


YOUR EDITOR CORDIALLY INVITES YOU TO—

E.CA4.

THE firat lotter in my posthag this

week comes from ' Inguirer,” of
His query ¢Ooncerns

Swanaesa.
RAILWAY SPEED RECORDS.

As you oll know, & little while oge a
train of the Londen and North Lsstern
Raiiway broke all existing speed records
by putting wp the extremely fine per-
formance of 108 miles per houwr. * In.
quirgr * asha me if I can tell him some-
thing about how this compures with
“eruck " trains in other parts of the
warld, :

The previouns fastest speed to this
was put up by a G.W.R, engine, which
travelled at 02 m.ph., between Ply-
mouth and Paddington. Tho Chelten-
ham Flier averages over 71 m.p.h. on ita
regular runs. The streamlined American
Diesel train, Zephyr, maintained an
averaga of 77 m.F. . on a trip from
Denver to Chicago last year. The Flving
Hamburger, running on oil, runs between
Berlin and Hamburg at a speed ol over
77 m.p.h. and touches 100 m.p.h. ot times.
The fastest electrified traim  speed s
reached on the Parig.Ocleans railway, in
France, with 93 milea per hour, )

But =0 rapidly are our railways in-
erensing their speeds that it i3 guite
possibla that all the above may he eclipard
in a very short space of time,

Have you ever heard of

** ROOF-TOP RABBITS ™ ?

One of my Swansea readera has heard the
ox ion, and wonders whab it means.
Well, during the siege of Paris, when focd
was extremely scarce, people ate all
manner of thin en domesatic animals.
Some bright spark hit upon the idea of
serving cota as food ; but, as tho n:!m- of
eating & cat was not particularly relished,
tha poor animal was re-christened a * roof-
top rabbit ! " Tneidentally, do you know
that ox-tail was never used as a food until
the siege of Paris §  Previous to that,
ox-tails had always been discarded by
butehers, but the peopls of Paris were so
hungry that they started eating tho tails

—and diseovered them to ba  wvery
palatable. 8o if it hadn't been for the
piege, no ono would have sampled ox-tail
Eﬂllp+

T 2 recent exhibition in Lomdon, [

saw gome of the
WONDERS OF MODERN
TELEGRAPHY,

which might interest my readers. Do yon
mow that it is possible to send a message
to New York and receive a reply within
two minwtes 7 This is made possible by
the Beam wireless scrvices. Furthermore,
not only photographa can be sent by
wireless, but also facsimiles of writing, so
that it is possible for a person’s ordinary
handwriting to be sent by this method.
Tre MaiGurr LiBRARY.—No. 1L417.

~ Come Into the Office,
Boys—and Girls!

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
A stamped addressed envelope will

Write to him : Editor of the

ensure a reply.

One of fthe most remonkable nchieve-
ments in the history of telepraphy was the
sending of o film from Australin, The
film woas transmitted pletuwre by picture,
and the whole thing was completed in &
few hours, and subsequently shown in
cinemas all over this country. Before
iong it will be possible for a film that i
“shot " in IHollywood to be sent to
Britein almost immediately, and to be
printed in this country within a few hours
of s ponting m America.

Tn responze lo many requests {eom
readersz, I am piving a few more

THINGS YOU'D HARDLY EELIEVE.

Gold has Been Recovered from Dust !
The dust in a faciny in America was
found to contain wminuto particles of pold.
By means of vacuwum cleaners, gll 1tho dust
was extracted from the oaken floors in
which 16 was ¢mbadded, and gold to the
value of aver £300 was recovered. The
foctory hail enco been used for jewel-
making, and ail this wealth hed remained
in the dost for vears.

Coffes is Bright Red in Colour ! When
they ave gathered, coffee berries are red.
Tt s only after heinx sovted, shelled, and
drimd For two weelks that they tuin brown.

The Oyster that Swallowed 2 Fish1l A
fish attacked an woyster. The oyster

romptly * swallowal ™ the fish by closing
its shell.  Batthe tish bad its revengs, and
ate the oyster. Hub ik conldn’t get oub of
tha shell, and 16 remained there until a
fisherman found tho shofl, opencd it—and
discovered the fish !

The Shortest Leiters Ever Written !
Yictor Hupgo, the Fanous French author,

wrote o hia ypublisher to indguire about

_ This wes
Their renly was

hiz hook ' Les AMiserables™
what he wroto=—""1",
_1! ! !!.

A Spake Can Fly ! A very rare snake,
found only in Java omd Malaysin can
flatten itself out like a ribhon, and fly
from tres to e, Attempts have heen
made to brirg spocimens of this snale to
Englond, but thcy Lave always died in
iransit,

Two and Two HMake Three-and-Four-
Fifths ! Jf vou mix two quarts of alechol
nrck fwo a3 of water, o contraction of
volume fakes ploee, and the mixture
becomes albonh foar ger cend lezs than the
total amount you have mixed.,

— r——

BEEADEER from Souils
writes 1o a2k mo

WHAT IS5 A COFFERDAM ?

1t iz 0 water-tight enclosure, nsed in laying
fourndlations of bridges, piera, and so0 on.
But you will also find gofferdama in oil-
carrying steamers. In this cazo it B a
eormpartment  which runs the whole
breadth of the ship, cutting off the cargoe
frorn  the beiler rooms. Oi, being
extremely inflamimakle, must not be

Wales

and if the oil tanks were near the
rooms, an explosion might result.
fore, tho cofferdom ia filled with water,
which absorbs tho heat from tho boiler
room, and thus prevents it {rom getting
to the cargo.

