


Who Says A Gossip With Your Editor ?

Always gled lo hear from wou, chums, so drop me a line to the folloiving address :
The Editor, The ** Magnet ” Lidbrary, The Amaolgomated Press, Lid., Fleelway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C A,

waglilre month, as far as I can

gather—eand  this  particular

woelt seema to be the most war-
lika of the it For nearly all the inter-
mﬁnimnh&mﬁm which take place this
month are connested with war !

It ie true that this Monday has nothing
mueh to do with war, but that may be
bacauss people pemerally feel pleasad with
themselves on & bank holiday, and their
minds are on anything but war. But next
Tusaday is a particularly obnoxioons.
day, for it marks the anniversary of the
first fime that poison gas was used in
warfare, That was in 1915, when the
Germans sent over

THE FIRST GAS ATTACK.

Onr fellows weren't used to mch tacties,
and the poor chaps puffered badiy, But
(Germany got more than she bargained for
in the long run !

Wedneaday is the anniversary of a glori-
ous British Naval opic—the attack on
Zeebrugpe, in 1918, 1 dare say you've all
heard the sfory so often—how a portion
of the Mole was blown away to prevent
German reinforcoments ﬁgﬂng on to it;
how ships ran elongsido Molo, and our
fellows landod and launched an attack
right in the cnamies' teeth; and how,
while this wag going on, our blockships
wers blocking up tho ontrance to the har-
bour, to bottle up the German submarines
for pood and all !

. You remember the poem about " Even
the ranks of Tuscany could rearce forbear
to cheer ¥ ' Well, even the Germana could
not help but admire the plucky British
enilors who took part in that deadly but
elorious enterprise |

If any of you fellows are lucky onough
to be spending your Easter holidays in
Belgiom this year, you should visit Xeo-
brugeo, where you'll find & muscwn
devoted to relics of that great attack.

Practically overy day of next weol saw
somo great happening during the Great
War. Thursday, for instapnce, was the day
when the Canadians launched their attack
on the Germana at Ypres in 18915, and in
1916, on the samwe dey the Dublin e
bellion Lroke out.

Une day after the Canadians had covered
themselves wilh glory—fifteen years ago
thig Friday—it was the tum of the Ausg.
tralians to ehine in the famous landing
at Aneae beach in the Dardanelles. While
next Saturday is the thirteenth anniversary
uf the German naval ** eut-and-run " raid
on Ramseate, when the defenceleas town
was Dombarded from the ses, and the
(lerman crufsers, after doing great damage,
cleared off before our ecruisers could get
on their track.

And thot's the * war record ™ of this

q PRIL seems to be a particularly

i

particular weck |

nesday is Bt. George'’s Day, apd also | aava, I shoul

was Shakespeare’s birthday, so its
nssociations are not entirely cone
fined {o war,

The first question I have picked up this
week concerns

THE GUILLOTINE,

which, you will remember, figured fre-
quently in the last French revolation story
which wa had. Jack Norris, of Lowestoft,
hos been told that the invemtor of the
guillotine died by his own mvention, and
wants to koow if that is troe. IE is one of
thoso fallacies which many people believe,
but it is not true |

It ia not even certain that Doctor
Guillotine actually invented the instru-
ment, pnd it is said that he only thought
of the idea. But other padple had a
thought of it, and it might sasily have been
imvented by a Scoteman, becguse a puillo-
tine, which was' called ™ The ]g:;dan
and the Widow,” was &t ot time in uss
in that country. It was alse used in
Epgland, st Halifax: to exeonte criminals
convieted of steali ing of maore
valce than one ing and three-half-
pence, and it continued in use there until
the year 1660. I wonder how many of my
Halifax readers knew that ?

Another type of guillotine, called a
Mannaia, was used in Italy, so France has
no monopoly of this particular instrument

of decapitation,

After that rather gruesome paragraph,
I think we ought to have a smile. Here %:; 8

yarn which well deserves the penknife
which has been sent to R. Boothman, of
9, Priory Avenue, Chorlton-cum-Hardy,
Mancheater,

Editor (to budding author):
*You should write so that
the most jgnor-
ant fellow can
[ollow what you
mean.™ j

Budding Ap-
fthor : ** Well, S
what part of my story don't
you understand ? **

e

Revertipg to readers’ queries, T wonder
how many of yvou know

WHO WAS TORQUEMADA ?

Ben Forster, of Walthamstow, wants
to know. Torquemada was something of a
““lad " in his day ! He was, in fact, the
inquisitor-general of the Spanish Inguisi-
tion, which had a little way of its ovn n
dealing with people whom it disliked. In
his first year of offics, Torquemada had
3,000 people burned to desth, and 17,0440

IEEIDEHT&LLY. however, next Wed- | very happy

other peoplo suflvred torture,
That seemed to whet Lis
appetite, and he went on with
hig jolly game, untdl nearly
everyone in Spain wos seared
atiff by the fear of what might
happen if they offended ang-
one who happened to he
connected with the
Inguisition.

_The Inquisition lasted long
atter Torguemadns was dead,
and his successors carried on
the business so0 suecessfully
that it is estimated that
about 32,000 people were put
to death in SBpaih during the
existence of the Ingwistion,
while 291,000 were subjected
to other punishments, which
ipelnded  the most terrible

tortures. Spain was not a
E{m to live in, i those
irnagine !

Hera is
A QUESTION FOR LONDON READERS !

 Tom Hall, of Pengn, wants to know
if Gog and Mapog really existed, and, if so,
who they were, Thaere is no evidence at
all that they existed. afthough their
DAIes Are always associated with London,
In the Guildhall sre to be found the
figares which bear thess names, and they
BT to represent a Baxon and an
ancrent Briton.

Taiking about giant figures which are
assocated with towns remindas ‘me that

they have two in Antwerp—figures of a

giant and his wife. These are kept in a
Iﬂnmm, and are hundreds of years old.
ut,

AT CABNIVAL TIME,

they are taken out of the museum, dreased
up, and paraded through the stroots.
They are so big, however, that the tram
standerds and wires have to be taken
down before the figures can be driven
throngk the streets.

THINK 1 have space for just ome

limerick, which has been sent in by

Ronald Rilay, of 38, Lime Grove

Didsbury, Manchester, who earms &
pocket wallet for his fine effort.

Young Nugant rites storles, I see,

And sum day, ap orther may be.
But il's eszy to 1all
That—uniill he kan :pu!lil

He won't be suxxessinl—not he !

Now, as they say in the poture palaces,
the MacyrT will peosent

FORTHCOMING ATTRACTIONS !

All next weok thera will bo a first-Tate
Frank Richards' yarn, entitled :

“ BUNTER, THE PRIZE HUNTER ! ™

and I wish I could show you gome * snaps "
from it, as they do at the cinemas. Any-
way, it will present Harry Wharton with
the Famous Five in one of the snappiesb
and most lavughable smile-raisers you havo
evar read. %‘L‘illiam George Bunter, the
prize ass of the Remove, thkes tho leadiny-
role,

Supporting  this firgt.-rato attract Fﬁll,
will be anothor instalment of our serial :
** For the Glory of Franes,” and a special
“* Hal Smiles’ " yarn, entitled: **Tha
One-Man Cricket Team ! " A poem by the
Greyfriars' Rhymaester, and another topicat
chat by your Editor, completes o pro-
pramme that will take somno beating.

YOUR EDITOR.
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walleiz and Sheffleld sleci. penknives.

r Jokte or » Gregfriars Limerick—or both—ond win :
2 . ARl efforts to be sent to: cfo * Magnuet,” 5,

London, E.C.4 (Comp.).
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NOVEL COMPLETE STORY OF THE GREYFRIARS CHUMS!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Helping Bunter !

i H, my bhat! murmured Bob
Cherry.
Harry Wharton glanced

round,

* What—-""

“Look at_that merchant coming up
the drive! Don't yvou know him ”

The Famous Five of Greylriars were
loafing on the terrace at Wharton
Lodgae.

They did not want to loaf about that
bright and sunny April morning. A
cur was waiting on the drive to take
them on & joy-ride among the Burrey
hills.  But they wew  walting for
Bunter.

It was only ton in the mornwng, so,
na{:ilralir. Billy Bunter was rot down
yek.

AL Greyfriars Schocl, the inexorable
rising-bell compelled Bunter to turn out
much  earlier {han  that, Buat in
vacation it was guite a different matter,
A holiday at Easter was not
much  good, in  Dunfer's
opinion, if a fellow couldn's
stop in bed as long as ho
liked.

Bunter had consented, at
nine o'clock, to sit up In bed
and breakfast, After which
he required another little sonooze.
Probably he did not find it easy to
weigh onchor with the eargo he had
taken on board. It was Bunter's way
to load above the Plimsoll line.

50 the chums of tho Greyfriars
Remove waited—not very pabtiently.
While they-were waiting, Bob Chorry's

lanens turned en 2 man wha was com-
ing up the drive towards the house, and
le gave a start of surprised recognition,

*“Oh, my hat ! cchoed Frank Nugent.

Five paira of eyes were fixed on the
man o the deive

Ile was a young man ot abont thirty,
with & smooth, clean-shaven face, keen
brown eyes, and & cast in the left one.

“Been  that merchant heforet”
grinned Dob,

“¥es, rather!”

“Thoe rotherfulnesz is terrific ! muor-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “It
i5 the esteemed ond disgusting Sugden,
the valet who was piven the ridieulous
boot by Sir Hilton Popper.”

* What the thump can he want here?”

e
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FRANK RICHARDS,

ejaculated Harry VWharton, in astonish-
ment.  “I thonght he was in chokey at
Courtfield.”

The smooth-faced young man gave a
careless glance at the schoolboys on the
terrace, as he went towards thie door of
Wharton Lodge.

They watched him
curtosity.

It was some weeks since they had
geen the man, but they knew him again
at onge. They had seen him run down
by Bir Hilton Popper and his keepera
near the school, and the last they had
heard of him, he had been {:I'mrg-cc]? with
theft, and remanded in enstody.

What he could want at Wharton
Lodge was a mystory v them. The
juniors had never expected to sce him
ugnin, and had, in faci, forgotten his
existenco.

The recognition was not mutual., On
that occasion, when Sir Hilton Popper's
discharged valet had beon collared by

with keen

the baronet and his keepera, Sugden had

had no attention to sparc far tha group

Join up with the Famous Five of Greyiriars
for the Easter holidays, boys !

a rare old time !

of schoolboys who had been looking on
from a distance., 5o tha glance he pave
them wae coreless and unintorested, as
ho passed on to the dusr

The iunlﬂrs, on the other hand, fol-
lowed him with their cyes, with the
keenost 1nterest,

Apparently tho suspected man  had
been let out of custody. But what he
waz doing here was perplexing.

Ho was admitted to the Liouse, and
passed out of thoe wiew of Llarey
Wharton & Co.

“Well, that beats it!" zald Jolinny
Bull, *1 never thought we should seo
that sporisiman again. YWhat on earih
has he come hera for "

“Goodness knows ' said Havry Whae-
ton, “He must have called to oo mv
uncle, I suppoze. I can't imagine why.”

Dol Cherry chuekled.

“If vour uncle's engaging a valet, old
bean, I wouldn't recommend that one!
Ho won't get a good character from Lis
last place™

“Can't be that!™ said Havry., Lt

They’re having

beats me! My hat! When is that fat
ass Bunter coming ™

There was no sign of William Georgoe
Bunter so far. "The Owl of the Remove
was taking his time.

“Let's go without him!"” suggested
Johnny Dull. W

“ Let's ' agreed Dob.

“The loss of the estecmed Bunter's
ridiculous company would not be =
terrific  disaster ! remarked IIurrea
Jamset Ram Singl

Hurry Wharton hesitated.

“0f coyrse, Bunter's superfluous,” he

agreed, * But—" ]
“The superfuousncss i3 propos-
terous

“But I'd rather wait for him, if you
fellows don't mind, He did moe & good
turn the day I camo back from Grey-
friars, and—and I'd like to give him &
good time here, g0 far as I can™

“0Oh, let's waitl"” soid Jobnny Bull
resignedly. *It's only ten. unter
may turn out before eloven.”

“I'l go and call him
again,” suid Bob Cherry.
“Ho may have dropped off
to sleep. I'l wake him.”

Bob went into the house,
He ascepded the stairs, and
az ho drew near Bunter's
room ho was groeted by
f Fsuu!!r] thut was familiar in the Remove
dormitory at Groyfriars.

Snore |

Lob grinned, and opened the duor of
Lilly Bunter's apartment.

“Hallo, hullo, halle I ho roarcd.

Siore |

Bunter was up and dressed. But he
Lad zat down in the armohair before tho
fire, no doubt feeling the need of o rest
aiter his gargantuan breakfast, Ilis fat
chin had fallen on his podzy chest, and
he was snoring contentedly end un-

utisically.

" Bunter [ roared Dob.

Snoro |

Nothing shott of a thunderclap was
likely to awaken Wii]iam_ﬂqurg& Ii)unlcv

when ho was once safe in the arms o
hMorpheus,

Bob Cherry stepped bichind the arm-
chiair. Ho grasped it with bolh hands,
nnd titeed it forward.

Crash!

Dunter landed in a sprawling heap e
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the foor. There was a yo'l that awoke
wost of the echoes of Whartou Lodge.

“ Yarooooooh 1%

Bob's method of awakening the sleep-
ing beauty had been as efiective as a
thunderclap! Dunter was wide swake
How,

" Wooo-hogoh-hooop i~ gasped Bunter,

“0Oh crikey ! Whe-a-a-at was thati Qb
cumbs !’

“ Awako, old beanI® asked Bob
cheerily.

Bunter sat up ond tlinked at him.
He grabbed at his spectacles, set them
straight an his fat littlo hose, =nd
binked egain, His iat [aco was crim-
2on swith wrath.

“Beast I he roared

“Weo're waiting for you,
man ! said Lab.

“Teast I

“Is that the way you thank a fellow
for waking you up?” demanded Bob
indignantty, “ You're missing a lovely
morming, frowsting here” :

Y Beast ! said Bunter, for the third
{imio, :

“Well, are you ready, fathead i”

“Nol” hooted Bunter. “I'll come
down when I'm ready. Tell Wharton to
waik! After all I'se wose for him—"

“Like me to help you down to tho
ear 1" suggested Bob.

Y No " ted DBunter.

“Never mind, I'll belp you, all the

game.
Loggo ¥ yelled Bunter,

old fat

“Yarcoch !
us Bob Cherry grasped him by the
collar, and Imukeg bim to his [ect.

“This way—"

“Whoooooop |”

Billy Bunter roared as he was run out
of the room. He roared again as he

was run down the ctaircase, But
though be roared, he ran—there was no
help for it, with Bob Cherry's encrgetio
grasp on hia collar, Ile reached the hall
'n a breathlees state, apluttering.

#Haore's your hat)”

“Beast I

“Hera's jour coati”

‘ Baast ¥'*

* Coma onl"

i BEEEt- 1”

“Hallo, hallo, hLalle, you menl|"

bawled Boly Cherry, as he ran Bunter
out, “Here we are—all ready '’

“Leggal” roared Bunter. “I'm not
rogdy 1

“Yoa, you are, old bean! Opcn the
sloor of tha car, Franky, old chap, and
1'l} help Bunter in.'"

“Peast I don't want {fo be
helped I roared Bunter.  “I'm not
ready—I'll be ready in about an bour.
Yaraoooh "

Bump !

Bunter went into the car. Harry
Wharton fo., grinning, followed
lim in. By tho time Dilly Bunter re-

ained the perpendicnlar, the car was
nezing away down the drive. TFive
rheery foces, and one wrathful and in.
dignant countenance, filled the car, It
turned from the gzales, snd bhummed
down the road.

1 say, vou fellows ! gaspoed Bunter,

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Enjoying life,
cld fat hean?”

“Beast! I say, voun fellows, I've left
my toffes indoors!”

“(Zoodness gracious me!” ejaculated
Bob Cherry, as if quite overcome.

“Ha, ha, bal*

“T'va Ieft my bag of fartst™

“Horrible "

“Beast } left
chocolates 1™

" Frightful [

“The frightfulness 7s terrifie.”

“Look here, Wharten, if this is the
way you'ra going to trest & puest, I

T're Mioxer Lipnmany.—No. 1,158,

I've my bhox of

con jolly well tell you I shall eleart”
roared Bunter. “This isn't the wai‘,: I
treat a guest at Bunter E’qaft. va
a joily good mind to go struight to the
station and take my ticket home,'

“Merey ! gasped  Beb  Cherry.
“ Unsay those cruel words!”
9 Hn'p hap ]'}ﬂln

“Well, we're passing the :i:tutzn.‘é.i-n::':cag
snid Harry Wharton mildly. 1 you'd
really like to stop and get out there,
Bunter—"

“Ob, really, Wharton—"

“Just say the word when we get to
the station.'”

A few minutes latcr the car passed
the local railway station. But Billy
Bunter did not say the ward.

THE SEuhﬂD CHAPTER.
Mr. Brown Asks For It f

OLONEL WHARTON rose to

@ his feet, glancod at the card in
hus hand, and then glanced at

the wisitor, who had heen

ghown into the library. The card boro

the nawe * Ar, John Brown.” The
visitor was the smooth-faced young
man whem the juniors had  seen

ceining up the drive of Wharton Lodge.
Hurry Wharton & Co. had been sur-
prised to sve Sugden, the discharged
and suspected  valet of Sir Hilton
Popper, at the Ledge; and they would
have been still moro surprised had they
been aware that he had presented him-
self under the ancient and respectable
name of Brown.

“Mr, Browni™ said the colopel in-
quiringly. _

His keen eyes, under his rather
shaggy grey brows, scrutinised the
visitor, and he {rowned slightly. The
smooth, deferential mauner of Mr.
“DBrown * did not seem to please the
old warrior,

“That is my name, sir,” said the
visitor.  *1 must apologiso for taking
up your time.™

“You sent word by my butler that
you had important business here,” said
Colonel Wharton.  “1 cannot guess
what it is, as you are & stranger to we.
Kindly state it briefly.”’

Tho colonel’s manner was not en-
couraging. FPossibly he suspeeted Mr,
Brown of being one of those enter-
prising young men whe sell eneyclo-
peediag to unwary houssholders,
“The busincss concerns your nephew,
sir,”” seld Ar. Brown, coming to the
point at cnce. “May I sco himf”

“ My nephew Harry has, 1 believe,
gone out for the day in the car*
answered Colonel Wharton., *Bub in
any case you could not see him with-
out first stating your husiness to me.”
. "1 am prepared to do that, sir; but
it would save time if I saw tho boy
in your presence now."

“You may state your business, Mr,
Brown; and I ask voun apgain fto he
brief " rapped out Harry Wharton's
uncle. *I cannot imagine what busi-
ness you ecan poesibly have with my
nephew,™

“*Probably he has told you nothing of
the mattel, sir—indeed, I am sure that
he has not,” said Mr. Prown, “for I
am certain that you, dir, would never
upheld him in the ling he has taken.”

The colonel’s brows knitted. ¢

a2

“Taplain yourself at onege!®
snapped. _
“Yery well; sir! A fow wecka age,
I was in the wveighbourhood of Grey-
friara Echool—spending & day in the
country. The weather, uncommonly
warm for the time of year, tempted

me to take 2 dip in the river. Meeting
your nephew by chance near the river,

THE MAGNET

and having no aoubt that a Greyiriars

¥ could be trusted, I osked him to
ake care of a certain article for me,
whila I was having my bathe.”

“Begad !” ejaculated the colonel,

His eyes ghinted,

Mr. Brown could see that this was
no new sgtory to QColonel Wharton.
Hyidently he had heard of the matter
before.

*Master Wharton consented to take
charge of the article, n zmall silver
box I"” continued Mr. Brown. “I left it
in his possession. After I had m
bathe, I returned to the spot whera
had met him, but he was gone, That
was of little consequence, as I knew his
name and school, and fancied that I
liad,only to apply to him for the box
to_be returncd to me.*’

Grunt, from the colonel. But he
did uot interrupt Mr. Brown, Only
his eyes glinted at that gentleman,
under knitted brows.

“It eo happened,” continned Mr.
Brown smootnly, “that I was called
back to London—an affair of a sick
relative. In the circumstances, I waa
unable to go down to Courtfield again;
but o friend of mine offered fo call at
the school snd reclaim the silver box.
To his surprise—and to my surprise
when I heard of it later—your nephew
refused to give up the box.”

Gruntl
. '"Hia reason for so refusing, I cannot
imagine,” went on Mr. Brown. “The
box is of silver, but it iz of Jittle
value. I need not enter into that,
however, a3 am assured that &
pontleman in your position, Colonel
Wharton, will never upheld such con-
duct. I have every confidence that you
will order the boy to lLand over ‘my
property."”

“Is that all7”

“That is all, sir!”

“Vary welll Now listen to me!™
said Colonel Wharton, * My nephew
has oequainted me with the whole
affair.”

“Then you arp awaere that the silver
box is in his possession, sir.”

. "1 am aware, sir, that the silver box,
if it has any existence at all, is not in
Lis possession!” grunted the eolonel,
“A man named Judson called at Gray-
friars for the box, and was azsurad by
my nephew that it was not in his
s:]o:aﬁcmmn, and that he had never even
eard of it."’

“He made that statement to my
friend Judson, ccrtainly,” assented Mr.
Brown, “Bu M

“ After that,”” went on the colonel, in
a deep voice, “my nephew woas seized
oné day outside the school, by Judson
and another rascal, ond searched for
the box."

“1 beliave so0l" aszented Mr. Brown.

“And that iz not all!?* The colenal’s
voice was deepening to & tone like
thunder. “On the day my nephew
came home for the Easter holidays he
was met ot the station by a man with
s car—a pretended terxi-driver—who
tricked him, gir, into the car, and
drove him to a lonely cottage, where
he was scized and bound—kidnapped,
gip—="

“I am_afraid my friend Judson,
knowing how anzious I was to recaver
my property, may have been guilty of
somewhat drastio proceedings, sir,” said
Alr. Brown apologetically.

“Your l:rian{l Judson, sir, ‘will be
charged with assault and kidnapping,
and sent to gaol if the police ean lay
their hands” on him!™ boomed the
colonel. "My nephew was made a
prisoner, and lefb tied up like n turkey,
gir, in a lonely cottage, and would
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have spent the night in that state, hnd
he not been found, by pure chence, by
a schoolicllow—a lad named Bunter, 1
may tell you, sir, that that cottage was
watched the next day, hi: the police,
on my instractions, and that had your
friend Judson returned to it he would
have been taken into  custody.
Apparently he toock the alarm, as he

not been scen near the place since.’

I waz quite igoorant of this, sir!™
murmured MMr. Brown placatingly. I
asked my friend Judson to recover tho
box for me, but certainly should never
have conntenanced any guch
MAREUTEE———"

Grunk!

*Tintil very recently, sir, I have been
detained at the bedside
of o sick rclative,” snid
Mr. Brown. “Only
vory lately have I been
at liberty to give my
attention to the matter.
My first step is to eall
upon vou, and to ask
vou to order my
property to be returned
to me. Surely, sir, that
ta & reaspnable re-
quest IV

“Certainly, if you had
stated the  facts!”
snapped Colonel YWhar-
ton. “But my nephew
deniez that any silver
box, or any box of any
doscription, wons placed
in his hands, by you or
by anyone else. That,
sir, closes the matter, I
am not likely to doubt
my nephew's word.”

“I am bound to tell
yout, sir, that in this
case your nephew has
not spoken the truth.”

“45ir " boomed the
colonel,

“If you will let me
se¢ him, sir, in your
prezence, I feel assurod
that ha will not have
the audacity te deny
what I strto!™ said Mr,
Brown.

*1 shall ecertainly not
allow my nophoew to see
vou, BMr. Brown,” zaid
the ¢olonel, *“The mau
Judson, apd Lis nssoci-
ates, who kidnapped my
nephew, are eriminals—
nothing more or less.
Az you stato that they
are your friends, I can
considor you as nothing

better. You will oblige
me by leaving this  house at
once.”’

Mr. Brown’'s smooth face hardencd,

and & glitter came into Lis eyes.

“You refuse to order my property to
be returned to me, Colone!l Wharton?”

