale-hunters means money. Henco
these new eraft which have appeared on
the scene.

with harpoon guns, gather their catch,
s0 the whales are towed bhack to the ship
which iz waiting, with open doors, to
take the great crentures aboard.

The big factory ship grabs the dead
and inflated oceoan monster by the fail
and draws it into the interior—the entire
eighty feet or sp of it, by means of
derricks and win¢hes which can hoist
thirty or forty tons at a time.

1,500 Barrels of Oll Per Day !

There are about 200 men aboard one of
thosa queer ships, and those not actually
employed in working the vessel have the
job of tending. the huge steam-heated
boilers on the decks. Into these boilers
the chopped-up whale blubber goes, until
all the oil is extraeted. The residue is
simply blown overboard by means of
steam and comprossed air, and the next
batch of blubber is started on.

The floating oil-factories can each deal

with about fifteen full-sized whales. a
doy, getting from them 1,500 barrels of
oil. The bone: are not wasted—there

12 even a profitable use for these, and
that means still more monay.
_Another product is spermacettl, vsed
in making omtments, which iz got {rom
the whale's head by the bucketful.
Somctimes there 1z also a lucky find in
the whale's intestines, in the form of
very valuable ambergris. As much as
£4,000 worth of this has been secured
from ono whale.

The Shell Harpoon.

There is litfle chance for any whale
when the modern shell harpoon 15 used
against 1t. Onee they chased whales an
the hitwor-miss principle, with the old
hand harpoon. Now their weapon is
ever so more deadly.

It 1z fired from a pun on deck, and
when the shell harpoon hits the whale
it explodes in it body. So there iz no
sirugeling and Heliting now.  Onee hit,
the whale is a goner. It ouly remains
to haul it up to the ever-epen deor of the
factory ship and start boiling it almost

Now, as the boats, armed at once,

THE MAGNET

"I can't say I specially want to see
the chap,” he said.

"Very likely, but I want you to be
progent.”

“1If it's a row, Bmithy, I'd rather kee;:-
on the outside of it, if you'll excuse me,"
gaid Wharton rather dryly.

“It's not a row, I just want you to
drop in and stay a fow minutes, while
Durance is there, I've got a renson.”

“I don't see why you can’t tell me the
reason, theo ™

The Bounder grunted.,

“1f you won't, you won’t,” he said,
“but I’ve asked you to, and you might
as well do as I ask.”

“Oh, I'll come,” said Harry, “but
you're jolly mysterious.”

“I'll expect you, then™

And the PBounder went along the
Remove passage, leaving Wharton per-
plexed and not quite satisfied.

Vernon-Smith went into No. 4. Hed-
wing was there, getting out his books,
but the new juniar had not yet come in.
Whon he came in, a little later, the
Bounder was at work, and he di-.‘i not
laok up or heed his entrance in any
way.

The three juniors worked in silence,
Redwing, in his pood-natured war,
would have given the new fellow assist-
ance, but it was plein from hiz manner
that he wanted to be left alone, and
Tom left him alone.

Prop in Study No. 4 was not yet
finizhad when Harry Wharton came in.

The Bounder looked up with a smila.

“Take a pew, old bedn, til we'ro
done.”

Wharton straddled & chair, his arms
leaning on the back of it, and waited
for the three to finich. He waas puzzied.
and not [eeling quite comfortable. All
the Remove knew that there wazs mutual
hostility in Study No. 4, and nobody,
naturally, wanted to be mixed up In
it. If & “row "™ was coming the captain
of the Remove intended fo clear as sonn
as he saw signs of it. But, so far, there
did not seem to-be any clond on the
horizon.

The new juntor was the hrst to rise
from the table. But the Dounder
immediately left his books.

“Hold on a minute, Durance,” he said
quetly.

The new junior looked at him.

1 think I've =aid alreade that 1
profer vou not to speak to me, Vernon-
Smith " he satd.

"l !

“1'd like yon to remember it.”

With that the new junior meoved fo-
wards the door.

“Hold on a minute, all the same™
said Vernon-Smith., unmoved. “You
can keep to vourself as much as you
like, Durance, bt vou ecan’t expeet o
keen something that belongs to me.”

he new junior turned quickly.

“What do yvou mean? @'ve got no-
thing of yvours that I dnow of.”

“YVou've forgotten?”  asked the
Bounder sarcastically., “Well, a year is
rather 2 long time to remember a
frifle.” i

The new junior drew in his- bBreath
gnickly. )

“If vou'll explain what you mean—-="
he began. )

“T'm speaking of myv fountain-nen.”

“Your fountzin-pen,” repeated the
pew junior, staring,

YWharton made an uneasy movement,

“It's all right, Wharton,” said the
Bounder reassuringly. *“It's not a row.
Durance doesn’t want to keep another
chap’z fountain-pen,” He looked at the
new junier asain. “I've got another
fountain-pen, Durance, and it's not an
important makter, but all the same, you
may as well return the one I lent you”

“1 don't remember—" beran the
new junier hesitatingly.

“1 suppose yvou remetniber the day we



EVERY SATURDAY

had at Bideford, when we stopped at
tha Ship to write picture posteards?™

“What about that1” .

“Only I lent you my fountain-pen to
write them, and you never returned it
te me, If you've still got it T want it,
that's all.” X

“I fancy I returned it ol the time”
answered the new junior.

“And I fancy you didn’t,” said Ver-
non-Smith. "?v was called away while
you were writing your cards, and left
vou using it. I EHF%D&E vou remcrober
that your father left for Exeter the
next day, and you went with him, and
I saw you only for a minute.”

“I remember that, of course. But I'd
forgotten all about the fountain-pen—
it's & long time ago—™"

“I1 daresay, but you haven’t forgotten
t?a} I lent 1t to you now I remind you
of it."

“0Of ecourse not, and if I can find it
anywhere I'll return it to you,” snapped
the new junior. “And if I can't, I'll
buy you a new one.”

“1 don’t want a new onoe,” said tha
Bounder coolly., I want the same
one, Yon know I told you it was
given mo by my Uncle Richard.”

“I know all about that.”

“Well, what have you done with it ¥
asked the Bounder.

“I lost it some time alterwards, Tt
may turn up again—if not, I'll—I'll buy
you & new one, as [ zaid. And that's
all I want to hear about it.”

And the new junior walked out of tha
study and elammed the door after him.

There was silence in Study No. 4,
The peculiar smile on Herbert Vernon-
Smith's face caused both Redwing and
Wharton to stare ot him. Farry 'EVhap
tonn roso from his chair,

“Well, I'm blessed if T sce what
you wanted me here for, Smithy,” he
said, “I'll eut along.”

“Wait & minute! I wanted you as a
witness,”

“A witness!” ejaculated Wharton.

“Just that!”

“A witness to what?” demanded the
captain of the Remove.

“A witness to the fact that some
cheating rascal has come to Greylriars
calling himself Arthur Durance, whon
he is not Arthur Durance at all 1™ said
tha Bounder deliberately.

A pin might have been heard to drop
in Study No. 4 for some momoents after
tho Bounder had spoken. Wharton and
Redwing gazed at him almost in stupe-
fzction.

“What?” pgasped Wharlon at last.
“8mithy! What do you meani"”

“1 mean precize what I eay,™
answered Vernon-Bmith, with i1gr cool-

ness. " That fellow cails himself Arthur
Duarance; he is no more Arthur Durance
than I am.,”

“"¥ou must be potty 1™ said Wharton
blankly.

