


More Pocket Knives and Wallefs dAwarded This Week !

CHfsce, Poorys)

Aheays glad o hear from you, chums, so drop me a line to the following addrcss :
The Editor, T'he “ Mamet" Librory, The Amalgamated Press

Farvingdon Street, London, E.C.4.

NOTE.—All Jokes

“*"PETER FRAZER-IRONMASTER!"
HAT'S the title of the splendid new
! sarial I hinve in store for you when
Cen, K. Bochestor’'s yarn draws to
& cloge m noxt weeld's issue. The
now #erial 13 & winner all the way and it
tollz of & youngster's struggles to make
good in a big hsbistrial aroa where cir-
cumatances sommn to he all arsainst L
Poter Frazer i3 o lovable eliaractor,
typically British and anyiclding in the face
of odds. Yes, theeos o tine sporting
alement in this tale, too, for the bonofit
of you footer fans, s¢ Lkeep your peepers
openn for the Arst long instalmont which
will appear in the MacxeT tho weel: aiter
noext.

When T leava this earth 1 rockon that
anyong who takes the trouble to look for
it wit] find * Marie Celesta ™ written noross
iny hoart ! I'm beginning to feol sorry that
[ evor mentionad that iit-fated ship to you
follows ! T told you that nearly evesyone
has his cr her own story about what
lappened, and the result is that 1 am
always petting letters from readers who
claim to know * the true story,”

HERE'S AN INGENIOUS YARN

which Howard Mickelthwaite, of Barnsley,
Yorka, sends along to mo,

CCORDING to Howard, tho “ Mary
Celesto "—ha says this is the
proper way to epell the nams of

ile brig---was loaded with rm oil,
spirit, amxl dunn wood in New York
lisrbonr, and her skipper had becomo
friendly with the skipper of another vessal,
named the Dei Gratia. Some of the
“Mary's " surplus cargo was put on this
gecond ship, and off the two of them
started. The ** Mary Celeste,” however,
waa short of heands, so they borrowed four
men from the Dei Gratia.

830 far 80 pood! Of went the ships,
Captain Bri of the * Mary Celesto™
having his wife aboard with him.  Quarrels
and fighta broke out on the brig, and she
struck a hurricans off the Azorss. A pisno
Lroke locse and killed the skipper's wife,
and the skipper, driven maﬂ;arfmnti:-.,
disappeared during the might. The mate,
thinking he might be to give an
explanation, left the brig with thres men,
and went ashore in a bumboat at St.
Michasol's, This left only thres men—
three of tho men from the Dei Gratia—
and they continued with the voyage, and
cams across the Dei Gratia.  The three
men went aboard the latter vessel, and,

HAVING TOLD THE TALE,

ahandoned the * Mary Celeste,” which
they subsequently towed into Terifa.

atated they had found it drifting
pround without a crevw, and claimed salvage
money on it.

Well, that’s the tale which Ifoward
claims to be the true one, and it may bo for
all I know. Asltold you a few weeks sro,
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and Liwericks should be sent
el "'Magaet," 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C. 4 (Comp.
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thers are hundreds of tales told about the
samo vessel, and I've heard so many of
them that I really cannot make up my
rmind which one to beleve., DBut I must
point out to Howard that Ins story does
not cxplain what. became of the captain's
daughter, who, saccording to most versions
of the varn, was also aboard with Mrs.
Brigzs at the time of the mystery ! How-
cver, thanks very much, Howard, for let-
ting e hear your version, T expeoct many
other resdors are also interested in it !

e —

Alter mystery, let's have mirth ! Here's
a yarn which has been sent in by W,
Tuylor, of 33, Wellington Avenue, Waver-
trea, Liverposl, sad for which ho carna a
prenknife :

Having wrliten out the
necessary  preseription  the
y doetor turned to his patient.
,ﬁ,r “* You had better have this

B made up at the chemist's,”* he
Qv sald. *“ It will probably cost

E _you Ave shillings.™
" Fiye shillings !** exelaimed the patient,
in surprise. ** All right, then, I'll get il
made up.’” Then, as he turned to leave
the surgery, he added : ** I say, eould you
lend me five shillings to pay for it 2 **

The medico gasped, buf recoversd In a
second, however, and asked for the pre-
seription,.

The patient handed it back, and alter the
doctor had scratehed out one

évu
et

of the items onit, be returned
it togeiher with a shillin%.

** You can get what is left for
ninepence,” he remarked
dryly. '*What I seratched
out was for your nerves !*

The next query on the list is :
WHAT 15 A QUIDNUKNC ?

M. Williamz, of Old Street, E.C.1, wants
to know if it is anything like & Gugnune ?
Not at all. The word is derived from the
Latin, and means: “ What now ¥ Tt is
used to describe a persom who is curious
to know, or pretends to know, everything
that. o8 on. Billy Banter 8 an ex-
collent example of a gquidnune! Ho alwo
aska about “Toc H.'" Thiz is a somi-
religioud organisation of ex-Serviee men.
“Toe ™ is s:mpl,y the Army aignallara’ WAY
of aa:,rmi.} “rt oand “TELY wers the
initials of tlheir headgquarters in IFrance.

Foady for another Jauglh ¥ You'll got
ona at this limerick, which earns a pockot
wallet Jor Allan Bailew, 35, Tennyson
Avenue, Chanterland’s  Avenue, Xull,
Yorks :

That you ﬂ% Bunter weighs many an ounce
Is a fast 1 need scarcely announse,

In fact, I believe if

He droppad from a big clift
He wouldn’t be hurt, *cause he’d bounce !

TOLD you fellows last weelk that I
wounld get “Ar. X7 to explain a
few of the magical mysteries which
st have puzeled you during yoar visits

, Lid., Fleefiway House,

. VBEIOUWS nugic-halis, ofa.
The particular trick which
* got me guessing "' was the
“ hat trick.”” I dare say you
hava all ssan conjurers borrow
a hat, and, aiter waving n
“magic " wand over it, pro-
duce a profusion of all manner
of articles from the apparontly
empty hat. Perhaps you have
wondorod how it 1z dono,
Woll, it's

qQUITE EASY, MY DEAR
WATS0ON !

and there are several ways ol
doing it. First of all, the
articles which are produced
are specially made, and can
be bought from any of the big
stores whichh have conjuring
departments. They consiet of
. flowars, which aro made of
thin silk, and have a spring inside them ;
flags which fold up into o remarkably
amall space, and lanterns, and so on,
which may bo packed in a small compass,
Lhese are mado into g little bundle, which
18 tied round with black silk thread.

_ The conjurer borrows a hat, shows that i)
18 quite empty, and then leans forward
to pick up his wand. -As he picks up the
wand with his right hand, the left hand
takes the hat behind a chair or a tablo
for a socond or =0, Behind this ** cover ™
the parcel is placed on a special sholf, and
1t 12 the simplost matter in the world to
knock the bundle from the shelf into the
hat., The conjurer now waves his wamd
over the hat, dives in his hand, breaks tho
thread which holds ihe parcel together,
and proceeds to bring out the objects,
which, owing to the springs inside them,
unfold to quite respectable proportions.

Somo conjurers carry the pareel in o
specially enlarged pocket on 1lin lefts
hond side of their waistcoat, and have a
Swatell fob attached to it. They stand
holding the hat in front of themn for a little
while with its crown Lo tho audience, and
the thumb pripping the hat above the
brim, while the fingers are bolow the Lrim.
A little practice at wme will soon enable
yonu to slip out the fob-—and the attached
parcel—and smuggle it into the lhat,
Quita oasy, isn't it—when you Ilaiow
b !

Black book forvard! Fet'z zco what's
in store for noxt wooelk's issuo ! Hero's o
yvarn you'll like:

“* SKINNER'S SHADY SCHEME ! ¥
By Frank Richards.

I guess most of you fellows wonder Low
ont earth Frank RERichards manages fo
turn out such %ullj' fine varns weol after
weel, So do I, somoetimes—but he doed
it, and mever Jots uz down! And you'll
find that next weok’s yarn 15 as pood ag
any he has ever dono for the good old
Magxer. You'll ba sura of getting your
fill of fun—yes, and of thuills, too, in ous
next issue,

Wext week the curtain 1rings dewn on
Geo. E. TRochester's splendid TFrench
Revolution yarn, and, to judge by some
of the enthusiastic letters I got from some
of you, you were hoping thiz yvarn would
mun on for evor ! All good things havo
to come to an end some fune or other,
unfortunately ! L muoste’t forget Master
Dicky Nugeni s contribution, which 39
entitled : " FVOOTBAWL FEVER AT
S, SAM'S ! and which is calculated to
bring a smile to the brazen face of & Chinose
idol,

Then thers's ancother ardicla on Aving,
anit another invitation to step right
into my den and have o yarn with me.
Could you want a betler prograrmmo than
that 7

Cheorie, clmms !

Your €ditor.



LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Heavy Hand !

“ URANCE [
D Harry Wharton threw open
the door of study MNo. 4 in the

Greyiriars Remove,
called the name.

There was one fellow in the study,
the new junior who shared No. 4 with
Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing.
Amithy and Redwing had already gone
down to Little Side, where the Eemove
wera gathering for games practice.

Wharton frowned asz he looked at
the fellow who was gprawling in the
study armchair, ere was a cigarcite
in hiz mouth which he did not remove
as the captain of the Form came in.

az hao

“You heard me calling you.
Durance!” exclaimed Whare-

ton sharply.

The new junior glanced

round at him.

“Yeg, I heard you,” ho
assented.

“Wall, you're wanted. Get
& move on.'

o Whﬂ-t'ﬂ up?ls

"Games practice.”

“MNot in my line, thanks,” drawled
the new fellow., *“You can leave meo
out.”

Wharton looked at him,

“¥ou can't be left out, it's & compul-
sory day,” he answered “Take that
thing out of your mouth and get down
to the changing-room.”

“I don't pley football.”

"Time you learned,
Harry,

“And I don’t want to.™

“You're wasting time,” said the cap-
tein of the Remove. “I'm due on the
football ground. Cet a move on.™

“Look here,” said Durance teslily,
“ian't Baturday aftermoon a  half-
holiday? I'm going out.™
“You can out afler games prac-
tice, 1f you like.”

“I'm going out in ten minotes.”

“You don't seem fo understand.”
Wharton was trying to be patient with
the new [ellow, though Durance

then,” =aid
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. DETEGTIVE!

A Superb Long Complete School

Story of Harry Wharton &
the popular chums of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS,

jrritated him more than any other
follow with whom he had ever come in
contact. “It's & hal[-hblld:ﬁ’. bt
there's games proactice from three fo
four. livery man in tho Remove has
to turh up, and a3 captain of the
Form, 1'm responzible. Now do you
understand ¥

“What rot!™

Wharton breathed rather hard.

“Well, rob or not, that's how the
matter stands,” he said. “Now get
a move on, and give your chin a rest.”

The junior in the armchair eyed lam
in a calenlating way. He made no
mova to rize,

“And suppose I don't comel?” he
asled,

“There’s no question of that, You're
coming.”

There's no shrewder fellow in the Grey-
friars Remove than Herbert Vernon-Smith,
and this he proves in sensational fashion
in the amazing story which is yours to

enjoy this week.

“Btill, just for the sake of srgumont,
suppose I don'ti” suggested the new
junigr. “What awiul thing will happen
to me? Do I get lynched or will it
be . gomething lingering with hotling
ail in it7"

“If you don't come down to games
practice, affer heing warned, you get
reported to the Head of Games.™

“And who's that terrific personage?”

“Wingate of the Sixth, coptain of the
school”*

“And what will he do®*

¥ Most likely give yon six.”

“Well, I don’t want gix from a
cane,” he remarked, “but I'd rather
have that than waste an hour mopping
up mud and playing a kid's game with
2 set of mugs. Loave it at that, then.”

“ But that isn’t the only alternative,”
'E-iilﬂaili{!l:] the captain of the Remova.
“Instead of reporting you to Wingate,
which T don't want to do if I can help
it, I may deal with the matter myself.”

Co.,

“And might a fellbw inguire how you
would deal with it yourself i

Wharton came farther into the study,

“That's easily said,™ he answ
“If I dedl with the mnatter myself—as
I shall do—I shall hook you out of
that srmchair like this—"

There was a yell from the new junioe
a3 Wharton grasped his collar, and
whirled him out of the chair,

“Ow! Lot go!” he howled.

L 'm demonstrating what T shall do
if yvou don't toe the line, Durance.”
“Leggo !

“Having hooked you out of the
chair,” continued Wharton coolly, “I
shall run you out of the study—*
C"Will you let go? hissed the new
junior.

He resisted savagely as he was run ouk
of tha study. But the weedy fellow'a
resistance did not bother the sturdy
captain of the Remove. He went
whirling cut into the Remove passage,

“Then,” went on Wharton, “I shall
walk you a1§ng the passage, like this
ﬂ-ﬂ e =

Durance  found  himself
walked along the passage to
tha stairs, still with an iron
trip on hia collar.

He wriggled as hie went.

“Will yvou let go¥*

“Not till you get to the
changing-room."

“Y'l] hack your shins.”

* Better not,” said Wharton cheerfully.
“If you do, you'll get hurt—rather
badly, Come on!”

The cool impudence of the new
juntor had guite wvanished now., His
eallow Face was red with rage as he was
propelled down the Remove staircase,
withh Wharton's grip on his collar,

“¥e, he, he ™

Eilly Buntar was on the next landing,
and he greeted the two with a fab
cachinnation.

“He, he, he! T zay, you fellows—"

“Come on, Bunter,” said Wharton,
"¥You've got to turn up

“0Oh, really, Wharton—~*>

" Follow on, fatty."

“The fact is, old chap, I'm ill,” said
Bunter, "I was coming up to tell you
50. I've pot a pain—>"

“You'll have another and a worse
one, if vou don't get changed for footes
at once, fathead.™

Tae Maoner Lismary.—No. 1,131
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“1've got & severe pain in the spinal
geanin of my chest,” eaid Bunter, “I
think it's ponenmonia, er—or plumbago.
There's & lot of plumbago in my family.
& want you to let me off games practice
to-day, old chap, 1f Wingate says any-
thing, tell kim P'm ill, fearfully ill.”

“{Jone on, ass.” i

“Don't 1 keep on telling you I'm 11177
demanded Bunter indigneantly. “ Yoo
don’t want to seos me writhing in
agony on the football ground, do you?
Look here—— TYaroooogh!™

Wharton's  right hand
Bunter's collar, :

“This way !” he said cheerily.

“Yow-ow-ow! Leggol”

With a prisoner in either hand now,
the captain of the Remove pursued his
way downstairs, Billy Bunter gasped
and spluttered, and the now junior
resizted, but both of them went.

Wharton was a little breathless by
the time he arrived at the changing-
room. But he got them there. _

“Now, get in and change,” he said,
“and loolk sharp”

“0h, really, Whearten—yoooooep!”
yoared Bunter, as he went spinning
into the room, and sat dewn on the
flaor.

“You going in, Durance?”

“Wol yelled the new jumior.

“Your mistake—you arel” :

And a apin of Wharton's powerful
arm sent the new junior spinning 1n
after Bunter. '

“ Now,” said the captain of the
Remove, looking in at them, “I've no
mére time to waste on you, the fellows
are waiting for me, Get changed and
come down to the football ground, and
don't “lose time, or somethhng  will
happen to you.”

And with that Haerry Wharton turned

away and left them, and walked out of
the flﬂuﬁe.

gripped

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Cheek !
ILLY BUNTER sat and splut-
B tered.
“Ow, ow! Wow!”

The new junior was already
on his feet. With & black scowl on his
face, he sat his collar straight. There
was no one else in the changing-room;
Durance and Bunter had it fo them-
selves. . )

Bunter picked himszelf up slowiy.

Wiih a dismal fat face he srocesded
to change. Bunter was not keen on
games practice. It was o form of exer-
tion, and therefore it did not appeal to
William George Bunter. But there was
no help for it. The sad condition of his
gpinal colunn, and the threat of pneu-
monia and lumbago having fwiled to
touch Wharton's heart, the Qwl of the
Remove slowly encased himself in shirt
and shorts, grunting tho while. Any
amount of gnines practice was not lkely
to turn Bunter into a footballer, buf ik
was likely to do him & lot of good in
opther ways, Bunter did not want fo
have good done him in any way that
entailed  exertion; he preferred to
frowst, on a cold day, over a study fire.

But it could not be helped; and
Bunter made up his fat mind to it, with
many erunts and pgroans. And he
Llinked in seme surprise at the mew

junior, whe was not following lus
example.

“1 gay, Durance, vou'd better pet a
move on,” said Bupter.  “That beast
meanz business, you kuow.”

“Hang him)'  snapped he now
JURLOT.

“Wish T conld! sghed Dunter

“ Abzalutely Learfless bonszt, you know.
Tue dgyer Lmnanv.—XNo, 1,135

Dragging & chap out in the old and
wind, when I've told him that I'm ill—
seriously ill. ~If T get galloping
lumbago, it will be Wharton's Tauit.”

“You silly idiott"

“Oh, reail;_,:, Durance—=""

“shut up |

Billy unter's litkle round e
gleamed behind his spectacles. He
not like being told to shut up, especia
by & cheeky new kid. Besides, Bunter
never did shut up.

“Look here, you checky rolter—"

“Oh, cheese 1617

The new junior erossed to the window
and looked out in time to see Harry
Wharton disa v in the direction of
the playing-fialde.

He turned again from the window,
scowling.

TAINE you going to chanpe?™ asked
Bunter,

:%'Ju‘ '.'u t honping !

ou'll get a whopping!

“Mind your-own business!!”
. Billy Bunter sniffed. As he was “for
it ' humself, and thers was no help for
ik, and he had to make vp his fat mind
to the ordeal, PBunter assumed the
natural contempt of a footballing fellow
for & slacker. That waa the way
Bunter's powerful intellost worked.

“Yah! Slacker!!” he gneered.
“What are vou afraid of? A little
mud, or getting your poer little feet
trodden on? Yor poodness' wake buck
up, and come down to the footer instead
of frowsting about like & moulting
chicken !
 Durance did not heed that exhorta-
tion, He stepped to the open doorway
and looked ont., He seemed to hesitate,

“Buck up!"” urged Bunter. *“ What's
the good of slacking about? Be a man
—like meat™

“¥ou fat dummy ™

“Oh, really, you know——"

_The new jumor fixed hiz keen, bird-
like eyez on Bunter.

“I'm going out,” he seid. “ You can
tell Wharton that I've gone to the pie-
tures at Courtfield, igchu wantg to
know."™

“Yeu wouldn't have the
grinned Bunter.

“You'll see, you fat chumP I

“I say, old chap, hold on!” ~zelaimed
Bunter, as the new junior was going to
the door again., '“Hold on a ininutn!
Lll come with you, if you like. Tl
chance it! Wait a minute, while I
change back.”

The new junior did not wait a minute,
Ho did not wait a second. Possibly the
prospect of Bunter’s fascinating society
for the niternoon did not appeal to him.
He quitted the changing-romm.

" Beast!” snorted Buntor.

The Owl of the Remove completed
his change, threw on his coat, ind Tolled
away. He was the last to arrive on the
Junior football ground. All the Remove
wore now there, with the exception of
the new member of the Form, There
were a few prousers like Bunter—
Skinner and Snpoop, and a few such
fellows—and Lord Mauwleverer waas
vawning deeply, but most of the fellows
were lieen enough.

halla!

“Halla, halla,
Bunter ! roared Bob Cherry.
the other slacket ™

Bunter grinned,

“He's not coming,”™ he answered.

Harry Wharton lguukud round eharply.

“Where's Durance ** he called out.

“He told me to tell you ho'd gone tao
tho pleteres at Courtheld,” grinned
Buntor. “Ha, he, he!™

Hurry Whartan's brow darkened.

“Didn't hoe chango for looter?” he
azked.

“Ho jolly well didn't ™

“Tlas he gone out "

ol E‘TEE. e
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nerve ™

Boll u
“Where's

THE MAGNET

“That chap wants kicking " remarked
Johuny Bull,

“The kickfulness would be the proper
gz;pe-g.” observed Hurree Jamset Ram
1gch.

Harry Wharton breathed hard and
deep. If a fellow did not turn up to
games practice on a compulsory occa-
sion, after being duly warned, .v was his
duty to report the delinquent to the
Head of Games. That was a duty
he disliked to perform. Apart from
that, the fellow’s cool impudence irri-
tated him extremely.,

Herbert Vernon-Bmith came over to
him. There was a gleam in the
Bounder's eyes.

“Bo that new fellow has cut
practice,” he said,

Wharton nodded.

“He's gone to the pictures at Court-
%&11:.;1. 8o he told Bunter. The cheek of
i

“He can't have got far yet. Why not
go after him and yank him back?" sug-
gested the Bounder.

Wharton made an impatient gesture.

“I can't leave the ground. Eud, by
Jove, I've a jolly good mind to send a
mupie of fellows——""

“I'll go, if you like, and take Beddy.”

Wharton paused a moment. He was
well aware that the Bounder was on the
worst of terms with his new study mate,
and that Sinithy's offer was more likely
inspired by dislike of Durance than by
anything else. At the same time, ho felf
disposed to accept the offer. Reporting
a fellow's mbsence was an unpleasant
task, and it was something like an
admission that he could not make his
own authority wes Form captain
respected,

“Jt wouldn’t take long,” said the
Beounder; “and he won't argue much
when we come up with him."”

Wharton smiled faintly.

“Well, cut off,” he said. ”Dnig"dﬂn't
he awa.%lﬂng', whother youn get him or
not. ingate’s coming down, snd I
don't want him to find a lot of the men
missing.”

“ Right-ho1* .

Vernon-Smith, « his eyes gleaming,
hurried over to Redwing, spoke a fow
words to him, and the two juniors threw
on their coats and lelt the Iootball
eround.

(Games practies went on without them.

Tt was about half an hour [nter that
Wingate of the Sixth came down to take
the Removites in hand, By that time
Vernon-3mith _and Redwing had not
returned with Durance, or withaut him.
The captain of Greyfriars called cheerily
to Wharton:

“All here ™

It had to coms out now,

“ Durance has cut,” answered Harry,

“Without leave "

il'fm."u

“I'll make a note of that.
elza missing ¥

“ T sant Smithy and Redwing to fetch
him back, but they haven't turred up
sines,” admitted Wharton, wishing from
the bottom of his heart that he had not
accepted the Bounder’s offer.

Wingate frowned. ]

“That's three,” he said, “Thiz sort
of thing won’t do, Wharton. The fel-
lows are expescted to turn up, and

ou're expected to see that they do.

f you're captain of the Form you earn't
expect to make the job 4 sinecure.”

Harry Wharton swallowed that as best
he could. Heo did not see that he was
to blame; bué he had to be judged by
results, Ho he made no rejoinder.

“Well, get going, before many more
cf you sneak off,” said Wingate grullly.

And games practice got going again,

ganies

Anvbody
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Shadowed !

sk TI8 way!” =aid the Bounder as
E he left the school with Tom
Redwing; and he turned to

the left.

Redwing caught his arm.

“That’s not the way, Smithy!
field’s the other way.”

“I know that! Come on!"

“But I don't catch on. We're after
Durance—"

“We arel” assented the Bounder.

“Well, he said he waa pgoing to the
pictures at Courtfeld,” said Tom,
staring at the DBeunder. We shall
pateh him on the Courtfield road, if we
catch him at all.” .

“I don't think!” grinned the
Bounder. “I fency Duorance told
Bunter he was going fo CourtFeld, in
cese he was followed and grabled. 1
fancy he's mare likely to have gone the
other v.-u,ﬂ*”

“Oh, that's rot ! said Redwing.