“I tell you, eir, thzt my nephew
Eknows nothing of wvour property. Ho
has told me the whole story; and if
your statement concerning the silver
box 12 true. it was to some other person
vou confided it.™

“The boy in question was a Grey-
friars boy wearing a Groyiriars cap, sir,
I asked him hiz pame, and he pave it
te Harry Wharton.”

“1IF that statomoent is correct, it wonld
appear that some other boy used my
nephew & name.” sald the colonel.

BMr. Brown’s up curved sarcusticaliy.

“T can imagine no reason why
another boy should do so, =ic!” he
answared,

“ Hands off [ ** shrieked Mr, Brown.
his sinewy arms, Colonel Wharion sent Mr.

“ Neithar can 1, said Colonel
Wharton. “But 1§ have said, if rour
statement is correct! I have no [aith
i your sfatements, sir., On your own
showing sour action was extraordinary
=very extraordinary. You trusted an
article which you appear to wvulue, in
the hands of a perfect stranger, while
vou swam in the river., You might as
safely have left it in your pockets on
the bank. The story is altogether too
extraordinary for rus to credit it

“Yet it iz the fact, sir, that I en-
trusted my silver box in the hands of
your nephew—-»>"

“It is not a fact, boeavse my nephew
denies 1.7

“IHe speaks falsely in denying it, zir,

“ Hands off, you

and I demand to see him, and ask him
personally to return my property.”

Colonel Wharton touched the hell,

The cdoor opened, and Wells,
butler, appeéared.

“Show this man out, Welle,” =aid
Colonel Wharton. “De not adinit him
if he should eall apain,”

“Yery good sic!®

Mr. Brown drow o deep, hard hredth,
His eyes glittered at the grin fnee of
the old coloncl,

“Nou bave not heard the lazt of ire.
sir!™ he said between his teeth, 1

the

shall take measures—*

“8Show him out, Wolls!™

“This way, sir, please!” murmured
Wells.

Mr. Brown pushed him ronghly and

suvagely aside. He faced the colonel,
bis  eyes burning with rage. The

smooth, silky politeness had dropped

from him like n cloak,

1 tell von——" he shouted.

Colonel Wharton strode towards him,

“Leave this houso !” he rapped.

“Not without my property! Not
without tho box that [ trusted in the
hands of a young rascal—"

Mr. Brown got no further. The next

moment he was writhing in tho grasp of
Colonel Wharton.

The colonol was net a voung man,
hut his muscles were like steel.  Mr
Brown seomed an infant in his powerful
EraSE.

He went swinging out inte the hall,
gasping and panting.  Weolls, with a
horrified face at such an extracedinary
scene, [ollowed.

I i '-y' il

et
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With a swiag ol

—

old fool !

Brown through the doorway.

“Hands off ¥ shrieked Mre, Brown,
“Hands off, you old fool! i
“Open the door Wells 1

“0Oh ! gesped Wells, *Yes, sie!™

He opened the front door.

With o swing of hLis sinowy arms,
Colonel Wharten sent MMr. Brown spin-
ning out of tha doorway.

There was a yell as bo landed on the
stops

{olonel Wharton, breathing & littls
hard. glanced at Lim ns b spravied and
rasped.

“Now take yoursell off, you roscat!™
he =aid.

Brown staggered to his feet. Tl ejes
were blazing, his face erimeon aud eon-

| [

vulsed with fury. A florrent of ohuse
poured from his Jips,
“By pad!” ejaculated the colonel

“Wells, get my riding-whip "
“Cortamnly, sic.”
Tue Magxer Lipnany, —No. 1,133,
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But Mr. Brown did ne* wait for the
butler to pget the ﬁ.din%;whig. He
turned and scuddesd down the drive. At
the pate he stupp;led for & moment to
shake his Est at the housze, and then he

oared.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Just Like Bunter [

1 SAY, vou fellowg—™
l "jﬁrr-r-r I
“Oh, really, Bull—"
“Yes, Bunter, what iz it3”
asked Harry Wharton, with polite

rasignation.
The situation was a little difficult.
There was no doubt that William
Goorge Bunter had. done Wharton a
good turn—s wvery useful turn—on the
day he came home for the Easter holi-

daivs.

Vharton did not want to minimize it,
and certzainly Bunter did not. By this
time, indeed, Billy Bunter scemed to
be possessed with tho idea that hoe had
gaved Wharton's life at the risk of his
owWn.

Harry hardly knew how that sirange
adventure would have ended, had not
Bunter butted in.

J. Judson, the fricnd of the mysterious
Mr. Brown, in search of the mysterions
tilver box, had left him tied hand and
foot in the lonely cottage, with dire
threats of what was to happen to him
on tho morrow if the box was not pro-
duced. Had not Bunter, by sheer
chaneo, buited in and found him,
Wharton could rot say what might heve
happened to him in the hands of the
gana‘ of crooks: but it certainly would

nve been something unplensant,

Ho he was indubitably under a deep
ohligation to Bunter.

Bunter was not a pleasant fellow to

whom to be obliged. He was landed at
Wharton Ledge for Easter, which would
not have mattered very much, but for
Runter's manners and customs. Bunter,
as & guest, was neither grateful nor
comforting. o

But, in view of that deep obligation,
Wharton felt that it was up te mm to
tolerate the fat Owl with patience. Tf
he could not, as the old text enjoins,
suffer fools gladly, st least he suffered
Bunter rs cheerfully as he eould.

His friends quite understood. WNever-
theless, Bunter palled on them very
guickiy. Wharton felt that it was
hardly fair on them, vet obviously he
conld not give Bunter the boot he de
servad,

Bunter was the fellow to take full
advantage of his umgue posiwtion.
hearty welecome was not eazentianl, from
Bunter 3 point of view. 3o long as he
was niot kicked out, he could get along
gquite comfortably. ;

“Took here, where are we going ' de-
manded Bunter.

“ Anvwhere wvou like, old _man, SO
long as we get back by s1x,” said Harry.
“Vau fellows don't mind where we go,
do vou® he added. with a rather
apnealing glance st the Co,

“{th. not ot all "™ said Bob.

“Not o hit!" said Frank Nugent.

“The not-a-bitfulness is terrific!” de-
clared Hurree Jamset BRam Singh
golemaly

And Johnny Bull contributed & grumt.

“Weall. T don’t sea petting back by
1%, sand Bunter. “We're out for a
joy-ride. aren't we? What do you want
to et back by six fori” _

“Mv uncle’s going up to London this
evoning,” said Harry.

“What about that(”

“He will be away [rom home for a
fow dayse”

]
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“0Oh, goodl”

Harry Whaeton opened his lips as
Bunter made that remark. He closed
them again. Just at present he did not
carea to tell Willlam George Bunter
what he mhouight of him.

“The goodlulness is not terrifio, my
esteemmed Bunter,” muwmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, *“ We shall miss the
excellent and absurd ecolonel.”

“What rot!” gaid Baunter,

“Jelly scepery about here,” said Beb
Cherry, by way of turning the conver-
sation. “Look at that—"

. "1 wish you woulde’t keep on
interrupting e, Bob Cherry A follow
can hardly get a word in edgeways”
said Bunter irritably. *“Talk about a
sheep's hend! You're like it—all jaw1™
“You fat frump—
*“Oh, . feally, Cherry—-m"

“Is Buntor going to give us & jaw-
%ﬂtﬁr solo all the way ™ asked Johnoy

ull,

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

“Bhut up a bit, old fat man," said
MNugent.

“I'm speaking to Wharton, I wish
you'd shut uvp, Nugent. Look here,
Wharton, 1 don't ses getting back carly.
What difference does it make, your
uncle going ap to London 7"

h'h \’Eu I, I want to say good-bye to

im,

“YWhat fori™

Wharton did not answer that question.

“I should think you'd be glad to get
shut of the old josser for a bit,” said
Bunter argumentatively. “I know I
jolly well should, if he were oy uancle,”™

“Look hers, Bunter——"

“Grumpy old bulldog if you ask me,”
sald Bunter. *“Looks at a fellow as if
he wasn't there! I can't say I like
your uncle, Wharton.”

Wharton was silent,

“In fact, if he wasn't going awey for
& bit, I shouldn’t eare to stop with you
for the KEaster vaee,” said DBunter.
‘“"Look here, vou don’ want to see him
befora he poes,”

“But I de,” said Harry.

“That's utter rot! Do you mean that
you're going to get & tip out of hum,
though " asked Bunter, as if he had
suddenly thought of & possible explan-
ation of Wharton's extracedinary desire
i;ﬂftsay good-bve to his uncle hefore he
eft,

“No, fathead.”

g “E,h&n what do you want to see him
or

“"Well, T told him I should be back
before he startod,” seid Harry,

“"Rot! Now, I've got an id?ca," gaid
Bunter. “This isn't a bad cer—nob
like our Rolls at home, of course, but
not & bad cor. My idea iz to get na far

a2 Brighton—"

“Oh, my hat[™

“And dine there abt some decent
show,” said Bunter. *Then we can roll
round the town & hit, and get home
late. WNothing to get in early for, von
know—wn haven't got to get up in the
morning. You ieﬁmﬂ.—s needn’t worry
ahout tho exes—1I'll stand the dinner.”

“Who's going to lend Bunter the tin
to stand us & dinner nb Brightoa ¥
asked Johnny Bull

“Beast! If Wharton lends me a
pound or two, until I get a remittance
fromn Bunter Uourt, it's not a lot, after
I saved his lifoe——*

“You whatted his whatter ¥ ejacus
lated Bob Cherry.

“Well, practically saved his lifg—"

“ {oh, m‘ﬁy practically 7 grinned Bob,

“There's such & thing as gr&tih!dﬁ,‘”
said Bunter, "“A ihankless serpent 13
gharper that a child’s tooth, as Shake-

speare says—'"
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“Ha, ha, ho!

“Blessed if I gee anything fo cackle
at, Look here, Wharton, is it a go?
When a fellow's risked his life to rescue
yom=——-"

“But you didn't guite, old bean,"
gaid Wharton mildly. ~ “Judson and the
other man were gone before you bubted
in. Still, you got mo out of a jolly
un'?h::asant fix, ] admit that.”

I'm glad you admit that much”
gaid Bunter sarcastically. *“Then it's
a go? We'll make for Drighton, and
have an evening out.”

*You seo—"

“Don't be eclfish, you know,” urged
Bunter, “If there's one thing I can’t
stand, it's selfishness,”

“Oh crumbs!” ejaculated Bob.

Harry Wharton was silent. On that
sunry April day the joy-ride ought fo
have becn joyful; but there was no
doubt that Billy Dunter's fascinaking
company detracted from the joyfolncss

The party had stopped for lunch at an
inn: after which they bad waited an
hour or iwo for DBunter, whe declarsd
that he did not believe in rushing about
after o meal,

Now they were going again, Dunter
propounded his idea of & dinner and an
evening at Drighton. I was not,

rhapa, essential to return to Wharton
E?:rdge before the colonel left; but the
chums of the Remove had arranged to
do so, and Wharton, though he never
said 3 word on the subject, had a deep

attachment to tho unecle who had been

like a father to him, and disliked e
idea of anything that even looked like
regligence or disrespect. Heoe was, au
fact, nuite determined to return to the
Lodgs before his unele left for Londou;
but st the same time there was Bunter!
Bunter had hooked him ount of the kands
of J. Judson, and he did not waut fo
be ungrateful,

“You haven't told the chauffenr, okl
chap!” seid DBunter, who appacently
regarded the matter as setticd.

“You seo—-=" murmured Wharton.

“For goodness sake, shut up, Bunter!”
exclaimed Johnny Bullk “We're golug
back at six. Now dry up”

“If you want mo to stay with vou,
Wharton, all through Easter, I think
Bull will have to go!® szaid Lunter.
“T rveally can't stand his manners, At
Gireviriara a fellow has to stawl him,
but it's really too thick on a holiday.
You see thati"

“ My esteemed Dunter——"

“ ghut up, Inky. Look here, Wiarton,
T tell you w}tmt—:.r{ru get home by
train; woe can drop you at o railway
station. No need for you to come on
if you I:[Td mo some money before you

achk.

“0Oh! said Wharton.

“That's rather & good
Bunter. “Lend

“QOh, my hatl
shillings.”

“Well, look here, it's just as well for
rou to sce your uncle before lie bunks.
IMake the old bean shell out, sca? My
;m::lea stand me no eond of tips in the
103,

“You fat blighter!”

O, really, Wharton—-"

¥ -1 mean—look here, vou men may
as well po on, and I'l ext back by
train a3 Bunter suggests,” said Harry.
“1 really waut to see my uncie beforo

idea,” aai-il.

mo five Pr:rum?[s—*-
I'va only got' ten

he leaves. But you may az well have a
longer romn
Four mouths were opencd=—and

clozed apain, Tha Co. approciated the
troublesome sition of their leadoer,
tinder an obligation to & fellow ke
Bunter., 8o they nodded ipstead of
speaking.

Wharton spoke to tho chauffeur, and
tho car headed for the nearcst main-
ling station. There it _halted.

The captain of the Greyiriars Remove
stepped out. He had plenty of time
to get home by train before six; and
though he did not want to leave his
friends, it was cather a relief to lcave
Bunter.

“What about the <cash?" ashed
Bunter, Bunter had e frightfully bad
memery, but there were some things he
never forgot.

“iWell, I shall want it for my fare
Lhome,” said Havry., “One of you
fellows lend Dunter some tin, and I'll
settle for lam™

“*No need for you to scttle for me,”
said Bunter with dignity., *I'm expect-
ing & postal-order—*

“Teave Bunter to me” said Bob
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Cuerry., “He can draw on me lor my
last penny.™

“Righit-ho, then”

And Wharton waved his hand to his
fricads, and walked inle thoe railway
station, and the car ran on southward
for Brighton.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Famine !
iy ILLY BUNTER smiled serenely.

y  LFour faces in the car wore not
Y emilivg. But that did not

matter to Benter. In fect, he did
ot ohzerve 1t. So leng sz Bunter was
gatiziied, cverything was satisfactory,
or ought to have Leen.

“Rit more room now,” said Bunter,
spreading  himself in his corner scat,
“This car tan't yeally biz encugh for
gix. IFor a trip like this we want my
F{du}fs Liz Rolis. That's & car, if you
[ il

He blinked round at the tour,

“"You fellows got any toffee?™

=l N‘}.IJ

“Any echoes?

ﬂﬁ'ﬂ‘ll‘

“Mothing to eat at alll®

L1 H’ .H- 5

“I ehould have bresght something in
the car, if you hadn't hurricd me as you
did, Bob.  You alwnys were a fool,
weren't you, old chap®”

*Thanks ™ i

“2till, wop shall get a decent dinner
at Brighton,” suid Bunter. “We'll run
round the eountry a bit, you know, and
geb thers ab seven, We'll dine at the
Magnificent.  I've fed there with_my
uncle, nnd it's a jolly good place. You
ean get o topping feed there, if you pay
for 1t. Then we'll go to the pictures.
Muake an evening of it, sre? As @
matter of fact, we shan’t miss Wharton.
Rather a wet blanket, don't you think "

o Oh, reaily, Nugent—"

Billy Bunter yawned. His Junch had
been & substantial one, and though he
had had a nap after it, he was [fecling
drowsy. i

“1 zay, you fellows, I'm going to have
a snooze,” he said, " 1lon't shift about,
or talk.”

* Anyihing else 1" asked Johnny Bull,
with decp sarcasm.

“No: only wake me up when wa get
to Brighton.” z 2

Bunter closed his cves behind his
spectacles, and slid into balmy slumber.
In a fow minutes, kis hefty snore
rumbled through the car, a musical
seoompaniment to the buzzing of the
engina, . ) t

The four juniors talked, in spite of
Bunter’s injunction; but they might
have shouted, without any dangoer of
pwnkening the fat Owl of the Remove.

The car ran on, eating up the miles,
taking a roundubout course for the ses-
side town., Dunter bad given dircctions
for the ear to arrive at the Magnificent
Hotel, Brighton, at seven; but the Co.
saw no necessity for earrving out Bun-
ter's inetructions. Wharton waz under
an obligntion to the fat Owl; but the
Clo. weren't. Bo they jov-rode for guite
a considerable time while the sun sank
over the downa, and William George
Bunter snored. .

Night had follen, and Brighton was
glenming with lights, when they ran
into the town nt Iast, and pulled up
opposite (ke [Hotel Magnificent.

Doh Cherry shook the fat Owl by the
ghoulder.

Bunter's eves opened. i

He blicked round ot the lighted
streat, and at the illuminated facade of
the Hatel Magnificent.

“Why, what's the time?” he cjacu-
Inted. i _

“Tight1” said Dol cheerily.

“1 said seven!™ hooted Bunter.

“Tiear me!" answered Dob.

“YWe shall be jolly late for dinner!”

rowled DBunter. “I'm frightfully

ungry. Why dida't you wake me up
before?”

“You're much nicer asleep, old fat
man. Lven vour snoring is better than
your conversation™

“Beast! I'm simply famished! Let's
get into tho hotel!” snapped Dunter.
And he roze from his seat.

“Hold on a minyto—-<

“ Bhan't 1"

“What abont the cash 1™ nsked Bob.

“0Oh, I'm standing the dinner!™ said

Bunter. “Lend moe live pounds?”
“Not five hundred poundst®” ashed
Bob.

“1ia, ha, hat®

*(h, really, Cherry! Look here, the
least we e¢an do it on is a couple of
pounda.  You arranged with Wharton
to lend me the money!” exclaimed
Bunter. “I'm relying on you.”

“That's all right,” said Nob. g 1

Tue Maoner Liseary,—No, 1,158,
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told Wharton vou ¢ould draw on me to

my last penny.  I'mw a man of my
Wl}l‘d.”
“Wall, shell out, then!” grunted
Bunter,

Bobh Cherry groped in lis  pocket,
drew w penny thercirom, and placed it
in Biily Bunter's oulstretched fat paloy
Binter blinked at it blankly.

“What's that ™ he demandead,

Ay last  penny!” answered Bob
affubly. ‘
“Look here, don't be a silly ass!

Aean to say you haven't auy currency
ntotes 1" demnanded Douter.

"1 pever sald anything about eurrency
notes, 1 osaid you eould ‘dn‘mr” on Imo
to my lust penny.  'There 1% 115!

Billy Iunter Llinked at the penny,
and blinked at Bob Cherry. He blinked
round at grinming faces. s

“You—you—you silly ass1”  he
pasped. * [s that what you eali a joke!

“Just that!” agreed Dob. .

“Phe jekelulness is terrifo ! chuclkied
ITurree Jamset Ram Sngh _

I youw're nob going to lend e any-
thing, DBob Chorry—" .

“Tye lent you my last nenny.

Willinia  UGeorge Bunter  breathed
ard nnd deep. o
b 4 Al[-c: yOou gr:}ing to lend me anylhing

eleg ¥

“Not to-day, thank youi”

T Boast 1™ :

Bunter blinked round again.

4 You'ra not such a inean beast as
Chervy, Nugent! Lend me—"

B E'I.:':rt I :Eu!” said Frank checrfully.
“In fact, & meanor beast!”

“Inky, ofd chap—"

“Tha meanfulness of my esteemed self
is preposterons, my csteemed Dunter,
answered the nabob  of  Bhanipur,
shaking his dusky head.

“Bull, old man——-=~"

“Go and eat eoke [V

“1 gay, vou fellows——"

Tour grinning faces re%mﬂud Bunter.
Evidently, no member of the Co. was

oing to lend Bunter any money. And
Elmﬂ-r was [rightfully hungry. The
Co. were hmgry themselves, for that
matter, by this tima.  But that was
immaterial. _

“Took here, what's poing to be
dene 7 demanded Bunter warmly, I
came to Wharton's plaece in mthcr’ o
hurry, and left my money at home. 1'm
stony ! Absolutely stony! Look here,
if you'ra not geoing to lend me any
money——" 5

“Yon've got it,” agroed Dol

“Well, 1 shan’t be abie to stand the
dinner, then. Vou feliows will have to
etand it!” said Buntern

“Dear man!” said Dob. “Weo can't
afford to stand feeds at the Hotel Mag-
nificent. Too steep for us”

“Of ecourse, I'll settle when I get my
postal-order——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“TLook here we've pot to have some
dinner, 1 suppose!™ roared Buntey,
“If you can't alford o feod at the Mag-
nificent, we'll go to some eheaper place.
Where shall woe go?”

“There'll be =pper at
Lodpe ! snggested Nugent,

“Yon silly as=s!”

“And T think we'd hetter start far
home” remarked Johony Ball. “T'm
getting rather pockish.”

“T eould peck a Wit ! apgreed Dob.
" Are you hungrs, Dunter?”

“Am I hungry?’ gazped Dunter.
“I'm famizhed ! Starving ! Collapsing 1™

“Thon we'd better sfart Lack.”

“"Tha hackfulness iz the
caper.*

"You—you—von— TLook here, I'd
rather go to a fried-fish szhop, than

Tre Macxer Liprany.—No. 1,158

Wharton

propoer

pothing,”  wailed Bupter. “I'm as
etnpty as o drum.” )

Yo can gu to & fried-dish shop if
you hke. Well waw for you™

I canv get anything f[or a peony,
you sikiy ot 1”

“Pewr et

“Land mo five Lobe-— .

“MNiee evoningg, ain’t it?" said Dob.
“Drghton tooks guite nige!™

“Loend e hall-a-crown——"

“ Look at the lights on the pier—"

" Beast [

Buater st down again.  He glared
at the smiling guartette, with a glare
thai aimost cracked his spectacles.

“1 suppose thiz is what you call a
jape!” Lu hissed

“You've guessed it agreed Dob.

“1 wish Wharton haduo’t goue now ™
sroaned Bunter. ™ Selfish beast, leaving
a fellow in the lurch hke this™

“Well, what shbdut sturting back¥”
asked Bob., " lt's o jolly long run, and
I shall be ready for supper whepn wo
geb in.  The chauoffeur must be getting
puckish, too”

“ Blow the chauifeur!

L]

I zay, you
folloow pemaeme

“Well, say  when!” yawnped Dob.
“We don't mind waiting a bLit longer
for Bunter, do we, you men?”

“ Mot at all 7

“The waatfulness will be an esteemed
pleasvre.”

Billy Dunter gave a decp groan.

He blinked at the brililant facade of
the Hotel Magnificent, where a fellow
could get sueh a jolly good feed if he
conld pay for it.  DBut the Lhumblest
El..-me of refreshment in Brighton was

avond the means of a fellow whose
vespurces were limited to Bob Cherry's
last penny.

* Let's get home!” proaved Bunter.,

“Bure you're ready to starti’’ asked
DNoh considerately.

“Beast! Tell the chauffeur to buck

up.’*
ght-ho 1™

LE]

LL] Ri

“This is the last time you fellows will
find me in yvour company I said Bunter,
“T'm fed-up with you. Understand
that!”

“Bravol”

* Y PBeasta " ronred Bunter,

The chaunffeur was nstructed to drive
home to Wharton Lodge. ‘The ear left
the lights of Brighton bchind once
D1 CH

The Co. scemed cheery enough on the
wav home, though they certainly were
hungry. But the cheerfulness of
Wilﬁa.m Goorge Bunter was gone. The
glory had departed from the House of
Terael, so to speak. He did not slee
on the way home; he groaned.  An
fast as the car covered the ground, to
Bupter it seemed to orawl nee more
the Owl of the Remove was finding Lthe
way of the transgressor hard,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In the Enemy’s Hands!

ARRY WHARILON  steppod
H fromm the troin at the little
village station of Wharton
Magnus. He had had to wait
at Wimford [or the local train, and it
was close on six when he canie out into
the village and siarted to walk to the
Lodge.  DBut there woere fooipailis
through the belds that reduced the
distance home to a guarter of a mile,
and Wharton knew every lane and path
in that part of Syurrey. He walked out
aof the village, ¢rossed two or thres
felds. and  then  followed &  track
through 4 hilly woodland. Neot a
thought of possible danger crossoed his
mind as he walked on rapidly.
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The pelice had been locking for the
gang oi rascals who had kiduapped him
on tha day be came buck from school,
and no doubt was cotertained that they
had cleaved out of that part of the
country,  Wharton, indeed, would have
forgotten the epizode wbut for Ditly
Lunter's continual reminders. Ho was
thunking of asyvthing but J, Judson end
his assoctates, when there was a sudden
rush of lootsteps in the underwoods
Besiclo  tho  footpath, end two men
lcauudlimlu sight.