A Dorsetshire reader puts the following
guery to me :

WAS STONEHENGE BUILT BY THE
DRUIDS ?

Many peoplo believe thut it wos, but there
is ne wvalid reason for supposing thatb.
Htonehenge belongs to an epocly far earlier
than any Draidissa of which record
remaing, It iz estimated that Stonehenge
wad built as long ago as 1700 B.C., or In
Neolithio timea. Diruids used Stone-
henge, but it was standing there long
belore they arrived. Probably the question
a3 to who actuclly built Stonehenge will
naver ba satisfactorily answerad.

allowed to he heated over a certain %intr.
lar
Theoes

Just to finish off my little chat, T will
givea few more interesting facts about

SURNAMES AND THEIR MEANINGS.

Bishop. This name does not always
mean that the original bearer of it was
actusdly o bishop., Many names like Lhis
were given to tho men who j;lﬂ.yﬂd paria in
ithe old miracle plays, and the surmama
‘* Bishop * could have been handed down
by the man who played that character,

Saller indicates that its first hearer was
a trader in salt. But it is also derived
from the Latin sallare, meaning to dance.
S0 the bHrst Salier might have been a
dancer,

Stoft iz an old English neme and is
derived from * stot,” meaning a stallion
or & bullock. Its original owner mush
have been a pretty hefty fellow.

Chaplin is derived from *caplin™ or
* capeline,” a skull-cap which was worn by
koights in the middle ages. Thus the firsk
Chaplin was most probably a knight.

Todd criginally meant a fox. * Ted-
hunter,” therefome, is a fox-hunter.

Parker was & man who kept the wooda
and game in order. Fark and Parkman
are other variations of the same name.

Hawker meant & man who was in chargo
of hawks, or whe dealt in them., Haw
and Hawkes are vartationa of the name.

Faleoner is a sunilar nama to tho above,
but means that ita originol bearer was
connected with faleonas, Somotimes,
however, it i3 derived from Fule, which waa
the name of the Dukes of Anjou.

And now for mextk week's tip-top
Bﬁ me, Frank Eichards con always
epended upon to producs the finest of

all boys' stories, and next weelk's longe
complete tals of Harry Wharton & Co., of
Greylrisrs, is no exception. It iz entitled =

““ QUELCH'S EASTER EGG I ™

and if any other author can pack more fun
andd amusenment—not to montion a pro-
portion of thrills in any ona story, I
should like to meet him and shake ham by
the hand ! Tt's o great yarn, chums, and
it ia well backed up by our other splendid
features. Order wyour copy in advance,
and don't run the nisk of the MacxET being
sold out !

Thers are exeiting situations =alore in
next week's chapfers of * The Hea
Spider ! 7 The ™ Greyfriars Herald ™
supplement Js a real corker, too. Noxt
pommes ' Linesman’s V' intercsting Soceer
talk. In addition to all this there will be
the first of a grand new featurc under the
heading of * Greyiriars Inferviews,” by
the Creviriars rhymester. Could you
wish fer a Ligger emd brighler iwo.
peonyworth ¥ Ll say nol

VOUR EDITOR.
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—HARRY WHARTON & C0O,, THE CHEERY CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Mysterious Motorist !

[ NY port in a storm 1" said Bob
A' Cherry.
“But—" murmurecd

Harry Wharton.

"Where's the harm "

“Nowhere, but—"

“Want to get wetter P

“Na, fathead ; but—"

The Famous Five, of the Grevfriars
Bemove, came to o halt, They stood,
damp and digmal and uneomfortable in
pouring rain, .

The April sky had been bright and
fair when they started on a ramble after
class. But April weather was a littlo
vnrelinbie. ) _

April showers they did not mind, DBut
this was not a shower. It was a down-

ur.

And they were a good mile from the
school. To save time, they had taken
s short ¢cut, by a narrow lane that
wound through Friardale Wood. In
that narrow lane it was surprising to seo
o ear parked,

But there it was! Somebody had left
hiz ear there—a little green Austin.
There was no shelter at hand—the weep-
ing branches offercd little or none. Tho
Greyfriars juniors wera wet, and get-
ting wotter. There was only one dry
spot in the whole vieinity—and that was
the interior of the carl Hence Bob's
sugEestion that theyr shonld take refuge
in it, and wait for the rain to stop |

“Why not?’ demanded Bob woarmly.
“It won't de the ear any harm to sit

iinit, I suppose! Cars were made to ha
eaf 1n.''

* But—" gaid Harry again,

e looked up and down the muddy
lane. There wos no sign of the owner
of the car. Why it was parlied there

Was t;luih:- & mystery, Unless some lover
of Wature had left it there while ha
went for a ramble in the spring-scented
woods ! But in that case, surely ho
would have hurried back to its shelter
when the downpour ceme on.  Anshow,
there it was, and Bob's hand was
already on the door handle.

“ After all, the motorist won't mind if
ha comes back and spots us in his car !
said Frank Nugent. * Why should Lie !

*The whyfulness is terrific 1" assented
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.

“MNot if he's a decent chap!™ said
Johnny Bull.

FROM FATHER-—

“If you are GUILTY, I have

no desire to save you! But if
you are NOT GUILTY face the
police like a man [ **

—TO SON

L

“If woe could see him and nsk per-
mizsion—" said Harry Wharton.