Court-

=

es the Bounder suspected, headed for
Clourtfield, he must have taken the
other way; and unless he reached a
turning before he was overtaken, he was
certain to be run down. And the
Bounder was not giving him time to

{rmight

reach the first turmnﬁ‘ )
As if afraid that their qlh}arr
slip, Vernon-
Redwing,

somehow give them the
Smith quickened his pace, and
with & curious glance at his chum,
followed suit,
“Look ! muttered the Bounder sud-
denly, “What did I tell youi”
There was many a turn in Friardale
Lane. Coming round one bend at a trof,

Harry Wharton gripped Bunifer’s ceilar in his right hand and the new boy’s ¢ollar in his left. * This way!™ he said
“Yow-ow-ow ! Leggo !* With a prisoner in either hand now, the capiain of the Remove pursued his way

b

“Took here, Smithy—" sald Tom
Redwing restively.

% Dh, come on and don't talkl”

With 2 more and more dissatisfied
cxpression on his face, Redwing fol-
lowed the DBounder eslong the lane,
They sighted the figure ahead once
more as Durance sﬁcp?ud over the atilo
that gave on the footpath through
Friardale Wood, The new junior
vanished into the wogd; and
Boundar was hurrying on towards the
stile, when Tom caught his arm and
pulled him to o halt,

“Look here, Smithy, are we going to

to the changing-room. RBilly Bunter gasped and spluifered, and Durance resisted, but hoth of them went. (See Chapfer 1.)

cheerily.
“Well, let's sece, anyvhow," said
Yernon-Smith, “T1 fancy that mierchant

has something on thiz afternoon mors
important than pietures.  He's got a
hicking to come; and he wouldn't take
that simply to butt inte a  pieture
palace. Follow your leader, old bean”

Redwing followed the -Bounder along
Friardale Lane, but with a dissatisfied
expression on his face.  Iollowing a
cheeky fellow who cut games practigo
without leave, to walk him hack to the
football pround was one tlnng, buat this
was quito another. 1f the fellow had
lied, and if he was bent on some Privutc
business of his own, Redwing did not
want to know what 1t was, and waa not
in the least interested.  He could not
help fecling that there was something
in this that savoured of spying.

The DBounder procecded at & rapid
trot, and Redwing kept pace. They
followed the winding lone towards
T'riardale at a good speed, Tor some
distance from the school there were only
two directions to chooso fromn—Court-
field or I'riardale. If Durance had not,

the two juniors weore just in thue to seo
a fizure disappearing round nnother
bend ahepd.

It was out of sight the nexk moment;
but both of them had recognised it as
Duranes.

“On!" ejaculated Redwing.

The Dounder grinned sourly.

“What did I tell you?" he repeated.

“Well, you were right, Smithy! Lot's
cut on and get hold of the fellow,”™ aad
Redwing,. “The sgooner we pget him
Lack, the better—I deon't want te uiss
the footer.”

“Never mind the footer now.”

“DBut that's what Wharton sent us
for——"

“I know that; but we're on our own
now,” said Vernon-Bmith coolly. " I'mn
not in & hurry to bag him. T want to
know where he's going.”

“Hea's heading for Urniardale.”

“1 don't imagine there’s miuch in o
country village te attract him. We'll
keep Lim in eight, anyhow.”

eollar that fellow and walk him book
to CGreviriars?” he demanded.

o wo're not"”

“What do you mean, then?”

“T mean toe hkeep him In sight, sea
where he goes, and wateh anybody he
meets ' answered the DBounder deliler-
.';:.l:"IJ.-'.

“Thal's spying, Smithy.™

“Call it detective work!!™ grinned tho
loundor,

“ Ok, don't be an aest*

“Aro vou coming!” exclaimed the
Iounder impationtly, as Redwing made
o MOve.

Tom shook his head,

“MNao,” he answered. "Il cowne, if
wo're gpoing fo earcy  ouk Wharlon's
instructions, and take Durnnce back to
the football.  "That's what we're here
for. Dt if not, I'm not coming.”

The Dounder knitted his brows

“MNow, look here, Reddy,” hoe  said
guietly, “von know what 1 told you and
Wharton the othor evening in the study,
That fellow wha ealls hmseli Ar-lor

Tue Macxer Lismany.—No. 1,131
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Durance, 15 not Arthur-Durance at all,
I knew Arthur Durance in Devenshire,
& yenr ago; and I tell you that fellow
if mot he. He, and somchody working
with him, have got rid of the real man,
and that young scoundrel has got his

his papers, his clothes, his name,
and come to the school in his place,
I'va egaid go.”

“1 know that.” ‘ =

“Well, then, don't you believe me?
gnapped the Bounder angrily,

“?{ don’t know what to think about
it,” confessed Redwing, “When you
first saw Durance it didn't strike you
- that he wasn’t the same fellow you'd
seen bafore——-=" : :

“A year is a long time, and I'd seen
him only a couple of days. But alter-
wards 1 was quite sure about it.”

* After you'd become encmies,” sald
Tom, rather dryly.

“Do you think—"

“Well, old mean, when you've gotb
your back up, you'd think anything
about any fellow,” B%!d Redwing. “ You
can't deny that you follow your temper
a lot more than you follow your

'u%%manh"
' ¢ Bounder set his lips. v
“Then you think that I've discovered

& mare’s nest?" he asked. )

“Well, it's a steep story, anyhow,™
said Tom. “But if you feel certain of
it, you ought to go to the Head. The
Head’s the proper person to deal with
such a thing, if there's thing in_it.”

“How can I to the Head without

roof, you ooli” snapped the

ounder. “The fellow has come to
Greviriars as Durance—he's gol ell
Durance’s things—he helunﬁadu Devon-
shire, and nobody in this part of
England knows him by eight. And at
first aight I didn’t spot that he wasn't
Durance—and I can't say I did. The
Head would think it all moonshine—
especially if he found out we were on
bad terms personally.”

Redwing was silent.

The Bounder's discovery, if discover
it was, had startled him, as it ha
startled Wharton., DBuf, on reflection,
both of them had doubted very much.
Both of them agreed that, if the
Bounder felt nesured of the truth of his
saspicion, he should go to the Head at

once, and place the matter 1n older
hands. And the fact that Smithy was
unwilling-to do #o, seemed to hint that
he. had some lingering doubt himself;
some misgiving that his bitter and
resentinl temper had led him astray, as
it had often done before. It was all
very well for Smithy to assert iihat he
desired to make absolutely certain first,
But making certain by such methods as
spying on & fellow did not appeal to
Redwing in the least.

He stood silent and troubled, the
Bounder watching him impatiently.
Smi broke the silence angrily.

Wil vou come?”

“1 can't, Smithy—and wyou can't!
You can't follow a chap and watch
him, and spy on him, like Bunter. It's
not good cnough for me, or for you
either.”

“Flease yourself, then!” growled the
Bounder. “I'm going.”

“Wharton sent us to take him back
to the [ooter—="

“Wharton can go and eat coke

“It's not tresting him faidy—"

“Ratal* :

The Bounder hurried on towards the
stile, He was uneasy already lest the
new junior should have left the mam
footpath and escaped by some winding
track in the wood, ]

Tom Redwing remained where he
was, looking after his comrade, with
. frowning, troubled brow. But as the
Baunderlﬁd not stop or look Tom
followed him at last and overteok him
at the stile.

“Look here, Smithy——" he began.

Herbert Vernon-8mith vaulted aver
the stile and startod up the footpath
gt 2 run. Hiz face was =angry and
determined. Whether he svas or was not
convinced that the new junior in the
Remove was & cheat and a rogue, at
all events hs was resolved to find out
what ha ecould. If, as the Bounder
believed, Arthur Durance had disap-
peared before reaching Greyfriars, and
this hawk-eyed fellow had taken his
place, obviously the fellow could not be

r!!

working alone in such =& e—he
must have confederates.
With he had to

thase cﬂnfmi&grai&;
keep in touch. And Bmithy suspected
that it was to such & meeting that the
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new junior was going now. At least,
he must have had a particular resson
for clearing off without leave, and
facing the certainty of a licking when
he returned to the school.

For Tom's scruples on the subject the
Bounder did not care two straws. He
was not an over-serupulous fellow him-
self, and he believed that at present he
Was enga?ed upon showing up a schem-
ing rascal and righting a wrong. .That
was enough for him. At the best of
times the Bounder of Greyfriars was
not too particular in his methods,

Redwing followed him  reluctantly
along the footpath. The Bounder went
50 rapidly that Tem had to put it on
to keep pace. But if Durance was on
that path, he was well ahead now, for
they did not sight him in the wood.
The end of the footpath, opening on
the Redelyffo road, appeared in sight,
with another stile.

The Bounder reached the stile and
stopped there a few moments, breath:
ing hard after his run. There was the
spund of an engine a little wey along
the road, and Smithy’s eyes furned on
a motor-car that was just sterting.

He uttered an exclomation:

“There he ig ™

“Where!” panted Bedwing, coming
up.

The Dounder pointed.

“In the carl®

Redwing_followed his gaze. The car
wag closed and beginning to move
::.flt“g, but Tom had o glimpse of the

ool who sat within for & moment.
It was the new junior who was known
in the Greyfriars Remove as Arthur
Durance.

A few moments more, and he was out
of sight as the car rushed on in the
direction of Redelvfa.,

“Sold I" muttered the Bounder.

He sat on the stile, staring after the
vanishing car. It disappearsd in a
cloud of dust. i

Redwing emiled faintly.

The Bounder's attempt at shadowing
had come to & sudden end.

“Well, that's that!” sald Tom.
“Let's get back to Greyfriars, Smithy.”

“No hurry!” grunted the Bounder.
““(Games practice will be over long
before wo can geb back.”

“It seems to me that we're in the
same boat as Durance. We've cub
games a3 much as he hasg.”

“Who cares?” growled Smithy.

“Well, ¥ do, for one,” said Tom
quietly, *“We could have ged thab
yvoung ass in Friardale Lane if you—>=’

“I didn’t want to bag him; I wanted
to ses where he went.” The Bounder
snapped hiz teeth “Somewhers Red-
clyffe way—that's all we ecan tell. If
thers was a taxi to be picked up—"

“MNot likely,” szaid Tom, *Let's get
back.” .

“1 shall know that car again—a blue
Daimler,” said Vernon-3mith, unheed-
g, “You didn't think of noticing the

number #"

Redwing shook his head.

“Well, I did ! sneered the Bounder,
“K2468. I shall know it again®

“1f you ever zee 1t again,” saud
wing.

“Don’t you think it likely "

“Not if it's a hired car, Likely as
not, the young ass had fixed up a motor
run this afterncon, and that’s why he
vleared off instead of coming down to
foater.™

Vernon-Smith started a little and bit
his lip. That commonplace explanation
af the whole eccurrcenes rather dashed
him. Redwing smiled again.

“That's not 1%,” sald the Bounder,
after a moment. “If the fallow hired &
car for a run, why shonld he walk er

run & mile by & f[ootpath to meet it?
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Why shouldn’t it come to the school for
him—at least, near the school?

Redwing did not answer that. It
was, indced, diffionlt to answer, if the
trq!.'h was that Durance was simply
going out on & motor run.

**Well,” snapped the Bounder, * what
do you think about it 7"

“I don't think about it at all! It's
no business of mine!" said Redwing,
rather sharply.

“Not if that young rogue is one of a
gang who have kidnapped a fellow
coming to our school 1™

“Well, yes. If I believed that—""

“"Heven't I proved it?" snapped
Yernon-S2mith.

. "Well, no! It's possible, but it's
%F;:E;r' unlikely,” said Tom. * Look here,

ithy, if you really belicve sll that,
and you won't put it to the Head, what
sbout your father 3"

“Well, what about my father?”
grunked the Bounder.

*Durance came up from Devonshire
and stopped the night ab your father’s
house 1in London. Mr. Vernon-Smith
saw him into tho train for Greyiriars.
Your father knows him perfectly well
by sight. It must have been the real
Durange that he put into the train for
Greyiriare,™

“Well ¥ znapped Bmithy,

“Well, if you got your father to zee
him, that would settle it, Can't you get

vour father to come down to Grey-
friars?”

*I've thought of that.”

“Well, why not?"

“My pater's a busy man. He would

come down to the school i I gave him
a jolly good reason. But——"

“Isn't this & good reason?”

Tho DBounder was stlent.

"You see how it stands,” said Red-
wing guietly. *You suspect this chap,
but you don't feel eertain enough to
speak to the Head, or to give it as a
reason for your father to come down
to Greyfriars. ¥You're afraid of if
turning out to be all moonshine.”

“There’s & chance—a slight chanee 1™
muttered the DBounder. A feliow
'li:]ﬂ{*ﬂl’t want to risk looking an utter
ool 1"

He dropped from the stile.

“Let's get back ! he grunted.

. And they walked back to Greyfriars
in silenco.

——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Doubting Thomases !

1 ATLLO, hallo, halla 1™
H “Ho you've pot back ¥
“¥Where the dickens——"
The Famous Five wers in
the Bemove passare when Vernon-
Smith snd Redwing came in. Games
practice was long over, and Harry
Wharton & Co. had come in to tea.
Wharton's brow was frowning as he

looked at the fwo, and edwing
coloured  uncomfortably apnd  the
Bounder scowled.

“Look here, you men—" began
Harry.

Vaornon-8mith unceremoniously
shouldered past him and went into hLis
own study. Wharton's eyes flashed.

“I'in sorry, Wharton ! said Tom
awkwardly, “The fact 15—is—"

He broke off. He could net explain
that hiz chum was to blame.

“Oh, I'm not baming vou, Beddy !
eaid the captain of the Remove., “1've
hed o jaw from Winpgate, and I'vo got
a few words to say to Smithy.”

And, with knitted brows, the captain
of the Remove [ollowed Vernen-Smith
into Study Neo. 4. Redwing followed
him in, worried and troubled., Db
Chorry winked at ihe Co.

Erassansasnnaananesnanans IIIII‘.#II‘.III-I‘

“Now listen for the jolly old fre-
works ! he =aid,

The Bounder had thrown himsell into
& chair in Study Ne. 4, and he scowled
at Wharton as he came in.

“Well, what do you want?” he
snapped.

“A few words,” said Harry. “I sent
o and Redwinp after that cheeky cad

urante to bring him back to the
footer., Tt was guite understood that
you weren't given leave to cut games
praciice, L've been jawed by Wingate
for letting three fellows off without any
reason.”

“That's ono of the pleasures of being
Form captain!™ gnecred the Bounder.
“You have to take the rough with the
simooth. 1f you've tired of the job,
there are other fellows ready to step
inte your shops [Y

“That's not the point. T've reported

-

Durance, and he gets six when he
comes in,"

“Report me, too, and get me six! I
can stand six better than that wecdy
rotter can.”

“0Oh, cheese it, Smithy,” broke in
Tom Redwing., “The foct 15, Wharton,
you'd betier report both of us. We
could have bagged Durance and
brought him in, and we didn't do it.
We could have got back for goames
practice—and we didn’'t! And there's
no oxouse,"

“*I'm not making excuses, anyhow,”
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. “You can do as
like, and go and cat

said the Dounder.
vou jolly well
coke

“And that's all you've got to say!”
asked Harry,

“That's the lot.”

“You'd better teil him, Smithy,”
suid Tom. * Anyhow, Wharton knows
what you think about Durapce”

The Dounder grunted.

“Wharton's as silly en ass =3 you
arp,” he replied. ‘8till, I'll tell him
if e likes to listen.™

The DBounder had come back in a
thoroughly bad temper. His attempt
at shadowing had been a hopeless
failure, and the dissppointment was all
the keener becauses he knew—alter it
had happened—that he might have
guecssed that Durance would have 2
car waiting for him., If, as the
Bounder suspected, tho rogue of the
Eemove was going to n meeting  with
confederates, they were not likely to
ba near the school, very unlikely indeed
to be within walking distance. The
Bounder fclt that his uvsual astuteness
had failed him, and 1t was irritating.

Harry Wharton locked from one to
tho other of the chums of Study No. 4.

“What are you driving at?” he asked.
“If anything happened to preveni you
from coming back, you'd better tell
me." )

“We followed Duranee,” grunted ithe
Rounder, I mran. the cheating rogue
who calls himself Durarce.”

7

“What on ea.lh for?”

“To spot his gnme At least, I fol-
lowed him, end E.ef.lwqu followed me, .
Redwing is too particular to do any-
thing of the kind, of his own accord—
only under my bad influence,” sneered
the Dounder.

“Well, and wha* happoned ?” asked
Harry.

. "“The cad got into a car end van-
ished.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

1 suppose it was funny,” snccred the
Bounder. “Dut I'll be ready for phat
dodge next time.” -

“What utter vot,” said Harry. “Do
you mean to say that vou're going to
et np as & sort of detective, & lﬁe&p
the fellow watched?

“I mean exactly that.”

“Then the socner you chuck it, the
better,” said tho captain of the Re-
move.  “‘I'm not surprised to hear
that Redwing didn’t approve of it. I
should be surprised i he had®

“It's rather lucky for the fellow I
koew at Barnstaple n year ago that
we're not all good littie Georgies at
Gireyfriars,” esald the DBounder. “I'm
geing to help him, somchow. I'vo told
you that that howk.eyed cad iz not
Arthur Durance at all”

“You've told us so!” said Ilarry
slowly, * but—"

*You heard me pumping him. I
spun a yarn of something that had
never happened, whils 1 was with Dur-
ance in Devonshire—and he pretended
to remember the whele bag of tricks.™

“That's queer, I know; but a fellow
might be a liar without being a kid-
uapper or an 1mpostor,” said Harry.
“Ia cume here as Durance, and he's
satisfed his Form master and the Head.
Any day your father mught come down
to the school, and would spot him at
onee if he was a cheat.”

“He would take jolly pood care to
clear out of pates if h. heard that my
father was eoming down to the school.”

“ Mo reason why Fe should hear, Ask
your father to come down to Greyfriars
and settle the matter.”

The Beunder grunted and did not
answer.  Redwing had aiready made
the same suggestion, only bringing into
the Bounder's mind & faint, lingering
doubt that he might have made =
mistake. Bmithy was not blind to the
fact that his own bitter temper some-
times led him astray, and that his
beliefs wero very much coloured by his
likes and dislikes.

“I1t's too thick, I think,” soid Iarry
slowly. “It's possible, of course—but—
it's awfully steep. Why should the
fellow be playing such a game 7

“Ho's got some object, of coursc.”

“Well, what object?”

“How should I know " exclaimed the
Bounder irritably. “He's not taken
me into his confidence.”

“If it's as you eay, a Greyviriars man
has been kidnapped, and 15 beinz keps
a prisoner somewtere,” snid Harry.

“That's a certainty.” :

“Your father put him in the tran
for Greyfriars,” went on the captain of
the Bemove, “Tt was the NOM-sHOp ex-
press for Courlfield, that pgets in at
three. 1 suppese your father knows
Duranco all right "

“Of courss he does.” ;

“hen it must have been the genuino
article that he put inte the Courtlicld
train 1"

“'fl“:;-j‘”

“As the train doesn't step hbeiove
Courtlicld Junction, nothing coulid have
happened te Durance befors that”

“They got him ot Conrtfield, T sup-
pose, and this hawk-cyed »oung scoun-
drol fook his place.™

Tire Macxer Lmoanr.-—No. 1,15].
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“Tlen it's your fault,’ said Harry,

The Bounder started.

“What? How do you make that
out 1

“Quelch sent you to meet Durance af
Courtfeld Junction that day and you
cleared off instend, and let him shift for
bimself, If you'd bBeen on the platiorm,
waiting for him e

T'he Bounder bit his lip hard.

“There's something in that,” he ad-
uiicted. *DBut if it's my fault thet they
got him, it's all the more up to me to
~cer him thrpugh. Not that I'm at E&“
zure it would have saved him, If I'd
been with him, they might have got
mp, too™

“Who are “they "?” asked Harry.

“Iiow chould I know? 'The gang
that this young hawk-eyed rascal 1z a
member of, who've got Arthur Durance
eomowhere, ™ The Bounder staved
angrily at Wharton, who smiled. “You
think I'm letting my imaginabtion run
away with me?"

“Well, it sounds a bit like the films,"
said Harry. “Lock here, if you really
rhink this about Durance, put it to him.
1f he's an impostor, the soonecr he's
shown up the better. Put it to him
plain, in the Rag, before all the fellows,
and got the facts out, whatever they
are.

* And put him on his puard I sneercd
{he Bounder. “I know a trick worth
two of that”

“Well, that's what
Harry.

“You're a fool, and I'm not.”

“Thanks!” said the captain of the
Remove deyly, and he walked out of
Study No. 4, ,

Vernon-Smith turned a scowling brow
on Redwing. _

“Veou think the same as thot =illy
idiot " he demanded. X

“I don’t think Wharton is a silly
idiot ¥ answered Tom mildly.

“ Do you think the same as he docs

"Well, yes”

“ Then you're a feol, too!”

Redwmg lavnghed,

“Wea'ra all fools, excepting you, old
chap,” he said. “Leot it go at that,
then. What about tea?”

It was ruther a dismal tea in Study
No, 4. The Bounder was in a black
ill-humour, and did not =scck lo dis-
guise it

ITe was convineoed that liis suspicion
was well founded, that the fellow with
the hawkish eyes, who called himself
Arthur Durance, was not Arthur Duar-
ance. And yvet, at the thought of mak-
ing such a startling accusaticn in public,
of committing himself without retreat
to it, the Bounder's heart failed him.
He was sure—but he realised that he
was not sure enough for that. Ile had
to find proof—:omething delinite that
would convinee others—and the fellow
was as cunning as a fox, and not casily
to be caught-—and in seecking proof, he
hed to work alone.

“I'm going on with " he said, as
he rose from the tea-table. *“You can
think what you like. and that other ass
can think what he likes—but I'm poing
on with it, and you'il see.”

And with that the Bounder walked
out of the study and slammed the door
wlter him,

I'd do,” said

?H

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Laying the Snare !

ARRY WHARTON looked rather
H grimly at the new junior, as
he joined the throng of fell
going to Hall for eall-over.
“Duranee ' ho called out,
THE Macxer LisgaRY.—No. 1,131
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“Hallo I

“"You're {0 pgo to Wingate's study
after call-over.™

“What fori®

“Ta be licked,”
ceurtly.

The new junior made a grimace. He
came over to the captain of the Remove,
hiz manner unusually eivil.

" Look here, Wharton,” he said, “I'm
rather sorry 1 put your back up to-day;
but I had to po out. You see, I'd
alroady made arrangemenis for the
afternoon, and 1 knew nothing .about
the games praciice,”

"The time was posied In the Rag,”
answered Harry.

“Well, 'm new here, you know——"

“And I came to tell you specially,
and marched you down to the changing-
vooin,” snid Harry. “ After that——"

“I know. But I'd booked a seat for
the pictures at Courttield yesterday,
and 1 was rather keen on if. Look
here, you can pub in a word for me with
Wingate, "

Wharton looked at him steadily.

He knew that Vernon-Bmith and Red-
wing had f{ollowed the new fellow more
than a mile from the school, in a direc-
tion opposite from that of Courtfield,
and that Durance had taken a car to-
wards Redelyffe. It was obvious that
wherever he had been he had not been
to the picturcs at Courtfield.

“You booked a seat yesterdayi” re-
peated Harry,

“¥es, Bo you see—"

"¥You mean to say that you went {o the
pictures at Courtfield thiz afternoon?”
" ! Yesh I asked Bunter to tell you,
11

“You did nothing of the kind,” said
Harry. “And I will tell you this,
Durance, that telling lies won't de you
much good here.”

“What do you mean? [ tell you—>

“Oh, chuck t!” interrupted Whar-
ton, in disgust. * You never went any-
where near Courtfield.”

The new junior started.