* MNail 'imV

Wharton sprang back at the sight of
the sbiny, pimply face of J. Judson. But
;:he fwo men were on bim in a twink-
ing.

“ Hands off.
Wharton.

“ it him down, Balll™

The schoolboy went eprawling to the
ground, with the two ruflians grasping
him, flp struggled fercely.

The pimply tace of J. Judson grinned
down at him.

*I been looking for you,” he said. “I
been lcoking for a ance like this a
long time. Couldn't bulieve in my luck
when 1 saw you coming across the Gelde,
young '‘un, [ got you this time.”
B“l‘l‘wu'm gob him o fair treat!” grinned

1 -

“Helpt” shouted VWharton.

The next moment a rough hand was
clapped over his mouth.

“otow  thail” growled J. Judson
savagely., “Get out his handkerchiof,
Bill, and shove u into his tater-trap.”

Bill plucked out the jumior’s handker-
chief and jammed it into his mouth.
Wharton was still resisting; but Bill's
powerful grasp held bum, while J.
Judson uncoiled a cord he tock from
his pocket, and proceeded to bind the
junior's wrists together.

*'0Old him I’ sard J. Judson.

He stood in the middle of the foot-
path, looking anxiously up and down
the path. But no one was in sight, and
Wharton's ery evidently had reached no
enrs but those of the kidnappers,

“Eet him  inte the wood”  said
J. Judson. “We got to wait for dark
afore we pet lum away. It won't he
safe in davlight”

Wharton was dragged to his feet, and,
with the two ruffians holding his arms,
he wus forcibly walked off the path into
the wood.

In a foew minutes they were n tho
depths of the woodland, far from e path
or traek, and thore the kidnappers
halted,

J. Judson tied a loose end of the cord
t> o low bough, to make doubly sure of
hiz prisoner.

Then he eat down on a tree-stump,
filled a pipe, jammed the tobaceo home
with a dirty thumb, and lighted it. Ha
grinned cheerfully et the =schoolboy's
angrf.'. fHushed faco. J. Judson was evis
dently satisfied with his success,

“You 'op it, Bill!™ he said. “Yon
got the cart round to the lane soon arter
dark, and we'll lget this covey away.
We'll 'ave him all ready for the Dandy
to aoo m-n!ghh"

"' off 1" answered Bill.

And ho tramped away in the wood-
land and dizappeared.

Haorry Wharton waa left alone with
J. Judson, who sat and smoled con-
tentedly.

Irartune had favoured the pimpis
gentleman at last. Wharton  could

uess now that J. Judsen had  been
wnging about the neighbourhood, ouk
of sight, waiching for a chanee to collar
the schooslboy who had escaped him
onece, awing to tho intervention of Billy
Bunter. This time it waz Bunter who
had eaused the captain of the Remove
to fall into the hands of his mysterious

[LEJ
-
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enemics; but for the fat and fatuous
Owl, Wharton would have corte home in
the car with his friends. He would
have given & great deal to kick Bunter
Just them

The minutes paseed slowly, while the
shadows of the spring evening deepened
in the woods, and the song of the wild
birds died away. Wharton could not
speak, but his thoughts were busy and
very disagreeable. By this time his
unele would have left and taken his
train to London. He was gone, after
all, without Wharton secing him. That
was disagreeable enough; but Harry
was thinking more of his Aunt Amy,
the colopel’s sister, who would be

“My aunt will be anxious if I dont
get 1n,"” said Wiarton, in a low voice.

“1 dessay !

“I'd tell you where to find the box i
I could, but I know nothing about it."”
_ M Gammon!” said J. Judson, “Keep
it up, if you hke. You wait till the
Dandy gets "old of you! He won't be
an easy cove to deal with, I'm warning
vou. You'll find him a 'ard man to
fool.™

“Who is he ¥’ asked Wharton. “I've
never heard of him, that I koow of.
“What does he want with me "

J. Judson grinned.

“You know him all

right,” ho
answored.

“Iis mamo was Brown when

9

you do take the soake!” commentoed
J. Judson. ‘'If you get ‘urt over this
business you've oniy gobt yourself to
blameo. Nobedy wants to 'urt you; bug
the Dandy wants his box, and ain't it
natural he should? You offered to
mind it for 'im—"

“Oh, don’t be a fool!” snapped
Wharton irritably. “ It must have Eunn
E[!!Iml:! other feilow, if it happened at
ﬂ. .ll‘

“Feller same name as you?" sneered
J. Judson. *““And it ain't & common
name, neither.'

“I can’t understand it at all® said
Harry., "But I know that I've nover
seetn the man call

Vi Brown, and

clarmoed when his friends retorned in
tho car without him He made several
efforts to ejeet the gag from hiz mouth,
but failed. But presently J. Judson
knocked out his pipe, stooped over the

}nmim‘, and took the handkerchief from

s mouth.

“"Don't you yelp!™ said J. Judson,
“1I'd wring your blessed ncck as scon
o5 look at you! Fusk velp you gmive, you
look out, that’s all?”

“Will you let me loose ?'? said Iarry,
in & choking wvoico, *“I'vo told you
before, and 1 tell you again, that T know
nothing about the silver box.”

“You can tell me till you're black in
the face, and I ain’t going to believe
yvou,” amswered J. Judson.  “If you
want to save trouble, put a bloke on to
where he can find the box. I'm piving
vou & chance to speak. Well, own up,
Llew youl”

¥ou roet him that day by the river, near
your school.”

“Brown ¥ repeated Wharton.,

" Jest that., He's the covey that garve
you the silver box te mind, what yvou
stuck to afterwards.™

“(h? ojaculated Wharton.

“"You et me?" grinned Judszon.
“Well, the Dandy had his reasons -for
trusting @ stravger with that box. Newer
raind what they was: they was good
reasans, Mot that he fancied the bhoy
would stick to it afterwards.  Why
should he? Whe'd take you for a
yvoung thiel, looking at %'uu? It brats
me "ollow why vou gnn t "and over that
boz. What you think is inside that
boxt' eedded Judson. bending a sudden,
Ehrl:n.h:-ning lonk on the Greviriacs
junior,

“I've never secn the box,”

*Well, when it comes to "ard lying

i
M
J. Judson sat down on a irec-stump and grinned cheertully at Harry Wharton's anzry, tivshed face.
safisfied with his suceess [

He was evidently

never licard of the silver box until you
asked me for it."

“1E you've only got lies to tell you
may as well stow it!" said J. Judson,
as e jammed the handkerchicef iuto
the schéollov's mouth again,

Wharten lav  silent in the grass,
while the shadows decpencd, J. Judson
simoked his pipe, and waited for dark,
his eyes on the jumior. Thers was
barely a glimmer of daylight left, when
a whistlo sounded in the wood, and
J. Judson jumped to his feet.

IIe whistled in return; and &
shadowy form came tivough thoe
unederwoaods.

*That wvou, DLill¥” J.  Judson
peered at him,

"Wotto! The cart's ready.”

Tur Magner Liprany.—No. 1,158,
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“Lend a and with thiz 'vre young
rogua.” .

Wherton was released from <he

bough, but his hands wers still tlied,
the gag in his mouth, as the two ruf-
Aans took his arms, and walked him
away through the shadowy woodlaud.
In ten minutes or o they came out of
the wood on a dusky, narrow lane,
where a covered cart was waiting. The
schoolboy was lifted inte the eart, and
J. Judson sat beside him, Bill taking
the reins. -

Through the shadows of the April
evening the cart rattled awaryr. In
what direction they travelled Wharton
had no idea; he could sce nothing of
his surroundings; and once, when he
tried to raize his head from the botlom
of the cart, J. Judson jammed it down
again with a heavy, brutal hend. Hae
lay in discomfort, jolting in the cart,
for several miles at Jeast,  Then J.
Judson dismounted and opened o pate;
the cart drove through and stopped.
They had resched their destination—
wherever that might be. J. Judson
bent over the junior, and folded =
mufiler round hiz face {o blindfold
him. Then e swas lifted out, and
walhed into 2 building. He heard a
door cloza.

“Bafo az 'ouses!” =aid J, Judson
cheorily, *“ Now we'll lock *im up in a
room fil] the Dandy blows in.™

The mufler was taken awaw;
Wharton could only see a
pasSSAZE,

but
shadowy
He wos taken along it, and

the door of an empty, totally unfur--

nished room was epencd, and hoe was
pushed in roughly. He sztumbled for-
ward and fell on the bare boards of
the floor.

The door closed behind him, and the
key turned on the outside. Harry
Wharton was left alone, to wait for the
arvival of the pysterious individual
whom J. Judzon spoke of as the
Dandy—ovidently the lender of this
mysterious gang of crooks.

But the pimply man's last words had
given Wharton hope. If the Dandy
was in reality ithe man PBrown, the
originasl owner of the silver box, who
had zntrusted it to a schoolbovy on the
banks of the Sark npear Cireyfriars,
surcly when he saw the prisoner he
would know that Wharton wns not the
gchoathay in question.  Whooever that
schoolboy was, he had ebviously used
Wharton's nume; why, Harry could not
imagine. But Mr. Brown, surely, must
remember his looks, and know that he
was not Wharton!

That hope was Harry Wharton's only
comfort, s ho sat on the bare hoards,
leaning against the wall, in  dismal
darkness and solitude, while the weary
minutes crawled by,

— —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Awlul for Bunler!

ROAN!T
G “Shut up, Bonter I
Groan |

“Ring off |

Groan!

Eilly Bunter did not et up or ring
off. Billy Bunter was suffering. When
Bunter was sufiering he was disposed
to tell the world. He groaned dismally.

It scemed to Bunter that he had
nover been so huagry before,  Often
and often be had been hungry. In
fact, he gencrally wea mere or less
huyngry. Ewven after a meal, his
thoughts dwelt with pleasant anticipa-
tion on the next mnoal. But now he
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was ravenously Thungry — [rightfally
hungey, He understoed how  ship-
wrecked mariners in an open boat at gea
must fecl. DBut no shipwrecked mariner
felt as Dunter felt now. Bunter felt
that he had reached the limit of human
endurance, It was nine hours since he
had had a meal. It scoemed like nine
years, or nineteen ycars. Slumped in
2 corncr of the car, in an sttitudo of
utter dejeetion, Bunter groaped,

“How long i3 it now, you lcllows?®”
he asked in a faint voice.

Bob Cherry grinned heartiessly. The
car, just then, was within sight of the
gaics of Wharton Lodge; but Banter
was too far gone to blink f{rom the
window.

“How long? said Beb thoughifuiliy.
“IWell, it ean't be more {han twenly
miles more: I'm sure of that.”

Giroan |

“Rather lees than
grinuned Nugent.

Groan ! .

“Wa shall be Lome Lefore midnight,
Bunter,” said Johnny Bull encourag-
ingly.

Groan!

“The groanfulness of
Bunter is terrific,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “%y  esteomed
ang absurd Bunter, would yon like a
chunk of toffea?”

Bunter showed sions of returiin
antmation at once; he sar vp oand too
notice.

“Yes, rather!™ he pasped, holding
out a fat hand. “Quiek!”
“You are sure you would like :ome

estecmed toffes, Bunter?”
“Yes, yes, ves! Hand it over [™

that, ¥ think,”

ihe  estermed

“Then the regretfulnes: is  1orrifie
that I have none to olfer you, my
absurd Bunter [

“Why, you—you beast.—" pgazped
Bunter.

He sank back into Iis cornor,
Fronning.

The car turned in at the gafeway
and glided up the drive {o the lcuse.
It holted, and DBunter stirred,

“Oh dear! That brute of a chaui-
feur  has  stopped!™  he  ncanad.
“MWhat 13 he stopping fori™

“1 wonder if it's engino {rouble?®”
said Hob Cherry gravely.

Bunter wailed,

Ot dear! Oh erthey! Teil him (o
go on guick !

“I'H #ee what's the

matter,” said

Bob., “We mayn't have to siep more
than an hour or zo—-""

Groan !

“You sce, thiz iso't like your

pater's Rolle,” seid Bob., " Mow, if we
woere in your pater's Holls——"'
“dake him po on!” murmured
Bunter, in an ezpiring voics.
The chauffeur opened the door. The
Co. stepped cheerily out, one after the
other, ond went up the sleps to the
house. But DBunter, in a siate of com-
lobe collapse now, did not even iurn
Eiﬂ head. He had no idea that the car
had arcived at Wharton Lodge, which
Bob had told him—guite truthinlly—
was leas than twenty niles awaw. i-]u
Tay slumping in hia eorner, mosning.

Colonel Wharton's chauffenr looked
in at hin, no doubt surprised that
Bunter vemained in the car, after the
others had got out. He wazs walting
to take the car round to ihe zavage,

“Aren't yvou gpetting out, sir?' Le
asked ot last.

“ Mo ¥ groaned Bunter.

“ Bat von'ra not stop; ing in the ear,
sir?”  ejncalated  the  azloniched
chauffeur.

“Yeas, I am, you beast !
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“Drive on!™ snavled Bunter, “What
do you mesn by stopping when I'm
perishing with  hunger? Don't you
know how to handle a ear? Can't von
¢o yunning repairs?  Are you a blink-
g 1diofh

I“B]_I! 5

“Get this ear going ! hissed Bunter.
“T'Il eomplain to Colonel Wharton
about this! Yl get you sacked, you
beast 1

“But what are you stopping in the
car flor, sir?” gasped the hewilderéd
chauffenr, “The other gentlomen
have got out,™

“I'm too hungry to move! What's
the good of getting oui? Think I'm
going to help you tinker with the
engine!" sparled Buonter. “Can't you
get 1t poing, you fathead?™

“'The engine’s all right, sir—>

“Then get the esr going, you
dumimy !" snarled Bunter,

“lGet it poing, sief™

“Yes, you dummy !

“Well, my word!” sald the chaul-
feur, in viter amazement, “YIll do as
you wish, sir, of course: but—"

“Do it, and don't jaw !”

“But ain’t you getting out——"

“Nol"”  howled Bunter. *Nevor
mind the others—if they choose 10 get
out of the car il's their lgok-out. et
on wilh i!”

“Very well, sir,” said the hewildered
chaufteur.

If Buoter wanted to remain in the
car while it was driven round to the
garvage the chauffeur had no objee-
tion; but he did not even begin to
understand.

He shut the deor and went back to
his own seat and tooled the car away.

Bunter groancd; but not quite so
dizmally as before, The car was geing
on  again, at any mle. The other

fellows, who had got out, weres ap
parently being left behind, but that was
a trifle light as air. Bunter did not
we them 2 thouglit. Let them be lefs
ehind, the beasta! BServe them jolly
well right, too, after starving him like
this! Sluoped in his corner, without
even a blink out of the window, Bunter
mumbled and groaned as the car moved
k.

It ran into a yard and stopped again,
A fight  gleamed from  somewhere,
Buanter zat uvp with a howl of rage.
‘The beast was stopping again,  For
what reason, vnless 1t was to torture
Bunter, the Owl of the Remove could
uot guess. He hurled open the door of
e o 2 he yelled

! v ain't vou going on 1"’ he yvelled.

The chaufleur had dgl.:smuunted. Ha
looked round at Dunter, more amazed
than ever. It seemed to him that this
fat young gentleman was not guite in
g vight mind.

“(Can't go any farther, sir,”” he said.

“Why can’t yvou?"”’ shricked Bunter,

“Well, 1 don't want to run through
g hrick wall, sir,”’ snid the chauffeur.
“Pin going o back into the garage.”

“Eh? Have you stopped at a
garage ¥’

“Yea'

“YWhat do vou mean? Run out of
petrol, or what?”

“Eht No.”

“Then what are yon stoppinz st a
gavage for?” ghricked Dunter,

“finly ta put the car up,
suzworad the chaulleur.

*To=—to—to ppput the car uwpi™
raoped Janter.

“‘That's it, sir."

“Have you pone
Bunter,

{Continued on

sir,"

dotty ¥ yelled

rage 12)
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i The “OLD
2 i REFE.”

*“*Dld Ref* winds up his interesting series of footer talks with the part the referee has to p!a:,r
In the Cup Final, and hopes that among his large following there is more than one budding
referee to whom will be glven this arduous, though much coveted, task.

T iz the ambition of every firat-class footballer to appesr
in & Cup Final. Indecd, it ia not going too far to say
that the gold medals which are given to the winners of
Final ties ara the most valued of all the prizes open to

English footballers. They are mormm valued even than Inter-
national capa.
It is 2 moob
been to the Cuo
thers at all.

point whether some footballers prefer to have

Final and lost, rather than not to have besn
owsver, to have taken part in & final tie is an
interesting experionce, and, as you may know, the losers as
well as the winners of the Cup get a meda) each. But the
medal is differont, end ia not shown to friends with the samo
glee that a winpers' medal iz shown around,

Just as the Cup Final iz the ambition of overy plaver, so
it in the ambition of every first-olasa referee fo be placed in
charge of one of these affairs.

It iz considered that ne grealer complimont can be

o & referee than lo give im o Final tie. It iz the

g plunt of the yeferecing world, and the ona they all
destre fo taste,

OI course, it follows that the Cup Final i3 only given to
referecs of considerable rience, and who have earned the
reputation of being more than ordinarily capable. Bub it
should be added that in this matter the Football Association
officials, who select the roforess, are great beliovera in allowing
the bonour to go reund. They don't appoint the same man
twice.

Obviously, too, the asppointment of the refores for any
ioular Cup Fipal must be determined, to & certain extent,
hﬂﬂm ﬁaagmphiaal positions of the clubs which get to the
inal. a London team iz in the last round, by way of
example, then & London referee igz not chosem to take contrel
of the game. The referea selected must be above suspision g0
far as bias towards either of the competing clubs is concerned.

I once had the honour of refereeing a Cup Final., 1 mustn't
tell you which one it was, because if T did so my identity would
be revealed, and up to new 1 have manazed to hide my secret
Ei‘att%_wcll. But I can assure my rcaders that to ™ take " a

inal iz no light job. Wo ofton hear about tho ployura
ering from nerves on this big ocession : saffering so much
that they very seldom give of their best on Cup Final day.

Let mo conless quite candidly that I gob an aitack of nerves
when the moment came for me to step on to the field to referce
a Final, but thank goodosss when the ball was kicked off, I
forgot all about the imnortance of the oceasion, and I hope that
I sueceedod in gotting through the match with the mininum
number of mistakes. :

Consider the responsibility which rests on the shoulders of
the reforso. He has to control twenty-two players much more
excited than they are in ordinery games. Then the erowd is
much bigerer than ordinorily. and they are excited, too.

On one good or bud decizsion by the reforee the rezull
of the game may depend,

and that faoct in itself is apt to make the man with the whistle a
bit nervous, end tempt him to make wmistakes.

Thers are referecs who have come out of Cup Finals with
real credit to themselves, but there aro othera who bave oeb

given satisfaction. Many ybars ufi,'n the refores of a Cup Final

was afterwards drawn over the coalg by the Foolball Assoriation

authoritics because he had failed to keep & grip on the players,

Enc’l had aliowed them to do things which they should not hava
one.

Then there have been Cup Final decisions which have bosn
severely criticised. On the otcasion when Huddersfield Town
—apgain Finalists this season—won the Cop ia 1922, they did
a0 83 the result of a much-disputed goal.

The end of ordinary time was drawiog to a close in the 1022
mateh-——the last one which was played at Btamford Bridge—
and neither Huddersfield nor Preston North End had scored &

. A North End full.back went to tackle Bmith, the
udderaficld outmde.left. The tackle was not a fair one:
there is no doubt upon that point. Bub the referes astounded
many of the people present by awarding e penalty, because, in
the opinion of thousands of watohers-—and in my own oplnion,
too—the offence weas committed outside the penalty area.
Indeed, thera was a mark left on the turf which sugpeated that
the tackle mada by the full-back was some inches outside the
Eﬁm.t lino, However, a penalty kick was awarded, and from
iz Huddersfield scored goal by which the Cup was won.
hTh-a referce of a Cup Final has a task which few people know

about,

»

It is his duty, prior fo the start of the game, to chooso
the ball which shall be waed in the maich.

When 1 hed a Final tie sbout eight differont makes of balls
were waiting for me when I arrived in my dressing.room to
prepars for the Final A

I had to roensure them to sce that they coniormed with thn
regulations.  That done, T had to mele a careful selection as
to which 1 considured the best. But there is one good thing
about this responsibility of choosing the ball : the referee is
not worricd by thoe reputation of the makers, as tho name 18
nob allowed to be put on the ball before ib is chosen.

The financial roward to ths referce for taking & Cup Final is
not & grent one.  He gots six guineas only in cash, plus a medal
which iz st least aa valuable as that given to the playera, and
just as much epnreciated.

vegarding  the dieposal of gatcaponsy talion ob big

foutboll matehes,  In Losgup prmes, the visiling sido

telees Lwenty per cent, one per cont goos to tho Fuoot.
ball League. sod tho rest to the home feam.

In Cup-ties. other than replays, the money is divided
Gity-fifty, aftor expenses have been paid.

Of replayed Cnp-ties, the F.A. takes five por cent, ond thoe
rest iz divided belweon the clubsa

The comi-finnl gotes aro pooled. The T.A. takea a third,
and the remainder i3 divided among the four clulss, wills
azpenses  .or the el on whose pround the match 4
plaved. :

{gf the Fing: ue, the INA. takos o third, and the competing
clubs & third each, less en agreod amount pail to tho
Stadim authorities.

E HAVIE some queries to rup off by war of o wind npy
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THE MISSING MOON>TONE !

flendinued from page 10.)

“I haven't, air,”" answercd tha
chauffeur, with a stress on the personal
pronoun, It was evidently his opinion
that Bunter had!

*Then what do you mean? How am
I to get home if you put the car uwp?
How far is it to Wharton Lodge?”
raved Bunter,

The chanlenr Jamped.

“Wharton Lodget” ho babbled.

“Yea, yan fathead 1"

“Alout thivty yavds, sir D" gasped il
chanffenr.

“Whaa-a-£5"

“L-d-d-diakn’d von know we'd got to
the Lodge, sir 27 stultered the chaulleur,
“Oh, my weord! DBut the other voung
grntlemen got ont-——"

"We—wo—wo  pob Wharton
Fadge ™ bhabbled Tunter. = Was that
whera we sopped ¥ Was that why vou
&tt_}!;ped? (b, von beast ™

Hunter rolled out of the car. Now
that he gave attention to his surround-
ings, he rocognised the garagoe helong-
g to Wharton Lodge. e almaost
forgot Lie was hungry in his favy,

“Ihote heasts!" he gozped.  “They
never toehl me we'd got home.  That
heast said it wasn't more than fvwenty
piies, Oy, the rotter ! And—and )

Bunier did not stop {e finish. Ha
remembered that he was hangey and
darted away towards the houso,

The chanffenr starved after him aned
touched his forchead with & sianii.
cant lmger.

“Balmy "
hﬂ.llj-]ﬂﬂﬁ

Hilﬁy Bunter tore on to 1he Loduse,
The door was wide open now, and the
hight streaming oub into ihe dusk of
tha April night. Four grinning juniois
worg in the hall, and there was a
chuckle as Bunter barged breatilesly
b

*Tialle, hallo, halla! ITere he ig'"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beasta ! rosred Tuonloer,

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Why didn't you get ont, old fut
bean ' asked Nugent. " Funny idea o
50 round to the garare v the car.'

“ Beast I

“What was the bLig nlea, Duoter?®”
inguited Dob Cherry.,

“Deast I

¥ Bupper 13 served, young gentlemen,”
nmrmvred Wells, “ Tt has heen waits
g for a considerabile jime™

“Bo has DBunter!” remarked Boh
Charry.

“Ha, ha, hat™

Billy Bunter made a voush for the
dining-room.  Wells, instead of closing
the goor, locked ount inlo the starey
night, and then looked inguiringly ag
Vel jLniors, _

“Ta nat Alaster ITarry with you?' Lie
b,

"Eh? No,
elaimed Bol.

" Na, sie’’

“What? DBut he must have got haclk
hefore this! e came bhack by train—
ha was to have heen in before six””

“He has not rome in, sir."

“Oh, my hat! Ts Colonel Wharton
Em‘ﬂ?”