“But wo can't 17

Bob opened the door. There was not
much room for five fellows in the little
Austin.  Still, it was possible te cram
i1

Bob Cherry settled the matter by get-
ting in. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh fol-
lowed him, end then Frank Nugent—
then Johnny Bull.

“Staying out in the rain, old boean ¥
asked Bob, with a grin.

“"Well, T'd rather have aslked leave”
said Wharton, “But, after all, there's
{:ﬁ harm done if we sit in the car for a

it.."

And he crammed in after hiz friends
and shut the door.

There was no doubt that it was much
leasanter inside the ecav. The ram
wat down on the roof with o noiso Ililm
hailstones. The windows were mmsty
with it. Little rivulets of rain ran down
the lane. Tt was coming on thicker and

thicker. Friardale Wood, so pleasant
and sweot-sconted an hour ape, was s
weeping wilderness,

“After all, 1t won't last long!” re-
marked Harry Wharton, “We may Lo
clecar before the man comes back ! Can't
mnagine why he's left his car here.”

“Bit of luck for usz that he did " gnid
Nugoent.

W ez bt it's add.”

It cortginly was odd. No motorist
who knew the neighbourheod would
have thought of getting his ear through
that narrow, winding, vutty lane, little
more than & cart-track. And a motorist
who did not know the neighbourhood
could hardly have known that the lanoe
was therae at all.

However, odd as it was, the chhums of
the Remove were glad of the shelter,
Harder and harder the rain beat on the
roof,

Wharton rubbed a space clear on the
misty glass, to wateh for the roturn of
the motorist. No doubt the man would
ba surprised, when he ecame, to find his
car packed full. Immediate explana.
tion and apology would be due; and
VWharton could only hope that the owner
of the car would prove to be a good-
tompered and good-natured man., If he
torned ont otherwise, the situation would
be & litile awkward.

But the Aprl ramstormy,  thovgh
ficree, was short-lived., The heavy
beating on the roof diminished to a
light patter. The torrents ceased to

Tug Magxer Liprany.—INo. 1,417.
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dash down on the rmddy earth, A
glimmer of sunshins camea through 1lin
banks of clowls over Friardale Wood.

“Hullo, somchody’s coming 1™ said
Harry Wharton swddenly.

The lignre of a man appeared in
sight, coming up the lane with swift
steides,  Ie reached the ear almost as
soon as Wharlon spoticd him,

That he was the owner of the ear was
cloar, for he stopped as soom as hin
reached it and toened towards it

From nsule, the Groyfriars fellows
il a clear view of him—a man who
lonked ahont forty, with a short, black
heard, amd a enrly, black moustache,
that gave hun a forcign leck. e wore
gold-rimmed  glasses, ithat glimmered
vieler o Homburg hat pulled low,

That ha had been out in the rain was
evident, for his light coat dripped with
water, his hat was drenched ; alse, thers
was an extremely bad-tempered oxpres-
sion on his fnce. Tlo did not, as Whar.
ion had hoped, look a good-lempered o
good-natured man !

Obviously, he was nnaware ihat any-
ona was in the car. Ife pulicd the door
open quickly, and zave a jump at the
sight of five faces looking ab him from
the interior.

“Horrv, sie? =aid ITarry Wharton,
colouring, "1t was rather a cheok, I
Jsup]pusn, but finding the car here wo
tonl shelter from the rain”

"Tho sorrowhilness s
csbecmed  sahib 1" declaved
Jamset Ham Singh.

We're ready Lo get out!™ added
MNugent,

The motorist did not speak.

e staved at the Greviriara juniovs,
not through, but over the gold-rimmed
rlasses o his noso.

It scemed to tho pnzeled jnniors that
there was reengnition in his look;
though they were coriain thak they had
never scon tho  blackdbeavded  man
hefore.

Wheiher he knew 1he sehoolhoys by
sight or not, it was plain that the man
wag savagely angry at finding them in
hia car,

He opened lis Lips as if Tor an ond-
burst of angry words. Bot belove hoe
had nilered o ward hoe somnnd to ehanpge
Lis mind, for he did not speak. 1o
slepped back to allow room for ibe
janiors to got oul, and pestureed {o then
angrily fo leave the carv.

pa after snother the FPamons Tive
ok nut.

All of them were feeling very uncom-
foviable:  almost—though not  guite—
wizhing that they had stayed out in the
vain, LThey lelt a goodl many mnddy
footprints anside.  Btll, there was no
redl havia dene, and no aeccasion, = far
as they could see, for savage avger and
arnoyvance,  Aimd why the angry man
didd net apealk was a enrious pozzle—
muless he was dumeby, which was Liardly
proballe,

“Wo hope you'll exense ws, cir, for
making free with vour ear,” said Havres,
when they were outside. It was pone-
g lemed ; bt you koow thai, as ron
seem to have been ook in it Wo—
My, oy hatt Ow”

The back of an avgey Land slruck
Lim across the face.

Wharton staggered back in rage and
ainazencnk.

“You checky rolier!” roared Db
Cherry.

By Jove " Wharton recovered hime
self and leaped fowavds the black-
bearded man, his fista clenched and his
eyes blazing. “ You rotten ruflian—-="

But be jumped back again as the man
mntu]’gﬁrl a heavy spanner from the esr
and lifted it as if to strike.

Over the gold-rimmed glasses his eyes
wera glilkering,  Biill, stranga as it was,

Tne Aadxer Linary.—MNo. 1,417,

terrifie,
Hurreo

THE MAGNET

e elidd mal spealc ! A staviling thonghb
came into the wids of the junmars—that
Iz was not gquite in his right mind.
There was something strange and almost
uncanny m his silent rage.