“T'va just proved it.*

“Proved it1" reEmted Redwing.

“You heard me| :

“What utter rot!™ said Redwing.
“You spoke about something that hap-
penﬁd "i'i'hl:!ﬁ vou werg with the ::t!mF
it Devonshire, and he remembered it all
clearly.”

“1 spoke about something that did
not happen.™

“Wha-a-at ¥

"He remembered,” said the Bounder
sardonically, *how we stcg:ped to write
picture posteards at the Ship Hotel in
Bideford; how I lent him a fountain.
pen my Uncie Richard had given me;
how he left next day for Exeter with
his father M

“Well 7 zaid Wharton.

“Well,” said the Bounder, with the
sama cool deliberation, “when I was
in Devonshire that time with Arthur
Durance we never went near Bideford:
I never lent him s fountain-pen; wao
never wrole any pictura posteards: I
have no uncle named Richard, and his
father never went to Exeter at all”

“gh I” gasped Wharton,

“I was laying & trap to cateh him if
he was an impostor,” said the Bounder.
“He walked right into it. It's his cue
to pretend to remember anvthing that
iﬁ.;ﬁ)}pened to Durance, as he's pretending

e Durance. He's dedging danger by
keeping on bad terms with me—tao keep
from n.n{‘]::'!mnussmn of the tima I knew
hirn., 13 o¢yecs are  brown, and
Duranco’s eyes were hlue a year ago.
He's spent gc:urs copying the signaturo
of Arthur Durance from a fragment of
aper, which ho must have got off
uratnce. And he's no more Duranco
than he's the Head of Greyfriars.”
There was another long silence
Study No. 4.
“¥ou—you're sure, Smithy?" stam-
mered Redwing.
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The,new junier walked out of the siudy and slammed the
door with a bang.
““1 wanted you as a witness to the fact that that cheating
rascal has coma to Greyiriars calling himself Arthur
Durance,” sald {he Bounder deliberately, “He B
no more Arthur Durance than ¥ am|[?*

gasped Wharlon.

Vernon-Smith turned towards Wharton.

“Ohl®
(See Chapter 15.)

“There's no doubt whatever,™

. “DBut—ii he's not Durance—it seemd
impossible—how could lLe get here—
speofing the Head—"

“He's got Durance's things, and he's
taken Durance’s namo, But he’s not
Arthur Durance.®

“But,” Wharton gasped, *ii he's not,
then where is Durance?”

“That young villain knows.”™

"Good heavens!” muttered Wharton.

Again there was a silence. The
Bounder broke it.

“TI've proved it—to myself, at least.
I've made it clear to you fellows. But
I'm not saying that 1t's clear enough
for Quelch or the Head! It's too steep
a story to be taken to the Head with-
out sgmething more substantianl to go
on. But that fellow 1z an impostor—
and the Arthur Durance I knew in
Devonshire has been put awsy some-
where where he can’t interfere. That's
how the matter stands.”

“But—"" said Wharton, and broke

off again. His mind was almost in a
whirl,

“You don't think-I've got it right?™
azked Smithy sarcastically.

“Well, it sounds frightfully steep.”

“T know that! MNothing's going to be
said outside this study till I've got it
clear, Dut “—the Bounder set hiz lips,
and his face hardened like iron,
“.&rthpr Durance, tho fellow I knew,
has disappenred, and this fellow has
come herc in s name, Durance is
going fo be found, and this rascal is
going to be shown up to all Groyiriara
us an impostor and a cheat—and I'm
going to do it—somehow 1

THE END,

{(When Vernon-Smitlh declares he's
going to felthom something out, you can
het your sweel lfe he'll do it Took
out, then, for o rattling fine story in:
“PHE SCHOOLDOY DETECTIVE!M™
which will appear in next week’s bumper
izsue of the MaiaNer.)
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At Hungerford Manor !

ERCENDING the winding, un-
D even road, Paul Darc and Dick
Kenton came at length to the
massive iron gates which opdned
on to the wide avenue leading up to
Hungerford Manor. Both wers silent as
they rode up to the old-fashioned portico
where o proom came hastening round
from the stables to hold their horacs.

“Healp seo to the horses, Dick,”™ szaid
Faul, dismounting.

“I will, Master Hungerford,” replied
Dick, and promptly switched hiz gaze
to the staring groom to see what he
thought of that,

Then, as the horses were being led
away, Paul, with strangely beating
heart, mounted the wide, low steps to
the great cpen front door.

In response to his knock, it was
opened by a serving man who
stared at him guestioningly.

“Is Bir Crispin Hungerford
st home?' asked Paul, scarce
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“You—you are Bir Crispin Hunget-
ford 7" stammered Paul

“Yes," replied the other, his wvoice
grave and kindly, “I understand you
wished to see moe?"

Poul advanced s stop, striving desper-
ately to keep o grip on himself,

“*8ir,” he said huskily, “I am your
son—Paul 17

At that moment the rays of the set-
ting sun shone in through the library
windows full on the boy's pale features
and staring eyes.

Bir Crispin started, with sharp inteke
of breath. Then he sprang forward, his
fingers gripping vice-like on the bey's
shoulders, {:is eves peering hungrily into
the boy's face. For a long moment thus
he stood, then, in & voice broken by a
sob, he whispered:

The shadow of the guillotine sireiches even
to the shores of England,

of’ the

LLOTINE/s

For in hiding there

GEQ. E.ROCHESTER.

{ Introduction on
noxt page.)

England which had terminated so
happily that evening bencath the roof
of Hungerford Manor.

“"Mone knows the identity of Will-p'-
tlm-“-'iisp., sir,” he said. "But when I
told him that I was Paul Hungerford
he seemed strangely moved and said he
knew you well.”

“He did, ch¥” exelaimed Sir Crispin.
“I wonder now who he could bo?
Deseribe him, lad."”

1 am_ afraid that is rather diffiounlt,
sir,” replied Paul, “for ho was alwavs
in some disguise or other. But he was
tall and [ithe of huild, tanned of
feature, and with thin-lipped mouth
and blue eyes.”

Sir Crispin shook his head,

“Ah, I ]-pmw a full dozen who answer
that description,” he said, “and every
one of them would be moved to learn
you were Panl Hungerford.™

“He did not appear to doubt that I
was your son, sir,” said Paul slowly.

And although 1 knew, myself, that
Sunsarge was not lying when he told me
of my birth, yet I have often wondered
on my journey hera how [
would be reccived. For apart
from the word of Sansargoe I
carricd no proof that I was

kﬁ?;t;;,g;ﬂhﬁtrz?ﬁetf:ﬂ ‘man Is Mﬂ-ﬂi&!‘ﬁ_, ﬂ?ﬂ *famﬂus' French spy. And FG:FET?:-?JHI are  wrong ther

eivilly. = Malliard’s job it is to bring back Paul Dare paul”" roplied Sir Crispin

P]:E{m should like to ses him, to the fate he has onece so narrowly escaped ! g;;w:itga “for in your me
= GYer oo,

I will  tell him,  sir," mother died jnrsmﬁﬂ littla tiﬂnt'::
l'lj‘I:r]lElé the man. “What name shall 1 “Her eyes—her features—your own after you were born, but you have her
give? . dear mother-——" cyes, her overy feature. Ah, lad, how

Faul hesitated. Next instant Paul was enfolded in like her you have grown—I should have

“It does nob matter about my name,”
he replied slowly. “Tell him I am
from France and have news for him.”