“¥ea sir. Tha mastor went up fo
Tondon by the six-thirty from Win-
Ford,” snswered Wells.

" And—ond Harry hasn't come n?”
exrlaimed Nugent,

Wells shook his puzzled head.

" No, sirl"”

At ihe supper-table Billy Bimter was
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already buzy, travelling throvgh pro- Whaorton heard & key inseried in the

vender at cxpress speed.  But the Co.,
hungry as they were, had forgotien
smpper now  as th:i];,' loolked at one
anothier with startled glances.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mistaken ldentily !
H.’LRRE WHARTON started and

listened, From somewhere in
the might the buzang of o var
cae to bis cars. ]

The hovr was late; how late he didd
not koow. U weary houra that he
had spent in the dark, dizsmal rocin
seemed countless. Mo moved about tho
room restlessly, or stood leaning on the
wall, in the darkness, while the hours
dﬂwi:; passed. Never had the tinw
seemed to him to pass o slowly.

From other rocms in the house he
could hear oeccazional sounds of move-
ments and voices, J. Judson snd the
ruffian Bill were apparently there, wait-
ing, like Wharton, for the arvival of
the man whom Judson had called
tha Dandy. Judsen had taken the gag
{rom hkis mouth before leavine him; but
the lidnapped sehoolboy did not think
of shouting for help. A shout could
only have brought the two rufliansg bock
lo the room. For a long time he had
wrestled with the cord on his wrists,
With hiz bands fres he might have had
1 chance of cscape, But J. Judson had
ticd hum too securcly, and he gave it
up at last.

The sound of a ear approaching the
lonely house was more than welcome to
his cars. [le heard the car stop, the
buzeing of the engine dying away quite
near ab hand, There was a sound of
iramipling  footsteps in a bare, un-
cavpeted poassage, and of a doov gpen-
i, and then a murmur of voices
Sowecone had arrived, and the jumieor
vwormderad if it was the Dandy, alias
ale Piroswn.,

Footstops eame along 1he passage to-
warda the door of the room wheve
Wharton was locked in. Through that
door i heard the eoily voico of J.
Jedsan.

“We mot tim all vight; and you can
oy to that.”

“But how—"*

It was a smoolh, guict, rather enlti-
vated voice that rejoined. 1# seemed
ot whelly unfamiliar 1o Wharton's
cars,  He was almost sure that he had
heard that quiet voice before zome-
where,

“It was jest luek ‘his time, Dandy.
Tho voung covey fair walked irto our
‘ands,"" chnekled J. Judson. * We becn
"anging about looking for e c¢hanco all
thiz time, and never finding ono; and
then the young covey comes walking
right into our "ands.”

“Tt will zave a lot of trouble If
vou've got the vieht man ! said the
rpuiet voiee,

“Wo mot the covey von told me abont
at Courtficld—Harry Wharten, of Crey-
friars Schaol.”

“That's the hoy V"

YA ot away last time,* zaid J. Jud-
=on.  “DBnt he ain™ got away this "era
tinie. and you can lay to that., We got
Yim safe and sound.”
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“And hoe keeps on making out that
he don’t know nolhing sbout the stlver
hox.  But we'll mnﬁﬂ him squeal, I
fancy.”

“1 fancy 20! eaid the guict voice,
with a4 tone in it that made Wharton
chiver & little as he heard. " Unlock
the deor and let mo fea him."

“There ain't a lHghte——

“Naneed, I have my electric toreh.™

“Rre vou are!? said the oily voige
of J. Judson.

The door was unlocked and throwa
on e,

Harry Wharton stoed facing it in
ihe darkness. The window of the room
was shuttered, and not & gleam of light
came from the stars without, acd the
pasgnﬁe, where the two men stocd, was
unlighted. 1Ie did not see them, but
he hewurd ope of them step into the
doorway.

*¥ou are there ¥ said the quiet voirZ
of the Dandy,

*1 am here!” answered Wharton,

“IWhat? Who are you? That docsn't
sound like the voleo——"

“T am Harry Wharton i

“You forpet his voive, Dandy !™ came
the oily tones of J. Judsan, from theo
darkness. “It's  Wharton right
enough,”

“1 never I‘ﬂrget a voles,”™ answered
the Dandy, *'Lhat does nof sound like
the wveice of the boy I spoke to in
Popper Court Woaods., If yvou've mada
soina fool mistake, Judson——"

“I keep on telling you that’s Whar-
ton ! grunted Judson., “Look at the
covey, and you'll see™

A sudden beam of light flashed out
of the darkness. Tt came from an elee-

trie torch in the hand of the unscen
Dandy.

It Bickered round for a moment, and
then came to rest on Harry Whartan's
face, almost blinding him with its sud-
den brilliance,

Wharton Deard an angry oath,

“That's not the boyl™

“Wot?" ejaculated Judson.

“You fooll”

“T tell you—— .

“ That's not the boy ! said the Dands,
between his tecth. ““That boy 15 &
stranger to mel”

"The light waa shut off.

“Well, blow me!™ said J. Judson,
i amazement. " Meopn to tell me thea:
that ain’'t Wharton ¥

]

“You «olt! It iz pot Wharten,”
soaried the Dandy.
“But Lke eslls hisself Wharton,”

gasped J. Judson, "I tell you I “eard
hiz friends ecalling him Wharton !
Lhere wus his initials H. W. on his
blooming lupgage when I saw it. Why,
I took & letter from his pocket addressed
to 1, Wharton., You're making a ms-
take, Dandyl That's the covey you
woent 1"

" Fool 1™

J. Judson swore soitly., Wharlon
heard the other man axi*‘pmach nearer
to him, and in the darkncss he made
out a vague, shadowy form. He cavght
a glitter of threatening eyes. ]

“YWho are you, boy " came the quictk
voice, with a deadly tono of meunace in
it.
., “TI've told ves.” answered Harry,
“1 am Harry Wharton, of Greyfriors,™

“That s false—it muszt he falgel
There are not two Marry Whartons at
Lireviriars School.”

(21 Hu!u

“He’s the covey!” came Judson's
voice. 1 tell you, Dandy, that covey
i3 Harry Wharton all right. 1I he ain®
the cove you gave the box to, then
E_I::ru’?a got the names wrong, that's all.

his 'ere young gent has been saying
all along that he dow't know nething
ahout the silver h-:-xi and I thought he
waa lying, of course.”

The Tandy was silent for
moments. . )

“1 don't understand this,” he said.
at last. “*Why should that {at fool have
given we & false namel”

a few
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“Yon surn this
ain't the felley—"

“Iool! '"Che !;n:r:i’J in
whom I grave the box
was about the same
age, but ha was
inches shorter, fal,
and flabby, and wore
spectacles.”

Harry “Wharton
gave a sudden start.

That description
called a well-known
figure to lus mind.

“He was a Grey-
friars bhoy—hec wore a
Greyiriars cap!t”
went on the Dandy.
“That he belonged to
Greyiriars School was
cortain, but if this
boy iz Iarry Whar-
ton, the other mush
have given me a false
name,’”

Wharton
hard.

He had little doubl,
now; o whom {he
gilver box had been
entrusted by My,
Brown.” Fe remem-
bered that Billy
Bunter had been in
the woods by the SBark
on the hali-holidav
when *“Alr., Brown ™
had  handed  the
my:=terions box to a
schoolboy for sale
keeping.  Evidently
Bunter, [or some un-
known reasom, had
riven Wharton's name inslead of his
own. Much that had perplexed Whae-
ton bocame clear now,

There could hardly be any doubt,
after the Dandy's description. That
fitted no Greyiriars fellow except Billy
Bunter.

But he said nothing.

“I don't get it!" granted J. Judson.
“Mean to say that o bloke give you
another bloke's name 1"
~ “Hs must have done =0, if this boy
is Wharton.”

*This covey is Wharton all vight !
The Dandy gritted his teeth,

This boy knows nothing sbout the
gilver box—he is a stranger to nie.
You've been after the wrong man all the
time, !

“I got efter the feller whose name
you give me,” anawered J. Judson sul-
lenly. *You said Harry Wharion of
Greyviriars School, and this "ere covev
ia  Harry Wharton of Greyfriars
Echool.”

“Yes, yes, I'm not blaming you. It
wose that fat fool lvies to mo about his
name that’s caused all tho trouble. Why
ha should have given a false name I
can't understand. But we're on tho
wrong track, and vou've been wasting
timo. If I hado't been Lopt at Court-
field, this would net have happeurd.
Bub it can't be helped now., We've
wasted time-—and we've gob to begin
again,

“My aye!™ grunted J. Judson,

The Dandy’s eyes glittered at Whar-
fon in the davkness. He was evidently
gavegely angry and disappointed.

“You can hardly blame me” said
Harry quictly. “1 never dreamed that

name had been wsed, end I have
tald this man all alens that 1 never
heard of the silver box till ke asked e
for it. I have uever scon i, and know
nothing whatever about "

breatled

Wharfon heard an angry cath.

“T s'pose that's true—now ! growled
Judson,

“It's true encugh,” muttered the
Dandy. *“This boy knows nothing of
it. He 15 of no use to uws. Dut—"
He paused. “He can assist us. Ho
belongs to the same school—most likely
he konows the fellow——0"

Wharton smiled faintly in the dark-
ness, Mo had liitle doubt that he knew
the *fellow” to whom tho Dandy

alluded.
"Listen to me, boy!” The Dandy's
volca was sinooth and eivil,  “We've

made & mistake, you can see thab ™
“I sce that, of course,” said Ilarry.

“We were misled=I mean, my friend
fiere was musled—by your name being
given. We supposod thai you had the
box—my property—and refused to give
it up. You cun hardly blame us for
taking drastic measures to get it back,
as 1L 1z of some value.™

I underatand that,” said Wharton.
“But if von had come o me, instead
of somling this wan, yvou would havo
secy ab onee—"

“1 was unable ta come—I was un-
avoidably  kept  wway  onlil  guite
recenliv, You soe, now. that my sidver
box i3 in fhe hands of seme Greyiviars
bay —a schoolfellow of vours”

1k looks like §i," said Ilarry.

“PIrobubly you know him by my des
cription—there cannol be wany boys at
Greviriars who are far, flalby, wn-
wicldy, and wearing plusaea”

*Dnly two ! said Llaviy.

“ About your own ame ¥

“One of themi—the other e
younger brother.™

“Then it is the elder |
nate ¥

Wharion pavzed o momont,

“You need wnalic ne difficulis about
telling me,” said tle Dandy selilr
A Grevfriars Lov, | supnose, is honoesr
Ile would give up ay arizle they was

Biis

want., [ELs
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A sudden Beam of lizht flashed out of the darkness, 10 come to rest on Harry Wharlon™s [ace.
“* That’s not the hoy, you fool!™

gzt::;t'-}"usmd to his kecping, il asked for
it?

“Certainly,” smid Ilarry.

“Then I peed only sce him and ask
him ¥

“1 supposc sol”

“1 could mot undersiand why yon
refused to part with the hox, believing
that you had it. It perploxed me, 1
15 clear now, of course, vou never had
it. But the other boy hes 16, and you
would surely not be a party fo bis

keeping what did not belong 1o hiny,

even 1f he wanted to"

*Certainly not!®

“"Yau think ha wsould
me if T asked him?"

“1 am sure af it"

“Yon kuow the bor well:™

“Ouite well™

‘11e 1z hones| 57

O courge,”

“Well, then, give me his nsan, and
I will call on Lam awmd ask hus for
the box, You can sce no objection Lo
that 4

Wharton reflected for g [ow moments.

“No I don't see any objechion to that”
he answered.  “IF you'ce the man whn
rwsrcled him the box, it stands to reason
tiar he will hond it back if vou ask
biim.™

“He will kuow e at once, when L
aees e

“ Well, then, rou cun ask bim [or il”
gaid Flarry, “J can't tmagine why the
fut idiot guve you my name instead of
bns own, bt U'm abeolutely ceriiin hn
wonld never dream of keeping the bosx
wway from its owuer."

lle heard o bireuile of veliel, in the
darkness, _

“His name, then?

“ Bunter—Uilly Tivalee

“Where dors e live?”

“Bunter Valla, a few miles oul of

(Continked on pase 14.)
Tue Maicxer Lisiant,=-o. 1,153,
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(Continued from page 13}

IRteigate,’ said Harry, "“But he's not
there now——"

“You know where he is to be found

“Well, rather; he’s staying with me
for Easter.”

“At Wharton Lodge” exclaimed the
Dandy.

£ YEE*TI’

“My cye!™ cjaculated J.  Judson.
“Why, I'vo sced the bloke, then—that
must be the fat bloke in speoes, that
{'ve geed two or threc times when I was
‘anging about looking for a chance at
this young gent.”

“Vary %i ely, said Iarry: “he has
Lbeen at the Lodgoe ever sinee the school
Lroke up for Easter.”

“1If I'd knowed——"" muttered Judson.

Wharton heard the Dandy draw a
deep breath of eatisfaction. _

“All i3 clear now,” he said. “Master
Wherton, I'm sorry you've been roughly
hiandled, but you can seo for yourself
that the blame iz on the boy who used
Four name-——=""

“I gan sce thet, of course,” said
Harry.

“We believed that you had the box,
and were deliberately keeping 1t back
from us. You capmot blame us for
taking measures to get back our own
propercty.’”

“ Well, no, I suppose not,” said Harry.
;ﬁ'ﬂlnw 3' know how the matter stands,

“¥Your people will probably hbe
anxious about you, if you do not return
home to-night—" .

“My unele is away,” said Harry, “He
wa3 going uwp to London this evening,
and I supposc he's gone. But I'm afraid
that my aunt will he terribly anxzious.
Now vou know that it was Buntor——"!

“Lxactly; I have no use for you here,
and no desire to keep yow. You can
forgive a mistake—lot the whole matter
deop. It was all & mistake—you are
not concerned in the matter at all, as
it turns out.”

“I quite zco that,” answerod Harrv,
“But if I am not homae bofore midnight
M_isa Wharton 13 certain to communicate
with the police, and then—>"

“They wouldn't find ‘im
grunted J. Judson.

“Fool " said the Dandy.

Wharton grinned. Wheover and what-
over tho Dandy was, it was easy to
guess that ho did not want to have tho
attention of the police specially drawn
to him, if he eould help it. Wharton
was not the Groyfriars fellow Le wanted,
and he had no use for him.

“I dom't want to make trouble,” said
Herry. “It's all the fault of that fat
fool for using my name. So long as I get
home before my aunt phones the police
station, 1t will be all right. You can
sce Dunter any time you like by coming
to tho Lodge.”

“Then that ia  settled ™ eaid the
Dandy, in his gquist voico. ™I say again
I'm sorry you've been roughly used, but
you must lay the blame where it is
doserved.””

“I ghall jolly well kick that fat
dumamy, if that s what you mican.”

J. Jodson was heard to chuckle, Tho
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Dandy left tho room, sud in 2 mioute
or two, Wharton heard the car starti
up. He was blindfolded again and le
from the house. He was lifted into the
car, and one of the men—he did not
know which—snt by his side, while tho
other took the wheel. The car hummed
away in the night.

Whether it went direct, or by a round-
about route to delude him, Lie could not
gucss. But it was half an hour later
that it halted and he was lifted out, his
bands unbound, and the folded cloth
taken from his cyes.

He blinked round him dazedly, in the
gloom.

He was standing within a few yards of
the gates of Wharton Lodge, and in the
distance, the red rear-light of the car
was disappearing into the night,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Not Alarmed !
77 HERE the thump iz Whay-

ton?”

"Loodness knows ™

Bob Cherry & Co. stared
at one another, and stored at Wells,

They wera utterly nonplussed by the
discovery that Harry Wharten had not
yob refurned to the Lodre.

I‘“ Hll:t_l'{:m was to !Im in by siz!” =aid
‘rank Mogenl.,  “I's past ten now.
“:'E'tairh the thup—"*' k

"You're sure he's not n bha
Wells 7 gh. Hadls

“Quits sure, eir,” said the hutler.
There was o faint expression of dis-
approval on Wells' impassive visage.
“Miss Wharton, sir, has been very
anxious about all of you, fearing that
there might have been some accident
to the car—"

“We thought Wharton would have
told her wo should be late, of course,”
said Bob. “He ought to have been in
by six. He came back by train.”

“The latefulness of ‘the esteemed
fraing—"

“That wouldn't account for it. It's
past ten now. Losing any number of
tramns wouldn't make him four hours
late.””

“Then what the dickens—"

The juniors ‘were fecling a little
alarmaed. It was evident that something
must have happened, and they remem-
bered what Wharton had told them of
the lhappenings on the firsk day of the
Euster vacation. Dack into their minds

came the shiny, pimply face of J.
Judsom,
“That scoundrel, Jud-om k-

tercd Johnny DBull, voicing the thooght
that was in cvery wind.

“I—IL suppose i’z
muttered Dob,

“Looks like it

“The lookiunlness is terrific??

“Where's bliss Wharton, Wells®"

“Miss Wharton iz in the drawing-
room, sir. It i3 past tho mistross’ hed-
time!"” added Wells, with grave dis-
approval, * But she has been anxious
as vou did not return—""
suppose sho'd belter be teld,”
mutterdd Bob uneasily, “1f—if Harry
dogan’t eomo in, the polies will have to
be rung up., Dut—"

“I say, you fclipws——"

“Ior gooducss’ sake, shub up, Bunter.”

“Oh, really, Cherryr——"

“Dry up, vou fat idiot!” pgrowled
Johnny Bull.

“What's up?' domanded Dunter.

The Owl of the Femove had taken the
keen edge off his ravenous appetite. A
cold chicken had dizappeared as if by

possible—"

—
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magic. That made Bunter feel better.
He was not finishod his supper, of
gourse. He had 2 long way to go yot.
He came out of the dining-room with
a pandwich in each hand, His mouth
wog full, and ho kept it full, DBunter
was not the fellow to wasto time in
these important mablers, But he had be.
come aware that something was up, and
he wanted to know what it was,

“I say, you fellows, what's up?’ re.

peated the fat junior, as nmobody “ook
the frouble to answer.  © Whera's
Wharton? Gone to bed§™

“He's not come in, fathead!” growled
Johnny Dall,

Bunter tock a bite at a sandwich ; half
of it disappeared at one fell swoop ! He
choked a little, and got going again.

‘t;'nf:'l'.asn*'u hie conie in® Well, what about
i

“Fathead !”

“Oh, really, Nugent! Is that what
yvou're looking like a lot of moulting
owls u:lllzrul;'."” usked Bunter.

“Will you shut wp?’

“No. Don’t you fellows want auw
supperi’’ asked Lunler, in surprize, L
should have thought you were hungry.
I'm fomished! It's rather o decont
supper—""

“Go and guzszle, then, and ring off I

“What on earth's becomoe of Whar-
tont” growled Dob Cherry, " Wo don’t
want to alorm Blizs Wharton if we can
help it. But—"

*“0h, Wharton's all right,” eaid
Bunter cheerfully, “I dare say hu's logh
his traip—"

Hms !JI

“May have lost a lot of trains, one
after another, you know. You know what
a fool he 13! argued Bunter.

“ You benighted idiot—"

“0h, really, Cherry! I don't ses any-
thing to worry about,” said Bunter,
He ongulicd the second bualf of the
sandwich, “I can jolly well tell you
that I'm not going to worry.”

4 Uhﬂﬂﬂ-ﬂ iti i:u
! "1 fancy I can guess what's delayed
1.

“Well, what?" asked Bol.

“I dare say he's stopped to have =&
feed somewhere,”

L1} Wh“tgﬂ 3

“That’s what 1 should have done in
his place,” said Dunter. " Any sensible
fellow would, you know., Ten to ona
that's it.”

“You burbling chump 1"

“0Oh, really, Cherry!” Bunter took
another gargantuan bite at the second
sandwich, **I shouldn't worry if I were
you. Nothing to worry about. Whar-
ton's all right.”

“ Idiot I
~“Well, you can call a fellow names,
if you like,” said Bunter. “Dut my
opinion is that Wharton's all vight, and
youw're o lot of silly asses. While you're
cackling like a lot of hens, vou'll hear
him knoek at the door any minute.”

Misa Amy Wharton cams into the
Liall. Apparently she bud become aware
that the joy-riders had returned,

“My dear boys, 1 have been quite
nlarmed about you,” she esaid. " Has
thers been any accident "

“ N-n-no,” stammered Bob,

“Where is Harry 1"

“He—he hasn't come in yet,”

" Has not Harry returned with sou
exclaimed Miss Wharton.

" N-n-no."

“ But what—"

“He left vz to come home by train,”
said Bob, “Wae went for a long drive,
and Harry eamoe back to ses his uncle
before he left.
in_by six.”

Miss Wharton became very pale,

He—lie was to have ot
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“But-—but it i3 past fcen now,” she
faltered. * 12 Herry waz to be here by
six, why is he not here?"

The juniora looked worried and un-
comfortable. They did not wish to
alarm the old lady by the mention of
Mr. Judson, if it could bo helped.

Billy Bunter scoffed what was left of
his second sandwich, and, hizs month
being full, he was ready lo speak. So
he weighed in, while the Co. heszitated,

“It’s all right, Miss Wharton,” he
gaid cheerily. .

Aunt Amy glanced af him,

“Tion't you worry,” said Dunter re-
gssuringly., “I'm not worrying, and I'm
Harry's best poel, you know. These
fellows are nervous ahout mnothing.
They're always like that, Rether funky,
vou koaw."

“"You fut porker——" bepan Johnny
Bull sulphnrously.

Bunter h!inke& at him through his
big spectacles.

“Don't forget your manners, Bulll”
he said reprovingly, * You're not in
the Bemove passago abt Greyfriars now,
vou know. And don't interrupt me.
You fellows never give a fellow a
chance to speak., Ilarry’s all siont, Miss
Wharion,” went on the Gwl of the
Bemove, “Don't let those funky nsses
make vou nervous, You may hear im
knock at the door any minute™

“Oh dear! What can have hap-
pened 7

“Notking's happened,” said Bunter
cheerily.

“Will you Jdiy up!”
Cherry.

“No, T wont! I'm jolly well
nthamed of you cackling like a lot of
trightened chickens about nothing,”
satd Bunter. “PBe men, like mne”

R Y Ol

“Wells,” suid Miss Wharton faintly,
“perhaps vou had better telephona to
tho railway station, and nszcertain
whether thers has been any aceideut on
tha line.”

“Yes, madam.”

Wells disappeared into the telephone
eabinet. Aliss Wharton zank down on
a settes, looking wvery pale and
alarmed. Billy Bunter excouted =a
retreat into the dining-reom for a fresh
supply of provender. In his role of
conzoler and comforter to a distressed
old lady, he had not forpoiten more im-
portant matters. From the dining-
roon: came o steady gound of champing
jaws. Bunter was getting on with it.

There was silence in the hall till
Wells came back from the tclephone.
Mizs Wharten lecked at him.

“MNothing i3 known of any accident,
madam.™

“Then what——"

breathed Bob

murmured Miss

Wharton,
The jumiors exchanged unquict
plances. If Harry Wharton had fallen

into the hands of J. Judson and Ins
associates, 16 was a4 malter for the
police. But they hesitated to increase
the old lady’s alarm by telling her what
they suspecled. Billy Bunter rolled
out of the dining-room again. His
capacious mouth was loaded to capaeity,
and he had a lavge wedpe of cake in
g fat hand. .

“1 say, you [lellows " Bunter's
voico caine a little muffled throuzh a
mouthiul of cake.

“Do ba quiet, Bunter!”

“Rot 1" said Bunter. “You're alarm-
ing Miss Wharton with your silly lon
faccs. Don't you take any notice o
them, rqa."ﬂnh I tell vou Ilarry's all
ripht=—right as rain. Toen to one ho's
stopped for n feed somewhere. Maw
have spent his money on it, and had to
watk, instend of taking a train, That's
Fappencd to me more than once”

“Vou frightful idiot!” breathed Bob
Cherry.

“{h, cheese it " said Bunter. " Hero
you avre, looking like a lot of scared
sheep and frightening Miss Wharton,
instead of listening to a fellow talking
horse sense, Any minute vou may hear
Wharton knock at the door——"

Knock !

There was a ceneral jump as a knock
came aft the door, as if to realise
Bunter's ;n-z:dictiuu.