“*How do you know where I went?”
he exclaimed,

“I don't know where you went, and
don’t care. I know wvou never went to
Courtfield ! snapped the capiain of
the Remove. “You didn't want a car
n:rn1 jhn Redelylfe road to get to Court-
flela.™

The sallow face reddened, and the
sharp, bird-like eyes had a  sudden
plitter in then,

“Yon iollowed me—vyou spied—-—"

“Don’t be a silly ass!™ said Tarry,
conternptuously,

“If yon did not, how do you hnow?
snarled the new junior.

“You admit if, anyhow.”

“I suppose some follow saw me”
The hawk-like eyes gleamed at Whar-
len. “Who was the fellow ¥

“¥ou can (ind that out for yourszell.,”

“Well, it's true that I went for a
molor run. No harm in that, I sup-
pose, on 2 half-holiday " said the new
JUnLor. ‘”I'vc hardly over been oot of
Devonzhire, beiore 1 came here, and I
wanted to see the country. iy
shouldn™ I3V

“MNo reazon why you shouldn't. But
lotz of reazsons why vou should not tell
lics about it,” said Wharton scornfally.

And he turned away and went into
Hall.

After eall-over the new junior made
his way unwillingly to Wingate's study
in the Sixth. There he received his
due, six from the prefect’s ashplant.
And his face wore & black scowl az he
came up the Remove paszsage.

He was there when the Dounder and
Redwing came in, Redwing sorted out
ihe volume of Milton that was required
for pren that evening. The new junior
ttid not =peak to cither of them. He

answered Haorry
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was accustomed to preserving a sulky
silence when he was with his study-
mates, and, except for prep, he was
seldom in the study with them. Bug
hiz sharp eyes dwelt on the Bounder
several times with an ovil look. Per-
haps he suspected who it wes that had
seenn him in the car on the RedclyHe
road that day.

Vernon-3mith gave him no heed.
The new junior finished prep very
quickly, and rose to leave the study.
But he pauszed on his way to the door
as the Bounder made a remark to Red-
YWELNE,

% Elfr:l I tell vou my pater was coming
down to the school, Reddy ™

Redwing: looked up.

* Mo, urans_'.wwﬂd. ]

The new junior had been putiing his
hand to the door to open it. He
dropped it again,

He turned from the door, and stepped
to the bookease, and began to sort over
the books there,

The Bounder smiled primly.

He kopew that, but for his remark,
the fellow would have left the study,
and that he was lingering to hear more.
If Dwrance was the impostor the
Bounder believed him to be, he was
deceply interested in any visit Mr,
Vernon-8mith might pay to Greyfriars,
os ﬁhe mitlionaire knew Arthur Durance
well,

“I'm going to ask Queleh to lef me
off class on Monday afterncon,” said
the Bounder carelessly,

“Well, Quelechy will let you off, if
your father’s coming,” said Tom.
*“You're going to meet him 1%

“I haven't seen him since the hols,
you know,” said Vernon-Smith. “He
15 never able to stop long when he
comes. Look here, the pater likes you,
Re.d’dy, and I'd like you to come with
me.”

“I'd like to, if Quelchy will let me,”
sald Bedwing., "“He's not keen on let
ting fellows off classes, though.”

“You can ask him, anvhow,™

“Yes, rather, I'll ask him as nicely
as I ecan,” szaid Tom, with a smile.
“Your pater won't be coming down in
his car, then?”

“Na. If we can pot off, we'll pot a
car from Courtficld Garage, and pick
him wup at Lantham,” said Vernon-
Smith. “The express gets nte Lan-
tham at three.™

“That means asking Queleh for the
whole afternoon,” remarked Redwing,
a little doubtfully,

“That's 1. We get back lera for
tea,” said Vernon-Smith. ** The pater
hasn't been here thiz term, and I want
to make rvather a fuss of him. 't

“I'll help, old chap.”

“What about you, Durance?” asked
Vernon-8mith, looking across to the
junior who was fumbling at the book-
CRE0,

“What do you mean about mef?
asked the new junior over his shoulder,
without turning his head.

“Myg father will want to see you, gf
course,”

“Why should lie?”

“Your father is his friend,” said the
Bounder. *“T'he pater wanted wa to be
friends here, for that reason. He zaid
ﬁﬂ-.-”

“It hasn't worked, has 1t?” said the
new jumicr, with a sneer.

“No: but there's no nced to shqra
that at the pater. I suppoze you'd like
to come to fea in the study while he's
here™

“1 shouldn’t.”

“We're not friends, or likely to be,™
said  Vernon-B2mith. ‘But  you've
nothing against my pater, I suppose?”

“T'ie not keen on Mr, Vernon-2mish
at all, thanks

“MThen you won't come

“No. 1 won't.”
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“ At feast, vou'll have to sce him,”

said Vernon-Smith, “Ile’s eertain to
ask to see you”

*If I'm in the HHouse, of course, T'll
gea him if he wants to see me,”
answered the new junior cnra]css]f.

“Vou'll be in the House, as you'll be
at class on Monday, and you won't get
off till four.”

The new junior looked round at that.

“1f you're bringing your father here
to tea, that won't be till later than four
o'clock,” he said. " Tea-time's later.”

“Tea's & movable feast, you know,”
said the Bounder coolly. ™If the pater
comes straight here from Lantham
Station, he will get in long before
claszes are over. 3o you'll be in the
House.™

“1 shall be in class, at any rate.
And T don't think fellows are allowed
to see visitora in the Form-room."

“ After olags—"

*“(0Oh, P'll sea him, if he likes!" spid
the pew junior. “No reason why I
shouldn't, thnuf,'h I can’t ray T want to.
What time will he leave

“That's not settled.”

“Before calling-over, I suppose?™

(14 E}h* F'Elﬂ !"

“All right, I'll see him, if ho asks
about me.”

And, taking a book under hiz arm,
the new junior leit the study.

Redwing looked cariously at
Bonnder across the study table.

“You'va fixed this up on Durancc's
account, Smithy ¥ heo asked.

(1] “im.”

“Well, it's & szensible thing. Your
pater knows the kid thoroughly, and
when be sees him it will settle the
matber.”

“Whea!” grinned the Dounder,

“Well, he's bound to sec nim, isn't
T

the

“ 3ol i that fellow can Lhelp it

-----
wii ¥

and

them.

Redwing looked grave. ) .

“[o you mean that you think he will
try to keep clear of your father¥™ he
aaked.

“1 don't think—I know!"

“Well, if he does——" .

“No *if ' ahout it—he will?” s=aid the
Bounder tersely. **He will munage to
get out of gates Monday afternoon.”

“He can't, 1n clasa!’™

“Fellows have cut classes before now,
and for less serious reasons,’’ said the
Bounder, with a grin., “That fellow
will cut classes on Monday afterupon and
chance a flogging "

Redwing was silent. The Dounder
spoke with complete ¢onviction, as if
there was no shadow of doubt in the
matter. But douwbt was lingering n
Tom Redwing’s mind, 1

“If he ecuts classes, to dodge secing
my {ather, what will you =ay then,
Reddy 7”7 asked the Bounder mockingly.

“7 shall say that it's jolly suspicious,
but not proof.” .

“ Exactly. But the proof will turn up
abont the same time, I hope,” said
Vernon-Smith.

Ha added nothing further fo that
rathor eryptic remark. But it was clear
that the Bounder had formed some plan,
and that the proposed wisit of  Mr.
Vernon-Smith to Greyfriars School waz
only & part of it.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Franch Leave !

Fzn, DELCHY lgoks cross™
4  mured Bob Cherry.
“The crassiulness appears to

¥ be terrific,” remarked Flurree
Jamset Ram SBingh, 2
“Who's for 1t 1" grinned Squitl,
“Y zax, vou fellows——""

poaLgy-

) { /
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“ How @0 you know where I went? " sald
Dhrance.

**1 don*t kmow whera you went,
don't care,” snapped Harry Wharton.

“* Bui 1 know you never went to Courtfield ! **
The new boy's sallow face reddened, and the
sharp, bird-like eyes had a sudden glitier In

“80 you followed me, then!* he

snarled. ** You spied on me ! ** (See Chapter b.)

Mr. Quelch glanced along the Remove
table, and the whispering voices
promptly died away.

There was no doubt that Quelchy
looked cross, as he sat at the head of
the Remove table at dinner that Mon-
day. Something,  evidedtly, had
ocourred to disturk the serenity of the
Remove master.

The juniors wondered what it was.
Skinner wuneasily speculated whether
Queleh had noticed a scont of smoke
about him. Billy Dunter felt a mas-
gi?ingi- that Quelch might have heard
something from below atairs about a
missing pie. It wae not till dinnec was
over that the cause transpired.

“Vernon-Smith!” rapped out Mr.
Quelch.

“Yes, sir,”

The Bounder did not seem alarmed
under the stare of Queleh’s gimlst eyes.

“1 have received 2 telephono message
from your father,” said Mr, Quelch.
“Ha haa requested me to give you anh
cxeat this alternoon.”

“Indeed, sir.”

Tt iz very vousual,” said Mr, Quelel,
frowning. “‘But as Mr. Vernon-Smith
has made @ very special reguest, 1 have
acceded. ™ .

“Phank you, sir!"

“Mr. Vernon-Smith haz wsled for
loave for Redwing also,” added M.
Quelch. “I'o this also I have aceeded.”

“You are very kind, sir,” said Tom.

Mr. Quelch glanced at him vather
more auniably than at the Dounder. Tom
Redwing was one of his best pupils, and
steady work was the way to a Iorm
master's heart.

“¥You will both be free for the after-
noon,” said the Ilewnove nwxsier, n a
somewhat acid voice,

The juniors marched out of all, some
of them grinning, The couse of Quelchy's
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frown was known now. Any such inter-
ruption of routine was disagreeoble to
Mr. Quelch. Ha disapproved of it
strongly, Indecd, thers was no doubt
that he would greatly have proferred to
refuse the special request of Mr. Samuel
Yernon-Smith, and to point out to him
that boys were at Greyiriars to learn
things, not to toke extra holidays, Dut
no doubt he felt that a special request
was difficult to refuse.

“Lucky bargees|” said Boh Cherry,
as tho Removites went out, * Some higs
have all the luck 1™

*The luckfulness is preposterous!™
remarked Hurrco Jamset Ram Singh.
“Your estcemed and ridiculous father
might as well have requested leave for
ua aleer, my worthy Smithy.”

The Bounder Iaughﬂi
"I faney he didn'e find it eas
it across Quelchy fer us two,” {m aqeid,
“But it'a all right, Reddy., TYou're
rather a swot, old bean, but you must
misa history and maths for once.”

“Not at all,” suid Tom, with a smile.

“But what's the big idea?” asked
Horry Wharton.  “Anything  very
special on this afternooni”

“Lots!” suid Vernon-Smith,

“Smithy's father is coming down,”
explained Tom, rather surprised that the
DLounder did not mention it. “We're
golng across to Lantham to meet him
and bring him to the school.?

“Oh!” ejaculated Wharton. *Is
that it7*’

“That's it,” said Tom.
Wharton gave the Dounder s quick
look. Me = remained behind with
Bimithy and Redwing as the other
fellows went out into tha quad.

“ 30 you've done it now, Smithy " he
eshed. It was the best thing. I sup-
pose your pater’s pretty busy: but if
there’s. anything in what you fancy
about Durance, the sooncr he sees the
fellow and identifics him the better,”

The Bounder's lip curled.

“The fellow won't ba in e¢lass this
afternoon,” he said.

' He's not got leave.” ;

T fancy he will take frenmch leave”

“What rot!” said Wharton, “Jke
wouldn't dare! Quelchy would be like
& tiger.”

. “Lookl” said the Pounder, with a nod
in the direetion of Masters’ passage.

Mr. Queleh had gona in that direction,
and Wharton, following the Bounder's
nod with his eyes, saw the new junior
following the way the Nemove mastor
had gone.

“Well ' said Harry.

“Ho's gone to Bsg Queleh for an

exeat.”

“More duffer he, if he has, Quelchy
will jump on him.”

“ Exactly; and he will eut elass and
stay out,’

“I suppose he would, if thore’s any-
thing in what you think about him,"
gaid Wharton slowly, “But—"
“Well, you'll be in elass, and you'll
M‘E‘-.” +

“That's so,” assented Harry.

He followed his friends out of the
House, little enough intercsted in the
new junior, though the Bounder's
Btl‘ﬂ-nf;ﬂ suspicion had ecertainly givon
him food for thought.

Verngon-3mith staved where he was,
and Redwing with him, .

“Waiting for something, Bmithy "
asked Tom.

& Yﬂﬂl-”

“Well, what are we watting for?"
asked Redwing, rathor puzzled.

“To see thot {ellow come back from
CQuielehy's study,”

£l W}]T?”

‘g gee whether ho's got an excal.”

“If you ask him—"

“MNo need to ask him. I shall be

o ppt
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able to tell by his face,” =aid the
Bounder coolly. " He won't be long.”

In o few miputes the new junior
came back from Masters' passage. His
faca wore a sullen, ry scowl,

The Bounder ¢!ﬂ:§f one oye ab Red-
wing,

Durance passed them, and went out of
the House, still scowling, and cvidently
thinkinﬁ deeply.

*' Looks as 1f ho didn’t get it—what?"
grinned the Bounder.

“He looks disappointed,” said Tom.
“PBut you don’t know really what he
has been askizng Quelch.”

“T fancy I do. Anvhow, come on.
We're finished here.”

They wont out into the gquad, and tho
Bounder loitered about for some iime,
with his cye on Durance in the distance.
Redwing remained with bhim, but he
was growing more and more restive, At
length the new junior, who had strolled
down towards the gates, went out into
the road, .

“He's made up his it,"”
smtiled the Bounder.

“Lots of fcllows have gone ouf,
will come back for class.”

“That fellow won't”

“T don't like the iden of keeping an
eve on a chap like this, Smithy, In
fact, 1 dizlike 1t a good deal,” mutiered
Redwing.

“You can c<huck me, i you hke”
wneered the Dounder, “Thore’s a lot of
high-minded youths in the Remove who
would he glad of wour company, if
you're tired of mine™

“Oh, don't bs &an ess,” grunted
Redwing, “"When do we start?”

“Now ! answered the Bounder, I
only wanted to szes that cur safe out
of gates.™ i

When the Bounder and hiz companion
passed out, Duranee of the Remove was
dizappearing along Friardale Lane, in
tha xgjimctiml of the wvillage. TIf was
the way he had gone on Baturday
afternoon, when Smithy's attempt at
shadowing had ended so ingloriously.
The Bounder glanced after him, with a
eynical grin, and to Bedwing's relick,
turned his back on the disappearing
junior, and started towards Courtheld,

When tho Remove went to  thair
Form-room that afternoon, they ex-
pected to find two places ompiy—
Smithy's and Redawing’s. As & matier
of fact, they found three. Durance was
not thero.

Harry Wharfon had intended to note
whether he was there or not, but his
mind, as a matter of fact, was more ocen-
pied with football matters than with the
Bounder’s theory regarding the new
junior, And he had quite [orgotten

urance,

Mer. Queleh. however, was not likely to
forget a member of his class. He was
already annoved at ‘tmviu% been induced
to pive two Removites leave for the
afternoon, and he was not likely to over-
look the fact that a third was missing.

Certainly, he did not suspect, as yet,
that the new junior was cutiing class.
He supposed that he was late. Duf
when the class was over, it was obvious
that Durance was not merely lato. The
next class was with Mr, Lascelles, the
mathematics master, but Duranco was
not thera to take if,

“Wharton ! rapped out Mr. Quelch.
“* Do vou know where Durance is?™

YW o, sir,” zaid Harry.

“1oecs anyong here know where he
s _asked Mr. Quelch, locking round
over the Remove.

Mobody did.

“Hes anyone geen lvm since dinner 7

“I saw him go out of gates, sir,”
said Skinnar,

“Very well [®

mind to

and
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Mr, Quelch’s jaw get grimly,
Evidently Duranca had cut classes, and
cutting & class was a serions matier
where a master like Honry Samuel
Quelch was concerned. Nobody in the
Remove envied Durance his interview
withh Mr. Quelech when he camne in,
though a good many envied ham his
absence from maths that afternoon.

Wharton ecould not help feelin
startledd,. Thes Bounder had predicte
that Durance would cut class to avoid
seeing Mr. Vernon-Smith. His pre-
diction had been fulfilled, whatever the
new junior's motive might be. And what
could it be, but the one suggested oy
the Bounder?

The captain of the Remove was in »
thouphtful mood that afternocon, and his
thoughtfulness was not caused by the
veluable instruction he was receiving in
the Form-room,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.,

Tracked !
u ERE wea are!”™ said Vernon-

H Smith.

“lz thet our car?” asked
Tom,

*That's it.”

At & short distance from the school,
on the Courtfield road, a car was wait-
i at the corner of a little lane off the
high road. The chauifeur standing by
it touched his cap to the juniors as
they rame up, .

“Hop in, Reddy,” =aid the Bounder,
as the chauffeur opened the door.

“TWhat about having the car open®”
asked Tom. It was a mild October
afternoon, with no sign of rain, and
the sailorman’s son was keen on fresh
air at all times.

The Bounder shook his head.

“I'd rather have it closed, if you
don't mind,” ha answered.

“0Oh, all cight!™ :

Redwing sat down in the car. The
Bounder remained talking to  the
chauffeur for & few minutes, in z low
tone. The man's expression was rather
curicus, a3 Redwing noted, as 1] he was
receiving  dirvections of a rather un-
usual kind.

“You quite wunderstand,
asked the Bounder, at last.

“ Quite, sir.” .

“A blue Daimler.” Redwing caught
tha words, as the Bounder was no longor
subduing his woice, “The number's
KG 2463, unless they'va changed the
numbee plate, 28 they may have”

“I understand, sir.”

" Gat roing, then”

The Bounder stepped in after Red-
wing, and the car started. It whirred
away by eross lanes in the direction of
RedelyHe. .

Tom looked at the Dounder curiously,
a littla uneastly. The car Smithy had
mentioned to Dixzon was obviously the
gne Durance had used the previous
Saturday; hut why he had mentioned 1t
was & mystory to Redwing., And there
was & lurking cynicel grin on Smithy's
face that he did not guite like.

However, he asked no guestions, and
remained silent till they came out on
the HRedclyfic road. Thore the car
slowed down and Tom broke the silenca,

“This is rather a long way round to
Lantham, Smithy."

“Wo're not going to Lantham,”

“We're net[” cxclaimed Redwing, in
astonishment,

“Not in the leash.”

“But  what about
fathor #"

“Wa're not meeting my father.,”

lﬂsmilh}r [J‘J

(Continued on payge 12.)
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Thirty years ago few people thousht that it would be possible for a human being 1o launch

himself from a plane thousands of feet up in the air and land safely on terra firma.

Yet to-day

parachute descents are almosi commonplace !

Engines and Parachutes!

LL tha world clapped when Bleriot flow the Channel.
When his monoplane came down, near Dover Caatle,
breaking its running gear and propeller, he was almost
exhausted. I wonder what the small crowd that

rapidly assembled around the machine and ths here would
have said if snyone had dared to propleay that by 1829 sirmen
would have done the air-trip to India in a couple ﬂ{ﬂ.u:,rﬂ |

That, snd much more, bas beon accomplished sinoe the
memorable flight of Bleriot in 1808. For the engines fitted to
aeroplanes have been improved beyvond all recognition. A big
gtart i engine improvement proved successful that same year,
when Henri Farman took part in a big flying contest in France.

]iﬁ fittad his biplane

with typical landing gear
—two -long eskids, fitted
with emall, pnsumatic tyrad
bicyele whegls—swhich itsolf
was 8 big innovation—and
& new kind of motor. They
ealled it the Gnome-—and of
course the *aoxperts™ all
seofind ot it, as thoy did
at most daring dopartures
fromn the ' just crdinary.”

But that Gnome engine
was poing  to make his.
tory. It developed 50 horse-
power, snd weighed only
165 1b., and with its awd
¥arman  established &
workl's record by remaining
in the air for four minutea
over three hours and cover-
ing 112 miles.

The £10,000 Prige!

Arother of the daring
flying pioneers, Latham, at
that contest, won a prize
for the pgreatest height
roached — 600 feot. And
Poauthan did  big  things,
too—all by way of pre.
paration for winning, %5 he
did later on—a £10,000
prize piven by the * Daily
Mail "' for the frst fight

from London to  Man-
chester !
Faney that! And now

moneyed folle skip over to
the Continent for lanch,
leaving Uroydon aserodrome
after a loisurely breakfast,
do thoir shopping in Franee, and skip back apain by air in time
for early tos !

¥When that memorable aeroplane mesting concluded, captaing
of finance bocame intensely interested in tﬁu money side of the
flying craze. A biplane factory was started by Farman. DBleriot
starfed building monoplanes.  And in England, Wright planes
wore being constructed by Short Brothers. Ancther notablo

The ntost-favoured type of para-
chute used by our present R.A.F.
experts.

enrly flver who began to build planes for sale was Mr. A. ¥V, Roa.

Cody, of man-liiting kite fame, was getting very busy, snd,
83 that memorable year 1809 began to draw io a close, Moore.
Brabazon bought & British built biplane from Short Brothera
and with it won the £1,000 prize offersd by the * Daily Mail "
to the first British airman who should manage a cirenlar flight
in an oll-British plane.

To crown the glory of that wonderful year Farman * buated ™
the world's record for flight duration b'ﬂy remaining aloft for woll
over four hours, during which time he flew 150 miles.

“ Salfety First!"

And now everyone actively interested in flying was concernad
with the wn.{'a and merns of unproving the engines—for on thesa
depended sll further progress.  As improvements wers sffected,
go records were broken in rapid suecession, and then at last came
the perfcet life-savers of the air—the parachutes,

They wars sorely neaded, thess absarut.aly reliable parachutes.
For constantly things wers going wrong up sbove the olouds,
and without somoe sueh perfeet landing device tho siricken air.
raan hoadn't o gliost’s chanes of saving hiz bones.

To-day there are several varieties of parachutes, one of the
most favoured being the {ype which iz folded up compastly in a
kind of cushion on which the pilot site. It is strapped to him.
with brocos ovee the shoulders snd around the thighs. All he
has to do is to jump—when it comes to that—as far out from his
plane as possible.

At the same timo he pulls & ring attached to a cord which
forms part of iz Ii.fe-ﬁm-‘infgr aquipment, and the whole package
ppens itsolf and, an instant lator, be is being borne lightly downto
the grovnd by what looks Jike a gigantic umbrella suspended
high above his head.

Jumping from an asroplane iz now part of the routine drill of
sir pilots, and st this spparently tremendously dengerous game
some of them are supors
humanly expert. RJEF
i}&rﬂ.ﬁhutﬂ experts thinl
ittle of hopping off their
plang when 15,000 fest
up.
Airmen who have had
to use the parschuto in
deadly ecarnest—in dire
nengssity—have banded
themselves togother in
what they call ™ The
Gatorpillar Club.”

There i3 & touch : of
humour sabout this—
with & cortain grim

flavour, too.  You know
how somo kinda of cator-
pillars when disturbod at
thoir feading on & shrub
or tall plant promptly
let go their hold snd
dangle unobtrusively _ )
and leisurely to the ground at the ond of o silken thrond which
thoy gpin specially for the purpose 1

Well, that's whore tha Caterpillay Club derived its gqueer name.
If ever you want a startling sensation that will last to the end of
vour days, get & pilot to take you up & few thousand feot and
thon see how you feol a= your fvet lenve the plane and you tug
your ring=—-and wonder whether the parachute will work !

A front view of the Groma engine,
with the aid of which Farman estal-
lished a world's record in $8008.
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THE SCHOOLBOY DETECTIVE!

(Continued from page 10.)

“My father isn't coming,” said the
EBounder coolly., “The pater’s too busy
4 man to run down to Greyiriars at a
minute’s notice, I told you I should not
put it to him about Durande tall I felt
pure. Besides, it would be useless to get
him to make a8 long journey to identify
the fellow, when the {ellow would take
care to keep out of his way at the end
of it.”