Wharton checled his angry indigna-
tion.

" lame on, you men?” he mutterced,
“Lot’s got outof this1™

The Famouas Five tramped down the
lane, under the last showering drops of
rain, A bond of the lane lud the car
from them in o fow moments. As they
tromped on they heard the sound of the
hlack-hearded man starting tho cngine.
But the ecar did not pass them. It
pranted  and  {hndded away uwp the
muddy lano in the opposite direetion.
Iorry Wharton rui::hmll his chicek where
a red mark had been left by that savage
back-hander. )

“That's a jolly queer merchant |7 said
Frank Nogent. " Potiy, I should think [*

I seemcd to me as if he koew us by
sight,” said Harry zlowlv.

“Weo don't know him I*

“Never seen him before that I know
of. Glad to be shiut of him, ab any
rate I growled Wharton., “ After all, I
suppose wn had no right in his car
You're rather a fathead, Bob!”

“Hamo to yvou, old chap, and many of
them 1 answered Bob affably. “Halle,
lmilui hallo! Thoe jolly old sun's coming
ont !’

And the chums of the Remove walked
back to Greyfriars in bright April
sunsline,

THE SECOND CHAFPTER,
Spotied !

ORACE COKER, of fhe Grey-
H friars Ififth, gave a sudden
start, and pricked up his cars,

IIr Tooked round quickly.

His friends, Dottér and Grecne,
glanead at hiny, wondering what was tho
maiter with Coker. The sndden excite-
ment  in Herace's face showed  that
somelhing was the martter, though the
other two seniors of Greyiriars could not
maete what 16 was.

Coker & Co. were in the tea lounee ot
Chunkley's Stores, in Courtfield, LThe
siscbden rain storm wiuch had canght
Harry Wharten & Co. in Friardalo
Wood had caught Caker & Co, in Conrt-
fickd High Street. Dut they had found
a rather more commaodious refuge than
a little Austin car. It was ncar tea-
time, and Coker suggested stepping into
{hunkley's to tea. Never had Coker
made a more weleome suggestion 1o his
fricmls, Generally  they  regarded
L oker's uleas as asinine, if not actually
pottv. FBut  there were thnes when
lorace was sivuck by a really bright
iden, and this was one of Lhe times.

SBeated in that well-appointed lounge,
wh ora evervihing was dono in first-class
and expensive skyvle, the three Fifth
Form men enjoyed an ample and ex-
pensive tea. At such moments Coker
was guile popular with his pals, and
they iele that friendship with Colker was
not wholly a weary burden,

"Thers were plenty of other prople in
{ha  tra  lounge.  Clmnkley's  was
generally well patronised in the after-
noon. At a little tabie near ihe (hreo
sab an old gentleman with wlite hair
anrd whiskers and beard—a very vener-
able-looking old gentleman.

Hao had glanced at the Greyfviars
fellows several times with a disapprov-
ing eye. Coker’s voico was loud, and
by never thonght of subduing it where-
ecver e found himsclf. Poller and
Creene rather  wished  that  Coker
wouldn't shout, bt they conld ]mrdlly
felt him =0, in iho civenmstances, It
Jdrew somoe atieniion {o their table, and

gave people pencrally the mnpression
that they were a parly of noisy school-
boys. Coker, if he noticed, did net
mind at all. Potter and Greene minded
it, but it could not be helped. The
grub, foriunately, was good, and as
Coker was standing the spread it was
up to them to stand Coker.

Coker had, in fact, noticed Lhe white-
bearded old gent, and had cauplt lus
disapproving cye. He did not mind in
the icast, so far as that went; Lot he
was not  pleased. Coker, for somne
reason known only to himself, regarded
himzelf as above criticism, and cortainly
lic was not going to take any notice of o
“dashed old beaver.®

So Coker talked on regardless, giving
Potter and Greene, and most of tho
other patrons” of tho tea lounge, his
nmen on many things, with that aly
of laying down the law which was
peenliar to Coker.

At the moment, however, lin was
silent, not Lecauso he had finished 1alk-
ing, but because his mouth was full of
cake, That impediment in his specei
caused a brief -silence on Coker's part.
Silencs never scemed so golden as when
Coker of the Fifch loft off talking!

In the silence thera came a volcn from
the “old beaver,” addressing the waiter.

“Con you change a five-pound noie
for me

That romark had no interest what-
ever for Potter and Greene. Lots of five-
pound notes were changed in Chunkley's
tos lounge—in fact, the wealthy Yloroco
was going to change one himself to pay
for the sproad. Thera was nothing in
the least uncommon in an eclderly gont
requesting the walier to change a five-
pound neto for hiz hill.

Yet that remark had almost an clectri-
fving effect on Coker of the IMifth. Ile
turned in his seat and stared {nll at
the white-bearded man with a sleady,
concentrated staré. Potler and Crecno
conkl only wonder what was up.

" (Certainly, sir ¥ answered the waitor,

The old gentleman extracted a note-
case from his pocket, and eopencd it
with the lcisurel;;' movement natural io
a pgentleman of such vencrable years.

Coker's cyes being fized on himp,
Coker could not fail toa noto that thero
were many other banknotes in that note-
caso as well as the one that was taken
out amt handed to the waiter,

“By gum!” breathed Coker.