Wells, forgotting his sedale pravity,
fairly jumped to the door and hurled 1t
open, .

“Harry 17 yelled Bob Cherry.

IHarry Whavton stood in the doorwar.

“He, he, he!™ came from Billy
Bunter, “I say, you fellows, what dia
T tell you? e, be, he!™

“Harry, my dear hoy ! exclaimed
Mizs Wharton, “Where have you
been? I bave been so alarmed——Y

Harry Wharton ran to his aunt and
put his arm round her and kissed her
affectionatelw,

“T'm 50 sorry, dear,” he said.  “I
couldn't hefp it. T was lkept away. But
it's all right. Here I oam, safe and
sound,™

“ My dear Loy, it 15 all riglit now that
I zeo Fau gafa, You musk he 1.1,u;1t'||;|g
your supper,” zaid Aunt Ay,

* Yes, rather ! said Wharton, “I'm
as hungry as a hunter, or a Banter”

“Oh, rezlly. Wharton——""

“Your supper is ready, v dear,”
said Aliss Wharton, anite beeht and
cheerful again now. “ You shall tell me
i the morning what debiyed you
Good-night, my dzar boy

“Good-night, aunt!”

Miss Wharton. relioved in her mind,
went to bed, while Harry Wharion &
Co. went in to supper.

“1 say, vou fellows—-—"

“2hut up, Bunter 1

“1 told vou so. you know.™

“¥Yesz, shut up ™

“"But I told yon ¥

Boby Cherry picked up a pepper
castor.

- “You told us so, vou [at Lmuge, and
if you tell vz again that vea told uvs zo
you get the popper. Now shut up!”

“Beast 17

And Billy Dunter ehut up, and de-
voled his attention to sepper.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunfer Thinks It Funny !

ARERY WIHARTON & Co
H fintshed their supper. Wells,

hoveving in the background,

atlowed his impassive visage to
express faintly s convietion that it was
high time for schoolboys to bo in had.
Bunter, however, waa not finished. He
had stariad first. Dot en such orcasions
as thizs Bunter was acenstomed o being
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#1111 the morning ¥

“Oh, kecp it
“ MNever saw such &

answered Bunter.
fellow for jawing.”

The Famous Five went upstairs and
athered in Yharton's den.  Bill
unter was left to exhoust the f
supplies and the paticnce of Wells.
Wharton throw a log on the fire. Adl
the Famous Co. wero tired ond rather
sleapy, but the Co. wanted to hear what
had f;ap encd to Wharton before they
separated for the night.

“ And now—what was the iﬁlI‘Y old
trouble?” asked Bob Cherry.  “That
brute Judson turned wp sgein, of
courset”

“That's it,"” said Harry.

“And you got away,” said Frank
Nugent. “Cough it up, old man—we
want to krnow, you know.” .

Harry Wharton gave a suecinck
account of what had happened. There
were genetral exclamations from the Co.
when they learned that the mysterious
silver hox was in the hands of William
(George Bunter.

“Well, my only hat!” said Bob. *The
fat idiot! Tt must have beon Bunter,
from the deseription of him—if it was &
Greyiriars man at all.”

“ Must have been,” said Frank.

“But why did the fat ass give Brouwn
vour name?” asked Dob.

“{an't 1tmagine; but 1 suppose fhe fat
chump will tell us. Anyhow, it's pretty
cortain that it was Buntor who had the
box, and hLe seems to have used my
name. | suppose I can't blame those
blighters very much for getting aftey
me. 1've told the man he can ask
Bunter for it; and Bunter will hand 1%
over, of course: nnd I shall be jolly
plad to hear the end of it

There was a grout from Yohony Bull.

*PBunter’s pot it all right,” he said.
“But I don’t feel certain that he ought
to hand it over.”

“Well, he's bound to,” said Bob, with
a stare. “It was given to him to mind;
he can't keep it."

“1 know that, ass! DBut the whole
thing i1s fishy,” said Johony, *“That
gang, Judson and the mon you eall the
Dandy, and the rest are & gang of
crooks That's perfectly plain”

“Even if they are, th&;.' re entitled to
their own properby,” said Ilarry. “Tf
Brown asks Dunter for the box, he must
have it."

“How do you know it's his own pro-
perty ¥ said Johnny, shaking his head.
“It's jolly queer, trusting o stranger
with  valpable prﬂpl-artL “It's not a
thing anvbody would do.®

“But he did it, fathead,” said Boh.

"“Looks to me as if it was something
tha fellow had stolen, and wanted &0 get
rid of it in a hurry.” answered Johnn
Buil. * They're a pang of crooks, witﬁ
their kidonapping stunts and so on: sand

{Continued on mext rTage.)

Arst in and not aut,

The ¥amous Five
rose from  fue
table, leaving Wil
liam George
Buster still gonp
streng.

“Took 1lo my
room belore you go
fo bed, Bunter.!”
said Harry.

BEST
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il thevy're crooks, and =o jolly anxious
about the silver box, it looks—*

“The lookfuliess is terrific,” agreed
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh, “But——"

“But Bunter can't keep the man's
box,” said Harry,*

“He could take it to the police, and
ask them whether anybody’s missed such
an article,” said Johuny,

i{ﬂh 1|_.l.$'

The ,}tllliﬂl‘& looked at one another.

Well, I suppose that gang are open
to suspicion, from the way they've

carried on to get the box back,” said
Whurtlﬂn slowly.
1 jolly well think s0,” said Johnnoy

Bull emphaticaily,

“3till——" said Wharton dubiously.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Therc's
Bunterp ™

anEtEEs and a fat grunt were heard
passing the door. Bunter was on his
way to his room.

Harry Wharton stepped out into the
corridar,

“Bunier 1

“Good-night, old chap!™

::Lwa.nq to speak to you ‘::

“ani;n b til t-c:;mqrm.m I

“I'm sleepy. CGood-night ™

Billy Bunter rolled on his way.

Wharton was not disposed to leave
the troublesome matter of the silver box
till the morrow. He stepped after
Bunter, and caught him by a fat
shounlder,

“Come here, you Fathead 1™

*Leggo, you beast!™

Wharton did not lot go. He walked
the grunting and grumbling Owl into
his room and shut the deor. Biliy
Bunter blinked at hina wrathfully. Now
that he had fed, the Ow! of the Removo
naturally wanted to sleep.  Wharton
pushed him into an armchair.

“Now, Bunter—"

“I'm sleepy ™

“Where's that silver hox?”?

Bunter jumped,

“Eh? Whatt"

"“The silver box " said Harry.,

Bunter blinked at him.

“What do vou know shout a silver
box 7 he demanded. ™Look here, if
you've becn looking into a fellow's
pockets——*

“You fat idict!”

“0h, really, Wharton——

“Listen to me, wou frump,” said
Harry. “I've been collared m-gay Ly a
gang of fellows who thought T had the
gilver hox.™

“0Oh crikey ¥

“You remembor I was collared by
them the day T came home for the
holidavs, when you butted in—="
_""When T risked my life to save you,
tdo you mean?” asked Bunter,

“Put it like that i you like, fatty.
Well, ﬂm{l collared me hecausa they
fancied T had the silver hox.”

Billy Bunter stered at the captain of
the Remove.

“I.d-did they?” ha ejaculated,

“"¥Yes asel"

You never told mai®

“1 mever knew vou had it, vou fat
frump! I've only {ound out to-day that
1t was you ihat the man Brown gave it

ko™

"“He, he, he!”

. "What are youw cackling at. Fou
Imaga?

Bunter chortled.

“He. he, he! Mean to say that they
were after that sillv silver hox? He, hae,
he! But, T sav that hox belones to &
man named Brown You teld me it
was somebody ealled Judson who bagred
you and shut vou un in that oottage,
where I saved vour life—"

THE Macker Liprany.—No. 1,158

Iy =

“Jurdsen was a friend of Brown's, fat-
head! I the man had come after the
box himself, he'd have seen that I
wasn't the right man”

“Ie, he, he!"

Billy Bunter wiped his eyes. Appar-
ently ho saw something comic in the
troubles and dangers he had hrought
an Wharton,

“1 say, vou lellows, isn't it funny?®”
he suid. “ Faney them bagging Wharton
when I've got the box all the time! e,
he, he! T'd have given it to them if

they'd asked me for it! He, he, he!”
_“What did you uze rax name fort”
demgnded Wharton, *“"0Of courss, that
man Judsen thought I had it, when
Brown told him that he'd handed it to &
Groyfriars man named Harrs Wharton”

“He, he, ha™

“0h, kick
Choerry.

“0h, really, Cherry—==

“You fat i’rump!" roared Wharton.
“"Why did vou give the man my name
instead of your own? That's eansed all
the trouble.”

LT jolly well wasn’t going to give
im my oewn!” grinned Bunter. “You
see, when he came on me in Popper
Court Woeds, I thouglt he was most

)

him! exclaimed Bob
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~For the snappy Gr&}rfria{s
limerick set out below, Dennis
T&{Iar. 41, Chff Boulevard, Kim-
berley, Motts, has been awarded
one of this week's NAGNET pocket
walless,
it s snid that the world's
hiﬂqut fool
Is H. Cokar, of Graylriars
School.
When troubis’sa about
Hea'll find i:tj no dﬂubt;

And he comes off the worst
a3 a pulal

Have you sent in vour effort
yet, chum? If not, set te and
try to win one of these splendid
pocket wallets !
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likely somebodv helﬁngiug; to Popper
Court. Well, T wasn't going to have
Sir Hilton Popper reporting me to the
Head [or trespassing in his beastly
woods. Hee? Bo when he asked my
rarne, I told him the Grst nnme that
came mnto my head—except my own, of
course. Rather neat, what?™

The Co. gazed at Bunter,

“You fat villain! And if he'd be-
longed to Popper Court, as you thought,
he'd have reported me for trespassing I
ojaculated Wharton.

“Well, you could have proved that
Fou  weors Eomowhoera else, see? I
couldn’t, os T was there! explained
Bunter. “I just happencd to use your
name, 1 might bave used Cherry's if
I'd thought of jb—s*

“ Mine ¥ hooled Bob.

“Yes, old rlmp; or Nurent's, or
Bull’s, or anyhody's,"” said Dunter cheer.
fully,  “Apybods's but my own! Of
course, I I’mt% to keep my own dark, as
I was trespazsing vou know. You see
that?"

*Bo that's how it was!” said Harry.

“Yos, that's how it was"” arrecd
Bunter. “But it turned out that he
didn't belong to Popper Courl; he was
a stranger, he spid afterwards, going
to kave a dip in the rlver, and he asked
mo to mind the bax for him. He said
he could see by my face that I could be
trusted ”

THE MAGNET
“Bome eyesight’ sjaculated Bob
Cherry.

* Beast I

“ And you'vo still gob the box ™ asked
Harry.

“Yes. Fishy wouldn't buy it from
me.”

“Qh crumbs!®
_“¥ou see, as the man never claimed
it, I thought he'd forgolten all about
it," explained Bunter, “and it's nob
worth anything, you know, as it won't
open. And as I had been disappointed
about u postal-order, I thought I'd sell
1t to Fishy., He offered me a bob for
i, and then ho backed out, making out
that he didn’t believe it was mine. You
know what a suspicious beast Fishy is.”

“It wasn't yours! rownred Johnny
Bull,

“Oh, really, Bull! As the man never
claimed it, + suppose he couldn’t expect
tne to carry it sbout Inr ever!”

“You fat chuwmp!” exclaimed Whar-
ton. " How could he elaun it when you
gave him my name instead of your
owni”

Bunter staried a little. Apparently
that consideration had not occurred to
bis fat intellect,

“Oh!" ho ejaculated. "I—1 suppose
that's why Drown hasn't been after it

&, he, he !

“ But he has been after it, you chump,
and he's been alter me, as he [ancied I
had tho box 1"

“He, he, Lel”

DBunter almost wept with mirth, The
TFamous Five looked at him as if they
could have caten him,.

“He, he, ha!? chortled Bunter. *1I
gay, vou fellows, that's too jolly funpy !
He, he, ho!"

“If you don't stop ecackling," said
Bob Cherry sulphurously, “I'll jelly
well take the poker to youl”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“You bemighted chhump ™ snid Harry.
" Goodnes: Lknows whai theose rufhians
would have done to me if Brown him-
zclf badn't turned wp and found that 1
waso 't the man they wanted 1™

“He, ho, hel®

“When ho described the fcllow he'd
given Lhe box to, of course, I knew who
it must have been——"

“1 soc,” assented Buuter. “Ie told
on he had given it to a good-locking
ellow of distinguished appearance, or
sornething of that sort, and so you knew
it was ma"

“Oh crumba! He teld me he had
given it to o fat, Mabby fcllow in specs,
ﬂnd"‘.—.’

L1] E].. E.?.?‘

“ And go I knew it wae you at once!”

“Look here, you cheeky beast—"

“Well, he's coming slong to-morrow
to ask you for the box,” said Harry.
“oa that will be the end of it [

“Blessed if I know what they're
making such a fuss sbout 1" said Buater,
“The thing i=n't worto ngjthmg, It'a
made of silver, but thera isn't much of
it, and it won't even cpen. QI course,
there might be something inside it
T've tried to opew it & lot of tinies, bub
it won't come open. Look at 18"

Bunter fumbled in his pocket, and
produced the silver box. And the
chums of the Remove examined it with
great interest and curicsity.

T ————

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Silver Box!

O that's it!" eaid Harry Whae-
ton.
“That's it!” eaid Bunter.
The Famous Five gathered
round, and the box passed from hand lo
hand.
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There woas nothing in its outward
aspect to aceount for the keen anxiety
of Mr. Brown and J. Judson to regain

psseszion of it, Tt wus small—hardly
arger than half-a-crows in eircumfer-
eneg, oval in shape, and its thickness
was about half an inch, The outside
was rather curiously chased; but the
article was obviously of no great value.
‘There was no sign of an cpening of any
gort.

“That's what that gang are taking all
that trouble about ! said Johnny Bull,
with a grunt. *“There must bo some-
thing jolly valuable inside it, that's all,
And il bet it never belonged to Drown,
whatever it iz, Ten fo one somcbody
was after him when ho parted with that
box to get shut of ib !

“Whet rot!” said Bunter. *He left

“ Don't you take any notics of these chaps, ma’am,™
a‘.’iry’a all right—right as

sald Bunier alrily, **
rain

it with mo because he was going to
kave a swim in the river—*

“He told you =o, fathead I” )

“He looked respectable enovgh,™ said
Bunter. “1 fancy he was all right. He
was very elvil,”

*He would be if be wanted you io
mind eomething he had pinehed, while
I got away.”

“%h, rot ] You're suspicious ! snid
Ranter. “Y shouldnt be suspicious,
Bulll Ti'a rather low,™

“¥You burbling idiot—"

00, really, Bulll I =ay, vou lellows,
spe if you can get it open. Uve Liied a
lot of timea”

“We've no right to open DNrown's
box 1" =aid Harry.

“Rubhish, old chap! I'd jolly well
like to know what's weide it, if there's
pnythirg ! Must be somothing jolly
emall 1"

“Thar how ought to he taken to the
nelicc-siation to-moriow,” said Jobhony
Buil, sententiously.  “They can  see
what's inside 1, and give it back teo
Brown, if it belongzs to hum”

“"Bleszed if I koow what ought to be
dono  with i,” snid IHarry, in per-
plexzily, “Brown pave iv to Bunter to

mind, and, on the fzee of it, Pumter
ounght to give it back to him when he
asks for it."

He rubbed hiz nosa thoughtfully.

“If my uncle was here, we cnuld
leave it to him. But he won't be back
till the end of the week.”

“Keop it till then ! said Johnny Bull.

“] fancy Brown's coming in the morn-
ing for it. If the box 11n't given up,
that gang will he after Bunter, as they
waroe after mo i

“Oh erikey | ejaculated DBunter.

He blinked at the Famous Five in
great alarm. Wharten's trials and
tribulations on account of that box had
struck Bunter as extremely {unny. Dut
the same trials and tribalations visited
upon himself seemed to have a scrious
aspeot in Bunter's eyes

“1=1 say, I’'m not going to have that
ang after me!™ he exclaimed. "1I'm
jolly well poing to give Brown his box
as soon aa he asks for it. I'm bound
to, 2% an honourable fellow.”

“When did vou  begin
honourable [ellow " :
Bull sarecastieally.

“Beast! Gimme that hox!”

Harey Wharion passed the silver box
back to Bunter. The malker was a per-
plexing one; but it was, after all, up
to Bunter. The glver box was in his
keeping.

Dunter jammed the box ioto
pocket.

“II yorr've got the sgerse of o buny
rabbit, Dunter, you'll take that Dhox to
the polico statton to-morrow,”  said
Johnny Bull.

“And have that gang alter met®"
jeered Bonler,  “Tlink T'in going to
have them eollaring me Like they did
Wharton* Neo fear "

“1 tell you—"

“Tot 1" said Buanter. “Brown trusted
the box in my bands—he said I looked
n follew he ecould truer.  'hat shows
he's all right. I'm not goiag to heep

heing  an
ipquived  Johnny

his
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back hia silly box, Tt won't feleh any-
thing. Fishy refused to give me o bob
for t——>"

“Well, do as wou like, you [fat
chump ! grunted Johnny Bull, “ Alter
all, 1t's your business, Go and cat
cole 1Y

“Yah "

Billy Bunter rolled to the door. Tis
fat mind was made up.  After what
had happened to Wharton on sccornt of
the mysterious silver box, the Owl of
tha lemove was only too anxious to get
rid of it. Certeinly he did not want to
become tho object of the attentions of
J. Judson and his {riends.

Tunter rolled out of the room, and
along to his own, In a vory short time
his musical snore was to be heard, and

‘;_:{ff.drl'!.f:‘{if-

i

q

f
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he had forgolten the mlver box, and
everything else, in balmy slumber.

It was not so easy for Ilarry Wharton
& Co. to dismisgs the maoller from their
minds.  Johnny Buoll's suggestion that
the hox, or what it contuined, had boon
“pinched ¥ by the mystervioua Mr,
Iirgwn, was rather disturbing.  The
lawlkess procecdines of J. Judson and
his associatea scemmed to bear out that
suggestion, On the other hand, thero,
was no proof of it: anl, withont some-
ihing nmwore than a vague suspicion to
go upon, it seemed searcely possible to
mtervene to the extent of preventing
the zilver box being given back to the
i whe haa trusted 1 to Bonter

“Anyhow, it's np 1o Bunter,” said
Harry Wharlon at last. T dem't seo
liow he can keep the thing back from
tho man who asked him to nund it
And he means te give it to Brown when
he ealls foe ib"

“What =ort of & merchant 1s tlis
Brown man " asked DBob.

“Plessed if 1 koow! I saw him in
the dark—that is, I didn't sec him ok
all, 1 thought I knew his veoice, I'm

Tug Magser Liprsry.—~No. 1,138,
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gute I've heard it before. That's ell
that I know about him.”

“The whole lot of them are crooks of
soma gork ™ said Johnny Bull.

“Looks like it, from the way they
carry on. I wish my uncle were at
home, so that I coald ask him. Dut
hB—H-h"

Wharton shook his head.

“Blessed if I Lknow what to think
nbout it: Anyhow, let’s got off to bed
now; it's past elevenm.'

“The bedfulness iz the proper
eaper!” agreed Hurres Jamset Ram
Singh.

And the Famous Five dispersed to

ir roscias. i

Billy Bunter was still snoring when
the ehums of the Remove went down in
the morming. He was still snoring
when they breakfasted.

After breakfast, Wells came fo in-
form Harry Wharton that he was
wanted on tho telephone. As soon as
Wharton took up the receiver he heard
the quiet, smooth voice that he rue-
membered well,

“Is that Master Wharton?”

“Yes,” said Harry

“Mr. Brown gpeanking.*

T know your voieo,”” said Harry.
“SWhat 13 "

“¥ou reached home quite safcly last
night, I hope ?"

"Quite, thanks."™

“No trouble of any sort??
AMr. Brown, alias the Dandy.

Wharton grinned over the telephone.
No doubt Mr. Brown wished to
ascertain that the coast wss clear
befare he called for his silver box,

“Not at oll,” answered Wharton.

“ Master Bunter is gtill with yout”

H:"EEB.I!-

“No doubt you have mentioned to
.Im_-_:ll

“I have asked him about the zilver
box, and he has it, and has shown it
to me" answered Harry.

SGood!  When can I call to seo
kim?"

“He's not down yet.
down before ton.”

“Ifi T eall et half-past ten, can T
gte him?

asked

He's never

“I suppose so. I'll tell him you'rs
coming, anyhow.”

“Then 1 will run along in the car ot
hali-past ten,” said the quict woice, 1
am very much obliged to you, Master
Wharton; and once more I apolorise
for tho trouble my friends gave wou,
under o mistake.*’

“That's all right.” said Harry.

“ Good-bye "

Mr. Brown rang off.

Harry Wharton went up to Bunter's
room, The Owl of the Remove was
awake now, and had rung for his
breakiast. Ho blinked at Wharton.

“DBrown's coming at half-past ten
for his blessed box, Bunter,"” said the
captain of the Romove. “You can
sottle for wyourself what you're going
to da about it"

“1've settled that,"” answered Bunter.
“He can havo his silly box. But I say,
old chap, hold o a8 minute !’

“Well, whati"

Bunter blinked at him seriously.

“I've had a lot of trouble minding
that box,” he said  “ At least, you've
had a lot of trouble, which comes to
the same thing. A man can't oxpect
his things to be minded for nothing,
can he®”

“ What "’

“I mean, the labourer’s worthy of
his hire, and all that, vou know,™ said
Bunter argumentatively. “Judging by
the fuss they've made, that's a valuabla
box, though I can't ses it myself. Wall,
if I mind a man's valuables for him,
and keep them safe, and all that, I
think he ought to shell out something.
What do you thinki"

“1 think you're a faf, piffling
porleer 1

*“Oh, really, Wharton! One good
turn dessrves another, you know,

ergued Bunter. * What about a fiveri”

" Fathead 1"

“Well, 7 shall put it to Brown,” said
Bunter. “T'm a generous chap—
generosity has always been my weal-
ness, you know., But fair's fair. 1
think a pound at least—"

Slanm |

Harry Wharton departed,

“Reogst 1™
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Bumter sat up in bed to bweakfast,
Whils he devoured it, he gave considor-
able thought to that new idea that had
come into his fat mind. Brown, ha
felt, ought fo shell out something.
Bunter had no doubt about that. 15
only doubt was sbout the amount for
which he would be able to “touch®
the owner of the silver box; he did not
want to risk asking ioo much, and atill
more ho did not want to risk asking
too little. It was guite & problem for
fﬁhn fat iolellect of William George

uiter.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Brown Arrives ]

ANGH
B Billy Buuter started out of a
delightinl nap.

i Bang!

“Oh! goasped DBunler.

After breakfast in bed, the Owl of
the Remove hud  streiched  himsell
Iuxuriously for o nap.

Tarly rising never had appealed to
Bunter. Breakfast in bed about half.
past nine, then a little nap, and then
a lazy crawl out of bed about eleven,
nud & suack to keep him going il
lunch—that was what Dunter regarded
as something like comfort. At Groy-
friars it was never possible to carry out
that delighiful prorramme. Neither
waa it possible at Dunter Vills, But
at Wharton Ledge it was possible—and
it was Bunter's fixed programme, If
it caused inconvenience in the house-
hold, that did not matter to Bunter:
the troubles of others never made any
great impression on Dunter’s fat mind.
Ho was iolly well geing to make him-
seli comfortable, he knew that. In the
arreumstinees, eonaidering that Whar-
fon was vnder an oblication to him, he
couldn't e kicked out. And so f-:mg
as he eouldn't be kicked out, Bunter
was safisficd.

So he was naturally indigrant wheu
a terrific banging at bis door nwakened
him: from his after-hreakfast nap,

Bang! Tang! Dang!

“* Beast '™ roared Bunter.

“Halle, hallo, hallo! It's woke him

up "'

“Ha, ha, hat”

Bang !

“Biop that row!” yelind Bunter.

“You awlel rolier, I waz just dream-
ing about fhat pienie in Popper Court
Wooids-——

“HMa. ha, hal?

‘The door was hurled open, Bob
Charry  grinved into the room, with
four smiling faces behind him. e

had & fives hat in khis hand, apparently
the instrument with which he had
banged on the door.