“Very good, sir,” replied the servant,
and withdrew,

In a few moments he returned.

“Will you please to come this way,”
be said.

Paul followed the man along & wide

hallway to & door which the servant
opened. Standing aside, he wushered
Paul iote = large and comfortably-

furnished library, and then withdrew,
guietly closing the door behind him.

A _tall, white-haired man, with fine
squiline features, rose from the arm-
chuir in which he was seated and turned
towards the boy,
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¢lose embrace, and, with eyes  BSWim
with sudden tears, Sir Crispin was

MUTrMuring :
My boy!™

gl EHE.' boy!
An Paul Hungerford

thus Came
home.

Paul and his father sat long that
night, for they had much to say to each
other. Paul told of his carly days spent
in the littio hamlet of Fontnoy; of how
he had been sent to Paris before the
Revolution came: and of how, on the
eve of hizs exceution, he had learned
the secret of his birth from the lips of
Sansarge.

Ho told of his reseue by the mys.
terious Englishman, Will-o'-tho-Wisp,
and of his subsequent journey to

known you anywhere.”

Sir Crispin sab silent & few moments,
and then went on:

“But now that you are home we must
help you to forget the unhappy past.
Here, in the peace and security of this
sheltered spot, you will find much with
which to occupy your time. You are
Egulng', and ugly memories will soon

“1,!__”

“Mothing would make me happier
than the thought that I could remain
haere all my life,” replied Paul sombrely,
staring inte the fire, “Yet the day
may come when I must return  to
France.™

“Why, lad, what do rou meant"
exciaimed Bir Crispin.

“I mesn,” replied Paul, “that I am
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France should
have need of

e‘}eﬂgﬂd to return to
ill-o'-the-Wisp ever
ma."” .

“But gurely your life is forfeit if you
set foot again 3 France P questiomed
SBir Crispin in dismay, ;

“Yes,' lied Paul; “but if a sum-
mons comes I must go. Sir, you would
not have mo refuse?™ L.

“Nay,” responded Sir Crispin: "for
he iz doing & noble work and you have
given your word, But I am human
enough to pray God that now you are
safe home agaiu such a summons wil
never come.’

Tha two were interrnpted then by the
entrance of Sir Giles Loder, a bluff and
hearty English country gmtlnman.

“I make no apology for the latencss

of the hour, Crispin,” he cried. “That
rascal, Dick Kenton, rode over with
the great news and I came at once. So
this 12 Master Paul, 1s it?" he went on,
gripping Paul by the shoulders apd
azing down good-humouredly into the
oy's face. “Egud, young sir, if half
of what Dick has told ma ig true then
vou've bhecn through stirring times.
Tut Hungerford stock was bound to
come out on top—bound to come ouk
on top. It's the hest stock in England
~I've always said s0!”

And then, when Sir Giles had been
comfortably ensconced in a chair with a
great glass of fine old claret’ at his
elbow, Paul had to tell once again of
his adventures to which Sir Giles
listened with much astonishment and
many ejaculations of wonderment and
amazement. .

But at length, so worn out with the
excitement of the day that he could
scarce keep his eyes open any longer,
Paul bade his father and 8ir Giles
“ Good-might " And nfter promising to
ride over tnh Loder Court liln_:"!. the first
opportunity he went up to his room.

FEIE_ atood & few moments by his bed-
room window, looking out across the
moon-hathed landscape and the distant,
silver waters of the bay. Nothing broke
the stillness, and the all-pervading hush
which seemed to enfold the grand old
manor brought a fuller renlisation to
the weary boy that he had indeed at
long last emerged from storm and stress
to safe and poaceful harbourage.

Tha days which followed slipped
quickly by for Paul. He spent hours
in the saddle, riding round the wvast
Hungerford estate with his father, and
time and again he was deeply touched
by the Lkindly and sincere welecome
which was accorded him by everyonme,
from cottager to landowner. Then there
wero occasional wisits to Loder Court
and Hedlicott and other mansions
owned by neighbours and friends of 8ir
Crispin. 8o many invitations did Paul
receive that had accepted a [raction
of them he would have spent few nights
at Hungerford Manor.

He was supremely happy—happier
than he had ever been before.  And
yot there were times when, like a
shadow on his soul, sad scenes came
back to him with stark and terrible
vividness; times when he heard again
the creek of the tumbrils, the roar of
tita mob, and the thud of the falling
knife.

Ha had been at Hunpgerford Manor
about a fortnight, when one morning
he descended to the breakfast-room to
find a somewhat foppish, dissipated-
looking young gentleman lounging in
front of the fira with hiz shoulders
sgainst the mantelpieca,

“Cood-morning,  gir,” said Paul,
thinking the fellow must be some neigh-
bour, whom he had not yet met, paving

sn early call, :
“ Ah, good - morning,  brother®

returned the other, holding out a well-
manicured, if somewhat shaky, hand.
“Faith, don’t stare, man; I am your
brother I

“AMy—my brother " stammered Paul

“Yes, your—your brother,” mimicked
the stranger. * Bui, mavbe, you were
unaware until this moment that you had
& brother, Our respected parent, in his
wisdom, may have refrained from
mentioning mo. Ahl, bhitter hlaw "

“You are Eustaca, then?” said Paunl
slowly.  “Yes, father has told me of
you,

“And has said little to my credit, T°11
be bound!® drawled the other.

“He bhas said nothing against you!”
re}:'arted Paul sharply.
No, but has left you to infer it, I
suppose I sneered Eustace,

Faul was szilent. Only once had his
father spoken of Eustace, Poul's elder
brother. He had said little exzcept to
remark that Fustace preferred the
gaiety of London and Bath to the
mietness of Hungerford Manor. But
there had been a sndoess in his eyes
which had told its own tale of disap-
pomntment in his wayward son; and
Paul, realising his father’s unhappiness,
had forborne to question or pursue the
subject further.

And this was Eustace; this weedy,
pallid-faced fop, whose trembling hands
told of late sittings with wine and
cards, With n reluctance of which he
felt ashamed, Paul took the outstretehed
hand, and it was limp and unhealthily
moist in his gras

“There, that's better,” =zid Eustace.
* Brothers should be friends, you know.
Dut let's have & look ot wyou, I've
ridden all the way from Bath speciall
to see you. Faith, everyone in Batﬁ
i3 tuli:mi about you. You must coma
back with me and you'll find yourself
the hero of the hour.”

“Thanks,” replied Paul; “but I am
staying here.”

“0Oh, rubbish!™ drowled FEustace.
"You must come to Bath with me.
Thera's & gcore or more of wagers wait-
ing to be sctiled, and we're depending
on §m11“

“T do not understand.”

“0Oh, lud!” sighed Eustace wearily.
“Must I explain? Well, it's this way.
We all know vou've come from France
and all that, but thera zeems to bs an
element of doubt pw to which side youn
were really on over there. Some say
you were for the aristocrats and others
ui_;mu were for the peopla. I've been
takl

ng bets that you were on the side
of the aristocrats, and

chanes you wercn's,
you were, ¢lse I stan
dred sovercigng——-=

if by some foul
ou'd better say
to lose five hun-
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*“8o that’'s what wyou've come here
for?” cut mm Paul bitterly. *“You con-
temptible hound "

Eustace laughed weakly.