" But——" slammered Tom, be-
wildered. “I—[ thought we'd got
lead\'e from school to meet your father,
I.n _.__?‘J

“Bo did Durance!” said the Bounder
grimly,

"Then what yon were telling me in
the study on Saturday evening———m="

“Bpoof, for that fellow to hear!™ aaid
the Bounder coolly. "1 wns setting &
trap for him, and he walked into it.
Bolieving that my father was coming
down to the school, I knew that he
would take care to be out of gates at
the time—one more proof that I*ve got
him down night. I've no doubt that he
asked Quelch for leave, that Queleh
refused, and that he cut.”

“You've no proof of that™

“I shall have plenty when we see
him."

“You expect to see him ™

“That's what wo're here for.”

“But T don't see—"

*Taking it, just for argument’s sake,”
said the Bounder sarcastically, “that I
mey bo right, what is the fellow likely
to do? He's gobt to keep away from
my father, who knows Durance per-
fectly well, and would spot the swindle
at a glance. The farther he keeps away
from Greyfriars, while my father is
i‘u]}rﬂﬂﬂd to be there, the safer ho will
ol

I suppose so—but—-—>="

“Last Saturday he walked through
the wood by the footpath, and picked
up & car that was waiting for him on the
other side of the wood. It took him
to his friends—whoever they are, and
wherever they eare. He'd got to
lie low this afterngon, and his best
game 13 to do exactly the same apain,
and stay with his friends till it's zafa to
geb back to the school. I gave him
plenty of time to make all his arrange
ments, by letting out on Saturday that
he might expect to sec my pater to-day.
He thinks we've headed for Lantham,
ha hasn't the faintest idea we're hanging
about on the Redclyfe road, But—m>"

The Dounder's eves gleamed.

* Unless I've tead him wrong, that car
will pick him up again, and we shall
sce him, and this time we won't be Inft
mn_the lurch.*”

Redwing was silent,

He could not deny that the Bounder's
plans had been laid with skill, indeed,

. with eunning, and that if Durance was
the rogue Smithy supposed him to be,
it was very probable that his movements
that afterncon would be as Vernon-
Smith described.

But there was something distastefu]
to Tom in the whole business, and ho
liked it less still when Smithy curtained
the windows =0 that no passing glance
conld deteet who was in the car.

'th car slowed to a halt, Frem =
chink of the blind, the Bounder watehed
the road, and grinned.

*“There's the car.,” he said.

Redwing breathed hard.

“Bure ' he asked.

" Look for yourself.”

Roedwing looked., At a distance,
drawn up beside the road, was a blus
Daimler, and Tom recognised it at once
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83 the car that had waited for Durance
the previpus Baturday afternocon.

far, at least, the Bounder's predic-
tion "had been werified. The blue car
was there, walting, in the same place
as before, on theglledﬂ;ﬁa road, at a
short distance from the opening of the
footpath that led through the wood to
Friardale Lane.

Dixen dismounted, opened the bonnet,
and appeared to become wvery busy.
Redwing understood now what instrue-
tions the Bounder had given him befove
starting. IF the driver of the blue ear
noticed them at all, he would simply
suppose that he had engine trouble.
The two juniors inside wers quito
invisible.

“¥ou think that Daimler’s waiting
for Duranca?” asked Tom at last.

“What do you fhink?” jeered the
Bounder,
“Well, it looks like it, of course. He

won't be here for some time, though, if
he's walking through the wood as he
did on Baturday.”

“We're going to wait.”

They waited, while Dixon tinkered at
the engine. The chauffeur of the blue
Daimler was seated on 8 grassy bank
beside the road, smoking and reading
a newspaper. He glanced towards Dixog
once or twice, but evidently without
interesat.

Vernon-S8mith pripped Redwing’s arm
suddenly.

“Look 1" he breathed.

Redwing looked from the chink and
eavght his hreath.

A schoolboy clambered over the stile
on the feotpath. and came out into the
road and walked to the blue car.

It was the new junior in the Grey-
friars Remove—at even a greater dis-
tance Ins sharp featurez and bird-like
eves would have been unmistakable.

"What now?" grinned the Bounder.

“It's Durnnce,” admitted Tom.

The Bounder rubbed his hands. He
wazs openly gleeful at the cutcome of
hiz plans for the afternoon. If he was
mistaken in his judgment of the new
junior he had becn at all eveniz right
i forceasting hizs movements, JTb was
plain now that Durance had cut classes
nt Greviriare, and that he intended 1o
gpend the afternoon at a distance fromn
the school.

Redwing cat badk in the seat; but
the Bounder continued to watch. Te
saw the noew junior arrive st the car
and speak to the chauffeur who was
sprawling in the grass. The man rose,
Iuranca entered the ecar, &nd the
Daimler got into motion.

At the =ame time Dixon eamea to the
end of his engine trouble, remounted
into his seat, and drove on, in the wake
af the blue ecar, but at a distance,

The Bounder rubbed his hands again
and grinned.

“Now we shall see what we shall
goe 1 he murmured.

“Are we following that car?” asked
Roedwing.

“We aro

*%¥ou've told Dixon—"

“¥Yos."

“1f Durance iz only going for a joy.
ride, vou're running up & bill for
nothing,” =aid Tom.

“If ho's only poing for o joy-ride vou
can use my head for a football!”
anzwered the Bounder,

“I don't like following ihe
muttered Tom.

The Dounder shrugoed hizs shoulders.

“¥Fon ean jump oubt if vou like!” he
snecrod.

Tom Redwing made no reply to that,
and he sat in zilence, while the car
ﬁlided on ewiftly in the wake of the

lue Daimler,

chap!™
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
At the Old Red House !

i OT a joy-ride!” grinned tho
N Bounder.

Three males or so along tho
road the Daimler turned into
a country lane, where the Bounder's
car followed it over ruts and ridges,
jﬂ!tmﬂ' and jarring. From the lane ib
turned into a mere frock—a narrow
lane that led towards the c¢liffs, whers
therea was a good deal of traffia in the
surnmer, when holidoy-makers abounded
along the const, but in the winter
slmost none. The wav wasz rulty and
miry, between hedges and clumps of
willows.

Durance, apparently, was not on a
“joy-ride,” as Tom Redwing had sug-
gested; he would scarcely have chosen
such a route for a drive for pleasure.

He was heading for some destination ;
and in that direction there were no
buildings, save a few scattered farm-
houses, and the llpﬁd‘ajtﬁ'[aﬂea that were
now shut up since the end of the
summer,

Across the hedges a building came into
view, a building of red brick, with red
chimneys, and creepers on the walls. It
was the Old Red House—a building
that had been renovated for use as a
holiday resort, and was on the books

of Mr. Pilkins, the estato agent ab
Lantham, as = “desirable summer
residence.” In the summer 1 was

alwaye let: in the winter it was closed
and ehuttered and deserted. The
Bounder's eves gparkled as he glanced
at it.

“The Old Red House!” he muttered.

Redwing looked at him.

“Tro wou remember,” asked the
Bounder, “that day last wecek, wh_l:n we
were caught in the storm, we tried to
ot shelter at the Old Red House?
‘%‘v’hartan and his gang wera with
us_.‘li

“I remember.”

“Yaou told us the place was never
taken after the end of the summer—*

“ It never ig," said Tom.

“Hut we found it was seccupied—"

“1 remember,” assonted DRedwing.
“Tt's very unusual. It's the loneliest
place for miles round, and the blenkest
in the winoter.”

“And the man there slanged us for
petting under his porch out of the rain,
and refused to let us in."

The Bounder's eyes were daneing.
Evidently the sight of the Old Red
House had brought some new train of
thouwght into his mind.

“What about it?” asked Tom. ]

“QOnly it looks as if the Daimler is
heading for the Old Red House,"
said_the Bounder.

“Oh!"” said Redwing,

“If that's where he's going——"

“He may know somebody there—*

“He's just come up from Devon-
shire, and hasn't a single relation in
England, now that his father’s gone o
South America—if he's Durance. He's
a complete stranger in  this part of
England. And he knows somebody
who's suddenly taken the Old Hed
Housze ™ .gaid the Bounder derisively.
“The loneliest and bleakest place on the
coast, never oceupied in the winter—till
now, What docs it look like¥”

Redwing did not answer that.

The Bouwnder watched from the chink
in the window.blind. The klue Daimler
turned from the ratty lane to the pato
of the Old Red House, and tho gate
was opened by o man in horn-rimmed
glasses, who came down from the house
az the car arrived.

Smithy spoke quickly to Dixon, and



EVERY SATURDAY

ut on spaed, and fairly shot
past, and sped on towards the cliffs,

In a few momepts the Daimler and
the Old Red House dropped out of
sight behind, 1 :

The Bounder ssnk back inte his seat,
grinning. He was deeply elated by his
BICCEES. ) . _

“We've run him down!” he gaid
“ The Old Red Houss is his headquarters,
rnd he was expeoted there. That
johnny in the specs was ready to open
the pgate when he arrived. You
remember the day we wera there, wa
saw the tyre marks on the gravel—the
car was locked in the garage. It was
that Daimler, Reddy. That spectacled
johony was the man who opened the
door a few inches and slanged ws., And
that toad who calls himself Durance
goes there secretly to visit him.™

“HBecretly " sald Tom.

tho car

Vernon-5mith gripped Redwlng’s arm
suddenly, ““Look!*™ he breathed.
Redwing looked through the chink and
caught- his breath. A schoolboy clam-
bered over the stile on the footpath and
came out into the read. If was the new
junior In the Greyiriars Remove. ** What
now ? ** grlnmad the Bounder. *“It%s
Duranes!™ admitted Tom, (See Chapier T.)

“Has he said & word in the school
about knowing anybody in the neigh-
bourbood T

"MNot that I've haard.™

“Ho said last Saturday that he was

oing to the pictures at Courtlield. We
Em:rw where he went. Why did he lie
gbout 7%

Redwing was silent. It was borne in
upon hiza mind that the Bounder was,
aiter all, on the track of the truth.
At sll events, thers was no doubt that
Durance’s movements were surreptitious
and stealthy, and not easy to explain
except on the Bounder's theorsy.

The Dounder spoke to Dixon again,
aund tho car, by another lane, reached
the Redelyffe road once more, and was
let oul for Lantham,

“Where are we pgolng now?"  asied
Tom,

“ Laptham ! )

“And what are we going fo do ab
Lantham?” i

“Call on Mr, Pilkins 1"

“Pilkins! The cstate agont?™

“That's the johnay "

“What on carth for?”

“To ask him a few questions zboud
the man wheo's taken the 0Old Red
House,” grinned the Bounder. “ Pilking
must have lot himm the house—he lets all
theap holiday places along the eliffs
And I fancy the O34 Red flouse is the

conat.

only one he’s let since the end of the
summer. He will be able to fell us
something about this johony with the
specs.” 2 :

“Ho's not likely to talk about his
tenants to a schoolbay.”

“Leave it to me.”

And pething more was said til]l the
car ran into ntham, and stopped at
tha office of Mr. Pilkins.

——r

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Smithy—Detective 1

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH was
recelved very courteously at the
estate agent’s office, and shown
in at once to Mr. Pilkins. The

fat and florid estate agent brimmed with
politeness to the millionaire's son. Red-
wing realised that hia chum was not
likely to _have any difficulty with Mr,
Pilkins. His namo was enough for any-
one who had heard of Mr. S8amuel Ver-
non-Smith, the millionaire financier.

13

“Pictureaque,” agreed Mr. Pilkins,
“but in that quarter' there is no gas os
cleetricity—— Now a little nearer to
Lantham I have—-"

. But the Bounder was not interested
in residences, however desirable, nearer
to Lanthana.

“The house is on the telephone, at
least,” he gaid. ™I noticed the wiras,”
wr That is e0,” assented Mr. Pilkins,

but—®

“"Well, can I view the ,Flam'l" asked
Vornon-Smith, *If I could look over it
I could let my father know.”

Mr, Pilkins hemmed and hawed, and
ndmitted at last that the Old Red Housa
was already let.

“Let at this time of the year?" snid
Vernon-8mith. *I kuow it was let in
the summer, but I understood the
people left.”

“Quite so,” assented Mr. Pilkins,
“but it was taken again in Scptember,
by a Mr. Knowles. ™

“EKnowlez!” repeated the Bounder.
He knew mnow ths name of the lhorns

Mr. Pilkins was surprised to hear that
his schoolboy visitor desired to inguire
concerning holiday residences along the
£ That branch of Mr. Pilkins
business, ss a rale, closed down when the
holiday season was over. But M Pil-
king was always ready te do bunsiness,
EHPEEII“% as he pgathered that Mr.
Samuel Vernon-Smith was thinking of
taking one of his desirable residences
for a term. The Bounder did not
exactly ‘say so, but he gave Mr. Pil-
king that impression, and & millionaire
tenant was exactly the tenant thet Mr.
FPilkins wanted. DBut he doubted
whether there was anything on his books
magnificent enough for Mr. Vernon-
Smith.

“I've seen a place from my car,” the
Bounder casually explained. “1It's
called the Old Red House, T think. I
noticed that there's a garage, and, of
courze, a garape would ba needed.”

“Tha Old Bed ITouse ! repeated Mr.
Pilkins. I frar that that would scarcely
sutt your father, sir. The accomma-
dation for serrants is vory limited—and
the garage will only take one car—=—"

“It looks a rather pretty place,” re-
marked the Dounder.

------

rimmed gentleman, or at least the name
he went Ejr. . .

“That iz the name," said Mr. Pil-
fins, referring to a hefty volume, * Me,
Knowles—Mr., John nowles. The
house has been taken, furnished, for
one gquarter, with the option of renewsl.
I assure you, howover, that the Old Red
House is very lacking in accommedation,
and nearer Lantham I have a number of
very desirahle—"

“Look here, I've taken rather a fancy
to the place,” said the Bounder. *It'a

icturesque, as you say, Mr. Pilkins.
o you think the tepant would
willing to let me lock over it?”

Me, Pilking hemmed and
again.

“*The fact 18, sir—"

"1t'a usual for the ienant of a fur.
nished house to let it be viewed by any-
body who might take it lafer,” remarked
the Bounder, o

“Cuite o, within reaconable limita;
in fact, we penerally make & condition
to that effect in tho agreement,” said
My, Pilkina, **But Mr. Knowles—"hem—
the fact iz, Mr. Knowles explained to

(Continved on puge 16.)
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me that he was a literary gentleman, and
desired, above all, quiet and repose,
which wes his reason for taking so
solitary & place so late in the season,
Heo madoe it a condition that he should
be absolutely undisturbed there.”

o you mean thet he refuses to let
the house be viewed by any prospective
tenant 1™ ]

Well, yes, it amounts to that. Wa
made this concession ss Mr. Knowles
wag prepared to meet our views in other
ways,” explained Mr, Pilkins,

“You mean that he was willing to
% extra to be left slona?”
r. Pilkins smiled.
to that,” he

“It would omount
admitted.

“Well, that puta the lid on, of course,”
said the Bounder. " All the same, I've
taken & fancy to the place, and money is
be object with my father. Mr. Knowles
might ba wullmi.r to make terms. 1
suppose he's a local man—you know
him#"

“No, that is not the case. He was
quite a strangér to me when he callad
one day in El:lptamher to inguire about
& furnished house. He comes from
I.u;?dn-n, I think.*>

My hat! Da you let houses to
sirangers you don't know anything
about?” asked the Bounder.

I‘!:Ir. Pilkins laughed heartily.

. "Bcarcely,” he eaid. “Hearcely, sir!
Not at all! We always require s
banker’s reference. Moreover, the rent
13 paid in ndvance—which is & good re.
ference in itseli—the one we lika best!”
;1;1&3}:! Mr. Pilkins, with ancther

1 '

] ‘%.nqkt hl?l.ﬂrﬂ, ljf all +?::ht3 man raquires
12 & guiet place for acribbling vou've got
lots ?hat would suit him,” sii{! "Ferngn-
Smith. “He might come to terms.
Does he live alone thera®®

“Ha keeps B _car and a chauffeur,”
answered Mr. Pilkins, “but I beliove
there are mo servants in the house.
Hﬁ 18 not, I believe, 8 wealthy man.”

the more reason why Lo should
‘E&a i‘-: ond uEaE. Lﬁ:mt_ ]‘llElIEl-i.' wiilII you

I im up and as 1m whather

w:lf let thnphnusa boe seeni™ or bo

"I am afraid it would bo uvseless, sir!

Mr. Enowles is a rather—well, a rathor
forbidding gentleman,” said Mr. Pil-
king. * Distinctly disohliging and un-
sociable. He generally ™ drives into

Lantham, to the hotel,” to dine—very
naturally, as he keeps no servants, eg-
cept the ::i'lamnl.’t‘namzr.+ But he make: no
acquaintances—he is very stand.offish.
A distinctly unsociable man ! repeated
Mr. Pilkins, his manner indicating that
he had had some unpleasant personal
experience of Mr, Enowles' unsociable
manners and customs.

“No harm in trying!” eaid tha
nder,
“"Hem! You gee—"

“You know his telephone rumber, I
suppose '™

‘Oh, quite.”
L "Well, give him a ring, and azk him
if the house can be viewed by a tenant
who will agres to any terma in reason if
he likes the place, and an arrangement
could be made for transferring tho
tenancy."
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*Very well, mir,” said Mr. Pilkins,
“but I assure you that it will be
futtle. However, ag you say, I can but

give him a ring.” .

And the estate agent turned to his
telephone, called the exchange, and
ashed for Redclyfle, 24.

The Bounder closed one eye at Tom
Redwing,

It was some minutes before Mr,
Pilking was through to the Old Red
Houze, But the answer came at last,

“Mr. EKnowles? asked the -esiate
agent, “ Mr. Pilkins speaking from Lan-
tham. Pilkins, the estate agent. 1
have had an application for the fur-
nished house you have faken from us,
sir—the Old Red House."

The Bounder was near encugh to the

telephone to catch the reply, which
came in a deep end voica.
“What is that to m&% The house is
let to me—I have my agreement. That
cnds the matter.”
“Quite so, Mr, Enowles, quite so,”
sald Mr. Pilkins, in -a soothing voice,

“there is no guesti~n of traversing your
agrecment, ut I have an application
from & prospective tenant who has
taken & faney to the place—-"

* Nonsense !

“ A very wealthy gentleman who would
bo prepared to mgreoo to very generous
terms—-"

“That is nothing to me™

“If you would consent to allow the
Ironse to be viewed—*

“Clertainly not !’

“ My dear sir—" ]

Mr, Pilkins stopped, staring st the
telephone. He hung up the receiver,
with a faint grin. :

“ Mr, Knowles has eut off,” he said.

“My hatl That does it,” said Ver-
non-Smith.

“It does!™ agreed Mr., Pilkins. “I
was afraid it would be useless, sir. Mre,
KEnowlez 12 not an sccommodating
gentleman. Now, sir I have a number
of very desirable residences, completely
and handsomely fuenished, with bath,
electrie light, and ges cooking——"

“Thanks, I won't go inte it now,”
eaid the Bounder, and he took his leave
of the courteous Mr., Filkins rather
abruptly,

Rodwing had not spoken & word dur-
ing the interview at Mr Pilking' office,
He was still silent, as he walked back
to the car with his chum,

“Well 7" enid the Bounder, with a
zrin. -

“1 suppose it looks fishy ealtogsther,”
sald Tom.

“L rather think

it doea. Thare's
three in the geng-old Knowles, the
chauffeur, and that raseal who calls
himself Arthur Durance. They got
Durance the day he reached Courtfield,
last week—and the literary gentleman
who 18 so keen <n solitude and repose
18 keeping the kid shut up at the Old
Bed House,™

“But why

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“They've gob some purpose to serve
by putting that hawk-cyed young rascal
in at Greyfriars in Durance's place,”
he said. y

“1 can't imagine what.”

“ MNeithor can I, just at present—but
they're pot in the business for their
health,” eald Vernon-Smith, “They've
ot some object. What it is, we're going
to find out.”

“I don't seo how, Bmithy,” said Tom
slowly, “you can’t go to the police with
s flimsy tele like this. They would have
to pet a search warrant. to search the
house—and they couldn’t, on & tissue
of suspicion like tunrs.”

“I know that!™

" Well, then—"" said Tom.

“I'm %ning to find out whether any-
one 13 being kept a prisoner at the
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Old Red House,” gaid the DBounder
quietly. “If that turns out to be the
cose, it seftles it:”

_"If they're the kind of gang you be-
lieve, it's risky.”

The Bounder snapped his fingera.

“That for the risk,” he answered.

The car glidea down Lantham High
oireet with the two juniors in it.

“What's the game now, Smithyi”
azked Tom.

“Tve told you! I know there’s a
risk, and you can beat it back to
school in the car, and leave me to it.”

Redwing Lknitted his brows.

“Den’t be a silly chump, Smithy”
he answered. "I'm with you in this,
of eourse, all the more if there’s risk.”

“¥ou're beginning to believo that I'm

right about that hawk-eyed young
villain 7"
“I—I1 thiak so.”

“ Btick to me, and we'll see it through
together,” said the Bounder, "Once
get held of procf, I'il have the bobbies
own on them fzs* enough. Leave it
to me, and follow your leader.”

Redwing smiled faintly as he glanced
at tho Bounder's cager l?a.ma and gleam-
ing eyes. Smithy, no doubt, was asetu-
ated by dislike and suspicion of the new
junior, and haa some concern for Arthur
Durance, the son of his father's friend,
whom he believed to be a prisomer in
tho hands of a kidnapping gang. Dut
it was the adventure, the keen contest,
that appealed to the Bounder most. He
was dotermined to prove that he was
right; determined to show that in
astuteness and resource, he was equal .to
his opponents. He was feeling the
elation of a keen struggle, and the
desire for s dramatio sucoess.

The ¢ar stﬂiapad in & courtry lane
off the Redelvffa road. The oacly
October dusk was falling.

The Bounder stepped from the car,

After a few word. to the driver, he
looked into the cme, at Radwing, who

was waiting,

“Btopping in the car?™ he asked.

“Not without you, Smithy.”

“Come on, then.

Redwing stared round in the falling
gloom, as he stepped from the ear.

“Where now, Smithy?” he asked.

“The Old Red House” said
Bounder. “Follovy me! The car's
waiting here”

And Redwing, with & deep breath,
followed ths Bounder of Greyiriars;
the car and the walting driver disap-
pearing in the thickening dusk.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Prisoner of the Old Red House §

ARK ond ploomy looked the Old
Red House, as the two juniors
drew near fo it. It was dark
now, and = dim mist from the
gea hung over the Relds and lanes sur.
rounding the solitary house. Not &
gleam of light came from s window,
not & curl of smmole from a :hlmnﬁf_
MNo ome passing the building would
have dreamed thet i% was occupied,
The windows cn the ground floor were
shuttered, those on the upper floor
hidden by thick curtains. Except for
the estate agent who had let the house
to “ br. Knowles,” it woas probable that
hardly anyone in the neighbourhood
knew that there was a tenant in the
“0ld Bed Hounse™ at all.

Tho Bounder e¢ntered hfy clamberin
over the gote, Redwing following. Igf
oll Redwing's doukts had not been ban-
ished by thiz time, he was at any raote
ready to follow the Bounder's lead, and
in any case he would not have allowed
Smithy to go ints this strange adven-
ture alone. The dusk and mist effect-
ually hid them, as they followed a path
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that led to the tradesmen's door at
the back of tho houze. That path was
thick with weeds, and showed ne sign
of ever being used. The Bounder had
alreody  learned that Mr, Knowles
generally dined at the hotel in Lantham,
and he could guess thot necessary shop-
ping was done by the chauffeur in the
car, and thet tradesmen did not call
at the Old Red House.