IIo turned back to his friends, his eyes
pleaming with excitement.

“What——"' bagan Potter.

“What—" commenced Grecna,

“ITush 1 whisperad Color,

e whizpered mysteriously.

Patter and Greene could only gaze ab
him. Coker ovidently had some boe in
Iif bonnet, but what 1% was was a mys-
{ery ta thom.

"Moot oo word!” added Coker,
another mysterious whisper.,

Vhey just gazed.

“You fellows finished ¥

“ No foar 1

“Wall, come on, all the same !

“But I say—" exclaimed 1ha iz
mayml  Potter and  Greene  sitnuls
fanecnzly,

“Pon't say anything; jusk coma an

Coker steod up and signed 1o Loy
vititer—a different waiter. There wero
mncmerable waders in Chunkley's 1ea
formge, -

My bill,  quick!™  sraid  Coleer,
“Change thiz fiver and look sharp! L'
in a hwrry—a dashed hurryl”

“YVery good, s !’

Tha waiter was ¢bliging. Coker had
a tipping look which wailers knew. Tho
waiter hurried.

Ustter and Greene, not in the least in-
elined 1o hurry, roso slowlv, "They had
deng very well, so far; bot they Lad
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Savagely angry at finding the Famous Five in his car, the motorist stepped back to allow room for the juniors to get out.

“ We hope you'll excuse us for sheltering in your car [ ** said Harry Wharfon.

** We—oh, my hat !

Ow " He staggered

in wrath and amazement as the back of a hand struck him across the face.

intended to do beiler before they left
off. Why Coker wanted to rush them
off before the spread was hinished they
could not begin to guess.  Naturally
they were far from pleased. The rain
was Htﬁpli_iﬂg, but it had not yeob
stopped. I'otter and Greene had becn
Fmpnmd to put in another half-hour at
TufHE T

" Look here—" bepan Iotfer, very
restively.

“Don't jaw, old chap ™

“But I say—" wurged Greene,

“Don't gabble ™

The walter came back quickly with
the change. Coker justified his tipping
look by adding hall-a-crown io  the
pmount of the bill. Then he hurried
away, and as the feast was cvidently
over, Potter and Greene followed him
with discontented looks.

Outside the doorway of the tea lounge,
in one of Chunkley's expensive cav-
peted corridors.  Coker came to a halt,
Apparenlly it was not Lis inicntion fo
leave the building.

He stared back inte the room. The
“old beaver " was gpathering up gloves
while he waited for his change, He
gecmed in no hurey to depart.

“Plenty of timme 1™ remarked Coker.

“Tirne for what 7" nsked the mystificd
Potter. Greene gave & hopeless shrug
of the shoulders.

“You noticed that old beaver with
the white whiskers?"

“What about him®#"

“"IHe gave us o cheeky lock once or
twice,™ sald kor.,

. “Well, the way you were shout-
ing—

“Dan't o o fool, Dotter! Keep your
eves on that old ,henver," said Coker,
“He will como out this way, and we
shell get him.”

“et him!" gasped Potter.

“Phat's it. Of course, you don't know
who he is—what he is, I should sav. 1
fancy I've spotted him, though,” eaid
Coker complocently. “You heard what
he said to che waiter—asked him to
change a fiver. A fiver ! added Coker
impressively, “ Doesn't that mean any-
thing to you?”

“Ooly that ke wanted a five-pound
note changed,” said 'otter blankly.

“Have youn forgotten the bank
reblbery at Brighton?” asked Coker sar-
castically.

“The—the what"

*“I should think yen might remember
it when the cashier of the bank, who
bolted with the money, 15 & relation of
o Greyirinrs kid—young Hazoldene of
the Remove. “They've had his photo-
graph in the papetrs, and it’s well known
that he has been hiding in  this

ra

QUArtere——

"What about it?*"” gasped Dotter,

“That's the man 1™

“Oh erikey 1

Potter and Greene, from the doorwary,
starod across the lounge at the white-
bearded man seated at his table.

Whether the bank robber of Brighton
was, or was not, John James Hazeldene,
uncle of Hazel of the Remove, was not
definitely known.

But as John Jamos Hazeldene was
known to be in the districs, and a3 some
of the stolen banknotes had lateiy been
changed in the district, a good many
people had made up their minds about
it.

The problem did not interest Dotter
and Grecne very much; but no doubt
they would have been interested by the
sight of a ronl live bank-robber.

But the white-haired, white-bearded

old gentleman at the adjacont iolle
looked at least twenty ¥eoars older than
the Brighton cashier whose photograph
had appeared in the nowspapers.

“Bee?" asked Coker.

“But—but he's nothing like the
man [ gasped Dotter.

“Yook at him asgain!”  grinned
Coker, “He's 1n disguise, of course—
but look at his features!™

Potter and Greens looked., The old
gentleman, sceing himself stared i,
gave them n thunderous frown.

“It's perfectly well known,”” went on
Cloker, in a low voice. “You've licard
how those Remove kida, Wharion and
his gang, changed a banknole for o
venerable-leoking old jolnny last week !
It turned out to be one of the stolen
notes | They gave Inspectar Grimes o
deseription of the man—an .old =ports
man with white bair and beard, and
glasses and a topper—"'

“Oh 1 gasped Greene.