“Don't be so plaguy melodramatis, 1
beg of you!” he said, with an attempt
at an air. “I'm pleased fo ses you
naturally, but you don't imagine,
hope, that I've come here specially to
fall on your neck and embrace you as
my long-lost brother. In our set we'll
wager on anything, and you must admit
that these wagers about which side you
wers on are ecxceedingly droll end
uneommaon,””

Emaedingi;,r droll and wncommon!
Thus the drink-sodden heir of Hunger-
ford Manor could speak of the utterly
callous and deapicahlila wagers made by
him and his frieMds, It was not to
oextend to Paul any hand of welcome
that he had ridden from Bath, not to
bring about what should have been the
happiest of reunions—but ta scitle a
wager, the very nature of which proved
the depths to which Eustace Hungerford
had sunk.

Without a word, Paul turned away,
and, drawin u[;_hta chair, seated him-
ecll at the breakfast table.

“Sulking, e¢h? sneered Eustoce,
Then, with sudden peevish anger: “X
suppose you have associated so long with
clods that Enu have yet to learn tha
manners befitting 8 gentleman |

Paul laughed with genuine amuse-
ment,

“Then I shall come to you, brother
Eustace,” he replied. “I vow I ecould
have no better mentor P

The reply of HEustace took tho form
of a growling mutter in which the
words "impertinence ¥ and “unlicked
cubs  appeared to predominate. But
the entrance of Sir Crispin at that
moment caused him to wipe the scowl
from his face and replace it with =
weak, ingratisting smile.
“Why, Eustacel” exelaimed Sir
advancing with outstretehed
hand. "I am very glad to sce you
here, my boyI"

“I received your letler, sir,” replied
Rustace, taking his father's hand, “in.
forming me that Paul had returned
home, and I have come ns scon aa
possible.”

Sir Crispin gighed, It was ten days
or more ago since he had written to
Bustace telling him of Paul's return,
And as far as the importence of
Eustace’as engagements were concerned
he counld, had he wished, have visited
Hungerford Manor long before this.

And it seemed as though Eustaco saw
what was passing in hiz father's mind,
for he added aar‘neg?j:

“ Believe me, sir, I would have come
earlier had it heen at all possible. But
Algy Loder, with whom I was sharing
rooms, was on the point of leaving for
London when I received wour letter,
and the stubborn fellow ingisted upon
holding me to a promise I had made
to accompany him, I did my best to
put him off, but tkere was no gainsay-
ing him."

“1 see,” said Bir Crispin  gravely.
“Well, now that you are here I hope
ot will be staying some time.”
Eustace, however, did not commik
himself, adroitly turning the gquestion
agide by an inquiry aos to hiz father's
health,  The quietness of Hungerford
Manor soon palled uwpen him, and,
privately, he meant to be off sgain as
soon a8 was commensurate with polite-
ness and good grace.

During breakfast he made himself
wonderfully affabla and agreeable, for it
Wig 1o ﬂgﬁf of his to offend his father,
He plie aul with questions as to his

Tae MacNer LieRany.—No. 1,130,
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doings in France, and listened . saglici-
tously to the hag’u Answars, Trecelv:
them with a medley of ejaculations o
anger, astonishment, and amazement,
Then, with & somewhat safirical
humour, he treated Sir Crispin and
Paul to the latest ip and scandal of
town, a subject which interested neither
of his hearers one whit, but which he
himself found wvastly enturtammf.
Altogether, thought Paul, as he covertly
toole stock of him, an  amusing,
likeabls enough fellow when it suited
him to be so.

Later in the morning Eustace ox-
pressed his intention of going for & ride,
and, forestalling the suggestion which
it was obvious Sir Crispin was about
lli:? make, invited Paul te accompany
1T,

Consequentiy, horses were saddied
and brought round to the front of the
house. Mounting, Paul and Eustace
waved cheery farewell to Sir Crispin
and jogged their horses into motion.
Unce outside the gates of the avenue
they broke into & canter, riding for
SOTNLE f] e i.ﬂ Et!E‘-I’I‘Eﬂ-.

Buddenly Eustace reined in his horse.

“¥ou sea that inn yvonder?™ he said,

inting with his riding-crop towards o
leak, square building standing in grey
and dismal golitude a mile or more
away angd some little distance inland
from the const.

Paul had seen the place often enough
before, and had learned from his father
that it bore a reputation as unsavoury
as its nome, which was Galloweg Inn.
It was owned by a dirty, one-eved
rascal who rejoiced in the high-sound-
ing soubriquet of Jamaica Joe; a name
which hs had most probably earned by
his fondness for the rum which came

from that distant island. Be that as
1t may, Gullows Inn—so it was whis-
pered—was the haunt of smugglers and
worse, and no honest man who valued
either his throat or his ﬁmrae would
venture there after nightfall,

“"Well, do you ses itIV
Eustace impatiently.

“¥es,” replied Paul

“Then, 8ir Prig,” said DEustace,
taking hiz horse short by the head,
“being cursed with a mortal thirst, I'll
race you thera for a puinea—and =a
brandy thrown int™

With that, ho elapped spurz to his
horse and sct off towards the inn at o
reckless, break-neck gallop.

Paul hesitated a moment, then touch-
ing his horse with the whip, followed
more leisurely, The taunting epithet
which FKustuce had used had neither dis-
turbed nor angered him a jot.  But
whilst admitting their probable appeal
io the sporting proclivities of Eustace,
races to inns for stakes of brandiecs and
guineas left Paul cold.

Renching the inn, over the weather-
beaten door of which hung a creaking
sign bearing o, crude replica of a gallows,
Paul found Eustece, who had dis-
mounted, waiting for him,

“You didn't racel” greeted Eustace
angrily.

* No," replied Paul.

* Frightened of your precious neck, I
suppose

Frb:ﬂ,"

“And now,"” snarled Tustace, “1 sup-
pose you're going to wait until I've
goue inside and then gallop home and
tell father that I'm dnnking ¥

“1 cerfainly am not!” retorted Paul
sharply. ™1 imagine he's suflicicntly
disgusted with you as it 15"

shapped

*“1 undersiand you wished to see me,” said Sir Crispin Hungerford, his voice
grave and kindly. Paunl advanced a step, siriving desperately to keep a grip on

himself. ** Yes, slr,”” he said huskily,

started, with a sharp Intake of breath,

“ 1 am your son—Paul !

Sir Crispin
{See page 24.)
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fudden passion blazed in the eyes of
Eustace, and he took s menacing step
forward, riding-crop upraised. EiI‘hu'.'l.'lt.
as though thinking better of it, he
turned on hiz heol, with an ocath, and
strode into the inn.

Paul, sliding from the saddle, took
the reina of Eustace's mount and
commenced to walk ths two horses up
and down. And as he did so it became
slowly borne in upon him that someone
was watching him.

Raising his eyes, he saw a white faco
preszed against the dirty pano of a
window on the first floor. He had ouly
a fecting glimpse, for instantly the
watcher withdrew.

Va%urﬂy troubled and uneasy, Ianl
moved on. There had been something
about that face which was elusively
familiar, Suddenly the boy halted; his
hands f]ﬁhtﬂl’:lt’lg convulsively on the
reins he held,

Malliard !