The rear of the house was as dark as
the front. Redwing's heart was beating
fast now, as he stood with the Bounder
in the gloom, nearly knee deep in weeds
in the neglected garden, scanning the

lace. They were trespassing now.

ut the PBounder, though eager, was
as cool as lce. '

“¥Wait hers,” he whispered.

“But _'}"EII.I.‘_”

“I'm going to scout.” :

Redwing waited, as the Bounder dis-
appeared into the shadows. Smithy
came back in abouf ten minutes.

“"The car's still in the garage,™ he
whispered. “That shows that that young
rascal hasn't leit yet.”

“Then we—" ]

“ They're in o {ront room downstairs,”
said the Bounder. “T got close encugh
to hear a sound of voices iﬂﬂ-ldl‘,’-—“‘ﬁﬂﬂu%h
to tell that they were there. The
chauffeur's in the garage—1 spotted him
from the window—he's sitting in the
car smoking.. Young hawk-eyes 18 in
the house, with the man in the horn
glasses, Knowles, as he calls himself.
And now—-"

“What now?”

“We're ﬂinﬁ T : -

“Ji's frightfully serious, Smithy, if it
turns out that you're on the wrong
track.” N

“T know. But therc+ a kidnapped
prisoner in that house, and I'm going
to make sure cnough to eall in the

lice.”

“I-—-I believe you're

£

right, nDow.
But—

“huck the buts, old bean—and follow
mﬂl.:’ . ™ s

The Bounder, with hia audacious
rechlessness, combined plenty of caution,
He made no sound, as he crept closer to
the rear of the Old Red House, his
chum equally zilent 2t his heels.

Without 2 sound he tried doors and
windows, and found them all fast, doors
and shutters securely locked. Ewen the
kitechen windows were ecarefully fast-
ened inside, and looked as il they had
not been epened for a long time.

The l{itcgen was built out from the
back of the house, with a Aat lead roof,
The roof was nine feet from the ground.
In the angle of the wall, where it pro-
jected from ths back of the house, was
p large wooden water-butt, with a
thick 1ren rain-pipe above. Vernon-
Smith climbed on the butt, and tested
the strength of the pipe—and then,
regardless of the grime and the damage
to his elothes, climbed vy to the kitchen
roaf. Redwing followed in silence, and
they stood on the leaded roof,

A window of small size, apparently
that of o box-room, looked over the
leads. _ .

The Bounder, kneeling on the sill,
tried it. It was Fastemad within, with
an ordinary caich, and covered, like all
the upper windows, with thiek, dark
curtains. . _

Smithy opened his pocket-knife.

Redwing, standing on  the kitchen
roof below the sill, watehed him, his
heart beating uncomfortably. But he
had given up arguing with the Bounder
N0,

The Bounder inserfed the strongest
blade of tho knife between the two
gashez and worked at the cateh.

It was old and stiff, and evidently had
pot been turned back for a very long

time. But the Bounder worked slowly,
steadily, patiently, and gradually the
cateh moved under the pressure. .

It snapped back suddenly at last, with
@ sharp sound that, though not lond in
iteelf, scemed loud and startling to the
cars of the schoolboys in the silence.

They listened for a few minutes, but
there was no sound from within the
house. Then the Bounder worked up
the lower sash.

He pulled aside the eurtain within,
only darkness meecting his view. Warily
he lowered himself into the room.

Redwing followed him. It was neck
or nothing now, and Tom had given up
thinking of possible consequences. He
was, indeed, by this time almost con-
vinced of the truth of the Bounder’s
belief, and feeling something of
SBmithy's keenness.

The reom in which they found them-

selves was unfurnished, save for an
empty trunk that stood in a corner.

Vernon-Smith let the curtain drop
back across the window, and they were
in deep darkness. He glruped across the
room to the door. Silently he turned
the handle, opened it, and looked out.

The Old Red House was not a very
large building. The staircase from the
hal? below led to a wide landing, which
extended into a passage, on which were
five doors, including the one by which
the two juhiors were le&vm? the box-

a

rootn. In the hall below a jamp on a
bracket was burning, sending & dim
illumination up the stairs, The close

curtaining of every pane of glass pre-
vented a gleam of light from escaping
into the outer air. Even the narrow
fanlight over the [rent door was cur-
tained. It was scarcely to be doubted
that the oeeupant of the Old Red Houze
desired to give the impression, ta any
casual passer, thalt the place was un-
tenanted. :

In the dim light from below the
Hounder stepped along the passage. He
opened door after door. Three of themn
apened to his touch—one room so musty
that it was cazy to guess that it was
never wsed or opened: the other two
bed-rooma that showed traces of oceup-
tion, though they were vacant now. Dut
the fourth door, at the end of the pas-
sage, did not open. It was locked, the
key in the ouiside of the lock.

“Here we are!” breathed
Bounder.

He groped over the door.

On the outside were two strong boelts,
both shot home into the sockets.

In the dim glimmer of the passage the
Bounder looked at his comrade, his eyes
daneing with excitement and triwmnph.

“What do you think now " he whis-
pered. “Ever heard of a man having
bolts on the outzide of a bed-room
door "

“'It logks——"" breathoed Redwing.

“YTt looks like what it ia”

The Bounder stepped silently alang to
the head of the stairs, and peered down
and listened. The occupants of the
houwse were in the sitting-room down-
stairs, a3 he had judged by the sound
of vaices he had detected there, listen-
ing outside at the window. There was
no sound of a movement in the house.
Evidently they were still there. YVernon-
Smith came softly back to the bolted
door. ]

“ Al serene!™ he whispered.

He drow back the two bolts. They
were well oiled and looked new, and 1t
wasz easy to puess that they bad been
serewed on in their places einee Mr
Knowles had become the tenant of the
Old Red House.

He turned back the kew, turned the
handle, and opened the door of the
room & fet inches. .

There was a movement within.
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All was dark, but it was obvious tha¥
someone was there.

The Bounder felt a deep thrill of
excitement at his heart, and Tom Red-
wing was almost as excited. The next
few moments wonld prove whother the
Bounder had judged correctly, or
whother a strange chain of circums-
stances had led him on o wild:goose
chase,

But Smithy had no doubts.

He whizpored softly at the aperture.

“Quiet! If you're Arthur Durance,
make no sound! Weo're friends come io
help you; but keep quiet,”

There was a startled gasp in the
shadowed room.

“Quiet!” repeated the Bounder. “If
you're Durance, you know me. I'm
Herbert Vernon-8mith, the chap you
kuew in Devonshire & year apo.”

A trembling, whispering voice came
back:

“¥Yeroon-Smith!"

“¥es. And you—-"

“"T'm Arthur Duranece. I'm o prizoner
here. 1 was kidnapped tho day I came
to Greyfriavs, at the railway station,
and brought here blindiolded 1n & car.
For mercy’s sake, help me out of this!"

The Bounder pressed Redwing's arm.

" How about it now I”’ he breathed.

Hiz voice was shaking with excite.
ment and elation.

“¥ou were right, Smithy; and thoes
scoundrels—""

“Hugh '

There was a sound of a2 movemouk
below in the howse.

The Bouader gritted lns teeth.

So far, fortune had favoured him,
and he had gone on, step by step, 1o
suceess. Bat  interruption now meank
failure, and, hkely enough, deadly
danger to the two schoollboys whoe had
ponetrated 1nte the selilary den of the
kidnappers.

“ Purance ! whispered the Dounder
tensely,

“I'm here!™

A hand from within opencd the door
farther, and the prisoner of the bolted
room looked out into the dim light of
the passage.

Vernon-Smith and Redwing saw o boy
af about their own age, with handsome
featurez and pleasant blue eyves, but
worn and almost haggard from long
confinement and want of fresh atr. Dim
gz the lizht was, the Dounder could
recognise him, It was Arthur Durance,
the son of his father's [riend.

“ Help me out of this!”

“Quiet! They're stirrin down-
stairs,” muttercd the Bounder. “If
they come up, we're dono! There's

throe in the gang, and they may be

armed. We've got no chance. Mlp
quiet, and trust to me, Duranze. We'll
get you out of this; but keep quiek
where you are till the coast's elear.”

“I'll do as you think best; but—"

l‘Qui-l:-‘tl!“

The Bounder pushed him back into
the room, closed the door, and silently
loeked and bolted it as it lLad boren
before. Then he grasped Tom Hedwing's
arm and drew him away. Lhere was
no time to lose, for already veices could
be heard, and there was a sound of foot-
steps on the stairs, Redwing's heart
was throbbing with exeitement, hut the
Bounder was os cool asg fee.  Swiitly
and silently he drow his comrade to the
room which he had already ascertained
to be voused. ‘They passed into it, and
the Boeunder softly closed tho door. With
suppressed breathing, and hearts boeat-
ing almost to sulfocation, they steod in
LE':ia darkness while [ootsteps passed out-
side.
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Preclous Pair !

sy T was nothing, father|™

E The wvoice came to the iwo

juniors, only a few iect away

rom the speaker. ‘The Bounder
pressed Redwing’s arm in silence.

For the voice was that of the new
junior at Greyfriars, who called him-
gelf Arthur Durance, and who they now
knew for a certainty was not Arthur
Drurance. .

And he was asddressing someone—
—evidently the man of the 0Old Red
House—as *“ father.”

The two juniors made ho sound.
From the passage outside the room
came the desper voice of the man in
the horn-cimmed glasses.

“ Probably, Ulick! DBut one cannot be
too careful! I heard the boy's foob
gteps go to the door, and it seemed to

mE HF . ]
“You're nervous, old bean” said
Ulick, with the impudent, mocking tone

in his voice that had made him dis-
liked in the Remove,

*One cannot be too careful,” repeated
Enowles. “It secemed to me that I
heard a sr::rund as® if the door had

“1 heard nothing.”

¥ There was something—perhaps only
the boy tryving the door, as he has done
& hundred times before.”

“But it's bolted on the outside—at
loast, 1t was when I ¢ame hetre on
Baturday.™

“It is still; but, as I have said, one
connot be too careful,” said the man in
the horn-rimmed lagzen. 1 have
mysalf been hehing bolts and bars
Ulick, and thoy failed to hold me. You
may vet heve the sama expericnco one
of these days, if anything should pgo
wrong with the game we are playing at
Grevirviars.”

The new junior gave o grunt,
evidently not pleased by the suggested
possibility.

The man in the glasses, lamp in hand,
looked over the dgmr of the prisoner's
room. He was relieved to find the bolts
in their places and the key turned.

_ Al right, isn't it 1" exclaimed Ulick
impatiently,

*Yes, quite."
_ "1 told you sol” grunted the new
JUnor.

EKnowles stood in the passage, lamp
in hand, looking about him. All the
doors wers closed, and thers was no
sound to catch his ears. DBut it was
obvious that the faint sounds he had
caught below, from the prisoner’s room,
had meade him uneasy. A man who
was engaged in a scheme in which the
penalty for failure was a long ferm of
penal servitude could scarcely have a
very aasy mind.

Ulick threw himeelf down on a seties
in- the passage, with a grunt of impa.
tience, and streteched himaelf comfort-
ably thers, and lighted a cigarette.
The smel]l of the tobaero penetrated into
the shadowed room where the Bounder
and Redwing were hidden.

“It 15 ali gafe,” said Enowles at last.

Ulick gave n jeering lauph

“Did von think that moon-faced kid
could get through a deor locked on the
outside, with two bolts on 17" he
sneared.

“I have known of an escape from s
stronger prison, Ulick,” Knowles
laged the lamp on 2 bracket, and stood
ooking at tho sallow-faced, hawk-eyed
Jad with a mingling of disapproval
and anger in his locks. “You aras
emoking again, Ulick,”

“Why not?” grunted Ulick,
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*I have warned you to give up the
habit. Tt was all very well in the old
dayes; but at Greyfriars—"

A fellow must have 2 smoke.™

“That is nonsenze!" snapped Knowles,
“And it should be your pame at the
school to fall into line with the rest,
and do nothing to mark vou a3 bein
out af the ordinary run. You shoul
try to gain the good opinion of your
Form master. g’nu cannot make too
maeny friends.™

Ulick prinned.

“Plenty of fellows there smoke. One
of mv study-mates—that cad Vernon-
smith—smoles.”

“He is in o
WFOUER,

“I don't see it! 8o long as vou keep
the other fellow safe here, I'm safe
enough at Greyvfriars”

“You will not be safe if vou betray
vourself by bad habitz and carecless con-
duct,”  said  Knowles, frowning.
“Burely, Ulick, vou have common sense
enough to know that you must behave
differently as & Public school boy, and
that your way of life when you were a
pickpobcket will not do at Greviriars.”

“Oh, give us a rest, old bean!” said
Ulick. “I'm getting 2 smoke or two
here, hﬂcmusa% have fto be eareful at
the school."

“ Better drop it entirely.™

“Well, T can't,” said Ulick sulkily.

The end of the settea where lick
was gprawling waa within a foot of the
door behind which Redwing and the
Bounder stood, almost haﬁii
breath. The scent of strong Turkish
tobaceo came to them: and they heard
Ulick strike another match for a fresh
cigarette.

“Let us go down,™ said Knowles.
“All 18 safe here., and ik i3 pear time
for you te relurn to Greyfriars.”

Uhick did not stir.

“MNo hurrv,” he answered. “I'm
booked for a thundering row ai the
school anvhow; and I may as well make
sure that that old fool, Vernon-Bmith's
father, iz gone, before I go back™

“That 15 true.” There was a troubled
tone in Knowles' wveice. “You do not
think, Ulick, that Mr. Vernon-Smith
was coming down to Grexfriars in con-
nection with you?

““The rotier wouldn't have mentioned
the matter before me if he had been
g'ettiiing hiz father down specially to see
e,

“Y suppose that 15 so.
l;hat”_"i-"ern{:—n-ﬁmith does
Fou ¥

“He hates me like poison., and he
wonldn’t be likely to keep it darlk if he
did.”

“That iz so. Bul come—"

“Oh, give vz a rost!” vawned Ulick,
“YWhy can’'t von have a decent fire

safer position than

You feel sura
not  suspect

in the sitting-room, instead of that
stuffy oilstove? I'm half suffocated br
it [

“A fow hardships do not count for

much 1n the game we are playing”
. L 1.

answered Knowles. “Smoke from the
chimney would reveal that the house is
orcupied=—and the lesa that 15 known
the better.”

“You'vre alwars ase jollr cautious!™
grunted Ulick,

“If wou wers equally eantions I
should feel more secure of vour success
at the school' zoid the elder man. The

two juniors behind the door heard him
geat himself on the settee where the
voung rascal sprawled. “I fear all the
time that vou mayr give sormething away
by your recllezssness and impudence.”
“*Rot!” said Ulick coolly. “You can
put your monev on me, old bean, I
tell ¥ouz I never struck such o benighted

ng their

THE MAGNET

set of fools as the erowd at Crevieiars.
They don't know a thing.”

“ Maturally, they wnul%':! not suspect
such & game as 18 being played,” ceid
Enowles, “Dut one cannot be too

careful—="

“We've had  that record!”
rupted Ulick disreapectiully.

"“Wou are asking for a thrashing,
Ulick 1” said Ilnowles, in & deep voice.

“Oh, can it!” said Ulick. "You
can’t come the heavy father with me,
old bean, when we're in a gamo
together that may land both of us in
chokey. Give it 8 miss,”

The hidden juniors heard the man in
the horn-rimmed glasses breathing hard.
There was a scrateh of 2 mateh, as the
yvoung rascal lighted a third cigarette.

*It's unfortunate that the boy Vernon-
Smith 1z at Grevfriars,” said Enowles.
after 8 long pause.  “1 never kpew
that the man had a son at the school—I
knew littla of Mr. Vernon-Smith, except
that he was the friend of Durance’s
father, and concerned with him in the
mine in South America. But I know
that he i3 a very busy man, always
mixed up in big business, and he cannot
come to the school often.”

“When he does I can dodge him."”

“That would excite notice, ard sus-
picion, if 1t happened often. He will
naturally want to sce Mr. Durance’s son
when he comes.”

“Well, I can’t prevent him from
COMmIng.

“Noj; but in the circumstances, as you
cannot leave Groyfriars, it would be a
%uud thing if young Vernon-Smith left.

hat would keep his father away.”

“1 can't makae him leave.”™

“There are ways and means,” said
Kpowlea  significantly,  “This boy
Vernon-Smith is not a good character, I
think.”

“A rotter! He smokes as much as 1
do, and I've heard fellows speaking of
Iris breakin bounds, and backing
horses, and that kind of thing.”

“Then surely it should not be difficult
for eome of his misconduct to be
brought to his master's knowledge in
some way. If he wore expelied from
the school all would be safe.”

“Something in that,” agreed Ulick.
“I'd like to do the rotter a bad turn.
I don’t think he suspects me at all; but
he makes me fecl uneasy, especially
being in the same study. If we could

t rid of him—™—~»"

“We will go into that later, and con-
sider what measures can be taken,” said
Knowles guietly. “You are not going
to smoke again, Tlick ™

“Why not?" There was a seratch of
another match, and an impudent laugh.

“Cannot you see, you young fool,” said
Knowles in a guppressed voice, “that
vour cue at the school is to be a model
character—as much unlike as possible to
Ulick Stone, who was once in Londen as
a pickpocket

%1 ean see it all right. But there's a
limit, old bean,” said Ulick. “You've
got to allow me some rope. I ¢an plav
up a3 a schoolboy, but 1 can't play up
as g model character.”

“You are running unnecessary risks.™

“Bosh! The risk is at thizs end "
grunted Tlick., “Keeping that kid.
Durance, within six or seven mniles of
the school—>"

“There was no choice about that, He
could not bo nobbled on hiz waw
from Devonshire, as Mr. Vernon-Smith
was expecting him in London. And Mr,
Vernon-Smith placed him in the non-stop
express for Courtfield. We could not
"rul;i hi!_:p hl:ifm'c that. ﬂs; I foroeaw it |
1ad this place ready——""

“I know all that, But now—"

“He is quite safe here,” said Knowles,
“*He haz not been allowed ont of the

inter-
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The door opened, and the prisoner of the bolted room looked out into the dim light of the passage. It was Arthur Duranes 1

** Help me out of this ! ** said the new boy appealingly.
** We'll get you out of this ; but keep quiet where you are till the coast’s clear ! **

house, the window 1s shuttered inside
and curtained—the door bolted, Hardly
anyone in the neighbourhood knows that
the house iz occupied at all. But he will
not, of eouree, be kept here., 1 sm
already making further arrangements—
but they take time, and cost money.
If you make good at Greyfriavs—if
your identity beeomes permanently
established as Avthur Durance, this boy
will disappear entirely.”

“Fou don’t mean—*""

“Don’t be a fool!” interrupted
Enowles harshly. *“1 have only one
neck, and value it too highly to risk it,
even for the preat fortune that s at
stake. The boy will he taken away on
8 steam yacht, and he will bhe placed
in safe hands in a distant country, It
iz simply a guestion of time and money
—and worth both if you make good at
the school.”

“1 shall do that. And hia father——"

“¥iz father has gone out to Drazil as
managor of the mine which he owne in

artnership with Mr,  Vernon-Smith.

here is no question of his returning to
England for many years. Thoe boy
wished to go with his father.,” Knowles
langhed a low, unpleasant laugh, My,
Durance left him in England fer his own
good, as he imagined. More fool he! A
boy who ia to esine into sixty thouzand
pounds, under his mother’s will, at the
ape of fwoepty-one, could not be too
carcfully guarded.”

“Tt's a lot of money ! muormured
Uhick.

“And it will be ours, if yon play your
eards well,  Mr. Duranee is booked for
a form of zeven years in Brazil, He
may, perhaps, eome home on leave onge
in that peviad, for a fow months. If so,
we shall have to deal with the matter

when it arizes. Thers are many ways—
vou may develop an illness, or some-
thing of that sort--or, as you will be 2
voung matt by that time, you may go
off abroad on some pretext—and avoeid a
meeting. The danger iz not there—all
we have to do to succeed is to estobiish
tha fact bevond cavil that voun ave
Arthur Durance, Vernon-Smith must be
got rid of somechow—and you will go
tirrough the school, leave at the usual
age, and go on to Oxford—as Arthuar
Dorance. I do not see how we can
{ail if you play vour cards earefully.”

* 1t sounds all right—there's anly one
drawhaek——"

“What iz that?®"

“I'm zick of the ploca alveady!™
grunted Tlielk., “Is too slow for me—
and I want some excitement.”

“You mnst got over that, A large
fortune is not to be picked up without
trouble—and von are safer at Groy-
friars than you were in London, with
o policoman's hand liable to drop on
yoirr shouwlder at any moment.™

Ulick yowned,

“That waz more exciting, anvhaw,
But von can bonk on me, old bean—1'm
roing through with 1. Only you'll have
to manage somchow to get shol of that
cad, Vernon-Smith—ho watches me like
a cat, and ho will tumble to zomething
sooner or later.™

“I shall take caro that he does not
tronble us lang,” esid Knowles coldlw,
“"Now you had hetter be pelfing back
to the sehion]l, TFhek, Ar. Vernon-Smith
ranzk have Telt before this™

“I've gof a licking walling for me
there ! growlad Tlick.

“You should have managed hetter,
You had to avoid sceing Mr. Vernon-
Smith, but sou should have taken

** Keep quiet, and {rust to me, Durance,”’ muitered Vernon-Smith.

{See Chapter 10.)

measyres more carefully,” said Knowles.
"‘;Efnhﬂ your caning, and make the best
ak 1t,

There was an angry grunt from Tlick.
Nt he rose from the settee and stretched
himeself,

“I suppose I'd bLetter be going,” he
growled,

“Come here sznin on Wednesdoy
afternoon,” salkd Knowles. “Yon can
always manase a visit on a half hotiday,
and we must bo carcful to keop in touch.
‘The ear will wait in the usuzl place.
Now let vus po.”

Vernon-Smith aml Redwing heard the
sound of footsteps on the etairs.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Turning the Tables !

ERBERT VEILNON - BMITH
H drew a deep, hord breath,
In tho darknoess of the room
Roedwing could seo the plitter of
the Bounder's eyoes,

Every word spoken in the pazenge
without had come clearly to the cars of
the two hidden juniors.

“What do you think now, Reddy?”
asked the Bomuder 1n o whisper,

“The seoundrels P muttered Redwing,

YA precious palr, what?  And '
tn e bunked from the school io make
the mamno zale for them!” =2nd the
Bonnder between his tecth. DBy pad!
U1l make them sit op®

Redwing made na reply {o that. Iad
the plot pono on it waa only by thae
Bounder’s own questionable conduct that
he could have heen placed at the merey
af the plotlors, Dut 1t was not for his
chum to remind him of that.

Tie dlacser Linragy.—MNo, 1,131



e Bounder opensd the door a few
inches and listened. He heard the front
door downstairs open and the whirr of
& car on the weedy drive. Evidently
the nzw junior of Greyiriars was about
to leave the Old Red House.

Bmithy clozed the door again.

“Wait!” he said, “That cur’s goin
—and the chauffeur will go with him, o
courze. ‘That leaves only Enowles in
the house.™

“And then—"

“YWe're going to get Durance oub of
this."

“¥es, rather.”

“If the man chips in we've got to
-handle him. We shall be two to one,
anyvhow—three, if Durance is with us.
Wait till the other two are safe off tho
scene,

The two juniors weited and listened.
They heard the car move away on the
drive, and the buzz of the engine grew
faintor in the distance, The new junior
wias on his ‘way back to Greyiriara.

The front door downstairs closed, and
they heard the rattle of a chain being
repiaced.

Then there was silence.

Mot till the last distant sound of the
car had died away did the Bounder
gtep from the room. All seemed silent
in the houze, but they knew that tha
man with the horn-rimmed spectacles
was still within the building.

Vernon-Smith erept along
banisters and looked down.

At the end of o passage below was
the kitchen doorway, and irom the door-
way ctreamed lamplight. Knowles,
evidently, was there.