“A fow days later ther camc on n
man changing a fiver in Unele Clegy's
tuckshop at Friardale, looking quite
different,” went “on  Coker. “That
turned out to be a Brighton fver, too.
But the man looked so different that
they only spotted him by his voice. It
was all over the school at the tinie—

L]

vou fellows must have heard—
“"Yes; but—"

“Well, there he is—at it again 1™ said
Coler.  *VWhite board, whito hair,
ond a topper—changing a fiver! Pretty
clear, what "

“J—I suppose it's possible ' gasped
Potter.  * But—but he doesn't lock
anything like—"

“He does!” said Coker calmly,
“Look at him| Allowing for the
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heaver, vou can see that he's like that
photograph of the missing cashier,”

Pottor and Greeno gozed—having a
clear view, as the old gontleman, aware
of iheir serntiny, was glaring directly
at then, evidently annoyed.

That he was in diafuisn they did not
believe for a moment. Buot they had
to admit that there was in his elderly
foce, o rosomblance to the features of
the missing cashier., Une of thasn
chance resemblances, perhaps—but there
it was |

It=—il's passible Y breathed Greene,
Y Buf—"!

“You mean, it's cortain " said Coker
ealmly. *Tho loot from Brighton wa=
all in fivers—a bandlo of a thousand of
them was {[ﬂnnhm’t from the safe. The
man's workimg this ncighbourhood in
disguise—getting rid of them one at o
time ! We've spolted him in tho very

s

With a final thunderons glare tha old
gentleman turned his back on the Grey-
friara Iilth Formers, with an audiblo
snork.

“I had my eve on him whon wo sat
down |7 wenk on Coker,  “When I
heard him ask the waiter to chango o
fiver, that settled it 1"

" But people often change (vers Tinre |
Yhy, yon changed one yvourseli—-='*

“Don't be an asg, Polier ™

“I—1 say, let's get oul!?  sand
Creeme uncasile, “ITe's just going—he
will comne this way—he’s noticed us star-
g ab hinet

“1'm going to stop him 1" said Coker
determinedly.

*You're going to whatter 7"

“Hbtap bim ! He's not gelling away !
T dave say lie'z gl dozens of the stolen
nodes about hin] Yook herel There's
wlways u bobby outside Chunkley's,

PR,

in search of thrills and

7

ACES OF T
By “Bullet’” McCracken

Five ex-Rayal Flying Corps lellows join the Foreign Legion
ﬁ arm a desert Air Foree,

colonel hates them and dishes up several spots of

hut nothing can throw a scare into the fearless five.

reckless gallantry they make things hum for the foe and
win a war all on their own.

Here's a varn to stir the bloed.,  You cant't afford to miss it.
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You follaws et oif and feicel Lim hove,
while Leep  tlint  seouwmdrel  from
geliting away——-m>"

“* But—but—bnt—" stuttered Potier,

“Ton't jaw " exclaimed Colter 1m-
patienily. *Just do as I tell you 1™

"“But Fou can t—""

“I said don't jaw! Cut off and get
that bobby!” hissed Coker. *“1lle will
Lo paszing us in a minuto 1

Patter and Greene looked at Cokor,
and looked at one another. It was pos-
sible, no tdoubt, that tha venerable gont
was Lthe smwe venerable siranger who
had passod a stolon noto an the Pamous
IFive a week ago. His resemblance 1o
the published photagraph of Jalin
Jomes Haozeldeno was certainly a biilo
odd. DBut that possibility was a littls
too nebulous for Poltrr and Greene.

Wl you hnrry 7' hizssed Coker.

They hwrried ! They slmost bolted—
enly anxious to ha off the seono hefore
Horwes Coker kicked up 2 shindyl
They did not stop to speak to the
naliceman outside Chunkley's,  They
passed him gnickly.

“Hook 'Y gazped Potlor.

And they hoocked it promptly. Coker
was left {0 earvy on, on his lonely
own! If Coker was right, well and
good=—if he wasn't, there was going to
he tevrifie frouble, which DPotter and
Girecno had no desire to shave, They
wont at a trot.

Ml iy iy

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Luck for Bunter !

12 ASS that ball, Bunter 1™

P ('rash |

“Ha, ha, ha I

" Yaroooah ¥

The rain had driven the follows in-
doars at Oreyfriars. Maost of the

“A goodly tale,” the spectre said,

A:'un his hand ke held his head.

“I've never been so breathless since

The headsman’s chopper made me wince "

HE LEGION

Their
bother,
With

Y

Remove Dad pathered in the Rap,
where Vernon-Smith had produced an
old footer, and a gamo was going on.

It was not much like Soccer; but
thern was plenty of exeitement and
plenty of noise. Tho fun was woaxing
fast and furiouns, when Billy Buntey
npened the deor of the Rag snd blinked
in through his hi? spectacles.

Bunter could hear that footer was
going on. DBut ho natyrally did not
know that the door of the Rag wes a
goall  Neither did he know that
Smithy had just shot for goal!

He knew it, however, as hoe opened
the door!

_ Bunter wasn't intovestod in footer,
indoor or outdeor. 1t was geiling neayr
toa-time, and Dunter wanted (o learn
whether tho Famous Five had come in.
They hadn’t. Az o matter of fact, at
that precise moment thoy wore shelter-
mg in tho Awstin car in Wood Lane,
IBnt Bunter forgot all about MHarry
Wharten & Ca., and even tea-fime, as
soon a3 he opened tho door of the Rag.

There was a whiz and o crash, and
Billy Bunter sat down in the doorway.
e hardly knew what had happoned,
unless it was an carthquolke.

o zat and roarvod.