That was of whom the face had
reminded bim. Malliazrd! The mur-
derous spy of the Commiltee of Public
Safety.  But no, it was impossible—
meredible—that Malliard could be here,

With  sudden determination, Tanl
slipped the reins of beoth mounts
through a rusty hitching-ring in the
wall by the door and entered the inn,
A of any amount of fawning

gervility or snarling viciouws-
ness, ag the occasion might demand.
Owver lis greasy, raven-black locks hLe
wore & dirty, gaudily-coloured handker-
chief, knotted at the back; and from
the lobes of his ears hung heavy golden
enr-rings.

A bleck patch covered ope eye,
leaving the other bloodshot optic to do
the work of both. Which it did
remarkably well, despite the fact that it
was cursed with a slight squint, Iis
face was sallow and invarisbly un-
shaven. When be grinned he displaved
broken and tobacco-stained teeth in &
loose-lipped and leering mouth. Fe
carried a knife in the belt about his
walst; an ugly weapon, with—if rumour
did not lic—an ugly history.  Alto-
gether, Jamaica Joe flruc-kf*t:] a villainous,
unprepossessing sort of fellow.

Hle was standing in front of a smoky
fire of coul and driftwond, a lass in
his hand, when Paul entered the low-
cetlinged bar-purlour. OF Eustaco there
Wity it Sk,

L

Jamaica Joe !

LITTLE, undersized rat of a
man was Jamaica Joe, capnble

“Where 5 my brother?” demanded
Paul.
“Your brother?” repeated Jemaica

Joe, fizing the Loy with his one good
Ly,

“Yes, he came in here a few minutes
?g?." replied Paul sharply. *“ Where is
e ¥

A sudden grin gpave token that on-
!_Iightenmnnt had dawncd on Jamaica
Joe.

“(Oh, it's Mister Fustace what you're
meaning,” he remarked. “Why, now,
he's just stepped out at the back for to
ltave a word wi' Nippyspurs!”

“With who!" exclaimed Paul.

1 Jamaica Joe's grin widened into s
ger.

“Nippyspurs,” he repeated. " You'll
have heard tell o Nippyspurs, surely "

“Na, I haven't] "

“What ¥ exclaimed Jamalca Joe in
astonishmeant. “Hasn't Mister Eustaco
ever told yon about Nippyspurs, the
finest little fighting gnm::cmig what

-
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ever wore a spur? Many's the puinea
what Mister Eunstace has won over him.
But perhaps you'd like to see the little
feller, young sir, now aa you're here?”

“Now I wouldo'tl™ returned Paul
shortly.

Cock-fighting was a sport—il sport the
ignoble pastime of piting two birds
against cach other could be ecalled—
which filled him with repognance. Tut
this unlooked-far absence of Dustaco
from ithe room provided him with an
apportunity of questioning Jamaiea Joo
ng to the inmates of the imo=—angd ono
m pariieolar,

He decided to come to the point at
onee, without any bepting about the
bush.

“Who have you pot staying here?”
he demanded.

“Whe have I got staying here?” re-
peated Jamaiea Joe, staring at him.
*Why, no onc. haven’t any accom-
modation for guests, and if [ had I
wouldn't get any here at this time o
the yoar”

“1 thonght,” replied Pavl steadily,
“that I =aw a man I know at an upstair
winedow."”

“¥ou probably did—il you know the
pot-boy I retorted Jamaiea Joo roughly.
“There's none but him and me here”

The man was annoyed, and he showed
it by his tone, Ior he was not accus
tomed to having his preciouz Nippy-
spurs dismissed from the conversation in
such cavalier Fashion.

“The wan I saw was not your pot-
boy !” satd Daunl sharply. “And don't
you speak to me in that manner!?”

For one flecting instant i seemed as
though Jamaica Joe was going to fare
up #nd wvolce the soarl which was
trembling on his lips. But, instead, he
stifled his rage and became plinost ad
ance cringingly servile. Perhaps it was
the ]-:nmx‘?mign that this boy was a son

of Sir Crispin Hunpesford, who had a -

shoet way with rogues, which caused his
sudlden change of tune.

T mmeant no r_:[[u-r‘u‘:{-? younge =1 ™ ho
whined. = But thers 13 pone here excopt
e aned the bey, T swear thero 't
Why zhould I Lie?”

Why, indecd? thonght Panl. Ti
Maktiard was n t}u;l inm, ll!-.'lj. :-n]E'-ﬁ.—'
lie had taken Jamarea Joe into  nis
conlidenee, Jamaica Jee woubld have
said so.  And it was searcely enns
eotvable that Malliavd would have made
u econfidant of an Hnglish innkeepoy—-
even 1l the innkeeper were sucn a
raseally speeimen as Jamaiea Joe, The
riske would be too great.

Thius reazoned Paul, as he stood dabs-
onaly eycing the eringing Jaoe.

One thing was certain, anyway., FHe
conld gquestion as much as he liked and
he would get nothing further ont of
mine one-oyed host of Gatlows Inn, To
attempt 1t would be but a waste of
hoth time and breath; so, hall con-
vineed that he had been mistaken, afier
all, io thinking 1 was Malliard whom
he had secen, Paul twrmed oo his heel
and gmutted the room.

Ontside the fnm. g fow minuafoz later,
hie was joined by Bustace,

“Joo says you've been inzide asking
shim if he's pot anyone staving here”
remacked Fustoee inquizstiively. “Wha
dn you imagine is staying here??

“0h, no one you know,” replicd Panl
shortly, “Coame on, lot's he going.”

“I woant to know who voa had in
pund ™  sadd  Kustace  guernionsly,
“Who d’you think’s stayving here®™

“1 thought I saw the face of 2 man
whom 1 know to be a TFrench spy,”
explained Taul, “Dut apparently I was
mistaken.”

With that he turned his horee’s head

E

e

Paul, who was walking the horses wp and &nwn, halted suddenly as he becaria
aware of the fzet that someone was watching him, Ralsing his eyes, he saw a
white face pressed against the dirty pane of the inn window—a face which was

alusively familiar !

and zet ol in the divection of home at
A easy joo-trob.

With an cxclamation, Eustace swong
hitnsel! up inta his ewn saddle and,
touching his borse with the whip, act
off In pursuit,

“"YWhat would a Freach spy want
aronnd  these parts?™  he  demanded,
vanging his mount alongside that of
Paul's,

“I eannot  say,” replied the boy
slowly, "unless he's aftey me”

" You1?

“NYew, me,” replind Paul primly, "1

escapedd from  the guillotine, but my

dle 15 forfeit, and the arm of the Com-

wittee of Public Safety iz long”
“You mean that they nught send

someone to--to murder you or kidnap
vou or something ¥

i

“Oh lud?' gazpod Eaztace,

They reached the =summit of the
vising  ground up which  they were
ricding, and as the sea came Into view

aul suddenly reined in his horse and
sat motionless in the saddle, staring at o
<maall schooner which was anchored in
the bay.

It wns the Firefly,

(See puge 20.}
The Man Upstairs !

two visitors safely away from the

premizes,  hastenred  frem  the

window of the barparlour and
which led to the upper floor.

“Enter!” ealled o voice harshly, as he
knocked on a door which faced on to

Openivg the  donr; Jamaica  Joo
entored a simall anid dingy roomsparsely
forished with o table, one or two stiff-
The table was littered with dirty dishes
amd the renuuns of a meal,

A man, sheght of boild, and <lad in
of the window,

“Well ¥ he inguired curtly.