From what he had learned of the
man's habits the Bounder guessed that,
when the car returtied, he would drive
into Lantham to dine, Probably he was
now preparing food for the prisoner in
the upper room,

The Bounder erept back,

“Come on, Reddy,” he whispered.
“We've got a chance of getting clear
without a row, Come on.”

A moment more and he was with-
drawing the bolts of the prisoner's
TOOTIL.

“Durance ! ke whispered, as the deor
opened.

_ “Here!” came breathlessly from with-
in. “Is that Vernon-8mith?"

“Yos! Come—and be quiet.”

Arthur Durance stepped out into the
passage.

In the dim light from the hall lamp,
below, his haggard eves sought the faces
of the twe Greyfriars juniors,

"Gan we got ouk of this?"” he breathed.

fancy so—but not a word—the
downstairs,”  muitered the

to  the

man's
Bounder.

. He closed the door, locked and bolted
it again. Then he drew Durance along
the passage towards the boxoroom b

wiieh the rescuers had entered the Ol

Red Honse.

The Lidnapped boy was trembling in
every limb, overcome by excitement
and nervous dread at the prospect of
eicape, The DBounder’s strong hand
gripped his arm.

‘Pull yourself t{:guthur, Durance,
You're all right now.’

*Yes, yes; but—but it seems too good
to be true!” faltered Durance. “I—['d
given up hope——"

“Neep o stiff upper lip, kid,™ said
Redwing. “We'll zoon have you out of
thiz now."

“God bless you!” whispered Durance.

Redwing opened the box-room door,
nnd the Bounder pushed Durance into
tlie room,

The way of eseape, by the window,
wa3 Open now,

But footsteps were on the stairs, and
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the light of a lamp approaching.
KEnowles was coming up.

The DBounder closed the box-room
door.

“Quist I he whispered.

_The footsteps of the man in horn-
rimmed glasses passed, and went along
the passage towards the prisoner’s room,

Smithy opened the door an ineh and
pecrad oub.

Knowles had set a tray, containing a
plate of sandwiches and a jug of milk,
on a small table outside tiie prizoner’s
;ml}{ﬂ, and was now fumbling af the

olts.

Evidently he was taking a meal to the
prisoner, whom le =lill believed to ba
in the room.

The Bourder's eves glitfered.

The way of czcape was open: but the
FEounder was not thinking of that now.
It would have been more prudent, per-
haps, to let well alone, :mdp go while the
Foing was good; bub the DBounder's
reckless and aundacious nature had the
upper hand.

“ Bmithy—" whispered Redwing.

£i4 Quiﬁ-‘t [JJ

* But—"

“Wait "

The Bounder opened the door farther,

HKnowles had unlocked and unbolied
the door of the prisoncr's room at the
other end of the passage. Taking up
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the small tray in one hand, he pushed
apen  the deor with the other, and
stepped into the prisoner’s room.

Then the Bounder acted with
lightning speed.

Like a flash, he darted along the
passage.

Tha light from the passage glimmered
dimnly into the prisoner’s room. Ib was
evident that the kidnapped schoolboy
had not been allowed a light in the
room. Knowles, standing a couple of
feet within, was peering about him in
the dimness,

“1 have brought your zupper, bay!”
the Bounder heard him =zay. “Where
are you? Aslecp already?”

Vernon-Smith had reached the door.

He roached in behind the man’s back,
grasped the door-knob, and slammed the
door shut.

In less than a second he had furned
the key in the lock. -

There was a shout of alarm and sur-
priga in the prisoner’s room, and tha
crash of a falling tray, which Knowles
had dropped in his startled amazement.

The next instant e was tearing at
the door-liandle,

But the key was turned; the door re-
mained fasti With rapid fingers, the
Bounder shot the bolts ints place.

The.man in the horn-rimmed glasses
was a prisoner in the room where
Arthur Durance had so long been a
captiva.

The Bounder panted.

THE MAGNET

"'ﬂﬁ.ug‘ht!"

The door-handle was cattled madly
from within. #

“What is that? Who 1s there?” camae
a_hoarse, ][J::mtmg voice. “Is that you
Ulick ¢ 5 that ogne of your trml{af
Who is there?”

“Cness I chuckled the Bounder.

The sound of a strange voice in the
house seemed to petrify the man who
was trapped in his own prison.

The ratiling of the door-handle ceased,
and the man secemed to stand still for
some seconds, as if turned to stone,

Redwing came hurrying along the
passage after the Bounder, and Arthur
Durance-followed more slowly.

“Bmithy ¥ gasped Tom EBedwing.
£ YGR"F‘E-_—-”

"ot him!” grinned the Bounder.

"{ireat pap ™

“But there are others—the boy—tho
chauffeur——" panted Arthur Durance.

“They're  gone!™  grinuned  tha
Bounder. “The boy has gone to Grey-
friars -

“Greyiriars 1"

“Yes. And the chauffeur can’t ba
back much under an hour., We've got
this sportsman safel” chuckled the
Bounder, “He fixed that roomn up safe
for a prisoner, and now he's safe in it!
Ha, ha "

“Greyfriars " ropeated Duranece, in
wonder, “What is the boy doing at
Crreyfriars *"

“Calling  himself Arthur Durance,
and passing hunself off as you, old
bean,” grinned the Bounder.,

Durance staggered.

“Good heavens! Is thet possible ¥

“It's true,” said Redwing, “and I'm
afraid he would have got away with it,
but for Smithy here,”

“Then—then that's the reason—"

“That's the reason they nipped you,™
satd the Dounder; “but I fancy we've
put paid ta it, and that hawk-eyed
rotler won't bag sixty thousend pounds
to share with Xnowles this journey !

“Good heavens!” breathed Durance.

The voice of the man in the hors-
rimmed glasses came from the prisoner's
room, strangely changed in tone.

“Who 1s there "

* Little me,” answered the Bounder.

“Who are ‘l;:cu

*“ Herbert Vernon-Smith.”

A thousand curses! Then you knew
—" It was almost a roar of rage.
“And that young fool imagined—"

“Lot’'s get away, Smithy,” muttered
Redwing. “The sooner we get Durance
to Greyiriars the botter.”

“No hurry,” answered the Bounder
coolly. “We're top dogs here now.
Anything more to say, Mister Knowles,
or Stome, or whatever your real name
may happen to be?™

“Open that door at onca 1™

" Likely | prinned the Bounder.

“I3 the boy there—the boy who was
in this room "

“I am here,” answered Arthur
Duranes, in a clear voice. ‘' Free again,
%?uu villain—fres, and going to Grey-
riars ™

“Unlock that door instantly, or T will
shoot nway the lock, and vou will take
your chanee!” hissed Enowles.

“Shoot, and be honged ™

Thera was the roar of a report in the
prisoner’'s room. The desperate man
was 88 good as his word.

The thres schoolboys stood well awavw
from the door. The lock crashed under
the bullet fired at eloss quarters, and
they heard the man within wrenching at
the door. But the two strong bolts held
it fast. The kidnapper's own careful
precautions were now nis own undoing.

“Try again!" jeered the DBounder.
“Try again, old bean! Bhoot the bolta
away if you canl Go ibl™

The revolver roared again, and a
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bullet zmashed through & panel of the

door. DBut it was only a sign of the
kidnapper’s fury. He kpvew that he
oould not get the door open. Btrong

walls, a bolted door, and a shuttered

and barred window held him a prisoner.
The Bounder chuckled. 1
“If we'd got at close gquarters with

him—with that gun——" The Bounder

laughed. * Come on " :
Smithy hurried to the stairs and
descended. Redwing and Arthur

Durance followed him. In the sitting:
room below a ll%hls was burning, and
the room was stuffy with the heat of a
burning oil-heater, On the wall was
a telephone—Redclyffe 24—and  the
Bounder ran across to the instrument.

* Smithy=—what—-"

Without answering, the Dounder took
down tha rcceivor. ;

“(tive mo Courtfield Police Station,
guielk ! he said into the transmitter.

A minute more, and the Bounder was
speaking to Inspector Grimes at Courts

eld—an astounded Mr. Grimes |

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTFER.
The Game”s Up!l

{3 ROUBLE for three | remarked

I Skinner of the Remove, as the

fellows came out of Hall after
calling-over,

“The troublefulness will probably be
terrific,” observed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “The esteemed Quelchy had a
preﬂnstﬂrﬂua]y infuriated look.”

There was no doubt that Mr. Quelch
had looked wrathy when he marked
three members of his Form absent at
calling-over.-

He had been very reluctant to grant
lenve of absence that afternoon to
Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing, and
only the urgent request of Mr. Vernon-
Smith had induced him to do zo. And
they had mnot only taken the fullest
advantage of their leave, but they had
failed to return for evening call-over—
quite a serious matter, especially in a
I'orm 1naster's oyes, ;

But the misdoing of Smithy and Red-
wing was as moonlight unto sunlight,
as water unto wine, compared with that
of Durance of the Remove.

The new junior had not Leen given
leave at all—he had taken [rench leave,
and ho had not returned for call-over.

And if Mr. Quelch was not, as Hurrce
Jamzet Bam Singh deseribed 1t, prepos-
teronsly infuriated, he was undoubt-
edly very angry indeed.

Smithy and Redwing were certain to
be called severely upon the carpet, but
the new junior was likely to have the
time of his life, ;

Mr. Queleh culled to Harry Wharton,
when the school were dismissed after the
roll had been called, and the captain of
the Remove stayed behind. He was to
be guestioned as head boy of the Form.

“ Thres members of the Lower Fourth
gre abzent from call-over, Wharton,”
rapped out Mr. Quelch, with a look and
tone that really seemed to imply that 1t
was Wharton's fault, though probahly
that was not Mr. Queleh’s meaning,

“ Yes, sir,” said Harry.

“Do you know what has become of
them, or for what reazon they are stay-
ing out of gates?" ]

“No, sir, I suppose Sonihy 15 with
his father—"

“Withh his father?” repeated My

Quelch.

“Yes. I understpod that My
Vernon-Smith was coming down  to
Giveylriars to-day,” zaid Harry. “'So

far as I know, though, he has not come
to the schoal, "I think 8mithy and Red-
wing went to Lantham to meet him,
mr, "’

“Y have heard nothing of this”
snapped Mre. Quelch,  “3Mr. Vernon-
3mith telephoned to ask leave speciall
for the two hoya; but I gathered that it
was due to some reguest from his son;
and certainly he gave no hint of any
intention to visit the sehool.”

“Oh!® said Harry. “I—I thought,
from something Redwing said—"

The captain of the Remove broke off.

It fazhed into his mind now that the
Bounder had invented that intended
visit of hiz father, to trick the new
junior into betraying himself by going
oub of gates to avoid the millionaire, 1t
was only one of the Bounder's rather
fortuous schemes.

“Wall 1" snapped Mr. Quelch,

1] suppose 1 was mistaken, sir,”
stammered Wharton, *I can't say thab
Vernon-Smith actnally said his father
was coming, I—I augpamd so” from
something g&ﬂwing said.”

“You do not know where they have
gone 7 )

“MNo, eir, if they did not go to
Lantham,"”

“And the new boy—Durance?! Hoe
has absented himself from the school
entirely without leave, after bein defi-
nitely refused leave by me,” sald the
Remove master, "“Thizs iz very serious,
Wharton."”

“Very, sir, agreed the captain of the
Remove, without edding that, serious as
it was, ho really couldn't help it. It
wag morp judicious not to utter the
whole of on#'s thoughts, in conversation
with a Beak.

“It i3 very remarkable that the h;;jsj
should absent himself in this way,
the more if there was any au_gges_tian
that Mr. Vernon-Smith himseif might
be c¢oming to the school,” said Mr.
GQuelch. 3 4

Wharton again  suppressed  his
thoughts. He remembered the Bounder’s
prediction, and how it had been fulfilled
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to the very letter. TIb was ccareely
Pnsg.lhla for him to doubt that the néw
unior had deliberately left the schoal
scause ho believed that Mr. Samunl
Vernon-3mith was coming there. But
that was not a matter that e could
explain to Mr, Qualeh,

“You will tell these three beys io
coms to my study immediately they
return, Wharton.™

“Certainly, sir.”

Mr, Quelch walked away to his study,
very angry and perturbed. Harry
Wharton was left in a very thoughtful
mood.

It was more than an hour later that
the new junior,in the Remove came in.
There was still no sign of Vernon-Smith
end Redwing when the boy who passed
at Greyfrisrs as Arthur rance ap-
peared. Half o dozen Remove fellows
greeted him ap he came into the House,

“I say, Durangs, you're for itl"

grinned  Bill Bunter. “Quelchy's
simply ragmg{”'-
The sallow-faced jJunior, with the

hawkish eyes, shrugged his shoulders,

“You must have bean an ass to cuk
class, Durance,” said Bob Cherry.
“You've boen here long enongh to know
that Quelchy won't stand it.

“What have you been up to?" asked
Skinner. )

“Nothing ! yawned the new junior.

“You're to go to Queleh’s study at
once, Durance,” said Harry Wharton
curtly.

“Oh, sll right!% _

“ Better mop up some ¢au de Cologne,
or something, before you go!™ chuckled
Skinner.

1 Eh_wh:" ?!I ; )

] can smell the smoke, and if
Quelchy niffs it, you'll get it het and
strong,” grinned Skinmer,

The new junior whistled,

[Continued on next poye.]
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“That's & he
*“Thanks!"

“1 say, you fellows, he's been on tho
xazzle,” gigeled Billy Bunter. *“Have
ou been out on the ran-dan with tho
under, Durance?" )

“No, you fat asz=!” The new junior
glanced round at the curious faces.
“The fact is I wont out after disner,
and walked to Courtheld; and, thunkmg
I should be late back for class, took the
train to Friardale, Unluckily, T stepped
into the wrong train—the non-stop for
Canterbury. That's what happencd.”

*“(h, my hat!"

“Id you think that will de for
Quelehy T ejacnlated Peter Todd.

“It’s tho truth.’”

“Well, if that's the truth, you'd
botter tell = whopper,” chuckled
Skinner. "*That sort ulg truth won't bo
any use to Queleh.™

**ka, ha, ha!™

“Do you mean to say that that really
bappened, Duranee?™ cxelainwed Harry
Wiarton.

“ Exactly. I was sorry—very sorry, as
I wanted to see Mr. Vernon-Smith.”

“¥ou—you wanted to sce him?™

“{} course, 1le was very kind to me,
in Loudon, the day I came up from
Devenshire. I don't liko his son, but
the old gontleman is & good sort,” said
the new juntor calmby, "1 was very
disappointed not to be here to sco hi.
He's gone, I suppoze?”

“Hy hazu'é been bere,” said Wharton
aryly. ;g

The new junicr started. ]

“MNot been hore! But Vernon-Bmith
said—hoe said p'!aii_ﬂ}'—'—‘" IIs broko
off, rccovering his coolness at ones.
“Well, if hoe hasn't beeo, that's all

tip," romarked.

right. I haven't missed bim, in that
cise,”’
“You haven't scen anything of

nik

Smithy and Redwing out of gmales’
asked the eaptain of the Romnove.

“*MNo, Did they go ong?”

“Yes: and they haven't come in yeot.”

The new junior started again,

“They're still out 7™ he asked.

“Yes."

“What on carth can they be up to all
this tine?"”

“Goodness knows!  Anvhow, wou'd
better go to Quelch now; ho told me to
scnd you in at once,” sald IHarry,

The new jonior nodded, and went to
Masters’ passage. He chewed some
strongly-scented cachious az he woent, and
there was ne lingeriog odour of tigar-
cties when he arnived there, Mr. Queleh
fixed a pair of gimlet eyes on him,

2o vou have returned, Durance ¥ Le
said.

“Yas, sir.”

“"And what explanation have vou to
offer 7™ .

The now junior gave his explanation,
as he had given it to the Remove
fellows, with pevieet coolness, My,
Quelch Listened with a grim face, with-
out interrupting Lim.

“Very well,” he saild, when the hawk-
eyed junior had finished. “I cannot
believe a single word of your statement,
Durance. But I shall give you the
benefit of the doubt. I shall make a
sbrict mguiry inio the matter to-morrow,
and ascertain the facls; and if vou have
spoken  uptruthfully your punishment
will be very severe.  For the present,
you may go to vour study,”

. “Thank wyoun, sir!™ said the
junior meckly: and ho went,

The Remove fellows were poing to
their studics for prep new, DBut the new
junior, alone in No. 4, was not thinking
of prep, He moved restlessly about the
study, with a wrinkle of troubled
thought in his brow,

Ho had been deluded—delibrrately
deluded—by the Bounder into believing

Tag Macrer Lisnarv.—Ng, 1,131,

new

that Mr., Vernon-Smith was coming io
the school that day.

He knew that now |

Whyt

What had the Bounder's obiect been?

There could scarcely be any snswer
but one to that question. Herbert Ver-
non-Smth suspected lum, suspected that
o would not dare to meet the mun who
knew Arthur Durance by sight, and had
counted wpon his hetraving himself by
calting elazs to avold the opullionaire.
Yor what other reason could the
Lounder have elaborated that pretence
that his father was coming to the
school 7

Ulick Stone felt a chill at his heart.
Thut the Bounder disliked him instine.
tively, and reparded him with a vague
distrust, ho had known. and had cared
fittle,  But direct suspicion was o
ditferent-matter. That spelled danger.
. If the Boundes had indeed been trick-
g him, he had fallen inte the trap.
And at the same time, the Bounder was
absent from the school—and had not yet
returned, an hour after eall-over. IE
was not to meet his fatheor that he had
gone, for his [ather had not come to
Greyirines, after all,  ¥or what had
he gone, and how was he occupied?

Tho scnze of danger, the premonition
of coming evil, grew stronger 1o tho
Lreast of the impostor and cheat. Ho
had not been followed—he had taken
cars to see that no one followed him
through the wood, and the Daimler had
picked hin up nrore than a mile {rom
the school, Lven if the Bounder had
been spying omn him, surely lie could
tiave dizeovered notlung ! He ressoncd
it out that he had nothing to fear,

But instinect, stronger than reason,
warned him that he had much to fenr.
Where was the Bounder, and what was
hae doing?

He left the siudy, and went along
the Bemove passage to the stamrs., 1f
the Doundor would only come in-—
bitterly as ho disliked him, he was
eager to see him, to know that it was
only somo schoolboy escapade that had
kept him out of pates, that he had dis-
coverad nothing—that there wos, after
all, no danger! Ie heavd the sound of
a car on the drive outside: it was not
an uncommon sound, by any means, but
sprchow it added vaguely to his alarm,

There was o buzz of voices below.

Tho new junior, with a beating heart,
deseended tho stairs, and peered over
the lower banisters.

The great door was open, and more
than a score of fellows had gathered in
a crowd there, as three schoolboys came
in—Y¥ernon-3mith, Tom Redwing, and
—— Ulick Stono paszsed his hand across
his eyves, believing for 3 moment that
thiey had deceived Limn, as he starcd
down into the lighted hall at Arthur
Duranee.

Arthur Durance—the prisoner of the
Old Red Hovse—standing in the midst of
o crowd of CGreyviriars fellows, in the
Selhiool Houso of Groyfriars!?

For a minule, the wretched irickster
stood elutching the banisters, staring,
petrificd pith fear and despair. The
buzz below was rising in tones of asion-
ishment. With an effort he Eulled him-
self together,  Billy Bunter's squeaky
vawe rang in the BRomove passape.

“1I say, you fellows! Something's up!
I say, you fellows—3Smithy’s come in—I
say—

The new junior panted. e turned,
and ran along the passage, and bumped
inlo Bob Cherry, coming along from
Study No, 13

*“Hullo, hallo, hallo ! ejaculated Bob.
“Whet's up "

The new junior did not apswer., He
ran o, anch Dob stared after him in
astomishment, DBut he forgot him the
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next moment as he hurried down the
stairs with a crowd of Remove fellows,
to learn what was “up”

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,

A Surprise for the School ]

3 FIO is this?” .
Mr. Quelch stared blankly,
Through a buzzing crowd
) of fellows, who swarmed
even in the sacred procinets of Masters’
passage, came Herbert Vernon-Smith
and Lom Redwing, and walking between
themn was a boy whom Mr, Quelch had
never sean before.

They marched him inte Mr. Quelch's
study, and outside that study an exeited
throng buezed. Something of tho story
wus already spreading through the
House; a few words from the Bounder
had been enoungh,

The Bounder's oyes wern gleaming
with excitement. This was his hour of
triumph ! Praetically alone, he had de-
feated & kidnapping plot, and rescued
the wictim of the kidnappers. Any
fellow whq had dons what Smithy had
done might have felt pleased with
himself, and the Pounder was never the
man to belittle his own performances.

U Whe is this?” repeated Mr., Queleh,
hiz startled oyes on the stranger.

TArthur Durance, 2r!”  said the
Bounder,

“Arthur Durance?”  repested  the
Remove master, “ What do you mcan ™

“That is his name, sie™

*1 do mnobt understand you, Vernon-
Bmith! I require you to explain why
your are &0 late—and still more, to ex-
plain why you have brought a stranger
inte the school o

“This chap is Arthur Durance, siv!™
repested the EBounder. “He is the
fellow my father put in tho train for
Greyfriars last Wednesday., He was
kidnapped-—-=2"

“ Wha-a-f "
~ "And ever since he has been shuk w
in the Old Red Ilouso, betweon Red-
clyffe and Hawkseliff, and a young
rogue named Ulick Stone, or Knowles,
has gone under hiz name hore, in the
achool.*

Mr. Queleh almost stagerered.

“Yernon - Smith ! ’_ﬁtis
story—"

“Ib'a true, sir,” said Redwiog quietly.
“We ot this chap away from the Old

Jouse, wheros he was lkept a
prisoner. The fellow who calls himself
Duarance here is not Durance at all.™

“I am Durance, sir!” said the pale-
faced boy who had been a prisoner in
the Old Red IHouwse. * Vernon-Smith
knows me, siv—and his {ather would
I-:npw moe ab once. papers and
things were taken when they got hold
of me—"

* Bless my

fantrstio

soul I ejaculated M.
Quelch. “This 15 a most extraordinary
story. Tell me at once, and briefly,
what has happened,

In hia keen interest in that amazing
story, Bbr. Queier scomed to forget the
erowd thronging round the doorway.
A score of pairs of ears, at least, hstoned
to what was told. Durance related how

he hed becn met at the station by a

chaulfeur with = ecar, 10 preience that
it had becn sent by the Ilead to bring
him to thc school, how he had been
seized, blindfolded, and kidonapped. in
the car, en a loncly country road, sincc
which time he had been o prisoner,
until Yernon-Bmith and Eedwing e¢amo
to the Old Red Honse,

Then Bmithr, in bricf but offective
sentences, told his tale., Mre, Guelch
gazed at him olmeost dombfiounded.

“I—I—I hardiy know what to sayl”
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ke gasped at last. “You have acted in
an—an extraordinary manner, Vernon-
Smith—you have shown great coursge
and resource—but certainly you should
have consulted older heads before pro-
ceeding in this way. However—"

“We got away with it, sir ! said the
Bounder cheerfully.

“'Wha-a-at " _ .

“T mean we succeeded,” said Smithy.
“We've got Durahce—and that rescal
who has taken his name can be collared
at once,”

“ And—and the man—the person you
call Knowles—and
hiz other confeder-
ates—what—"

“1 phoned the
police from the Chd
Hed House, aloer

Tastening  Knowirs
up in the room, sty

Inspector  Grimes
came gver with two
counstables 'In &
fast ear. They

pot Knowles easily
enongh, and then
waitedd for the
chauffenr to come
back with the Dains-
ler. They bagged
him as he drove in.
Both of them aic
under arrest now,
and the police n
possession of the
Uld Red House”

“I—I am amazed,"”

¢aid Mr. Quelch.
I presume that Mr,
Grimes will come

here for the—ihe

r

“We came back at once, sir, a5 I was
anxious to get Durance here,” said the
Bounder. “But Mr. Grimes is not far
behind ‘us. Ile has taken his prisoners
to Courtfield, and iz coming straight on
here to get hold of the impostor.”