“"Paza that ball!™ sghouted Deler
Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Owl Wow! I say, ven [cllows!

Waow " roared Bunter. o realised
ihat % was a footer that hacd landed
under his fat head. *Ow! Beastst
Wow t*
““Ha, ha, ha ™

sover major rushed at the Tall,
and sont it whizzing aeress the Nag,
After it rushed the Removites.

Billy Bunter roarcd wnheeded.

Ho picked limself up, set his spoe-
tacles srraight on lis fat little nose, and
blinked into the Rag. Harry Wharton

Co. were not there—he had bagged
that hiff for nothing!

“Boeasts 1" grunted Bunter.

And bhe rolled away, rubbing his
puﬂdi;g head as he went. 1lis foofsteps
led him to the Bemove passage,

Ferbert Vernon-Smith was in flia
Rag, he was not therefore in his study !
For that excellent reazson Billy Bunter
headed for the Bounder's stody in tha
RBemove passage. In iho Bounder's
well-snpplied study he hoped to find
something in the way of Light refresh-
ments to last him il tea-timot

He arrived at Btudy No. 4, oponed
the deor, and rolled in. His roll took
him ascroza to the study cupboard, and
hn was about to open tho same when a
quict voice said:

“WWoll "

“Uh crikey 1" gasped Dunter,

ITe spun routid.

Tom Redwmp, the bounder's sty
mate, was sitting in the armehaiy, with
a book open on his koees, The short-
sighted Owl of the Remove had net
noticed him when he rolled i,

“Want anything ?" asked Redwing.

“Eh? Oh, nothingl I—=I wan't
after Smithy's cake !’ pasped Bunter
“I mever knew ha had a cake! I
didn't sce him bring it i from the
inckshop after elass, Hedwing! 1 never
saw him at all 1™

Tam Nedwing grinned.

e laid down lus book and rose [rom
il armchair.

“Cuk ' e sald briefly.

Dizappointed  and  eakeless, Dilly
Bunier was ready to ent ! Buot hin hesi-
{ated, R{:tlh‘itlﬁ was standing  besido
the deoorway with his right foot swong
vack., The fat Owl of the BEomove oyl
that swinging foot uneasily, Mo haedl
a stroug suspicion thet ik was going 1o
landd on the tightest treusers at Gurey-
friars when hie went ont at Lhe dour,



#1-=1 say, Redwing,” he stammered,
#I—I sav, old chap, Sieithy wantz you
in the Rlag! They're playing footer
there, and—and Smithy specially asked

me to come up and fell you—="’

“Thanks!™ s=aild Redwing. “Now
cut 1"’

" Beast 1™

Dunter made o rush for 16! Ile did
the doorway at about 60 m.p.h.  Bat,

swift as he was, Redwing was as swift.

Bunter's worst anticipations  were
reglised. The swinging foot not only
landed on the tightest trousers at Grey-
frinra School, but it landed hard,
‘Thers was a roar from Bunter as he
flew into the passapge.

“ Yoooop I

Tom Redwing grinned and shut the
deor. Billy Bunter's little round eyes
gleamed with wrath belind lus g
epectacles. Ile stooped to the kevhole
and yvelled throogh it :

“*Yah! (Cad! Rottert Outsider!
Whose father iz a tarry sallorman
working in a stokehole? Yah! Come
out here, and I'll mop up the passage
with you 1™ _

The door-handle turned. .

But the Owl of the Remove did not
wailt for the sailorman'’s son to step out.
On second thoughts—always the best—
I decided not to mop up the Remove
passage with Tom Redwing.

Instead of that, he scudded away
down the passage. One of the study
doors was open, and Bunter bolted into
that study as Redwing stepped out from
Btudy No. 4.

It was Study No. 2 into which the
{w] of the Remove bolted. e closed
the door after him as soon as he was
inside, in terror of Redwing pursuing
him down the passage.

“What the thump do you want here?”
growled Hazeldene.

Study No. 2 belonged to Iazel and
Tom Brown. The latter was in the
Rag, footballing with the other Re-
movites. Jlazel, with a scowling face,
was alone 1n his study,

Billy Bunter blinked at hun.

e was far from keen on Ilazel's
society. Bince it had been known in the
school that Hazel's Unela John James
liad fled from Brighton under suspicion
of having r-:-hhﬂg the Brighton and
County Bank, Hazel had becen like a
bear with & sore head. He was over-
whelmed by his disgrace, which he
fancied was perpetually in the thoughts
of every other fellow at Greyfriars.

Fellows who wanted to ba kind and
considerate, in  the painful eircum-
etences, found it very hard to bear his
silky and savage temper.

If a fellow spoke to him, Hazel
fancied he was being taken pity on. If
a fellow did not speak te him, he
fanecicd that he was bel cut becauso
of his uncle’s disgrace. o was ready
to find offence m a word or a look—or
in the absence of a word or a look!

It followed thatimﬁst of the fellows
lefe himn alone—which he resented, as he
resented everything else.

His sulky, scowling, harassed face was
not pleasant to look at. But Billy
Bunter was not in a position at the
morment to choose his company. He was=
in dread of falling in with Redwing if
he emerged from Study No. 2. 8o for
the present he did not intend to cinerge.

“Just dropped in to speak to you, old
:'ha%!” spid Bunter affably.

“Drop out again |¥ grunted Hazel.

“Well, I should think yeu'd like a
fellow to speak to you,” eaid Bunter,
“You're lett rather alone lately—what?
ITe, he, ha i

Hazel glared at him.