“A wnear thing, friend Malliard,”
familiavily, “"Who wonld have thought
of the cub twning up here? Ie came
with that dranken sot of a brother of
vour door locked. T don’t know what
T'd have done if the whelp had taken
it into his hewd 1o zearch the place.™

AMAICA JOE, having seen his
ascendod  the viekely wooden stairease
a bare and shadowy landing,
hacked wooden chaivs and o low bed,
sombre black, was standing by the side
roplicd  Jamatea  Joe, with lecring
his, of course. But vou should keep

Tre Magser Lisuwanvy.—No. 1,13,
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“Zparch the ploec? cohoed Malliard
sharply. “He saw me, then?”

" Weld, he did, and he dide’t.” cx:

Inined Jamaijea Joe, “ X1t was like this.

g eomes marching into the b
parlour and savs,
vou pob staying here, my man® Well,
I wans sort of shook for the moment,
but I ups and says, ¢ Nobody, young
sir; Ho looks down bis nose when he
hears that, and savs, ‘1 saw & man I
know smndmg at an upstairs winder,
Come on now, no bies! YWho have you
got stoving here ¥’

“Well, 1 swears there's nobody hut
mao anc] the pot-boy, and I CONYINees
him at last that 1t must have been the
boy what he saw. Bnt it was a hawd
job, mind you, and “—slyly—" worth
a t:uu]:l]e of extra guinens, ch?”

“You'll get guineas in plenty when
ﬂy mission here 15 completed,” replicd
Malliard mldl}y. “He odid not mention
me by name?

“No. but I reckon it was you he was
meaning when he asked me “them gues-
tions. You should keep away from that
window when folks 5 about. It's
dangevous.”

“Bo silent!” saavled Dalliard, with
sindden venom,
He fell then to pacing the floor. with

head bent and hands elasped bebind las
back,

“Look at it anvy way vou like.” ko
said suddenly; coming tg a halt, it 1s
cursed unfortunate fhat lie shonld have
seen me.  No matber what vou have
said to him there are bound to be linger.
ing suspicions in his wind. He may
leave the districl. ITe may have the
inn raided—

“What?" execlaimed Jamaica Joo in
nlarm:

"Wheo the devil have

“We donst know what he might do,”
went on DMalliard :eldl:.' “when he ims
had Hme to think tl over. I tell
voii, 1If he has the slightest ]I-n,germ,g
suspicion that you have lied to him, an
that I am here, then he will act. For
his safetn s sake he dare not do other-
\'I.Ii.'['

“Then what are you going to do?™

demanded the innkcepeer.

“Nothing ! replied Malliard shortly.
“Let them raid the inn. It will be the
best thing that ean happen. There is
more than one seeret passage here,
known only to you and your smuggler
fricnds 1 ran hide in one of those, If
the inn i3 raided thevy won't find me:
and  Panl Hungerford will then be
bound to conclude that he was mistaken
in thinking he saw mo, Then we can
carry out owr oviginal plan.”™

“All right; then, vou'd botter got into
ang of them sccrot passages right
awayv ™ exeinimed Jomaica Joa hastily.
“That old devil Hungerford will have
me hanged if he eatelies you on my
premises |

He was thoroughly alarmed.

When this Mallined had shown up at

the inm under ecover of darkness one
wight, and had started  to flash his
golden guineas about, honest Joe had
welcomed him with invish hospitaliby ;
head given him the best room in the inn
—this roou.
favther than that; had actoolly entored
into a plot with this dirty, hi"li-‘-{'”ll]ﬂ'
Frenchie to kidnap  the Hungerford
whelp—an innocent Eu:] who hadn't ¢ven
dene anybody any harm.

It was sheer good-nature—nothing alse
—iwhich had, indueed Jor to approach
Cap'n Stoep and snggest to him  that
somic dark night he should lend  his
singgiing orttor for the transportation
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of the Hungerford brat—poor, innocent
Iatl l—across to France,

Further, it was sheer good-nature

which had ‘induced him, oh behalf of
this skinny Frenchie, to expend a Wwhole
bottle of rum in persuading those cursed
cut-throats, Crake and Marling, to take
on the job of dogging the Hungerford
cub—poor, harmless lad!—with a view
to dragging him from the saddle and
knocking him on the head when oppor-
tunity offered..

And now came this disquietening talk
of & raid upon the inm,

e IE vou'd only kept away from the
-.unde:." snaried Joe, “thizs wouldn't
have happened!”

With one stride, Malliard reached
lum grmpmg him I::!.r the wrist,

“That is enough from you!” he snid
gratingly, “Don't you use that tone to
me! Now get out!”

“ But—but aren't you going to hiddé®"”
began Joe guaveringly.

muid%ﬂ Id his own with any man
—mth any of the rough customers with
whom he cume in contact. Bubt therc
was some latent force in this Mallidrd
which, when it showed in his blazing
CYes, Iughtencd him, ]

“Ne, I am not going te hidsé!™
retorted Malliard roughly, “I will do
so should the neced arise. Get out!”

Jamaica Joo got out.  DBnt on the
other =zide of the c¢losed door he prised
a mement to shake p divky fist st the
panels and whisper hoarsely :

“Hang xyon! I wish I'd never seen
vou-—you toad!™

(Thg net of Matllaerd, the super-spy, 4s
tiphtclitng  round Paul Hungerford
Wl Panl fall o vicfem {o the velonilesr,
sehimiy, or—— DBut you'll read afl
about it fn st week's gripping inslal-
ment.}
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14 WHO SAYS THE GREATEST LAUGH EVER ?

SENSATION AT ST. SAM'S!
HEADMASTER'S DAUGHTLER

KIDNAPPED!

Schoolboys on Trail: Sensational

Developments.
I.

11 BY news of Migg Molly, gir 37

}. Jack Jolly, of the Fourth

Form ot 8t Sam's, poked his
head round the deor of the
Head's study ond asked thet guestion.

Dr. Birchemall, who was tucking in to
his breakfsst of porridge sand kippers,
powsed to wipe a tear from his eyoe.

“A lazs, Jolly! My dawter ia atill
missing,” he answored, sadly. ' Inspector
Bloothound of Mupggleton has put his
emartest men on the job, but =o far,
withont result.”

“ Do vou trust the porlice to do the work
effectively, sir 1" ashed Jolly, dewbiously.

* Most one-sidedly ! "' replied the Head,
as ho Emmmn._u_..._m;_. hacked off a huge pisce
of fish. 1 know for & fact that they are
eearching the most unlikely placos.™

“ But wihat about the hkely places 7

* That, Jolly, I cannot answor for, but
1 feel sure that the worthy inepector will
leave no stone or even brick, unfurned, in
Lis efforts to 1eslcre my duwtler to me,”

“* Have thoy scarched the jipsy encamp-
ment ¥ asked Jack. ' You remomber
wo suspeckted that she had been kid-
Ay by jipsies.*

* Doubtleza the matter has receeved
the inspector’s attention,”’ replicd the
Head, botween mouthiuls of kipper
" Talk of the angels—horo he ¢comes "

Inspector Sloothound bhimself tramped
into the study and salooted respectivaly.

" Good morning, sir 1l Nice keen morm-
im to give a maen an appetito, sir !