“The boy must be detained till Mr.
Crimes arrives,” said Mr. Quelch. “I
will eea to that matter personally,
YWait here.”

Mr. Queleh hurried through the erowd
in the passage and made his way to tha
Remove quarters. But he found Study
No. 4. 1n the Remove vacant. Most of
the Bemove were downstairs by this
t-imaij but the new junior was not among
the buzzing crowd.

An order wa3 given immediately to
search for him, snd in & few mnutes
fellows of 2ill Forms were rioting
through the Houee, hunting for the
junior who had been known as Arthur
Durance.

Meanwhiie, the rescued prisoner of
the Old Red House, and Herbert Ver-
non-Smith and Redwing, were falen to
the Head, to whom their story was told
again. By that time, Inspector Grimes
had arrived at the schoel, in quest of
lick.

Mr. Grimes found the House buzzing
with excitement. Bearch was going on
for the impostor, but it was not
successful,

It was, indeed, clear that Ulick had
taken the alarm, when the Bounder and
Redwing arrived with Durance, and had
lost no time in getiing out of t]tm Housze.
A box-room window was found wide
open, & plain enough indication of the
way he had ]gur.u'n'.:.+ At Greyiriars School
ho was not likely to be seen againe

The Bounder was the cynosure of all
eyes in the Rag that evening, e had
to tell his story over and over again—
which he was not onwilling to do.
Smithy was enjoying hig triumph,

“Well, you were nght, Sm
said Harry Wharton, “I couldn’t help
thinkivg it vather steep—but you were
right, That kid Durance must be jolly
glad you butted in.”

“The gladfulness must be terrific,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.
“The esteemed Bounder has proved to
be the stitch in time that is better than
two birds in the bush. as the English
proverb says.”

“1 say, you fellows——

“Shut up, Bunter.”

“I zay, I lknew all along that that

e ]
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fellow was a rotter,” persisted Bunter.

If told you so, Wharton—-"

: on't  remember !
Wharton.

“Well, I was going to, which comes
to the sniue thing.”

L Hni ha, ha 1™

“He's pot away, though,” remarked
Muogent, " They've got the kidnapper,
and the chauffenr—but that young
rogue’s pot away.”

“Vou Jdidn't manage that bit well,
Southy,” said Skinner.

The Bounder laughed.

“That was Redwing’s management,”
he said.

grinned

“Redwmg's foo solt for this
world, He wanted me o give the
rotter a chance.”

“"YVou—you see,” said BRedwing hesitat-
ingly, "the fellow's a young scoundrel,
but he’s only a kid, after all—and it
seems to me that he was put up to it
by his father, that raszcal lKnowles—thae
man's responsible for what he did. His
iama-’ﬂ up here—he ean't do any more

arm—and I thought he ought to have
a chance to eut.”

“Rot!” said the Bounder. I told
BReddy it was rot, but I let him have

23
his way. BStill, we're not policemen,
and it's up to Grimes to lay him by the
heels. I hopa he'll

ﬁt him, 30 far as
eddy thinks the
cod, and he may
turn over & new leaf. That's the sort
of thing Reddy would think!*

“Waell, it's possible,” said Redwing.
“Anyhow, he was least to blame, rogue
2z he is—and they've got the man who
was &t the bottom of it. It may be s
leseon to that young sweep—-=>" ;

“Let us hope so, at all events,” said
Wharton, with a smile. “"He's got his
chance, anvhow.” '

Arthur Durance was the object of
much interest, when he took his place

The new fjunior, with a heating heart,
peered over the lower banisters down
info the lightsd hall below. A erowd
had gathered there, as three school
entered the door—Vernon-Smith,
wing, and-—Arthur Durance. For a
minute the wretched iricksier stood
cluiching 1he banisters, petrified with
fear and despair. (See Chaplor 13.)

I'm concerned—but
fright may do him

But he did nob remain
Hiz own wish was
America,

in the Eemove.
long at Greyfriars,
to join his father in Bouth
and when Mr. Durance learned of what
had happened, he very promptly acceded
to that wish, and Durance went out to

join him.

What became of the young rascal
who had impersonated him, was never
known at Greyfriars, bub Redwm%. at
least, hoped that he would learn from
his narrow escapo that honesty was the
best policy, in which case he was likel
to enegt, all, by Smithy's
triumph.

after

THE END.

(4 wonderful wind-up to ¢ realiy good
series, tan’t if, chumsid flest assured the
MaGxer will never let you down. Kook
outf, then, for ancilher raliling fine yarn
next weeck: “"SKINNER'S SHADY
SCHEME! Yeu'll wvole it a real
gorkerl})



CONTINUATION OF OUR SUPERB FRENCH REVOLUTION SERIAL!

The Unknown !

AY drew slowly to a close and
D carly dusk deepened into

night. In his room Malliard
gat alone, staring into the fire, with
brooding, sombre eyes,

The shutters had Tbeen drawn
across the solitary window, and,
fearful lest some tell-tale chink of
light should filter out through their
many cracks, Jamaica Joo had nailed
a blanket over them. Malliard had
raised no objections. It was a pre-
caution of which inwardly he ap-
proved. He could not be too careful
now that his presence at the inn was
puspected by Paul Hungerford.

%ﬁxt a startling discovery that
had been. To find that the Paul
Diare who had been a leader of the
people—a  friend of Robe-
epierre—was nome  other

1an an English boy., An
hour after landing at Dover
Malliard had learned the
ncws. For it had been the
cne topic of conversation
along the lower water-
front.

Three days Malliard had spent at
Dover, and during that time he had
learncd many things. None had
konown him for what he really was,
and none had questioned the role
which he had adopted—that of a
French lawyer whe had been foreed
to flee hiz country.

He had kept his ears open and his
eyes. Ah, nome so clever, so cun-
ning as Malliard when requiring in-
formation of the right sort! A cer-
tain Lord Percy Woolerton had dis-
covercd that to his cost when, after
conversing over a pleasant glass of
wine one night with the harmless
little Fremch lawyer, he had como
over unaccountably drowzy and had
eventually awakened to find himself

Tue Magxer Lisgary.—No. 1,131
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beneath the hatches of a lugger, out-
ward bound for France:; the a‘ulf—same
lugger, by the way, which had
brought Malliard to England.

It had bheen so easy to trap that
confiling fool of a talkative Eng-
lishman. As ecasy, almost, as had
been the subsequent following of
Panl Hungerford to this guiet corner
of Dorset.

Malliard’s star was in the ascend-
ant. He had realised that to the
full when he had cln}[?ed eves on
Jamaica Joo, For alliard had
arrived ot lonely (Gallows Inn with
the sole intention of lying low there
whilst he formulated some plan for
the kidnapping of Paul Hungerford
and the eonveying of him to France—
and the guillotine.

There's a fortune to be picked up for the
capture, dead or alive, of that elusive
Englishman—Will-o’-the-Wisp ; yet even
France's greatest spy cannot lay him by

ithe heels!

But in Jamaiea Joe he had found a
man who would sell his soul for gold
—and he knew it. Then Crake and
Marling had been brought in by
Joe—scen—and  approved.  Crake
and Marling were each to receive one
hundred guineas when they had
carried out the instructions Malliavd
had given them. Captain Steop—
another whom Joo had selected—was
to receive one hundred pguineas for
use of his cutter, and no questions
asked. Jamaica Joe was also to re-
ceive one hundred polden guineas for
the assistance he had given.

Four hundred guineass, sll told,
for the capture and conveying to
France of Paul Hungerford., It was
a large sum, maybe, but Malliard
Enew that it was buying him faithful

GEO. E. ROCHESTER.

{ Introduction on
next page.)

service from the four men whom ha
waes employing. And he knew, also,
that the Committes of Public Safety
would willingly pay double that sum
to see Paul Hungerford mount to the
guillotine.

There shonld be little difficulty in
gctl;ing the boy. Almost every day

e went for long rides, and was left
alone. It was only a matter of
waiting for am opportunity, and
Crake and Marling could be de-
rended upon to act ‘when opportunity

id cventually offer.

Thus the spy’s thoughts ran on as
he sat gazing into the fire. He had
taken a risk in Eﬁmin% to England,
but he had been justified in taking
it, for he was winning all along the
ling, They would know in Paris how
to  make NXord Perey Woolerton
divulge the nome of his leader—that
cursed Will-o’-the-Wisp. And once
Iis name was known it would be a
great step towards his wltimate
capture.

Malliard’s thin lips
twitched inte a flecling
smile. Morbleu, but what
a trinmph it would be to
captnre the clusive Will-o'-
the-Wisp. And he would
capfure him. Now that he
had one of the gang, Lord
Percy Woolcrton, in his clutches, it
would not be difficult to sct some
trap into which Will-o'-the-Wisp
would walk.

Then, without warning, Malliard
froze into eudden, tense rigidity,
conscious only that something sharp
and pricking—a rapier point—was
pressing into the skin at the back of
his neck; conscious only of the cold
voice behind him, which said in that
same instant:

“Do not stir—if you wvalue wyour
life ™™

A paunse; then, with deadly men-
ace, the voice went on:

“If you so much as furn your head

I shall drive this blade right
through your throat!"
Malliard sat motionless, a cold
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eweat on his brow, and unutterable guished,

fear in his eyes.

“Who are you?” he whispered.

“Can you not guesaf”

The spy's white, eensitive hands
clenched spasmodically. Tt could not
be—here in England—it could not
be—v-

“Will-o'-the-Wisp?"” he whispered.

1] "I’H !I?

Malliard touched dry lips with the
tip of his tomgue. His face, in the
flickering firelight towards which it
was turned, was deathly pale.

“What—what do you want here®”
he whispered huskily.

“You.” .

The point of the rapier pressed
warningly as Mallinxd made as
though to stir.

“To nct move—I have warned
ou ! went on the stern voice behind
im, “I wear no disguise to-night,
Malliard !* ‘

The spy sat silent, motionless. In
spite of his deadly fear he was
hitterly conscious of the tragic
irony of this moment. Leng and
earnestly had he worked to discover
the didentity of Will-p'-the-Wisp.
And now ~ Willo'-the Wisp stood
behind him, minus any disguise. And
Malliard dare not look.

He could, if he had the courage,
turn hiz head and leok once upon the
face of the man for whom he and
every spy in France was lunting.
But next instant he would die with a
foot of steel through his throat.

The price—his life—was toe high.

“I have news for you, Malliard,”
went on the voice behind him, and
ever the rapier-point pressed with
deadly threat. “The Paul Hunger-
ford whom wyou s&eek is now on his
way to France. He left this evening
aboard an English schonner.”

A paunze, and then:

“He crosses under my care, Mal-
liard, and will aid me in the rescue
of my comrade, Lord Pere{ Wooler-
ton, whom you have had lodged in
the Temple Prisom, in FParis. The
capture of Lord Perey was a clever
and daring piece of work on your
port, Malliard, and T would bhe
churlish and strangely lacking in
eportsmanship did T not congratulate
vou upon it”

“PDo not mock me!"” tmrst out MMal-
liard hoarsel

“Nay, 1 d{:r not mock vou,” camb
the reply. “¥You are a brave man,
and you have proved vour courage in
ecoming thus to England. But you
will mever see France again.”

“You—vyon are going to kill me—
an unarmed man

“Yes, I am uin-‘?r to kill you,” was
the stern rep?y, ‘and [ would be
justified in giving you the death
thrust where wyou sit, for you have
many murders on your soul. But
the courage of which T have spoken
hag carned for you a better death
than that. A ecandle burnz on the
table, Malliard. I =hall snuff it out,
and by where it stands you will fnd
a blade, first cousin to the one 1
lold., Youn will take it—and die n
your feet like a man.”

The rapier-peint waz withdvawn.
There came the sound of a soft, hack.
ward step, the next inatant 1he
candie on the was  extin-

table

lunging the room into
darkness, broken only by the faint,
flickering glow of the dying fire.

Slowly Malliard rose to his feet
and turned., By the door, searce
discernible amidst: the shadows,
stood the figure of a man, the fire-
light glinting on the drawn steel in
Lis hand,

“You mean, we are to fight?" de-
manded the spy hoarsely.

“Yeg, if firht you will,” was the
veply. “If not, then I shall run you
thmug}:. Your sword—om  the

table
Malliard stepped forward, his
groping hand closing on the hilt of a
rapier lying on the table. A wild
dawned in his heart, for he

hope ha
was a brilliant duellist.

“But why fight in the dark?® he
asked, and with the words he
fonsed,

“Why?” laughed the other. "It is
g0 that cven in death you shall not
gee my face—a-gh ™

The words terminated in a soft ex-
clamation, and he slid aside, lis
blade darting upwards and outwards
to meet the sudden rush and lunge of
Malliard.

There came the clash of steel on
steel as the rapiers met, then Mal-
liard leapt back, conscious that le
was silhouetted against the firelight

low. Hiz first treacherous stroke
ad failed. Crouched azainst the
wall, his thin blade thrust forward,
he held his breath, peering in the
direction of the dark, vague shadow
which was his enemy. It moved,
and a coal falling on the hearth
with momentary, expiring flame,
afforded Malliard & glimpse of a glit-
tering, snake-like t%ing darting in
towards him.

Ho poarried sueccessfully with fliek
of wriet and hiss of indrawn hreath,
This was devil’s wark, this fightin
in the dark. Should he shout for
help? WNo, for the sound of his own
voice upraised would unnerve him.
And it scemed as though Jamaiea
Joe had already played him false.

VWhere was the other now? That
shadow {here? No, that was a

R T T e T W e W W W e Y a vy

INTRODUGTION.

It ig the wear 1702, when the long-threatencd
revolution in France has burst info flawme, Pawl
Dare, & peasant lad, is made Comnivesioner of the
vty i e W

T . Ulatr, from the
Jale twhick ﬁu-; Gafallen a0 wiany

wristoorals, ke ia .ﬁimmgmu‘mmd fol : f’ﬂﬁfﬁ
s the condemned cell, Paul learns frum%:'.r riend

Sunsarge hat ke 48 not Fronch, but English. His
real nome 12 Poul Dungerford, and his fgzm#,
Sir Crizpin Hungerford, from whom Wik
Hdnapped when only a few months old, mowrns
him of dead, The lud despoirs of cver seeis
feeg father again, but rescuc comes af the eleven!
hour,  Together with the Comis JJ'E;}gauy? Pavl
i& saved from death by Will-o'-the-Wisp, o
mystorious nalishingn, whoee daring  and
resoures had cided many arisfocrals.

The fugitives escape to England, and ot
Hungerford Manor, in Dorsel, comes Powl's
glad reunien with M father. In the happy,
ecare-free days that follow , the lad tries lo forget his
grm experiences in France, bul e {8 soon (o b
reminded af them, While oul riding with Jis
brother Euglace, o gracelesn ne'er-do-well, he
ediches & plimpee of o fuce al the window of the
notorious Gallows Inn. He ds convinced that
il g the face of Malliard, the clief =py of (A
Revolutionary Commitles of Public Safety, but
Jamaica Joe, the innkeeper, denies that fe hos
any guesis.  Had Dol ondy known 4, Jamaica
Joe 2 kimeelf in the pay of Melfiord,  The spy
fas come to England on the drail of e fugitives,
and fe 48 swifily weaving woeet o frap Pavl and
take him back lo Fronce—_io the gnilleline !

(Now read o)
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shadow cast by the chair near the
fire, Was it, though? It was
moving. With lightning movement
Malliard slid aside and again came
the clash of steel on steel as he foiled
the writhing, thrusting blade of his
enemy.
_ﬁng now he followed up, his rapier
pressing gently in  the darkuness
ainst that of Will-o'-the-Wiap's.
¢ must win—must kill this man.
Ah, what a friumph that would bel
Had e¢ver man fought for greater
stakes than this? Life, honour,
glory, wounld all be his ecould he but
=ink his blade into this endmy of
France. He turned his wrist with
amhzing swiftness, forcing up the,
Englishman’s blade and lengthening
his own arm in sudden lunge, He
felt the point of his rapier strike
something, soft and yielding, and
there came a gharp, half-stifled ex-
clamation,

He had drawno firgt bloed. Filled
with a wild exultation he pressed
ou, his flickering hlade darting in
and out. He could discern his man
now, a dark and shadowy form in
iront of him; could sec the white
blur of his face. Apgain he lunged,
and steel elashed on steel as the Eng-
lishman parried.

Rapier pressed on rapier them, and
for a moment nothing broke the
silence save the heavy ll(;‘bmmali;hin\;{ of
the two men and the soft slither of
their feet. Then with sudden amag.
in% swiftnees Malliard disenpaged,
and, slipping nimbly aside, lunged
forward to give the death thrust.
But his rapler pierced only cmpty
air, so quiek had been the English-
man to seose that deadly siroke. And
before Malliard could recover, a
enaking venomous blade came writh-
ing in at him.

ith a choking ery he staggered

g back, his rapier falling from his

nerveless- hand, a foot of cold steel
protruding  from  ‘between  his
shonlders,

—

In the Temple Prison !
ARIS!
? Steadily the tide of blood is

mounting, sweeping onwards
to the roar of a maddened mob.
Horror, hate, and terror ride trium-
phant on the ecrimson torrvent, and
man has turned brute beast, erazed
with the Ilust to kill and destroy.
Who dare call a halt to the dail
carnage—the shameful slaunghter?
None. For this ia Liberty. This
i= Equality., This is Fraternity.
Europe stands aghast at the deluge
which iz carrying away the fairest
cities of France amd swirling into
oblivion the hearers of her proudest
Hnamesd,
But what cares Paris?
Nothing., The people are the
mazters; their saviour the guillotine.
Oh, glerious guilletine! Nobly,
unceasingly, and untivingly have you
worked to avenpge the peeple. But
thern is a treat in store for you om
the morrow. For helow wour hlood-
:*lz:wrustnr] knife an Englislonan is to
ie,
Not that earsed Will-o'-{he-Wizp,
Lut cne of his band. It was Malliard
Tie ATAGSET LIBRARY.~N0. 1,131,
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who had got him, and now he lies in
the Templa DPrison, condemned to
death before the Bar of the Revolu-
tionary Tribunal. ;

Excitement in Parig that night
had risen to & fremzy. For 1t was
whispered that Will-o’-the-Wisp wag
in ti!r.le city and had sworn that his
comrade would yet cheat the guillo.
tine.

That meant a rescue.

And drawn by these tidings a
gurging, wolfish mob had gathered
outside the grim walls of the prison.
Let Will-o'-the-Wisp attempt a
rescne if he dare. Let him show his
face within a mile of the Temple
Prison, and this time they would get
bim and tear him limb from limb.

Had not fifty extra soldiers of the
National Guard been drafted to the
prison in case a rescue should be at-
tempted by the audacious dog? Had
not two picked soldiers been placed
in the cell of the condemned English-
man to watch him throughout the
night hours? Yes, indeed. Noame of
s name, how could he be rescued
then?

Pah! It was impossible!

“Yes, impossible!” Robespicrre,
peated at a table in a small room in
the prison EEUkE quictly, almost
soothingly. “You are alarming
yourself unnccessarily, my friend.”

Fouquier-Tinville paused in his
pacipg of the flcor.

"Am I he replied harshly, “ Read
that then! Tt was pushed into my
hand a few moments ago as I passed
through the mob on my way here.”

He thrust towards Robespicrre a
folded serap of paper. Taking it,
Eobespicrre uafolded it and read
with narrowed eyes:

“To the Public Prosecutor,
Citizen Fougquier-Tinville.

“Thiz iz te warn you, Citizen,
that your prisoner, Lord Percy
Woolerton, will be taken by mie

the Temple Prison to-night
and returned to his home and
friends in England.

“ Further, I regret to tnform you
that Malliard is dead. He died by
my hand in en English inn siz
m?hts ago. - .

‘Unpleasant tidings, Cifizen; but
these are unpleasant times.

“Wint-o'-THE-Wise.”

With fingers which trembled in
spite of hims=elf, Robespierre laid the
misasive oo the table.

“Malliard dead!™
*Malliard dead !

“Yes, Malliard dead!” snarled
Fouguier-Tinville, “Slain by this
accursed Englishman. And you see
what else the dog has written. Do
vou wonder mow why I say that I
shall know mo ease of mind until I
gee Woolerton mount to the guille-
tine at mnoon to-morrowr”

“But rescue ia impossible, T tell
you " said Bobespierre sharply.
“There arc ten soldiers on guard in
the corrider where Woolerton's eell
i situated, and there are two picked
men of the National Guard inside the
cell with him. TUnless this Will-e'-

he muttered.

the-Wisp ia possessed
powers he cannot get him away.”

He took wup the missive again,
turning it over curiously in Lis hand.

“You say this was thrust into your
hand as you passed through the
crowd on your way to the prison?” he
said, “You did not see the man who
gave it you?"

“"How <ounld I? demanded Fou-
quier-Tinville angrily. “It was dark,
and there was a8 score of the rabble
pushing and jostling sbout me at
the moment. It might hove been
any one of them.”

Robespierre was silent, and when
next he spoke his voice was quict
and wholly unperturbed,

“It may be that we but waste our
time in talking thus of reseue,” he
said. “For the need of rescue will
not arise if, at this eleventh hour,
Lord Percy Woolerton will divulge fo
us the name of his leader—this Will-
o’-the-Wisp.”

“He will not divulge it!” growled
the other. “He is stubborn, like all
these English pigs I

“ Nevertheless, we will see,” replied
Robespierre. “Have him brought
herd, Citizen."

Fouquier-Tinville satrode 1o the
door, amd, opening it, growled an
order to the soldier on duty outside.
‘Then, closing the deor again, he re-
traced his steps to where Robespierre
was seated,

“Buppose now,” he said roughly,
*that this cursed Woolertor agrecs
to answer your questions.”

“ Welle”

“Well, are you going to let him go
free?”  demanded . Fouguier-Tinville
truculently.

Robespierre nodded.

" Certainly ! he replied.

“But 1t 1z madness!” snarled the
Public Prosecutor. " Why should yon
et him go free®”

“Beeause I am o mon of my
word,” replied Robespierre sternly.
“We have disenssed this before,
My

of magic

Citizen, and I am oadamant.

terms to Lord Percy Woolerton are

the same as they have always been
since we captured him. His life in
e:;clmnge for the nnme ¢f lis
leader.

“And if he tells us what we want
to know,” pressed Fouguier-Tinville,
“wou intend to keep to your bargain
and let him go free?”

“Yes. He will be provided with
aafe conduct as far as the coast.”

Fouguier-Tinville laughed harshly.

“You are too honest For Paris, my
friend,” he sneered

Robespierre eyad him eteadily,
without any trace of anper in his
pale, sallow features. But when he
spoke his voice was icy.

“Hove a care on your tengne,
Citizen,” he said. “It woeunld be un-
wise to allow your zeal on helialf of
Madame Guillotine to outstrip your
diseretion.”

“But—but I thought the offer of
his life was to be naught but a bait
with which to tempt him into divulg-
ing the name of his leader ¥ bhe-

an Fouquier-Tinville weakly.

“I shall keep my bargain,” re-
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iterated Robespierre sttsa_:nl;+ “If he
speaks—then he poes free.’
He broke off as there came the

tramp of heavily-booted feet in the
&mrri r outside, and a8 knock on the
Qor.

“ Enter!” he called,

In respomse, the door was thrown
open, and in the midst of four soldicrs
of the Natiomal Guard, Lord Percy
Woolerton was marched into the
room.

He was in sorry pass, with clothes
torn and frayed, but in his eyes wag
atill the same old hint of carefrec
laughter.

“Good-evening, monsicur ' he said
with a bow. *“Ah, and is that the
worthy  Fouquier-Tinville? Good-
evening to you, Citizen! We have
not met, T think, since you zallied
against me so ably and so well before
the Bar of the Tribunal. A masterly
performanece, Citizen!"