Bunter  grabbed  hs  spectacles,
jammed them on hia fat little nose, and
glared at the chums of the Remove
with a withering glarve,

“You beasts!  Wharrer sou waking
me up for?!

““MNearly  half-nast ten!” said Harry
Wharton, laughing.

“What ahoat 1t, futhead

® Brown's coming nt helf-pazt tag 1

“"Tlow Brown!™ rorred DRunter.

1 told him——"

“ Blow what vou tald him ™

"Tharn out. fatiy ™ waid Poh.

“Ehan'L 1™

“I.ook here, vou asz—-""

“Trown ean wait!  enid  TBunter
“Nou fellows eloar off. Pm tired 1
hrd o robten time  voesterday You
don't trent puestz as we treat them at
Bunter Covrt, Wharton.'

“My esteemed Buntep——'
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“Shut up. Iuky! Look here, I'm not
%Etting up for half an hour yet,” said

unter.  © Blow DBrown! Ie can waif,
I suppose. '

“But I told him on the phonpe—"*

“Yaon zhould have told him half-past

tleven. When he comes, tell him to
wait. Now shut up and let a fellow
sleep 1"

EBilly Bunter laid his head on the
pillow again.

“T.ook here, you dulfer—" bepgan
Wharton.

anore |

“ Runter, you Iat chump—»"

Snore !

“Ho's gone to sleep again!? grinned
Bob Cheorey.  * Are vou asleep, Bun-
teri™

Snorc!

“T'N wake bun with thiz fives hat!”
eaid Bob “Ho will wake up all right
when 1 qive him & c¢rack on the
napper—""

“ Yaroooooh 1™ i

Iy DBunter awoke without waiting
for the crack on the napper. Appar
ently I had not been very Fast nzleen.
i “Keop off. voun beast!” velled Bun-
£r.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Dear me! He's awake, alter all”
said Bob. “Don’t you feel inclined to

get up yet, Dunter?”

“MNo. vou beast !

*Perhaps sou'll feel mora inclined to
turn  out jf hool: off your bed-
elothes——"

“Keep off, you beast 1”

" Like that 4

“DBeast 1 roared Bunter, as his bed-
elothe- d:suprmr;:ﬂ at one fell swoop.

“Ha. ha, hal

“Getting up how " asked Bob.

“WNaol" roared Bunter.

“T'l help vou, old fat bean”

*Yaw-ow-wooop ! roared DBunter, as
Bob Cherry helped him ocut of bed.
He rolled off the bed, and landed with

a bumnp.
"Now we'll roll him along te the
bhath-room, like a barrel,” smid Beb.

“"You take hiz cars, Franky, and I'l)
take his hoofs.”

“Beast! I'm not going to bathe this
morning ! I don't need so much wash-
mg as you fellows! Gerroutt™

illy Bunter lLogon to dress.  His
after-breakfast nap was  hopelessly
epotled now. The juniors left him to
it, and went dosenstaira. The half-
hour chimed out.

“"Hallo, halle, halle, half-past tent”
gaid Boh, “Tt's time for the PBrown
bird to blow 10"

He glanced from the stairease win-
dow, which gave a _view of the drive
in front of the houze. A ear was
coming up the drive, with a :zingle
occupant, who was driving.

“1 suppose that's Lrown,” said Iob.
“He ::d you he would run over in his
car. Why—what—— Great pip ¥

£F w:h-ﬂ-tl_”

“1t's not the Brown bird!
man Sugden aginin,”™

“HBugden!” exelaimed Marry Whar
ton.

*Yes, rather; tho mun who bumped
in yesterday morning juet balors we
went out—old Popper's booted valet,”

U.a Famous Five pathered at the win

It's that

dow. and leoked dewn ot the man
driving the car
"My  hat!' ejaeulated  Wharten.

Y nt the thump ecan that fellow want
here npain 7

The juntors stared blankly ot Supden.
Thev knew at ance the smooth face, the
east in the eye. of the booted valet

of “ir Hiltnn Poppner, of Poppor Court

"He must have called to see your
uncle yestorday,” said Nugent., = Now

he's here wgain, he can’t know the
colonel’s away, | suppose.”

“"Tat he can't have any business with
my uncle," said Harry, bknitbing his
brows in perplexity. “ That's the man
2ir Hilton Popper accuzed of stealing
his famuly diamond—the Aloonstone.”

“And he was remanded in custody,’
said Dob. “PBut they nmust have lot
him po at Courtficld, or he wouldn't
be trotting about apeniy lile this®

GREYFRIARS CELEBRITIES.

Our speeial rhymester 15 still going
great guns ! This week his scarifying
pen passes swiftly but comprehensively
over the characler of Harold Skinner, the
cad of the Hemove

i= 1t vhen the school's
asleep,
Will softly sneak from bBed,
And  from the dormitory
1 areep,
ilis steps, by habit, led
To dingy inns where rogues discusa
~ A game called “spot the winner Y
The answer’s plain to all of us;
It's shady Harold Skinner!

I'rouble would be m store for him
f “blagging " he were caught

And Skinuer shakes in vvery limb
At that disturbing theught,

FFor this unpleasant * inerey blode ™
Is not tho least bit plucky,

When daring sectns 1in him displayed
It'z just that Skinner's lucky !

To Bkinner, he who runs away
When faced by som thing [rightening,
Will live to fight another day;
So Skinner runs ke lightning |
A lot of fellows cven doubt—
Good judges, so they're reckoned [—
If Skinner'a hlows could flatten out
A voungster from the Second|

On footer he was never keen
Wor any decent astime;
At cricket he iz rarely seon—
I can’t recall the last time!
At any hour, this fool’sh chap—
It's fairly safe to het on t—
Would sooncr play o game of nap,
Or put a eigaretie on

When Smithy trod tho primrose way
He e'or relied on Skinper

Tao help hitm it his projects pay,
And be his fellowsinuer,

For guite a time, our merry blade
Was hko a pig in clover;

Dut Smith reflormed, =nd T'm afraid
Thrse rorty davs are cver!

The Fanous Five and many more
Find Bkinner at the prosent
A lad whose hahits make them sore;
Thoy're always =0 unplm.stnnf.!
But charvitable chaps still say
That by the ard of various
Stern lessons, even 5. ne day
Will end his ways nefarious!
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“I suppose it couldn’s be proved
against him," eald Harry. “The
diamond wasn’t found on bim; and

they were very vlose after him when he
clenred out of Popper Court. Ol
Popper thought he had chucked 1t away
in the woods, to prevent it being foumnd
on him; bufe—m" .

“They'd have found it befora this, if
he had,” said Bob. “ You can depend on
it ithat they combed that wood with =
small eomb, locking for 1t.” ‘

“1 suppose he may have been inno-
cent,” said Harry. “Wa know old
FPopper i rather an ass| Dut——"

H shook his head. He rememibered
tho seene on the hank of the Sark, when
Sir Hilton and his keepers had collared
Sugden. Sir Hilton, at least, bad been

convinced that the discharged volet had

left Popper Court with the famous
Popper  diamond in  his possession.
Still, us SBugden had evidently been
relensed from custody, it was clear that
the Courtficld police had been unable to
hold him on the baronet's charge.

“PBut what beats me is, what he'a
deing here,” said Harry. “Lot's go
down—I had belter see him, a3 my
unele’s away. I don't want my aunt to
be bothered by a fellow like that.”

In a state of great astonishment,
Harry Wharton went down the lower
staivense, and his friends followed _h!m-
Dut a greater surprize was awniting
him. ¥y that time, the car had stopped
outside and Sugden had stepped down,
and rung. Waells was opening the door,
as the juniors reached the bottom of the
stairease.

“Yon again!® said Wells soverely.
His portly form blocked the entrance of
Sir Hilton Popper’s late valet. ,

“Quite sol” came & smooth, guiet
voice; at the sound of which, Harry
Wharton felt as if his head was turning
rournd, in his amazewment.

For bhe knew that vaice.

It was the veice of the unsecn
Dandy who had spoken to him, 1n
tho darkness of ihe room where he had
been 1mPrasnne~d the previous night.

“Oht" gasped Wharton. .

Ho knew now why the Dandy’s voice
had been familiar to him. IHe had
heard Bugden speaking, on that occa-
sion near Greyifriars when the baronch
and hiz keepers bud seized the man on
the towpath. The Dandy, and the valet
Sugden, wand the mysterious Alr
Brown, were one and the same person,

“QOh " repeated Wharton blankly.

Bunter, cvidently, had not been the
only person, at that interview in Popper
Court Woeods, whe had given a false
name. The Mr. Brown who had con-
fided the silver box to his keeping, was
the valet Sugden. o

YWharton stood rgoted to the stairs, in
his astonishment. © He heard Wells
answering the man at the door,

“The master gave instructions that
you wero not to be admitted if you
called again, sirl” i

“T am not here to sce Colonel Whnr-
ton I came the quict, smooth voice, 1
heve called to see o voung gentleman
of the name of Dunter.”

“The master’s orders
admit you I said Wells,

The betler made 2 movement to closa
tha door. Dut a foot was alveady
inserted in the way of it )

“Quite s01” said Sogden. “Dut if
vou will eall Miaster Harry Wharten, ha
will oxplain=—x"

“You're on in thizs seense, old scout ™
grinned Bob Cherry.

Harry  Wharton  pulled  lLimself
tozether. Tlis brain was almest in a
whirl: but thronch the startled confu-
sion of his mind, a clear idea was {orm-
ing. Thoe Mr. Brown who had pgiven
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wero not o
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Bunter the silver box, was Sugden, the
valet, who was accused of stealing the
Moonstone, the., famous Popper
diamond. What, then, was likely to be
hidden ineide that mysterious hox? 1T
scersed to Wharton that there was only
one possible answer to that guestion.

Ho made a sign to hiz friends to keep
back, and they remained om the stair-
case. Marry Wharton went to the door.

“This man, sir,” said Wells, *this—
this person called yesterday morning,
gir, and he was impudent to the muster,
who ejected him, sir, and gave me in-
structions never to admit him if he
called agzin.”

“Dh1" said Harrey.

“Tf you will remove your foot, my
man,” said Wells gevercly to the man
on the doorstep, “ I will eigze the door.”

Sugden, unheeding the butler, raised
hiz hat eivilly to arton.

“*You understand why I have called,
gir,” he said., “My name is Drown—"

" Brown!” staminered Wharton,

Bugden smiled faintly.

“You met me lnst evening, sir
"I did not see you then,” said Havry.
“1f 1I'd seen you——"  He broke off.
“Let him come im, Wells”

“Dut the master's orders,
murmured Wells.

“I will take the respon:zibility,” said
Harry quietly. “This—this pentleman
hias business with a fellow who's staving
here. Bhow him into the libravy.”

“Vory well, sirt” snid Wells resign.

L4

sir——"

I

odly,

“Bunter iz not down yet, Mr.—DIr.
Brown,” said Harry.

“I will wait!” said Supgden.

* Please {follow me, sir!” aaid Wells,
and he led the wisitor to the library,
with respectful  disapproval strongly
marked on his fdce.

Sugden glanced at Harry.

“You will tell Master Bunter I am
here, and waiting for him,” he said, 1
have rather uwrgent busingss—"

“Ceortainly 1*

“Thank you, sict"

Sugden was shown into the library.
Harry Wharton saw the door elosed on
him, and hurried back breathlessly to
his [ricnds.

n— - —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Moonstone I
ARRY WHARTON & CO.
gathered in the gallery above
the staircase. Wharton's face
) was pale and tense  with
azf_ii_:em-:nt. 5
13 comrades were equally cxcited.
They had seen Bugden crossing the hall,
83 Wells showed him in; and they had
heard him give the pamc of Brown.
Tho discovery  that Dunter's Mr.
]iruwn‘ was the suspected valet, whom
Sir Hilton accused of purloining the
famous Popper diamond, ‘was a stagger-
mq‘ surprise to the Greyirines follows.

They locked at one another in
silence for some moments, This amaz-
myg state of affairs put them at a loss,

“Bo—szo—s0 that's Brown ! suid Bob

Cherry, at last. “He called himself
Brown when he saw  Buenter that
hmc_‘_."?
“He's Sugden,” zaid Johooy Dull,
Hg docan’t know we know him: but
wo jolly well do know him, He's old
Popper’s man who pinched the Moon-
stone from Popper Court.”

“The knowfulness is tererific,” zaid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “and the
suspect fulness of the esteenieod roical is
preposterous I

“What are we going to do about it 7"
said Harry, in a low voice. “That's
wh‘a.l: wa've got to scttle, Sugden, o
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Brown, is safe cnough for 8 while, He's
waiting for Bunter to come down, and
he hasn't any idea that we know whe
he i3. We've got to decides—""
Grunt from Johuny Ball, ]

“I should think that's decided
alecady. It turns out to be Sugden who
gave Bunter that box, and it could only
have been a little while before wa saw
old Fopper and his keepers colinr the
man.  They marehed him off to the
polico station to be scarched for the
diatnond. They were after him, root-
ing through the wood for him, when
he got rid of the E}Iundnr by planting it
on Bunter, Old Popper’s diamond 13 in
that silver box. That's why that gang
of thieves want it so bad.”

“Ibt looks like it,” said Harry. ¥ Now
wer know that Brown is SBugden, it scems
to me jolly likely.”

“The likeliness is prepostercus,” said
Hurree Singh.

“Can't you sce?” grunted Johnny
Bull.  *“"That's why Judson was scnt
after the silver bhox., We know that
Suzden was deluined by the police at
Courtfield—remanded in custody. He
got & word with Judson, and sent him
alter the box. Of course, he was jolly
anxious about the diamond. 1 supposc
they must have been fairly on his leﬂls
whon he got rid of it by landing it on
that fool Dunter. That was why he
locked so jolly cool whon we saw old
Popper bagging him on the towpath,

“I bet he was glad they walked him
off, leaving Dunter time to clear with
the stolen diamond in his pocket. All
he had to do was to get word to o friend
to get the box off Bunier at the school,
And 1f that fat idiot hadn't wsed your
name 1nstead of his own, it would

avie

worked like a charm. They'd have had

the big diamond to cut up and whack

out when EuEg{len wiis  discharged
o

through lack evidence,"

The juniors nodded.

It all scemed clear enough now.

M IE—if that's how it is, old Popper's
dinmond is in that silver box in Bunter's
pocket,”” sard Nugent. “It's worth
thousands of pounds, o they say.”

“ And that fat idiot tried to sell it to
Fishy for & bob!™

“(h, my hat!™

“INow that we know that Brown ia
Sugden, we can't let him have the box,
of tc?{urse,j‘ smdh Wharton, * Not with-
out knowing what is in it ;
We've got !5 fnow,™ AIFIoR

“Yes, rather!™

“Come up and see Dunter.”

The juniors went up the sccond stair-
case, Dilly Bunéer had finished dress-
ing by this time. He was seated on the
edge of his bed, travelling slowly and
methodically through a eake which ha

had thoughtfully brought up to hiz room
overnight,

He blinked at tlic Famous Five as he
munched,

“I say, you fellows, has that man
DBrown conie ¥’

“¥es," said Harry.

“Well, he can wait a bit, I'll finish
this cake. I'm a bit uncertain about the
matier,” said Bunter, blinking seriously
at tha ehums of the Remove, “Of
course, I shall give the man his box.
The guestion is, %‘mw much 1'm entitled
to for minding it all this time, Do you
fellows think I could stick him for a
T

“(h erumba® said Bob Cherry,

“Well, they seem to think the box is
valuable, somehow,” argued DBunter.
“They wouldn't make all this fuss about
it if they didon't want it had. I've
taken care of it all this time, of course,
I'ma catitled—""

Eob Cherry chuckled.

“1've no doubt Brown would give you
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@ hundred pounds for it, if he's gob the
money,” he said. *“It's worth more
than that to him."

Billy Bunter jumped.

“Oh, my hat! Then I'll joll
well—r jelly
“Ghive me the hox, DBunter,* said
arTy.

“No jolly fear! If there's anything
going to be made out of that box, I'm
;}}uily well imng to make it!" said

unter emphaticelly.,

“You fot chump——»"

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

. "We think there's a stolen diamond
in the box,"” said Earcy, “We've got
to find out.”

"“Oh, rot!” said Duater.

“Hand it over, you fat ass. There's
no time fo waste. The man's waiting
downstairs,”

“Well, Il go down and see him,”
sald Bunter, rizing from the bed, * I'?H
use my own judgment about this, of
course.  ¥You fellows needn’t worry
about the matter at all”

“You frabjous chump, give meo that
box 1"

“Shan't!"

Billy Buntor rolled to the dogr, Bob
Cherry caught him by the collar,
twirled him round, and sat him down in
the middlc of the roon,

Bump!

“Ow? roared Bunter, “Look here,
you bheasts—t'

“Take him by his hoofs and shake

the box out of hi kots,” sai
by X is pockets,”” said Johnny

“Good ™

D ! Leggo!™  yelled DBunter.
“Deasts! Leggo! I don't mind giving
you the box. Wow! FHern it i3, vou
rotters ™

Bunter handed over the silver box.
The juniors gathered round it cagerly,
But 1t was useless fo attempt to open it
The f.a.ﬂhmint{g. whatcver 1t might be,
was too carctully concezled. No dJoubt
it worked by some sort of & spring; but
it scemed imposaibls to find the spring.

“Wea've pot to see what's insidel”
anid Nugent.

YT get my tenl-bex,' said Harry.

“I =ay, you fellows, if you damage
that box—-"

“Can’t bo helped,” said Harry, " IE
thero's nothing in it, we'll pay for ths

damage. DBut we've got to get it
OJCI, ) .
In @ pair of pliers, the silver box

cracked open like a nut. Wharton drew
the two bhalves apart, and the contents
of the box dropped into his palm=—a
gmall object wrapped in paper,

The captain of the Remove unfolded
the paper, and thers was a general
exclamation from the juniors as a blaze
?f ﬁ|;:|lt.tm'mg brilliance caught the sun-
1gnt.

“Oh, my hat! gasped Bob Charry,

“Groat Seott 1™

“Tt's the jolly old dinmond ™

In Harry Wharton's palm, blazing in
the light, lay an enormous dinmond.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
The Last of Mr. Brown !

' HEAT pip!™
G “The Papper dinmond 1"

“The jolly old Moonstone!™

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed

at the dazzling gem breathlessly, They
had been cortain it was thore, and veb
the discovery startled them. “Lhe
i_&mmrs had bheard much of Sir Milton
opper's famoue diamond, but they had
never seen it before; but there could
not, o! course, be any doubt thok this
was it. In Wharton's palm lay o stons
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“1{—it there’s gﬁlﬂg
Bunter nervously.
grinned Boh Cherry. ** Don'tgoaw
we want you to help 1

several
thousands: of pounda. It was o diamond
of unusual size, of the purcst water, and

that was said to bo worth

its  brilliance in tho sunshine was
dazzling to the eyoe.

“QOh crumbs!” gasped Bunter, blink-
ing at it. “Oh scissors! And—and
T've had that in my poclet all this time!
And—and Fishy wouldn't give me a bob
far.it! Oh crikey!”

“It's Sir Hilton Popper’s diamond!”
said Harry Wharton. “Mo wonder
they didn’t find it on Sugden, or in the
wood, when that fat chump had it in
his pocket at Greyfriars! And-—and that
seoundrel's waiting downstairs for us to
let-him have 11"

“The waitfulpess will be terrific
chuckled Hurrce Jamsct Ram Singh.

“Y fancy that sportsman is going to
bo disappointed ! grinned Dob Cherry,
“Tha next itom in the programme is to
telephone for the police.”

“Weo'll put this diamend in a safe
place first,”” said Herry. “"I'll lock 1k
up, and it ean be handed over to the
police when they come.”

w1 mind it,” soid Bunter,

“You jolly well won't!"”

“Oh, really, Wharton—="

Bunter was gazing ecstatically at the
diamond. Possibly he was thinking of
the immense amount of tuck that its
value represented. .

Harry Wharton, with the diamond
tightly held in his hand, went along to
hizs own room, where ho lecked the
precious Moonztone in his desk.

Then he returned to his  comrades.

“* What about Sugden?” asked Bob.

Wharton smiled. )

“The silver box belongs to him. He
can. have it! But he can’t have old
Popper's diamond, Let's go down”

“T sny, you icllowg—>"

The jupiors Jeft Bunter unheeded,

l:ﬂ

to be a shindy——*" said
* More likely than not I * .
ay, Bunter— iR

)

—--._____ : ..I e . o e SZizt -|‘|:|-||-
SVl T, TR
e == _--'——u.,.,-_______-_ 5 '...—._,,.___r 3 e ! 1

p—

o
- ——

)
A ]
v
._'l-

"

*'l
L ]

rnl'

o
L

&

-
-
-
.y

]

*
1

L |
a1
e
f.

*
¥

h

o
13

-
L +.:
-

ik
.
E et
b W -:"“'\‘1,
® ’._..l.'i'
vt
L
»t

Fale
b et

i
)

They went down to tho hall, snd Harry
Wharton hurried to the telephone.
He called up Wimford police-station,
and when he had made lis statement,
he heard a gasp at the other end of tho

wirag.

"Wellt™” said Beob, when Wharton
came away from the ta]n?hmm

“They've sending a fast car, end
they’ve asked me to detain the man if
poszible till they get here,” said Harry.

“We can detain Lim all  right!”
grinned Bob.

“The detainfulness will be terrific,”

“He's waiting for DBunter!” mur-
mured Nugent. “Let him wait! Ifa
will see a bobby instcad of Bunter, if
heo. waits long enough.”

There waz a chuckle,

“The police will be here in a quarter
of an hour, or less,” said Harry, “If
Sugden waits that time they can walk
in and bagr him.”

“1 say, you (fellows—" Bunter
roiled down the stairs.

“5Shut ap, Buenter '™

Harry Wharton picked a  polf-club
from the colonel's bag in the hall,
Iliz comrade: followed his example.
It was wunhkely that Svgden would
wait for a guaster of an hour, natinqtlﬁ,
and the juniors realiecd that they might
have & desperate man {o deal with.
Billy Dunter blinked ot those prepar-
ations in alarm,

“I—1 zay, vou feliows, what are yvou
up to ! he asked, * If—if there's poing
to be a shindy—"

“More likely than not 1™
Cherry. " Don’t
want you to help.

“I—I've forgotten my—my hanky!”
gasped Bunter. "I—I—I'll be back in
a minute, old chap.”

Duntor retreated prowpily up tha
stairs, A key was heard to turm in a

grinned Bob
go away, Bunter-——wo

¥

lock above, Williamm Georgo Bunter
was not back in & minuwte. Ho was not
back at all.

The juniors waited in a tenso gmﬁl,
their ¢yea fixed on the door of the
library across the hall. On the other
side of that door Bugden was waitin
waiting for Bunter to come with the
gilver box that contmined the stolen
diamond. 5o far, there was no sound
from him.

Wells camo along with his quiet
tread, his faco betraying as much sur-
prrise as his carcinl training allowed.

“It's all right, Wells,” gzaid Harry,
“we're waiting for Mr. Brown.
police are coming for him, and we've
ot to detain him.

“Dear me!” said Wells,

“Where's my auntt” asked IIarry.

“In the roze garden, sir,”

“Well, see that she doesn't come on
the spene for a gquarter of an hour
Walls, there's a good chap; it would

IV

er # shock if we had te handle
that merchant.™

*Very good, sir”

Walls glided away.

The juniors waited. There wes B
sound of o movement beyond the
library door. Sugden was no doubt
growi impationt,

The juniors felt their hearts beat ag
the librery door was opened from
within., Sugden, alins Brown, locked
out into the hall ’

Across the wido hall the Famouvs Five
met his eves. A startled look flashed
over Sugden’s smooth face, and his
eves glittered. The sight of the five
fellows with exeited faces and golf
clubs in their pgrasp warncd Lim of
danger on the instant.

e stepped out into the hall.

“1 hove waited some time, Master
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Wharton,” he said, “I must really sea
Master Dunter at onee, and go. 1 have
urgent business—-"

" With a jeweller ¥ asked DB3oh Cherry
blandly.

Supden started vialently,

"MNo, sir, nobt with a joweller,” he
antwered. “Why do you ask?”