*Vory true ! noedded Dr. Birchemall.
“Borry I ean't offer you any grub, in-
spoctor. You mite have hed a kipper,
Lut I'vo only got thres or [our left for
inysolf,. Now, what news 9

Inspector Sloothound projooced  |his
notebool and insulted it hefore replying.
While he did eo, Jack Jolly bhad time to
gludy him.

The W.MWEH of tho Fourth wasn't grately
impressed. Inspector Sloothound was a
elow, nm..iﬁ.ﬁui_n_n_rm:m jentloman, with
a bald head, nock-necze, aamm-”ww , lop
vara and a walrus mistoch, 8 urito
have mada a very suxxessinl undertaler.
Buat he didn't look the kind of man to

outwit desprit ecrimminala and n_z.sm__

law-defying crocks to justiss.
After elearing his throat end sbsent-
minded] _.__M_%Em himsolf to the remainder

of the Heed's coffy, he read out the
?:a_ium.m..mmﬁq__. :
“ Re Miss Molly Birchemall—Missing.

Sinco last nite, constables and blud.
hounds heve been seouring the country-
pide. Reports to hand indicate that eo
far, _:Emw have discovered a duzzen lost
cats, hatf-a-duzzen lost dogs, three duzzoen
fest grolf balla, ene lost umbrella and
ecvveral jentlernon who had  lost” their
way. But they haven't discovercd the
lost girl.”
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 cone from the very

A deep grean
esenped the lipps of
the Hepd—n groun
that gepmed to

_Eﬂwmﬁ of hig ﬁdm
) agor Molly 1
,___q__,?..._&uq M_E 33“__““__.
dickens can  have
happened to her, 1
wonder 7" He wiped hiz eves on tle
corner of the tablecloth, skoffed tho
remaining kipper, then, in & horse whisper,
phalteringly ssked the inspector : ** Do—
do you think it possibul, Mr. Sloothound,
that she went fishing on the River Ripple
and got drownded ¥

Y Tt s _n_:mﬁn_ poasibul, of corse, sarn’

" Fas—hasg the river been drapged 77
asked the Head, beads of inspiration
standing out on his forrid at the bear
thought of hia dawter drowning in tho
trecherons deptha of the River Ripple.

The inspector ehook his head.

“No, sir; the river hus not been
mqhm%ﬁ._ We did think of doing so, bul
we didn't know where to drag it to !

At this point, Jack Jolly thought it
was abont time he stepped in.

" Have you searched the _.HH_...“_ CnCAMp-
ment on Mugpleton Moor " he asked,
with o lkeen glammse ot Inspector Sloot-
hound.

" Yes, mther,” veplied the inspector
giving the kaptin of the Fourth a sarkastick
look., "1 hopo ¥ou are not presooming
to teach thw perlice their bizziness, young
shover 1"

Jark Jolly turned as rod as o pony,

* Ko need 1o pet your rag out, sir " he
venchered.

Ignorving Jolly's advice, Inzpector Sloot-
hound got out his hondkeschic and blew
his nose violontly.

*“ I you take my tip, you'll keep quict,
my ladd 1™ he sported.  Turning to D
Birchemall, he =aid: “ ¥You ean axxept
my word for it, sir, that the jipsy camp
way  thoroughly investigated by my
subordinits. They tumned over all the
rubbiali heaps et sotters, but found no
trace of the young lady."

*Iid they eearch tha caravans? #
asleed Jack Jolly, who didn’t intend to Bo
put off the scont by a nock-need, cross.
eyed, lop-eared inspector of the perlice.

Inspector Slosthound grontod.

Y No, they did not! DBut the jipsics
gave my men their =olhim word of honner
that they hadn’t kidnapped Mizs Birch-

pip ! Y pasped  Jadk

emall 1"

" Eralo Jaolly,
*And they sxxepled it '

The perlico-inspeelor flushed to the
rasts of the hair he hadn't gat.

** Bir, thia boy i3 becoming reod,” he
oried, bh&&ﬁmmﬁm the Hoad., “He is
delying the majesty of the Law, and

poking out his tung st the dignity of the

perlice.force. Can't yon
o something sbout it ¥V

Dr. Birchemull stop-
pod bowasiling his fale,
and grinned slitaly.

:m ehoubtd  think 1
can do somathing abont

it1" he eaid grimlwe
*The dizappearsnce of
my dawter hes put nie

in just the right mood
for lamming disrespec-
tive juniora, Come hers,
Jolly ! And bring that
birch with you !"

“ Look here, sir—""

“Don't argow  the
toss, boy ! Nothing yon
say  will  alter
determination to Lo
vou slack amd Line I

Y But I wes ondy say-
ing the inspoclor had
everlooked—-=—"

“ Ratts ! ointerrupdod
the Hond, with o legr.
* Inspector  Bloothound
averfondis nothing, ond
I have ecomplete kon.
fidenes  him. Bend
over, Jolly, or 1 wall
Liave you eppepelled with
Igmomminy.”

Jack  Joily  dido’t
Enow whoe lpnomnminy
was, but however fas-
gineting g seciety mite

have been, he didn't
want te bo cppapelled
with him. S0 e bent

over, and the Hoad
birched him black amd
blue, while Inspector
Sloothound looked on
with & sirmical smile on
his ugly old dile.

" Now shadaddle—ar,
to put it in the vulgar
langwidgoe, fo " ordered
the Head, when at [ast
he fung sway the
atump of a birch
that was left. "I
trussed, Jolly, that this will teach yowm a
leason o treat your soopeoriors with more
rospeot [V

agke Jolly's cyes flaghed {irp.

* Ratteg—cnd many of 'om, air!™ he

ericd, skornfuily. " If you egpspoct me

to treat this old bufler with respect, you're
going {o be dissppointed !

“El * roarcd Dr. Birchemall

“ My opinion is that I has mode o
mcss of the job," said the kaptin of the
Fourth, feslessly. * 1'm going to search
for Aliss Molly in my own way now, and
if I don't find her before Inspectar Slooi-
hound, I'll eat my best Sunday topper I

With those wringing words, the un-
conkered junior turmed on his heel and
kwitted the Head's study.

= T pramr gy

IL.
FTER morning leszona (hat day,
} a renlly wondarful weezs acourrad
to Jaclt Jolly.

"ot it ! he oried, burating
into his study in the Fourih mubmmr“_.m_.d.
whore Merry and Dright and Fearloss wero
diromussing soecker.

“Qot what * " asked Bright., " If you
mean that hall-crown I lent you last
term s

Jack Jolly flung his mércemary pal n
ghorniul glarnse which DBright was oniy
just in tima to dodaa.

“Agal" ho crie<l. " Who cares sboutb
paltry half-crowns while Misa Molly is at
gtenlz T

** Haa szhe been found, then " peked
Merry.

* Unforelanitly, no."

“ But you just said she was at steak.
Puezent that mean aha's skoffing her
dinner '

M ecoraes not, o Borme wdiot ! Whon
I =av Miszs Molly i3 at stenk, I meon that
or liflo is st steak—in the balanee, von
Enow. Dovyy B
“T savvyl!™ nodded AMerry,
though be didn't seem very sur
pbout it, Mooy not gmnﬂ. quick
on the uptake. * Wall, what did
vou moean by " Got it " anyway 17

“"What 1 meant was that I
had got the wery idea for finding
out what hne happened to Miss
Molly," oggsplained Jaclc.

dd guu H L]

* The parlice, it soama, are satisfiod that
Miza Molly i3 not in the pipsy camp.
Well, 1 not sattisficd ! " declared the

wb_mﬂm: of tha Fourth.
Neither am I 1" werced Frank Fearloss,

" The grate problem is, how {o confirm
our suspisliing that she is the prisoner
of the jppsies. That's where my iles
comes in.'’