Fouguier-Tinville scowled. Thess
English aristocrats, it seemed, were
no different from those of France.
You could break their bodies, but
you could pot break their spirit.

“Attend to me, pleasc! esaid
Robespierre coldly, his eyes on the
prieomer. * We have decided to give
you eon¢ last chance. Tell uws the
name of your leader, Will-o'-the-
Wisp, aud you leave Parie within the
hour a free man. Refuse—and you
die to-morrow on the puillotine!”

“Oh, pgad!” siphed Yord Percy
wearily. “What a persistent fellow
you are! I've gaid I will not, and L
mean I will not !

“That is your
manded Robesp

“QOh, yes, absolutely
one!” drawled Lord Perci‘{i

i 'l;"erg:' good!” rapped Robespierre.
Then the soldiers: “Take him
away

He roze to his feet as the door
closed om the retreating form of Lord
Perey and his eseort.

“Well, Citizen,” he said, turning
to Fougquier-Tinville, and his voice
was that of tired man, “we can do
no more here to-night, so let us be

oing.”

“A fouch of the hot irom might
Lring the stubborn dog to a more
reasonable frame of mind——" began
the IPublic Prosccutor xoughly.

“Tet me hear no talk of that!” cut
in Robespicrre sharply. “Whilst I
rule the prisons of Paris I will have
no man torfured.”

“Yes—whilst you rule
encered  Fouguier - Tinville.  “Be
warned, my fricnd. Already the
people are muttering against these
squeamish scruples which you dis-

final word®™ de-
ierre sternly.
the {inal

them I

pl?g",?

obespierre muade no reply, Per-
haps he realised more clearly than
Fouquier-Tinville ever guessed, how
day by day the shadew of the
guillotine was lengthening slowly
but inexorably towards him; perhaps
even then there was some grim pre-
sentiment in his heart as to what Lis
fate was fto be at the hands of the
bestial mob whe, in the early days of
that reign of terror, had acelaimed
Lim as their inspired leader.
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A few minutes later, having given
ptrict ordems that the closest watch
was to be kept on the prisomer im
casc there was an attempt at rescue,
he quitted the prison, accompanied
by Fouquier-Tinville, Entering his
cobriolet, he drove El-u:rw‘If.' awai_
through the surging ecrowd, whic
open to afford passage for the
coach and its cscort of mounted
soldiers.

At the Apartmenis of the Public
Prosecutor 1

OUQUIER-TINVILLE was un-
F casy—ecxtremely uneasy. And
he made no effort to disguise
that fact from himself aas, with
hands clasped behind his back, he
restlessly paced the floor of his

apartment in the Rue Pont Neuf,

On the table lay the crumpled mis-
wive which had been thrust into his
hand earlicr in the evening; the
warning from Will ¢’ the Wis}r} that
tlic Englishman, Lord Perey Wooler-
ton, would be spirited away from the
Temple Prison that night.

More than once the Public I'rosc-
¢utor lhalted in his pacing fo stare
withh sombre eyes at that scvap of
paper, or ¢lze to take 1t in his hand
m ovder to read again the message
which by now he could have repeatod
word lor word.

“It is  impossible! lie mutlered
once. “Ile can do nothing—dare
attempt nothing

The prisom was full of soldicrs.
Double the number of guards were on
duty in every corridor. Oulside the
walls of the prison were  armed
patrols consisting of picked oflicers
and men. Le Valle, governor of the
prizon, lhad been instructed to visit
the prisoner in person at least once
gvery hour throughout the night.
Aud with the prisoner in his ecll
were two picked men of 1he National
Guard.

Could any further precautions have
been taken to ensure the safe custody
of Lord Percy Woolerton? Ne, all
was being done which could be done.
Why, then, worry?

Wiy, indeed? Savaecly, Fouguier-
Tinville asked himeelf that question.
But he was worrying, and—as he had
told Robespierre—he would know no
case of mind until Lord Ferey was
safely pinioned beneath the knife of
the guillotine,

There was tension in the air that
night. It scemed as though he—the
whole of Paris—was walting wilh
bated breath for what was about to
bhappen at any moment. But what
c?lultl happen? Nothing—nothing at
all.

Perhiaps it would have been better
Fouquier-Tinvilie fold limself, if lLe
had pemained at the prison overnight
with LoValle. Then he would have
been on the spot should this hated
Will-o"-the-Wisp have dared to at-
tempt 2 resene—

A sudden siep on the staivs outside
his roowm Brought him alert, with
lists elenched.

“Your" he snarled, as 1he door
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vpened and  {e bearded Fansarge
eubered Ute reom.

“Yes,  we!”  erowled  Sansarge,
giaraty. " Why, what ails  vou,

Sl

3 '-I'..-.'-*_;' 'li: |
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** If you turn so much as your head I shall drive this blade right through youe

throat ! **
fear in his eyes.

the faint reply.
Citizen? Onc would think T was a
ghost I

Fouguier-Tinville relaxed.

“You startled me,” he growled
sullenly. I thought—I scarce know
what Iytlmught-—-”

He Rroke off, throwing lhimself
inte a chair and resting his chin on
trembling hand.

“What do you want here, anywar,
at this time of night?” he demanded
guerulously.

" News ¥ grunted Sansarge, slouch-
ing forward and propping lhimscli
against the table,

There was a grin on his hearded
Lips as he stood there looking down
on the scowling Fouquicr-Tinville,

“Yes, Cilizen,” e replicd, “I seck
news. Lell me, did the IEnglish
aristocrat speak®”

“No!” rapped the Public Prosceutor
angrily.

“Ah, that is o pily ! commented

Sansarge. 8o we do uot yet koow
the iddewtity of thiz  Will-o'-the-
Wispr?

Fouguicr-Tinvilie made no reply.
Sansarge's ovin broadened

Malliard sat motionless, a cold sweat on his brow, and uvnutferabls
“* Who are you ? ** he whispered. *° Will-0’-the-Wisp ! ** came

(See page 25.)

* Where
manded.
Fouquier-Tinville looked af himw

ia  Malliard?™ he Jde-

E]tm;lgljr.
v h{ do you ask that?” he
snapped,

“Beeause,” replied Sansarge, with
o slow and obvious relish, “ wherever
he is he is wasting his time. We
have need of him here in Paris.”

Something in  his tone brought
Fouquicr-Tinville wupright in  his
chair,

“What do you mean, you grinning
fool#” he snarled.

“ I mean this,” responded Sansarge.

From his trowser pocket he pro-
tuced a dirvty scrap of paper, which
Ie carefully wnfolded before profiers
me it to the Public I'rosecutor,

“Head ! he invited.

Leaning  forward, Fouquier-Tin-
ville spatelhed ilie paper and read,
written in a fine, boyish hand:

" Sanrcarge,—Tlere is much that
I could write to you: much that I
could find to tell which would, I
think, interest you wvastly. But
time is very limited, and T must
Tae b xer Lispany.~—~o. 1.131,



25

- |

;;_ | SHADOW

LAYI2 R

confine myself fo saying that [ am
safe and well.

“To-night I am in Paris, and
kuowing that these few brief words
will e deltvered sufe into your
hand, I pen e in the hope that
they will bring te you an under-
standing that there is neught of
bitterness in my heart towards you
who were my friend, but only
kindly memories,

“The past is dead for me, and a
wew life has begun. Yeu are ioo
starnel: a patriot;, I fear, to allow
ef ws ever meeling again  on
common ground. But in spife of
tliat, Sunsarge, I am presumptuous
enough in this last farewell 1o sign
myself as

“Ablways yonr friend,
“Part Dare.”

Crumpling  the letter in  lis
clenche hand, Fouguicr-Tinville
hurled it to the floor in a paroxysm
of fury, and sprang to his feet,

& GUILLOTINE/

[

of’ the

(Continued from previvws page.)

“In Paris! he shouted. *“That

traitor—in Paris!” : %
Wheeling on Sansarge, e clutched

him by the breast of his flthy red

shirt. _

“How did you come by that
letter™ he blazed, “Who gave it
your* f

Sausarge shrugged his shoulders,
disengaging the gripping hand of
the Publie Prosecutor.

“It was awaiting me at my lodg-
ings in the Rue Couteau when I
returned there an lour " ago,” he
said lazily. “It had been delivered
by hand sometime during the
evening.”

(Next weel’s tssue of thé Maogxer will
contain the conéluding clapters of this
moring story of the French Revolution,
fut don't let thiz worry you, chuma!  Aa
tn the past, a6 in the future, your fuvour.
the weekly will continue to lead the wny
with tip-top seriuls, Yow'd ke to know
what's coming wlong next, whuldn't you?
.i"lm:n;: Jl]:l:uf.n"-,- then, for full particulars next
eI
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Half an hour later ho cuolered the
gates of 8t. Ssmn’s, still carrving his
fair burden,

Dr.- Birchemnall was waiting for him
with o birch-rod grasped in his hand.
But at the site of Miss Molly, the Heag
hastily dropped the birch-rod and
rushed forward, as eggsciled as a two-
year-old. :

“What the ioewry dickens!” ke
gasped, “Why, you nre dressed up as
a young lady, Jolly! And—and you
have brought back my dawter! Well,
well!  Whe ever would have (thought
it? - Thiz is & plezzant surprise, and no
mistake.”

Just then Molly
round again.
- "Pop,” she said, “Jally is my brave
reskewer. He reskewed me from mt
cracl kaptors in the face of fearful
oddst”

Good old Jack Jolly!™ cried Dr.
Birchemall hartily. “I may as well
admit wow that it was my intention
to “fog you black and, blue on  your

Birclhemall cauwn

reburn, Dut circumstances, alter coses,
Instead of doing that, I shall now invite
you to tea and shranps with me this

afternoon, Jolly, And, while T re-
member it, bring Fearles: along with
you.”

And when the two: heroes of  the
Fourth tea’d with the Head and Miss
Molly  that aftermoon, they had 1a
konfess that it was not altepothior. with-
out. veward thed Jdack Jolly lLad fought
Ywainst fearful odds.
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Sherlock Holmes and Ferrers Locke are simply
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not in it when it comes to tracking down criminals,

says Jack Jolly. Be that as it
great coup when he tracks down

may, Jack certainly puils off a
the rascally kidnappers of Molly

Birchemall, the pretty daughter of the Head of St. Sam’s,

L.

L1 NYBODY hera secn Jolly "
Mr. I. Jolliwell Lackham,
the Form master of the
Fourth at St Sam’s, yelled
out that question as he trotter into the
Form-room.

“Yes, gir,” answored Joaker, the
jeper of tha Fourth, I have™

“Whero?"

“In the jimmynasium, sir.”

by Lickham looked slitely surprised.

“Burely he is not in the jimmynasium
at this hour of the morning?” he
cjackulated.

" Well, perhaps he has gone now,
BIT.

“When eggsactly did you see him$”
acked Mr. Lickham.

“About o cupple of days ago,” replied
Joaker innosently, and there was &
roar from the Fourth.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Lickham nashed hizs teeth with
rago.

“Bilenca!™ he barked. “And take
fifty lines for the heenouns offence of
pulling your Form master's leg, Joaker!
Let me now repeefl my guestion.,  ¥las
anybody here zcen Jolly? DBe eareful
how vou answer, boys, The inkwiry
comes from the Head, and von know
what he's like when he gets his rag
ount.”

For a minnit there was no reply from
tho class. As o matter of fact, nobody
had seen the kaptin of the Fourth since
his misterious disappearance the pre-
vious afterncon, though & good many of
the fellows had a shrewd suspishun
where he was

Evenchually Frank Fearless stoad up.

“Ah, vou have seen the missing
junior, Fearless?™ cried Mr. Lickbam.

“MNo, sir; not since he dizsappeared.”
: “Then why the thump are you stand-
ing ﬂ.ﬂ_..m_"_..

" Becawse 1 know where he is, sir.”

Mr. Lickham ellevated his cyebrows
alitely,

o .fm..: vou do, do you?”® he remarked

rimly, *“In that case, Fearless, you
mﬁﬁ better accompany me to the Head.”

B0 saying, the master of the Fourth
fized hia thumb and forefinger cver
Frank’s ear and led him to the most
dredded apartment st 5t Sam's—the
ganktum of Dr. Birchemanll, tha revered
and majestick headmaster of the skool.

The Head looked up az the new.
comers burst into his study. He frowned
soveerly a3 he notissed the manner in
which Mr. Lickham was leading in his
kaptive, .

Tutt-tutt, Lickham! 'Thiz is not
dona|” he eggsclaimed sharply, “You

*

should ncver subject » boy t0 the in-

-

dignity of being led through the skool
by his ear. m#ma_w lead him by the nose,
or clse grasp him frmly by the scrufi
of the neck and the seat of the trowsis
and propel him aleng in  that way.
Bavvy .

“1 savvy, sir,” mermered Mr. Lick-
ham humbly. “1 beg your pardon, sir,
I'm sure™

“CGranted,” yawned the Flead., “ And
now, what’s the trubble, Lickham?®

“T have brought Fearless along fo
you becawse lLe says he knows where
Jolly is, sir.”

At the mention of Jack Jolly's name
the eggespression on Dr. Birchemall's
faco became thunderons.

“Ha! So you are in that wretched
boy's konfidence, are you, Fearless? le
snorted. “In that case, kindly tell me
at once why he has had the impudinence,
not to say the ordassity, to absent him-
self from skool without leave?”

“With plezzure, sir. e has gone
fourth in seareh of your nussing
dawter,” replicd Frank Fearless.

Dix. Birchemall’s face hardened.

“That, Fearless, is meerly o pifiling
and paltry eggseuse ! he socered, * The
fact of the matter 15, 1 eggspect, that
Jolly i3 having o cupple of dayz out on
tha spree, visiting *talkie’ shows and
feading his face at frekwent intervals.
Prato not- to mo of searches for my
missing dawter, for I shall refuse to
beleeve such yarns.”

“They're not varns!” said TFrank
Foarless stoutly.

ti H_”_.__.w.:

"I say they're not yarns!” repectoed
Frank Fearless fearlessly. “Jolly set
out yesterday, disguysed as a gicl, with
the intention of being Lkaptured by
jipsies.”

"My hat?" cgpsclpimed the Head,
with a stare.

“Rightly or wrongly, he is konvineced
that Miss Molly 38 a prizomer in the
hands of the jipsies encamped on Mug-
gleton Moor——" i

“Stulf and nonsense! Takewise hosh
and tosh!’ snorted Dr. Birchemall.
“Where my missing dawter can have
got to "—he ﬂmﬂﬁmm to wipe his tear-
stained eyes with the corner of Mr,
Lickham’s academmick gown—"is a
deep mistery. But it's as sure a3 eggs
that she hasn't been kaptured by jipsies.
Inspector Sloothound, of the Muggleton
Perlice, mado certain of that.”

“Jolly wasn't sattisfed with In-
spector SBloothound’s word, thongh.
And nor am I.,” said Fearless.

“Ratts! Inspector Bleothound 13 a
mosi brilliant datective. Even Herlock
Sholmes and Blexton Bteak would find

it difficult to beat him ot the game,X

ODD
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rotorted Dr. Birchemall Lkonfidently.
“But, in any caze, I do not beleeve for
an instant that Jolly has done what
yvou say he has.” in

“ Mevertheless, sir, he has,” insisted
Fearless Ormly.

“But 1 say he hasn't!™

“He has I*

i Hn.—&. Hﬂ.ﬂmu._.uﬂ _."_—_

HAEM _.-.-

:HnHm.uH..-.u.w .m:

“He jolly well has

“Ha jolly well hasn't!™ y

“ Epgscuse me, sir, bui time i3 get-
ting on " 'remarked BMr., Lickham, ip-
sulting his gold hunter.

Dr. Birchemall nodded. Y

“T am glad you reminded me, Lick-
ham. I have an important appoint-
ment with one of my creditors in_the
skoll tuckshop in five minnits' time,
Now, Fearless, kindly inform me of the
prezzent whersabonts of your {Iriend,
or face the unpleszant consekwences !

“I'va already told you that he iz =
prisoner of the jipsies, sir, and 1 sujjest
that a reskew parly be organised imme-
jately.” o

“And is that all you have to say?
asked the Head sarkastically.

“That's all, sir. What about you?”

"“Tazs me that bireh, Lickham ™ was
Pir. Birchemall’s only reply. * What I
have to suy about it 13 gpoing to be said
without words. Ha, ha, hat"

“He, he, o sniggored Mr. Lickham
dutifully, as he passed over the instru-
ment of torcher. “Touch your tocs,
Fearless, and wait for the Head's
apinton—epgspressed without words!”

Trrank Fearless was almost tempted

into nocking their twe wooden heads
together. ut dissiplin was dissiplin,
and the hero of the Fourth didn't foel
like setting orthority altogether at
defiance. So he touched his toecs.

Hwish, swish, swish!

“¥arooooo!” roared Frank Fearless,
hiting his lipps to prevenl himself yell-
ing alond.

Thwaok, thwaelk, thwack!

Y ow-owawow I

Swish, swish, swish!

“ Wooooaoop I -

For sevveral minnits Dr. Birchemall
continned to eggspress his opinion with
the aid of his birch in very forcible
langwidge. But though Frank Fearless
velled and roaved in aggerny, he didn't
utter a cry  throughout his  seveer
ordeal.

“That'll do!® pazped the Head at
last. “I hope this will bo a lesson to
vou, Fearless. I don't know quite what
gort of a lessom, but let it be a lessan,
anyway. Now buzz off, both of you!”

“Po you wish me to make any more
inkwiries conserning the absenco of
Jolly#* asked Mr. Lickham in tones of
qn.,.,_u.mn#

“Wo, Lickham, I fcel sure that he

LB

will return some time to-day, and as
soon as I have ftinished interviewing my
ereditor in the tuckshop, I intend trot-
ting down to the gates, armed with a
brand new birch to await his arrival,”
replied tho Head.

With that he opened the door, and
Mr. Lickham and TFearless departed,
the latter mmanlully repressing his
frokwent cries of:

“Dw! Yow-ow! Greoool Wow!™

11

FANWHILE, in a lonely feld

on the baonks of the River

Ripple, =ome strange and

egpsiting events were hdppen-

ing. Early in the morning, Jack Jolly,

still wearing the dispuys with which ha

had decceved the shoundrels whe had

kidnapped him, was taken before the
chief of the jipsy tribe.

Thiz swarthy-faced skoundrel de-
manded the name of his kaptive's
parents, informing Jack, with a leer,
that it was hiz intention to demand
ransum. Our hero, assuming a high-
pitched, girlish voice for the oceasion,
gave o fiktishus name and answered all
the questions put to lam. It was not
his plan to quarrcl with his kaplors
ﬂmﬂ. First, ke wanted to find ont where
Molly Bircliemall had been consoaled.

After a [roagal breakfast of bread-
erusts and water, Jack Jolly was taken
back to his caravan and flung into the
corner, bound hand and foot agamn.

While he was lyving there, .EE_:._E.:”._W
what was the best thing to do, be sud-
denly herd 2 sound that sent a thrill
running down his spine. It was the
tinklin, mewsical veice of Aliss Molly
Birchemall herzelf!

That weleome sound inspired Jack to
superhuman efforts.  Struggling to his
fect, o looked out of the litle windex
of the caravan.

His hart beat fast as he saw the
Head’s pretty dawter, bound hand and
foot like himself. Scemingly, Miss
Molly was argewing the toss with her
erool kaptors, and by straining his cars
Juck Jolly was able to cateh the dnit
of the conversation.,

Mizs Molly was indignantly refusing
the few paltry crustz which had been
offered heoy as a breakfast, and Jack’s
blud farely boiled as he locked on and
listoned. Miss Moliy, az he knew, had
heen brought up in the lap of luxury
all her life. Breakfasis of ecggs and
bacon and haddocks and kippers were
a maiter of corse to her, and the meer
thought of sweh a refined young lady
being offered dry erusts was enufl to
make any fellow’'s hlud bol

Jack Jolly gritted lis tecth. Tt was
maddening ‘o have to wateh helplessly
while sueh  indignities were  being
heaped on hizs girl chnm, and he came
to the concloosion that the time had
now arrived for acheeving the roshew of
the Head’s [air dawter.

“PThe hour haa
sirnek "' mermerad
Jack Jotby dramat-
tically,  speaking

(=1
P with dJdificalty
Hxﬂ\..%thlu hehind  Bis  gag.

r “Mow is (he timoe

io go fouwrth and

= i

do or Jdia!
D o il ¥ With thesas

i words the horo of
W the Fourth made o
sgonroem o ffort
rancl burst his
bands,

Another glarnse
thrangh the Little
window showed

18

him that Miss Molly was being led back
to the fowl caravan where she was being
held kaptive,

Jack Jolly mada up hizs mind te
regkow her beforn her swarthy koptors
could put her back in durance vile.

Tearing away his gag, he hurled open
the door of the ecaravan and sprang
down the steps.

Vith a cry of “Unhand that young
lady ¥ he farely rushed to the reshewl

For a momeht tha jipsics wers to-
surprised to act. They stared at the
 hero of the Fourth, who was, of corse,
still disguysed as a girl, as thoupgh he
was a speckier,

Then one of them made & rush.

Crash'!

It waz the zound of Jack Joliy's Bt
mecting the jipsy's jaw.

“Yarooosooo !

Without a single ery the skeundrel
fell, nocked nm_ﬁmﬂuuu by the pile-driving
punch of the champion boxer of the
Lower Skool at 8t. Bam’s.

Cries of amazement rang out on all
zides. The spectacle of 2 burly ruffian
of & jipsy being nocked out by a young
lady was one that had never been seen
beforn in the encampment, and the
swatthy rufians simply couldn't under-
sland it.

But Jack Jolly wesa't content to rest
on his lorrels. In the next few minnits
he gave thoss jipsies a lot more to feal
amazed about.

Making & B-line for the surprized
Mizs Molly, he hit ount right and leit,
flooring evervbody who happencd Lo ba
in kis way., The eamp was soon echoing
with the sound of his terrifick punches
and the yells of angwish of his viktims.

Crash! Bangl allop |

“Mw-wow [

“Yooooooop

" Grogooooo 1"

Straight as a die rushed Jack Jolly,
hiz head held ercet, his cyes flashing,
and hig fiste lashing out furiowsly on
hath zides as ho went.

Powerful grate jipsies toppled over
like ninepins as he sped to the reskew
of the Hcad’s dawter. It was amanng,
it was napresidented; but it was truel
One  5t, Sam’s junior, single-hbanded,
though dubblofisted, was conkering &
whole tribe of jipsies! ;

At last the brave W..Emn_. reached his
objective, where Molly Birchemall was
struggling in the hands of two hulking,
grate raskals, who were trying to rush
her inlo kaptivity agaim,

“Take that, you broot?” roarcd Jack
Jolly feercely. ™ And that!”

“That # and “that™ were two lite-
ning-like punches that semt the two
ritfians bowling away like catherine
whieels, ‘They wers fearful blows—hlows
that wonld have felled an ox, and after
thiey had sampled them the two jipzics
felt mmech too cowed to sample them
again;

“Who—who are you?!” gasped Molly
Birehemall, as Jack swiltly eut her
croal bonds. :mE.nHw no young _mmu,
eoutld serap like you have done? You
must be a boy disguysed.”

“Right first time!” grinned Jack
Jolly, pulling off the wig bo had worn,
and reveeling to Miss Melly'a astonished
gaze his own ently mapper.

« Tack Jolly 17 eried Molly Birchemall
“My brave reskewer!”

With thase words the Head's dawter
feinted. Jack Jolly, realising that time
was valluable, did not trubble to bring
her vound. Ifo simply threw her over
his shoalder and strode out of the camp,
nacking ont the remainder of the jipsics
a5 he went,

(Continucd on page 28.)
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