“Oh, I thought you might want to
have a diamond cuot up, or something
of that sort!” exclaimed llob

Sugden drew a quick, hissing breath.
. His eyes glinted dangerously at the
raniors.  They stood in a group between
him and the outer door, and he guessed
what fhat moant. ut he was still cool.

“I wannot wait longer,” he said.
“Toll me at once, Master Wharton,
whether the silver box is to be handed
to me.”

“Dnrtainli,” answeved Harry.

:: .'?h'! Then—" I ol a
t 15 your erty, alieve,” sai

Wharton. ¢ ﬁr{?éludy hero wants to

detain your property, Mr. Sugden.”

"My nama iz Brown!”

“Possibly, but it was Sugden when
you were Sir Hilton Popper's valet,”
answered Wharton. “ Anyhow, hers’s
vour box. Catch!”

Heo toszed thoe silver
hall te Sugden.
it dropped.

The next momont he uttered a yell of

rage.

“This box has been opened. It has
been forced open.”

“"¥ou've hit 1t,” agreed Bob Cherry.

“What was in that box doesn't holong
to you, Mr. Bugden,” said Harry
Wharton, *and it 15 locked up safely to
he returned to the owner.”

SBugden stood with the silvor box in
his hand, trembling with rage. His
aves glinted from a white face. For
some moments ho could pot speak,

Then he hurled the silver box, with a
erash, to the Hoor.

box across the
The man caught it a3

“You—you have found the dia-
mond ** he panted,
“ Exactly.”

“Where iz it 7"

“Out of reach of a thicve's hands,™
answered Wharton, “Your game's up,
Mr. Bupden; you'll never seo the Moon-
stone again.”

“The neverfulness is  terrifie, my
csteemed and absurb Sugden,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “You
should learn, my ludicrous friend, to
keep your honds from the pickfuls
ness and tho stealfulness. Honesty i3
the bird in hand that saves the cracked
pitcher from E‘oing longest fo the well,
as the Lnglish proverb says ™
. Bugden  glared furicusly st the
juniors. He realised that the game was
up; that now the Moonstone had been
discovered in the silver box, 1t had
passed out of his reach for ever,

Harry Wharton glanced at the clock,
Ten minuvtez had since ho had
telephoned to Wimflord ; in five minutes
rmore the police wowld amive. The
juniers were listening anxiously for the
sound of a car.

Sugden followed bis glance. Probably
he guessed for what the juniors wero
waiting. Elis teoth came hard together,
and his .ayes burned at the Groyfriars
fellows, The stolen diamond wos lost
to him, irrevocably ; he knew that, All
that remained to him was to save his
shin—if ke could!

He made s sudden bound towards the
door.

“Stop!” rapped out Wharton,

The juniors closed up in his path.
Sngden’s hand had gone to his hi
pocket, and it flashed out again. an
there was a gloam of metal.
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“8tand back!™ he panted hoarsely.
“Btand aside, or——"

Crash !

The revolver went spinning from the
desperate man's hand, as Beb Cherry
smote suddenly with hiz golf elub.

The next moment the Greyviriars
fellows closed on him. ugrden
made a desperate plunge =after the
revolver, and Harry Wharton kicked it
out of the way., Two or threo-pairs of
h;lnd.s were on the rascal; but he fore
himself loogse, and leaped to the hall
windor,

“After him!™ panted Bch.

Crash!

Thﬁr&_ was a terrific orash as Sugden
drove his shoulder through the window.
The next moment he had plunged
headlong througl, and dropped gasping
outside.

“Oh orimbs!” gasped Nugent,

“After him!"” roared Bob

Harry Wharton rushed to the door
and tore it open. The TFamous Five
dashed out of the house.

But Sugden was already in the car,
and starting up hey ran down fhe
steps as the car moved. Sugden, hatloss,
with a streak of crimson on his white,
desperate face, drove frantically down
tha drive. Bob Cherry made & wild
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leap alfter the car, just missed if, and
:‘!ml.i;pe@ on the gravel.

The juniors ran breathlessly down the
drive. But the gate wos open and Sug-
den drove out recklessly into the road.

By the time the Greyiriars fellows
reached the gateway he wasz filty yards
away. They halted, panting, and
watched the car disappear n the
distance,

“Gone 1" panted Bob Cherry.

“The gonefulness iz termfic!™

“Well, he's saved his bacon,” gasped
Wharton. * But we've gob old Popper's
dilnmnnr.l ; that's the chicf thing, after
ail

“And hers come the jolly old
bobbies ! said Johnny Bull, as a car
came 1n stght from the direction of
Wimford,

Wharton glanced down the road
again. Sugdon’s car had vanished in o
etond of dust. The man who had stolen
the Moonstone was gooe. DBut the

Moonstone remained; and that, after.

all, was the chief thing.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

All's Well That Ends Well ]
“E SAY, vou fellows!™

““Hallo, halloe, hallo??
“Haz he gone i’
“Ha, ha; ha !’

It was holf an hour later, Lut Billy
Bunter's door was still locked. It was
from the eafe side of the locked door
that he hailed the juniors as he hoard
them in the corridor outside his room.

“1 zay, old chaps—"

“Ha, im, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.
“Bunter’s still locked in! Come out,
Dunter "

“I say, has he gone "

EVERY SATURDAY

* Don’t you want to help collar bim ¥
demanded Bob,

“I—I can’t Gind the key. It—it's lost,
or something.,  Cf course, I'd come and
help like o shot if—if ¥ could find tho
key I pasped Bunter,

“*Ha, ha, ha '

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! o I=I ean't think what's becows of

that key——"’
::HEI.,IJ ha, ha! He's gone, fatheadI”

' gusped Dunter. * Beast!
Wiay didn’t you come up and tell me?"’
“Torgot all about you, old fat bean.”
“Yah”
“Anvhow, you can't get out of that
room if you can't find the key,”” chuckled

Bob.

: ﬂp[ﬁlmnﬂy Bunter succeeded in find-
ing the key now that he was assured
that Bugden, alias DBrown, was 2,
His door opened and the Owl of tha
Remove rolled out.

“1 say, you fellows, you—you're sure
he's gone

“He went on his top gear!™ chuekled
Johnny Bull. “He's half across the
next county by this time, with the
bobbies after him.”"

“Oh, good! I mean you were rather
duffers to let him get awar,” =zaid
Bunter. “"He wouldn’t have got away
if I'd been on the spot. But I suppose
you wera funky.'

“Ch, my hat !"?

*“Well, about that diamond=——'' said

Bunter, blinking at the grinning
juniors.

“What about the diamond?” asked
Harry, laughing,

“I'm poing to take charge of it."
eaid Bunter. “Sea? I'm going to
stick old Popper for something decens
for getting hiz diamond hack Sl:ur him.
I} shall want the <ar to-day, Wharton,
I'm going to run acrozz Kent and take
the diamond back to old Popper. Ha
can't stand me less than a fiver, at Jeast,
when I tell him how I got it away from

the thief, after a desperate struggle
and 2

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors,

* Look bere, yon heasts, where's that
diamond ?" hooted Dunter.

“The diamond has been handed over
to the police-inspector from Wimford,
you fat ass!"” said Harry, “And you've
got to make o statement. And when
old Popper hears how vou helped the
thief to get away with it I'm suro he
will be glad to sce you. Dut look out

faE his t 11
Oh!" gasped DBunter, “T—=1 don't
want to see old Popper, on

think
second thoughts. I—I shan't want the
CRT.

“IIa, ha, ha!"
THE mystory of the Silver BRox

wans a mystery no longer; and
Sir Hilton Popper, of Popper
: Court, was surprised and de-
]l%htl‘:d by the return of his famous
Moonstene, which he had almost
given up hope of ever sesing apain.
Messrs. Brown, alias Bugden, J. Jud-
son, and their associates, vanished inio
space, and Harry Wharton & Co. wero
glad enough to have heard the last of
them. . .
Their zatisiaction, indeed, woul{l have
been  complete had Dilly Dunter
vanished into space also, Bub Dunter
was & sticker; and he stuck,
TIE EHD.

{(There will be another gprand Tong
story of Hearry Wharton & Co. in next
week's DMacneT, entetled: “"HRUNTER,
THE PRIZE HFUNTEDR!™ Az it's one
of the most {ouphable ond snappiest
yarns Frank Richards hos written, pou
should make a point of ordering your
copy tn good fime.)



HERE’S AKOTHER GRIPPING INSTALMERT OF REAL THRILLS, “HUMS |

Guy Warren Atones ]
HBET how can I got him ounti”

“"What about
Why can’t you do it?”
Because I won't bo hers,”
rosponded Warren., He pressed Froser's
arm. ' Good-bye, old man—and I know
you'll do your best!"

With that he sprang to his feet and
ren out of the tent, leaving Fraser
gaping after him in blank astonishment.

Meanwhile, Paul had been taken once
more before Ali bu Radi.

“Well,” demianded the Chozen One
truculentlg, hiz eves on the boy, “have
you hearkened to the words of your
kinsman 1

“1 have,” pnswered Paul quistly.

“And are you now persuaded to
wpeek i '

“No, I''m not¥

Slowly Al bu Sadi nodded
his great head.

“It is as I thought,” he said,
an under-current of passion in
his voice. “You are all the
same, you stubborn English dogs!™

Leaning forward, ho wagged a fat
finger at Paul.

“I want to know the strength of your
company ot Zukra,” he seid harshly,
“and if they nre expecting reinforce-
ments. Also, I wish fo know whero
you were going when you were eaptured
m that Arab garb you ars wearing.
Do you answer §"

(13 ﬁfh"

wailed Fraser.

rou T
5 [

“You mecan that? This is your last
chance."

"I will answer no questions,” re-
turned Paul steadily,
With blazing eyes, which told of the
fury he was Eee ing in check, Al bu
Ea.d?i turned to ibe negroes who iwere
kolding the hoy.

“Cut out his fongue ™ he =narled.
Helpless in the vice-like grip
crushing armms, Paul's jaws wera
remorselessly forced. apart by black
fingers, in which lavy strength of steel.
He felt his tongue seized ; had o hideous
vision of gleaming steel before his eycs,

then-——"*

“ Stop, yvou devils

Faint and remoie, impinging on lus
reeling senses, Paul heard those words
and thought they were but part of this
mightmarish horror.

But they weore shouted by Guy
Warren, who, swaying on his feet and
with squat auvtomatic in his hand, had
appeared in the entrance of the tent.

“Ali bu Sadi™—his voice was but a
croak and be was like & drunken man

of

]::I

Fiendish torture 'neath the pitiless sun of the
desert awaits Paul Blake at the coming of the
dawn unless . . . .

“eall off your men, and leave the boy
alane ™
The Chosen One survered him with

a leer.
“Get back to your f{ent, QGuy
Warren,” he eaid toleranily. *"IIa has

had his chance, the dog!”

“I warn you!” Warren's voice rose
sheill and hysterieal.  *Call off vour
mon, or it will bo the worte for you |

With contemptuous shrug of his fat
shoulders, Al bn Badi turned eguin to
his pegroes who were holding Panl,

“Get on!”" he commanded.

Warren raized bis zun,

Bang !

_ Simultaneously with the reverberat-
ing echo of the shot, Ali bu Badi leapt
to his feet with a ghriek. Souealing

§ A1 |k T

{Introduction on page 26.)

like a stuck Emg. with fat little arms
clasped about his paunch, he ran blindly
around in a circle,

“Shot mo—a thouwsand devila—a-gh~
I feel the blood—"

The man's fright was pitiable. On the
game high equealing note he mouthed
threats, curzes, orders; and through his
silken robes secped werm, red blood,
which ocozed between his olasping fin
EoTE.

_ Guy Warren made no eflort to run
in that moment which remained to him

of life. He had no chance to fire a

socond shot, for the nogroes, leapin

at bim with slashing knives upraised,

gere between him and the Chosen
ne.

But this he knew; be had done all
that lay in his power—had given life
itself—to save Paul Blake,

And he had paid ell along the
lino, for hia mad folly at Greystones,
From tho night Paul had left the scheol,
there had always been with Warren
the haunting dread that some day the
truth would eome out. It had
hung over his head, driving
him to seche temporary forget-
fulness and courage in the
fiopeless mire of dissipation,
Then had come that vila com-
pact with Dolke—a compact
mada when Warren's nerves were ab
the breaking point and when the fumes
of liquer wera in his brain, .

Thiz is no n.tte:if‘pl; to justify him or
plead for him. C Was B Wrong ‘un
from the fivst, But once on the down-
ward path, the rost was pitiably easy
for one such ag he,

But to-night=—az he had snid to Fraser
=ha had suddenly scen himself for what
he was. The latont szpark of goodness
that was in him had flared into life.

His better self had come to the sur-
face at last, and without the slightest
hesitation he had given his sll to save
Paul Blake.

And Warren died, hewn down by the
vengelul knives of the Chosen One's
bodyguard.

Tune Magrer Lipnary.—No, 1,158



Frarer's Bluff !

0 say thet Frazer waea astounded
by the death of Guy Warren is
te underrate that languid ino.
dividual's emotions. He wus at

firat speechléss with incredulous horror,
thén come fear—{car for his own
gafoty.

Deathly pale, his listened to the
starcely coherent words of the Arab
:ﬂ:ﬂ.ut who brought the news to his
ent.

“He shot the Chosen One—shot himn ™
babbled tiw servant, “éo that the dog
of & Legionnaive might be saved from
the torture,”™

“And 15 All bDu Badi dead?™ de-
manded Frazer hoarsely.

“No, he lives, by the merey. of
Allah—"

“And the Legionnaire? cut ino
Frasot.

““Lies under guard,” replied the man.
“He is to die by the springing trees
at dawn.”

The springing troes |
Fraser knew full well what that par-
tieular torture was. At dawn, bound
hand and foot, Paul Blake would be
laid on the ground between two adja-
ceot palm trees. A rope would be tied
to the top of cach tree and the trees
deawn downwards. The rope of one
trec, held by strong hands, would be
attached round his neck. ‘The rope of
the other tree, around his aukles,
Then the s;lgnai would be given and
the faut trees allowed to spring back,
tearing his head from his bedy,

Earlier in the evening, before death
had come to him, Guy Warren had
stood face to face with realities, And
thus stood Fraser now.

He had been Guy Warren's friend in
Londen, and had followed whervesoover
Warren bad led. This siding with Ali
bu Sadi against the French lhad ap-
peared to the shallow and none too
soundly-principled mind of TFraser as
something in the nature of an adventn-
rous Tag.

Warren had profeszed to see nothine
wrong in it. And Mindly. Fraser hasl
necepted that dictum, not Lroubling Lim.-
self at all with either the ethics or the
rights and wrongs of the thing, And,
anvway, any faint scruples wEhi::h hee
m:g\ht have had had been swept away
by Warren's glib and pgolden phrase:

“The desert belongs to the Arvabs, and
we are aiding them in expelling an in-
voder.”

But now Fraser's eyes were open, and
stark understending bad come. He, o
white man, had deliberately zllied him-
self with black. And not to averthrow
8 tyrannical oppressor ss Warren had
averred, but te engage in a murderons
campaign of terror and carnago.

What & blind and eriminal fool he
had been!

He shuddered and turnnd away from
the Araly servant.

“"Lesve me now,” he said dully.

Obediently thoe man withdrew, leaving
Fraser alone.

What matters 1t how, alone in his
tent, Fraser spont the next hour? At
the best he was far from bLeing a
courageous soul, nor waz he of the stuff
of which herces are made.

He himself had done nothing to inenr
the enmity of Ali by Sadi. v romain
ing passive, and hy deploring the erazed
attempt en the life of the Chozen One,
he might still be permatted ta sojourn
a3 an honoured puest in the Arab en-
eampmant.

He thought of that., at, scated on

his low camp bed, with his nshen foce
cupped in shaking hands, he put temp-
tatton from him and chose ﬂ!:ﬂ harder
part. He would, no matter what tho
cast to him, eundeavour to get Paul
Blake out of the camp before dawn.
Rising a8t length to his feet with mind

made vp, he poured himself out a stiff

peg of whisky and gulped it dpwn.

“Pot-valiant only, curse you!” he
blazed in  sudden seEf-mntemﬂpt. and
hurled the empty glass to the floor,

He knew his own limitations; know
that only the courage lent him by the
raw spirit would sec him through in
the role he meant to play,

Quitting the tent, he made his way
to that in which Ali bn Sadi now Iny.
Fio he%ged permission  to &ee the
Chosgen Ons, and, after somo delay, por-
niission was accorded him.

All bu Sadi was lsing an & divan in
the darkened temt, his pross unhealthy
btk propped up by cushions. At
Fraser's entrv he rased. himself on his
clbow, scowling at the fair-haired
English youth.

“80,” he said croakingly, ¥ you come
tn me, do yout”

“I eome,” replied Frazer quickly, “to
assure vou that I had no knowledge ol

this madness which prompted my com-’

panion to attempt yoor life,  Had I
done, I would hiave warned you without

delay,”
Ali bu Sadi

cackle,
~ "Bo you say!” ke snarled,
row am I to believe you®™™

_ Fraser's voice was entirely steady as
he answored:

“You have but to seck the motive of
Warren's atterapt on your life to know
that 1 wa= no party to it.”

“Heow =0t

“fle did 1. I onderstand,” replied
IFraser, “to save the Legionnaire who
15 of hiz blood. The Legionnaire is not
of my blood. T do not konow him. 1
have never seen him., He is nothing to
1”{-}'——’:

“Yet Warren mawv have persuaded
vou to join him in this fon] and trea-
chorous offort to save the Tegionnaire.”
ek tn Al bu Badi. “VYou were his
fricnd.”

Fraser langhed, and nove will ever
know the effort it cost him., For he
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(Note read on)

laughed—a rmarthless

“But

THE MAGNET

realised to the full the deadly peril he
was in.

“If I had been with Warren in this
nttack on wvou,” ho said coolly, *I
would not have beon in my tent when it
cceurred. That much must surely be
avident to you! I ;

Alt bu Bedi glared at him with little
avi]l eyes

“By the bones of Allah!” he ewore
gratingty. “If I had really thought
vou to be concerned 1o thisz with that
treacherous viper, Warren, wou would
hiave been dead ero now.”

With a groan of pain he sagged back
on e cushions.

“Birt I do not think it,” he went on
throatily. * Warren acted alone. Any
{ﬂul”muld see that, I bold you puilt-
555,

Fraser stifled a sigh of relief, Then
la suddenly went mﬁj again, For with
a leor twisted DLy the pain of his
wound, Alt bu Sadi said:

“And yet I think T will kill you, my
friend.” o _ )
Fraser wetted his lips with the tip of
hiz tongue.

“EKill. me?"
o Fﬂi" :ﬁ"hj’ e

Agoin Ali bu Badi raised bimself on
hiz elbow_ his malignant little eyes on
the other's fnce.

“Because,” he answered, ““you are
white and T am black. That is why.
Chl and water can navor mix, nor can
white man and black. That ecurzesd
dog, Warren, proved as much to me to-

he repeated loarsely.

ni%_llt i

e relapsed then into a viclent and
blasphemous {irade against Warremn,
cprsing his soul, his bLody, his bones,
with voice which rose to shrill and hor-
rible falsetto. His squat, ugly features,
warped by pain and convulsed by fury,
were those of a fiend.

“ Master, master,” a servant pressed
forward, *bethink theo of thy wound!™

“Allah rot your eyeal” sereamed the
Chozenn Ono. *Get out of my sight!
Leave me alone! Lay one finger on
we and Tl tear wour heart from oub
your curscd body I

Ho was mad—mad with the [renzy to
which he had whipped himself. Little
fHocks of foam appeared at the corners
of hiz repulsive, slobbering mouth, and
hiz eves blazed with a glare which was
wholly bestial.

Ano  Iraszer, holding the clearer
vision which had ecome to him that
night, stood =silent and &p%allad—
appalled not by f[ear, but tha
thought that it was with mni such
az thiz that he and Warren bhad thrown
in thelir lok,

Al bu Sadi"s vila invective was tor-
Eninuted siddenly by a choking gurgle
in his throat. The flecks of foam on
his ponderous lips became tinged with
blood. tolon of the hemorrhapgo he had
braught on.

Falling limply back on the enshions,
fie dablbed at his month with a silken
handkerchief, breathing stertorously
like soane great grampus. And his
little pig-like eyes were shot with blood.

The zpasm pasted and he stretched
oat & fat and shaking hand to cluich
the wine beaker by his side.

“You'll drink!™ he gasped. “You'll
drink with me, you cursed Enf'li.*s'mnau.
You'll toast your own death, and a
merry journey !

Frazer bowed. He waz 8 doomed
man., and he knew it. And with the
knowledgoe thore had come to him a
sort of despernte courage, born In a
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passionate desire to
shaw this nonster
how an Englishman
pould die,

So, acconpanying

hizs bow with &a
short  laugh, b
said :

“I'll not refuse a
drink. For it will
be something to
boast of down In
urgatory that I

ave drunk here on
earth with Satan'=

FR¥

own blood brother !

Slowly the Chosen
One digested to the
full the insult which
lay in the words.
Then came a snarl:

"Dost want to
lose thy tongue,
thou dog " _

*I should preter
it 1o losing my
life' responded
Fraser, with a shrug
of hiz shoulders.

Al bu Sadi stared
up at him steadily,

“By Allah,” he
said gratingly, "“but
I think you will dio
harder than I
thought! You. do
not lack for nerve.”

Again raser
howed, but a close
observer would
hove noticed how
foreed  was  the
sgmile on his lips.
Turning from him, Ali bu Sodi ordered
a servant to take the wine-beaker and
fill two goblets, ome of which was
proffered to Frascr.

The latter took it with hand which,
to his intense inward gratification, was
not trembling. Then calmly he seated
himself by the side of th: divan on
which the Chosen One was Iying.

“Who gave you leave to sut?” de-
manded the obese hulk on the divan
quernlonsly.

“ None,” responded Frascr pleasantly.
“But it is' & courtesy which, in your
munificence, you will hardly vefuse o
man wheo is to die.”

Devil'as laughter showed for a momont
in the eyes of the Chosen One.

“By my fathers!” he swore. ™ But
you amaze me, Fraser. Always I have
thought you eraven—— -

He broke off, gulping down his wine
and draining the big goblet at g
dratzht.

“Fill 1 he ordered, thrusting out Lhe
rolblet fo the sorvant to bo replenished,
vob"never ouce did his eyvas stray [rom
Fra¥er’s face,

“And what iz it hike to [eel Deadl ot
your clhow, Fraser " he demanded lecr.
ingly. “Do you think of the past, or
are your thouchts on the futare*™

“Neiher!™ retorted
“They're on the infernal bad qualiny of
you wine,™

Ghastly mirth choked the Chosen One.

“What a jester ' he purgled. “Cav-
rion blood ! Bob this 1s 2 new Fraser (o
tag i

He drained and relilled the goblet,
and, rnising himself on Lis clbow,
peered at the Englishman.

“Are you not afraid of the death I
have in stove for you?”_ho demanded,
o xos” answered  Fraser  guiedly,

very much afraid.”

You do not show it!"
“Then T am fortunate,” said Fraser,
A thivd poblet the Chosen One

L]

I"rasor.,

drained, and Fraser, watching him from
under lowered lids, saw that the wine

wits begiuning to take effect,

“I must kil you~—Ah bu Sadi's
voice was thickening—* because I can
tno longer trust yon, L trusted Waorren,
and vou zaw lLow he lurned on me,
Al, what & viper to nourish in one's
bosom. But I do not want to kill you™

“Then why do sol?”

¥1 have told you why., You may
some day feel like Warren, and may
sl:oot with better aime,  What Univorsity
wore you afb in England, Fraser??

Frazer told him,

“"¥es,” podded the Chosen One
heavily, “the same one at which I was
once a student.  Buot thau is many yeors
ago, long before I heard, mm the wind
of the desert, the voice of Allah bidding
me unite the teibes and sweep the
French usurpers inlo Ihe =ca. It iz a
great mission, Ifraser.”

Iliz speech was, fop the moment, that
of an cduecated white man.