“{Inff it up, then, old hean ! ™

" My wheeze is to dispuys mysell n9 a
girl and go for a wallk near tho Eﬁnu___
camp,” eggaplained Jack. ™ If the jipsies
are not in the habit of kidnapping girls,
nothing will happen. But if they se,
then it's ten fo ome in docnutis they'll
kidnap me. Beo T

"My hatl1™

"Tf thay do kidnap me they'll take meo
back to the enmp. Then I sha!ll keep my
eyea pecled, find out whore Miss Molly
s consealed, and reskew her. Beo the
idea "

i ﬂﬂﬂ.ﬁ:ﬂ mﬂ _ 7

* What do you think of it ? " asked Jack.

“"It's o stunning wheeze, old chap”
anitdd Frank Fearless, enthewsinatienlly.

* Ripping, by Jove !” corussed Merry
and Dright.

“Thought wyoun'd like ! grinned
Jack Jellv., "™ Well, there’s no time to
lese. I sujjest that we turn out zome of
the props belonging to the Fourth Dra.
matticle Society, and IT'll don the dispuye
at onee.”

Bo saying, the kaplin of the Fourth Ted
the way np ito the box.room where the
Dramnttick Socloty props were stored.

Half-an-hour later a daintily-dressod
young lady come tripping down the
stairs, followed by threee juniors who wera
erinuing all over their diles.

Nobady would have guessed o look
at the daintily-dressod younp lady that
sha was Jack Jolly of the Fourth. Yet
such was the case.

Arriving at the bottem of tha stairs,
the little percersion ran into the Hesd,
who had juzt come in from a little egpa-
pedition at the tnckshop,

At the site of the young lady, Dr.

Birchomall Tinstily wiped s smear of jam
from his face and dofled his mortar.-bosed
politaly.
" Good marning, misa ! Nico weather
we're  having 17 ho
remarked affably. " Or
at any rate, it would
be nmies if it wasn't for
the rein and hail and
sloot, ! ™

Ii Dr.Birchemall oggs-
pocted his amiable ro-
matk to win a gracions
smile from the fair visi-
tor, ho was doomed to
bitier disappointment.
A3 o mattor of foct,
Jack Jolly  was  atill
amarting from his rocont
soveer flogging, nnd he
was only too willing to
seeze the oppartunity of
tolling the Head ono or
iwo home tiatha Seo
inatead of smiling groavi-
onsly, the ** young lady™
frowned sevoorly.

“LDearme ! What an
ugly okl jemtlomon!™
phe romarked. ' DPleaso
inke him away. His facy
givod mo o pain 1M

“ Hao, b, ha 17 roarod
Morry and DBright and
Fanrrlosze.

The Head blashed
searint ond bit  his
lipps with voxation.

Y Tutb-tutt | " ho said.
“*Buraly you must bae
mistaken, my doar yonng
tewly. Most of my fricnds
have 1okl me at varions
timea that I am execedingly handswin !

“Then your friomnds myst bo inmnica
of an institootion for tho blind 177 aaid the
voung Jady blnnedly. " Just look ot your
nosn ! Ia it o noze oris ib just o growth T 7

* Ha, ha, ha 1™

FEAST YOUR PEEPERS ON THE RIPPING YARN BELOW! 15
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" And tho way you dross, loo!" wen
on the young lady. " Fansy wearing
long bondle of rags down your chest "

“Yarmoaoo ! Btoppit "' shreeked the
Hand, as thoe voung lady lugged at hia
beard with terrifick farce.

“Iear me! Then il's & beard! 1
thought it was a bundle of rags!" egpe.
elairned the young lady in surprise.

* Leok here, miss——"" ronrod the Hond.

“Can’t! 1t burts too much 1™

“II you make any more disrespective
remarks shont my fizz, 'l ordor yon off
the premmises | "

“IDear me! The ugly old jenlleman
iz threttening me ! mermerod the youn
lady. “In thet cese, perhoaps 1
Lotter give him & bash on the boke with
my brolly.”

And Joucl: Jolly did so—with such good
effect that the Hoad farely yolled with pain,

" Yooaoop ! Yow.ow-wow | Woaoop ™

“ New min away and don't dare speok
to me seoin, you ugly old jonileman !™
aried the yonng lady.

The Head was only too glad to 1un
away. He fled towards his sanktum like
a champion on the cinder-trock, [ollowed
by & roar of larfter fram the historicsl
Fourth-Formors.

" And now for bizziness1" said Jack
Jolly, becoming serious spgain. 1l
lenve you chaps now and take a stroll
into the ecountry. If I don't turn up for
afternoon lossons, you'll know that I've
been kidnapped."

“And then shall wo come fo the
roaskew ¥ " asked Frenk Foarless engarly.

*I fanay there won't bo any nced for
that. I hope to be able to mannidpe
the jipsies mywel,” enid Jolly. " Well,
good-buy, you fellows | ¥

And the kaptin of the Fourth sst out
on hir jarmoy. o

During the next hour, a daintily.
dreased young lady mile howve been soen
tripping oeross the countryaside near St
Sam's. Not only mite she hove been
soprn; pa n omaltor of fact, shoe was sccn.
Two  villanows-looking  jipsics  spoited
her in the distance,

In o enpple of seconds they had over.
powernd _ﬂﬂ. Keedless to  say, there
would have been s different astory to tell
if Jaeck Jolly had boen out for o scrap.
Burly as they wore. they wouldn't have
stood an earthly against the champion
boxor of the Fourth ot St Sam's, if Jack
had been inclined to go for 1hem, Dot La
didn’t go for them. Tt wasn't a matter
of boing morsiful to the skoundrels; it
was simply that he wanied to _E,rmﬁaz.ﬁ;.

Tha two rufllanz bound thoir Kaptive
hond and foot, then pagreed him.  Aller
that, they coarricd lim in a sack bock (o
their encampment. 1t was an nncom-
fortable jerncy. Sovveral times the oarves
loma ekoundroels dropped iheir  burden,
and Jack Jolly soon aked in every him.
But cur horo wos propared to put up
with o lot worse for Misz Molly's soke,

At Iast they arrived at the eamyp.
Hers, Jaclk was 1akon out of ﬁ_a sk
and flung with tevritick foree into the
corner of A dingy cornvan.  Other fellows
wonld havo yelled with pain at tho fearful
concuzsion. No 5o ackk Joliy; ho
meerly Jacfed. Or, anyway, he would
have larfed, if he hadn't hoon pagped.

Mconwhile, at Bt Som's, alternoen
lossons were prosceding without the n_.am_..w

rozzanceo of the kaptin of the Form, Jac

olly didn't put in an appesrance for tea
nnd missed calling-over.  When bedtine
come, there was still no sign of him.

In tho Lower School dormitories thab
nite thore was only ona question diacuszed.
That question was : Whore is Jack Jolly §

THE END.

(The third and last yarn in this omusing
« Jipsy " series iz entitled : Y 'Gainst
Pearful Odde! "™  You can only make sure
of reading it, chums, by ordering your copy
Well In Advance 1)
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