" A great mission,” he repeated, " and
one 10 which I shall triumply, Listen,
I'raser, and I will tell you something.
They've taken Zukra from me, those
cuvsed soldiers of the Legion. But to-
morrow af dawin 1 am dizpateliing two
viiouzand fghting Arvabs with erders to
retake Zukra, and o make such an
example of all prizoners that the tale
af 16 will ring throughout the warld.”

iz eves glivted and hizs thiek lips
Jrow back [rom his teoth in o snarl:

“By Allah,” he swore, with dronken
fremey, “I will show these curs of
Logionuaires what was against the Arab
15 I

Then reaction had him in its grip
acgin, and, weak and panting, ho
sought fov strength in ¢ [ourth goblet,

"I tell you about Zukra,” he =ad,
wiping Iis wet lips with the back of hias
padey hand, “hecauso you will never
live to usze the information.”

Frozer leancd fovward in Lis chair.

s G

Lurid flame spouted up from the spirit-
soaked {ent, and Fraser beaped to his feat
and dashed fer the cover of the palms!

His fingors touched the arm of the
Chesen Une.

“And if I lived, Ali bu Sadi,” he said
softly, “do you think I would use the
:'.uf«:n:m:ttt.l:u:amxI‘:f Do  you think I would
be forgetful of thoso rich trade charters
which were o be mine and Warren's
when we bad aided you in driving the
French cut of the Sgbara! Do you
think I would betray you?”

All bu Saedi stared at him  through
sprewed-up eyes, as though he were
endpavouring to focus his vision. He
was swaying o lttle, for thet fourth
goblet had brought him to the verge of
almost complete drunkenness.

“1 scarce know wha* to think,” he
mumbled, in maudlin volice I trusted
Warren, and ho tried to kil me. I
thought him my friend, ard he at
t%rgé:tla{; my life. And 1 was siways a
good friend to him.”

His voice took on a whining noto.

“¥You know I was, Fraser. [ treated
him like a brother, and—and he tried to
slay me.” A tear of sclf-pity rolled
slowly down his cheek. " And now I
am to kill you, for I can frust you no
You are like him. You hold the

more,
creed he held, You are capable of the
same act as he. I must look to my own

safoty—"

“Which i3 ever my conecern,” cut in
Fraser, pazing fascinatedly nnd with
wildly.beating heart at the now tear.
stained Taco of this strange, brutish
enigma, this Chosen One of Allah, “Your
safety means.everything to me-—wealth,
power, riches, FFor if harm comes tp
Tou, then my dreams of rich trade chas-
ters must vanish, Do you not zce, man,
how wropg you are to accuse me of tho
same treacherous thongnts as Warren?
And if you kil me you prove yourself
a coward, for you are kilhng me to end
a menace which exists only in your
imagination. You are fleeing from
what i3 not cven a shadow.”™

The Chosen One regavded him with
drunlren solemnity.

“Frazer,” he said thiekly, "on your
zsacred oalh, are you foyal to we in your
heart 79

“If you doubt it, then pluck that
knife {rom wvour belt and drive 1t
threngh wy  heart,” answered Fraser
quictly,

Tir Macxer Topmiey.—No. 1,158
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{Contingcd from provious payge.)

I'or & lonr moment there was o
wrleuer, ﬂiuc?«. wat anhcd while stared
e ench other's eyes. Then with o
hocrible erooning nui.u;, All b Baddi
fvetched ot his bomd sod strobed the
sloeve of Fraser's white tunic

*Forgive e, Frazoee,” he snid, “fopr 1
wis over h.wt}. The aftack on mme to-

night warped my judgment. Yoo ape
my friend. I kuoow that now, You

shall five Frascer. You shad not Jiel”

At the Dead of Night !

T was some twenty minutes

H that Fraser rvetoened te bis teor
Closipg the flap, he lighlod the
ernde ol bunp aed seated Diself

on his low enmnp boed,

He had won the first rowad i the
perilon: galae ho was plaving, but his
drivwn atd hagegard face gave Loken of
what the strain had been,  Before the
dawn the gaome would Le over.  He
would either have lest or won, bl this
he koew : no maebler what the cond nughl
be, he was regaining that night the man-
hood which he had all Lot lost in so
Windly fellowing thit left ol Warren,

To get Paul Blake out of the Arab
cneampment  belove dawn.  That was
the task Lo had to accomplish. .1t was
morg than ever essential now, [ur ther
waz news of the threatencd attack on
Aukra to be carried to the gawrrison of
that ill-fated desert villapge

Glanecing at his weist-watch, Frascer
raw that the hour was alimost midright,
He must act, end act of once.

Springing lo hLis feet, e commenced
to pace the floor of the fent, hands
thrust in pockets and head Lenl in
thought. Suddenly he halfed and drew
trem his pocket a crumpled piece of

later

THE MAGNET
FOR THE GLORY OF FRANCE!

paper. It was the paper which Warren
bad asked linm to give to Paul Blake,
Fraser did uwot know the contents of
thut folded nofe, He stood turning it
over in his hand, strongly fempted to
read what Guy Worren had written,

Lut no. Theve might be something
there which was meant {6r no one’s eyes
but Blake's. Se, with a wey smile at the
sirvings of his newly-found manlices:,
Fraser stulfed the note back into bix
pucket and resumed his pacing.

Then again he halted, this tme wivh
vres wgling,

“HBy Jovel”
chance I

Whecling, he crossed with rapid strido
o woere Iu;a. carp:Kit Jay nealy fokded
wt the foot of the bed. Runumaging
thvough i, he Lrought 0 lght @ zmall
fu{:lplu‘lf spivid lamg.

Fanptying his pockel-flask, b filhecd it
wich the highly sinflarnma bl spivit’ feinm
e Loy, and, ye stopperice 1., s Lapapaecid
it into lus pocket.

That «ene, he looked cavefully to Lis
puteinatic,  Phen, blowing out the light,
e threw himseli Fully- deessed . on the
vty bed. Every anjnute fie knew was
precions, but he must Eun:: his -plan af
vainpaigh worked oub.in every detiil,
He had only to make one false move,
aad e ad Pawl Blake aud the garrizon
al Aukra would porizh.

(Quictly, at length, he rose 1o his fect,
Crossing to the tent flap he drew W
atde, pecring out into the ‘:-LI.II} mp:llt
All was still and hushed. Bt “within
the hour those whoe were to mareh ut
davwn for Zukra would Le stivving,

With & voiceless prayer in his hoeart
for thé snecess of his mission. Traser
slipped from the tent, inerged with the
stmdows, and was gono.

Ou all fours, bhe riined the sheltor of
the palms which geew clostered in the
rear of the great tent of Al bu Sadi,
Tenszed, he lstened with bated breatl.
Nothing broke the deathly stitbuess

e breathed.  “1's o«

DBreathless he stood there

EVERY SATURDAY

which broeded over the sleeping endamp-
menk savo an occasiondl distant mctallie
clink: from the sentry lines, or the rekg-
less movement of seme beasy body is
the cumel enclosure ncar L.

Then cautiously, inch by inclh, foot by
foot, Eraser m:gqlud forward on  his
stomach towards the rear of the greok
fent in which the Chozen One of Allale
lay tossing in restless slumler, puarded
Dy Ieg waleful negrocs,

Renciting the icut, Fraser lay full
length on the sand, groping for his
pocket-llask,  Unstoppering it with s
teeth, he raided i, andl with elaborate
cure, poured oud the inflamnable spirit
against the fabric of the tent.

Returning, the . empry flask  to hia

pucker, he produced o smill silver poetrol

lighter which Lad heen a giff [rom
Warten, Lhere came oelick, and tho
iiny . Hurg of the burning wick wwas

laneds aned  held
against, [he spivitseaked tent

shicided by Lis cuppec
~teaclily
falwie.

A 1.|1ﬂ-ugh By maggie. Joeied flume
ﬂn outed njp.  In the glave, Frazoer leaped
ty his feet i, crouching, turncd and
dashed  for, the  cover u% the  palios,
_watehing the
writhing flames  enveloping  the  sun<
serehiul fobrie of the tent with ruenoe
i, anounting. roay.

Then from towards the sentey linws
canwe # hionrse shout, - followed by (e
sharp report of o nmsket, 1t was the
alarue ]{ﬂumug._r shovting men, silhon-
ctivd in the leaping {lnmes, eonverged
on the blazinge tent, and within a few
seconds of the alovm being soundcd the
CAIp W3 in L upronsy,

Hreulmm; from cover, unnoliced and
|gnuu-d in. fhio F:'|1|ﬂ[-:|||u|‘||||rn I rnsere arae
fowairds “the tent=in which Paul Bluke
Jay boyud.

(s a hold slep to lake, Pt o,
efimsd ,Ffa.! I o & I'H-I'-"'f.-.f 5 ﬂ'ﬂ!‘u-
] i‘nw! {0 ifeeom g,u.m Lo swre you real
how " hi favia da wéxt oweel’s theilling
Tientulment—i will*grip’ you no el })
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Scoutmaster Birchemall’s first “ good” deed is to assist a bandit
to rob a bank! But Jack Jolly & Co. put paid both to the
bandit and Birchemall as a Scoutmaster!

HERE'S A THRILLER FROM THE PEN OF DICKY

AL

LIy BT )

!

i

i ikl

L1 HEaN ey

H.__.
n UICK maveh 1™
The deffening order rang
out acrosa ithe old quad at
: St Bam's,

The 8t. HBam's Boy Reouts, under the
teaderehip of Juck Jolly of the Fourth,
were eojoying a spot of drill before
dinner.  And a very smart lot they
Mwu#@m, H_W_ ﬁwzu.ww_ﬁaﬂ shirts and neat,
1t somewhat gri shortas,

i

The order left Jack Jolly's lips like
a boolet from a gun,

“ Dig—*

Az enlitened readers will perceeve,
the hero of the Fourth wos just about
to say “Dismisza ¥ Dut befora hiz lips
could {rame tho second sillybull of that
word thers came un uneggspected
intarripiion,

A weerd lanky Bgger, with a long
white beard trailing dewn his chest
camao sprinting across from the School
Jouze.

It was tha Head himself.

OF eourae, the 5t., Bam's Seouts weore
not o bib surprised to see the Head.
Lir, Birehemall was always shoving his
nase 1o where he wasn't wanted, and 1t
wonld have been surprising if he had
left the Scouts zlone for long.

Wlhat surprizsed them was the eggstra-
ordinary change in his appearance since
breakfast-time,

As o rule, the Head wore an
accademick gown and cap:; these gar.
ments, set off against his mﬁmww:_
beard, long red nose, and ennning hitle
beady eyes, made him a figger of
Eum.mmmn..n# dignity.

ut now, tho zomber, dignified cap
and gown had gone, and in their place
wera—really, the Sconts couldn't help
rubbing their eyes '—the shorts and
broad-rimmed hat of a Boy Scont!

It wan absurd, of eorse—incredibla!
Dut, nevertheless, 1t was frue. e
Birchemall had turned up in the full
rig-out of o Boy Scout!

The Hend marched through the

Tie Macxer Lismany.—No, 1,158,

De. BIRCHEMALL |
SCOUTMASTER,

EEEE |

eurious erowd of sightseers, grinning ol
over Ins dile with evvident sattisfaetion.
“Good-morning, boys[” he bawled,
“"And now, if you dea't mind, a Troop
salute for your new Scontmaster !

The 5t. Bam’s Beouts jumped.

"Our new whatter?” gaspod Jack
Jally.

“Your new Scountmaster! I didn't
mention 1t before, thinking to keep it
a3 o plessant surprise for you, Now
I'll -tell you.  Just to encurridea the
cause of tho Boy Scouts at 8t SBam’z 1
have decided to appeint mysoif Scout-
master.  1've now turned up to take
over the Treop”

“ But—but you can’t, =ir 1" cried Jack
Jally,

The new Scoutmaster’s grin van-
nished.

“Oh, cen’s 11" he asked:; and now
thers was an unplezzant ring in his
voloe, Y WWell, that meerly goos to
show that you still have a lot ta learn,
Jolly. 1 eggspected grattitude; but,
grattitude or not, I'm not going to
turn bhoack now | Fall in with nwm rost 1

“But I'm a patrol-leader 1" ohjected
Jack Jolly.

“You meen you WERE a patrel-
loader I' corrected the Head blandly.
" Now that I am in charge of the Troop
all distinetions are going to be
abolished, I myself shall be Scout-
master, patrolleader, second snd High
Commissioner all  rolled iuto one!
Fall in 1" .

“But we wersn just going to  dis-
g5 =—

“Fall v, Jolly, or ton and I will
fall out }* thundered the Head, * And
now, boys, I am geing to drill von
for an hour.”

“Oh, erikevy! What ahout dinner®"
velled out Tobby DBaveell indignant]e.

The new Heoutmaster grinned.

YI've had my dinner, thanks, so it
dnzzent matter at all!  Now then—
T'roop, "zhun 1

Thore was nothing else for it but to
abey the ecder, so the indigpant Doy

Sconts shunned, FThey conld, of corse,

have " shpuned @
the Hezd, but thet
would heve  been
asking for trouble,
and  they didn't
want to get the old
fogoey's rag out.

or the best parg
of an hour D
Birchemall kept-
them hard at it in
the quad. The juniors had the mortifi-
cation of watehing all their pals go in
to feed their faces, while they exercized
their lims.

Qur heroes were beginning to wonder
whether the new 8t Bam’s Sconimaster
intended carvying on for the rest of
the day when Buorleigh of the Rixth,
the rugped hkaptin of the Shool, came
tramping oul of the IHouswe,

Burleigh stared in suwrprise at the
uneggspected  sight presented by the
Head. Then, after pawsing for sevverul
seconds, he strolled over.

“Excuse me, sir——" he began, with
a elite coff,

Scontmaster Bircheniall turned round

E.ﬁr:ﬁmu?

“Ah, DBurleigh! Come to join the
Sconts 7 he asked, jenially,

The kaptin of St. Sanm’s larfed.

“Not eggeactly, sir] I came to find
out why these juniors Ladn't turned
up for dinner,

“The egrsplavation i3 obviows pow
Burleizh .m_mmj | So
.~ Oh, aquite z2a.idl Eurleigh
“Appavently yvom ara saffering from
one of your periodical attacks of in-
sunnity, and these boys are your
viktiinz 1™

“Ha, ka, hat” roared Jack Jolly and
hiz Seouts,

The Head blushed skarlet,

“Hilencel Burleizh, what ever pives
you to suppose that L am potty ¥ DPre-
sumably that is what you mcan,'

BPurleigh’s eyes shrayed over the
Head's unuzual uniform.

“Well, what eise do you cggapect a
man to thiuk, sir, when you turn out
in_this weerd clobber?” he demanded.

Dyr. Birchemall sniffed.

“¥ou are singularly dense, Burleigh,
for the kaptin of a grate public skool,”
o remarked: “Do vou not reckernize
that the ' weord clobber * I am wearing
13 the uniform of the Boy Scoutsi™

Burleigh started.

“Why, so it 13, sir| Thon—then that
Hied ng—""

“It means, Buarleigh, that I bave
lecome Scoutmaster of the St. Sam's
mn.ﬂu.umn_uﬂ ts Mh_b H

“Ha, ha, ha!" wvelled Burleigh,

“My dear Burleigh—" 5

“Ha, ha, hal!” sghricked Burleigh,
“Fansy an old villain like you joining
the Boy Seouts!”

Dr. Birchemall frowned.

“You insinnate that I am a villun,
Burleigh! That base insinuation I hurl
back in your tceth with shkorn. DBut
even if T am a villan, T don't see that
that stops mo ,ME_E_W the Boy Scouts.”

“Well, it jolly well does, anyway!”
said Burleigh, wiping the tears of
merrynrent from his eyes. “Tnless vou
do one pood turn a day it's simply im-
posatbul for you to boe a Scoutmastor.
And you don't do o good {urn once a
vear, 1f you can help it1™

The Head's jaw dropped 2 little,

“*Is this homngr bright, Durleigh?
Arr I really eggepected to do one good
furn a day while I'm in the Scouts?”

* Honuest Injun, sirl That's right—
an't it yvou kids i

“¥es, rather P showled Jack Jolly
and hiz echums,

For a momonk the Head was non-
plugsed. Then he smiled again,

“Oh, well, after all, that can easily
ho mannidged,” he said. “Good turns,
I muzt admit, are hardly in my line,
but if it i3 really nmecossary 1 suppose
I can do one. I'll trot off now and see
what I can do.”

“Can we have our dinner, sir 1™ asked
.H:_.u._uum. Barrell.

And, much to the rolicf of the Scouts,
the Hend answered:

(1] J.u..._ul._.mnuu

“But mind you parade lhere again
at 2.38% this afternoon ! he added. *1
intend {o ecarry out some mangovers,
and all Secouts will be cpgspected fo
furn up or be birched bluck ond blue.”

With that the Head marched off, and
the hungry Boy Beouts streemed in to
eoissiie what few crumbs remained in
the dining-hall,

II.
12 ONE that good turn vet, sir?”

w askod Jack Jolly, as the Head

cantared on the scene prompt
at 2.39;.

H“q. Birchemall shook his head vigger.
oirsly,

“1 am sorry to inform you, Jolly,
that the deed has nob yeoi been did.”

“Then, in thet case, sir, I'm afraid
the orthorities won't reckernise you s
a Scoutmaster,” chockled the kawtin of
tlhe Fourtls, * May we dismizs now, and
carty on without you®"

“ Na, Jolly, yvou may nol ™ thundered
the MHead, his bearg farely boistling
with dignation. * By [are means or
fonl, T intend to do a pood furn to
somebody fo.day. Az nobody at St
Zam's teams to want any help, I pro-
pose to go to Mupegleton and nd some-
hody i need of a good turn there.
Chuick march ™

And with a look of stecly dotermina.
tion in hiz skollerly dile, Dr. Birchemall
tell tn 2t the head of s Troop and led
the vway down to the gates.

NUGENT, BOYS! YOU KNOW HIS STUFF |

Tha 5t. SBam’s Bov Scouls felt them-
selves go hot and cold by {urns on the
march to Maggleton. They were very
provd of their smart appearance, and
te be disgraced by the preszence of a
weerd-looking freal like Dr. Bivehiemall
was no joak.

Mugegleton was roached nb bast, awnd
the Head set about finding somvcole Lo
whom he could do a good turn.

“&tay here, ail of you, whila I prosced
to .do my gdgod turn for the day,'"” he
instructed, before he left the Troop,

Having giveén that commantl, Dr.
Birchemel! waved his Bony hand in a
feeblo attemipt at a salute and marched
off on lLis own.

“"Well, of all the idiois!” cggsclaimed
Alerry disgustedly, as he watched the
retreating hgger of the Head.

“What about a.rebellion®™ sujjested
Gright, a desprit light in hizs eyes.

But Jack Jolly shook his head.

“No need for that yet, old ehap.
Let's stand by for a while. [ belecve
that if we pive the old josser ropo
enuff, he'll hang himself 1"

And as events turned out, Jack Jally
was right.

After leaving the St. Sam’s Scouls,
D, Birchemall walked to the aihor side
of the old High Street of Mupgleton
and stopped bLelore a prosperous-locking
jentleman who was airing himsclf in
the spring sunshine.

“Can I do you a good turn, sir?’ ho
asked affably.

The jentleman looked rovnd and
[rowned.

"Not to-day, my man.
curridge tramps. Hook it 1™

._.n.l.—w_luT-u.

" Hook 1t belore I call o pevliceman
said the jentleman menacingly.

And the Head, cn second-thoughts, de-
cided {o hook it, after all. Ha halted
near a motor-car which bad just pulled
up outside tho local bank. A zinister-
locking figger was just gelting out.
'The jentleman in question wore o black
mask and earried & vevalver in one hand
and a baz marked “SWAG in the
ather.

Mozt educated prople would have
reckernised him at ones as a  Dbank-
robber. Bul the lead was inclined Lo
be a litfle hazy over worldly affairs and
b suspeckicd nothing.

“"Eggscuse me, 5iv, but ¢an I do you
a good turn®’ he pshed ssluling,

_The masked bandit started, then his
lips twisied into an exil smile,

“Oh, rather!” Le zaid, “Cun you
drive s ecar?”

“Like a erack racing deiver!
thra Tlend moddesily.

“Then wait ontsude this bank in my
ear, ready 1o drive off the mstant 1
reionrn. '

“"With plerrare " assented the Tead,
defiled to lnd sonicane at last fo whom
he could do a good turn, " Yoo will
not be long, T trussed ¥

“Just long ¢l to enable e to onl-
[oet some mwunny 1™ grinned the jontle-
rman i the mask.  “Dou't forpet fo
drive like the very dickens when I jump

¥

1

I dou't en-

L]
-

=t

replied

I won't ™ promized the llead, as he'
elimbedd into tho driver's seat,

And he wailed sercoely il the bank-
roliber cama ot = oain.

A few minmts Litey there was a fonr-
ful rumpnz in the Bant.

Crazh ] Bang ! Wallop!

“Ielp! Yaracoe! Taegpgo! Porlice!™

And go ol o foeretin

Boon alfer (hat the masked handit
calne rushing out, a «smaking revalver
i one hand and a buleing sack in the
oo, :

o ow i
[

Inuncjaiely the car was leaping for

e velled, leaping wro e

5

ward down the High Street, lurchivg
perilously from one side of the street
to the other uvnder the conlrol of the
Head's skilled hand.

By the look of things, the bandit hed
an cggsellent chance of getting well
away with his hawl., The local perlice,
being all asleep just then, were power-
lese to interfore.

But the theef, who was already rub-
bing his hands in gleeful :.m:Ew“ had
reckoned without the Bt. Sam's Dny
Seonts.

Immejately he caw that masked ligges
leaping into the car, Jock Jolly calised
what was the matter,

“A bank robbery!” ha eggsclaimed.
“And the Head iz assisting ! Seoutz !
Are wa all prepared?*

And the answer was vnanimaoas.

*Yes, rather!"

As the car came whizzing by thoy
forely flung themmselves ot it, regardless
of n.,.mEEwﬂmnb.?u.

The astonizhed bauk-robber suddenly
found fying Lggers aliting on his car
from zll dircetions, Muttering [ecrcoe
curses, he raiscd his ortomellbick.

Bang, bang, hang!

Three deadly boolets found billets in
_,_.._.n_“.m,_ and Merry and Bright respee-
ively.

Were aur heroce dismayed? Nab o bit
of it]! Aftor contemptoously epgstraci-
ing the boolots from the fourarms amd
chest where they lay bereied, Jaclk Jolly
& Co. flung thomselves intoa the {rav
with renewed vigger. Doolet wounds
were like a tonnic to them on occasions
like this.

In less than a minnit the theef was
lying at the bottom of the car, trussed
ﬁ.w like a foul, while the Beouts cheered
like anvthing.

The E::gw& the cheering made the
Head look round, and the old fogey
nearly juinped out of the cor os he saw
Joack Jolly & Cao,

“Yhat the merry dickens have vou
done te my Iviend from the bank?" he
tlermancdod.

“1le's lying here, trussed wp like a

forl 1™ was Jack Jolly's answer, and
then ihe kaptin cf the Iourth
cggapleined,

At the thonzht that he had heen help-
ing a bank-robber the Head's foce
turped garstly white.

“Do—de yon think they'll charge me
with complissity 7" ho asked [earinlly.

“Bhouldn't be surprised ' answered
Jack.

“PBat I'm innosent—honnest Tujun! 1
was ouly trying to do a good turn !

" Better not tell that to the perlice !
larfed Jack Jollv. “If vou take my
advice, sir, ¥on'll hop it and change
inte  other  clobber  belore  you're

E..?.EE.E&_:

"My hat! Tl certainly buzz off &t
ance and do as you snjjest " gasped ihe
Head. And hwe did so.

Jack Jolly drove the ear back to Mug-
eleton in btrivef; and the Scoutls, of
porge, wore overwhelmoed with congratu-
lationa..

The theol was sendtenced to  forty
years”  hard laboor, 2nd the .“._E.,m;”_
apinion was that he had got off lightly.

Az for the lead, his first tazk on
arriving back at 5t Bam's was to burn
briz Eeoutb kit.

The ruin of Dr. Birchemall as Secont-
nrastor bad ended, end for Jock Jolly
& Co, the gun shone cnee more!

(Neet werll’s Macwkrr will confoin
Arnatier topging “HNal Smiftes™ yorn Iy
Foly Clhepry,  Nede fthe fifle, elinma:
“PHE GYEMAN CHICKET SEAN
il prepre yawrself for e real gogd
fecall)

THE EXD.