EVERY SATURDAY

“1 sav, 1 saw my sister Bessie yoster-
tday,” weat on DBunter My sister
Bessie at Clif House, you knew.”

“Bother your sister Ressie ™

“Oh, reuflci,r, Hazel! 1 say, she told
ine that Redwing had been over there
fo zeo :I,'uur sister Mlarjoria.”

Iazel stared.

“What rot!” he grunted. "“Why
should Redwing go over to Clhiff House
fo cea Maviorio ¥

UWell, T thought vou might know,”
said Bunter ingusitively, “That’s why
I mentioned it.”

“Uan't vou mind your own business ¥
snarled Hazel.

" Look here, old chap, don't you be so
jolly shirty 1 advised Bunter. “¥ou
stick in too muech, old fellow. You're
getting nervy ! Il tell you what—comao
tdown to the tuckshop with me. Tl
chapee the rain if yon will.  Mrs.
Mimble has got a lot of new jam tarts
I to-day=-—

“{h, shat up ¥

“Ambody coming fo tea?”
Bunter.

Ile blinked at the fable, noting that
if was set for tea, wilh an unusually
clean eloth and a goneral aspect of
unaccustomed tidiness, 1t looked as if
Hazel was expecting a rather distin-
guished visitor. If there was anything
good for tea, Bunter was quite pre-
parved to be that distinguished visitor
himself.

“ My pramcdfather’s coming 1V snapped
Ilazel. " Anxthing more you want to
kuow, Pecping Tom ¥

“INever ﬂnew you had one,”™ answered
Bunter chieerily. "I say, who s le 27

“Ile’s Colongl Hazelde if yon
musk know ! Like me to tell you how
olil he is, what sort of a necktia he
wears, and whero he lives? ashked
Hazel sarcastically.

“Q0h, really, you know! T say, old
chap, U'll stay to tea, H you like!
You'll want & pal to see you through,
with a stulfy old grandfather about 1"

“I don't want my grandfather to
think that CGreyfriars fellows never
wash ! He might, if he saw you ¥

“Look here, vou cheeky. beast, if you
don't want me to stay to tea—" roared
Bunter.

HI E]ﬂn:'_t. [+
- “Well, T'm not so jolly Lkeen on tea-
ing 1n this study, if you come to that!*
sald Bunter, with a fat speer. “If the
ald man ts vour grandfather, I suppose
he's vour pater's father, and the father
of that unele of vours who bolted with
the banknotes from Brighton——"

“Uet out ! shonted Hazel furiously.

“Not the sort of man want o
know ! said DBunter disdainfully. =I
draw the line at bank robbers myself,
and I can jolly well say—— Yaroooop 17

Bunter roared as FHazel jumped at
him and grazped him.

Bang !

‘The fat Owl's head hit the table, and
hit it Lard.

Billy Bunter's terrific roar rang thoe
lengih of the Remove passage.

- “Yarpooooop 1M

Bang! Bang!

“Ow! Wow! ¥arcooh! Leggo, yon
beast I shricked Bunter, “'Tain’t my
fault pour uncle robbed the bank, is
It_'_""_'“

Bang !

“Furrraoon!  Oh! Owl  Wow!
Leggo! Yarooooh !”

irasping Bunter's faf neck with one
hand, Hazel threw open the door with
the other. Billy Bunter spun out into
the Hemove passage and crashed,

“Yow-gw-ow-on-ow ¥ splattered  the
Owl of the Remove, as he was strewn
along the old ocak planks. “Ow]
Beast! Teep I =

aslked

7

azel, apparently under Bz imprea-
sion that Dupiler hadn’t had enough,
followad him out and kicked.

iz boot landed twice beforn the fab
Owl squirmed to his feet and fled for
the staive.

: Tlnzed stood panting and glazing afltee
1L,

On the Remove Ianding Billy Dunier
turned lis head {o blink back., Secing
Ilazel at a safe distance, he yelled

“Yah! Ihd vour munele give yon any
of the fivers Le pinched at Brighton®
Yah "

Bunter did not stop for an answer to
that question. ‘Lhe look on Hazel's face
was enough for him., FHle ddid the
Removo staircase -three stops at a thine
and vanishied.

s ——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Gennine Beaver !

OKFER'S eyes gleamed,
Q ~Ho was watching his man
like & eat! )

Elamlin{g in the nrched door-
way of the ten lounge at Chunkley's,
Colker drew o little attention from
people passing in and out. ‘The sup-
pressed  excitement in his  face, tfa
gleam in his eves, nsturally made
people wonder what was the matter,

But Coker did not heed them. His
aftention was concentrated on  the
wiite-whiskered gentleman scross the
lounge. Ho waited eagerly for Potter
and Cireeno to como back with
policeman. It did not occur to hia
mighty brain that Potter and Greeno
were on the trof, heading for Grey-
friars, with no intention of returning to
Cliankley's at all,

It was no wonder that Coker's eyes
gleamed as he watehed. The ald
“Dbeaver,” as Coker termed the white-
whiskered gent, had donnod his gloves
and taken hiz silk Lat in hand, aad
the obsequiouns waiter had bruzhed s
crumb or two from his cont.  Instead
of . leaving immediately, however, the
old gent stepped to & window that gave
a view on Courtficld High Btreet, and
stoodd in:rnkiniz out, strokimg his white
beard thoughtfully as he did so.

Coker know—or thoeught he Lknow—
why, The man was looking out to see
whether the const was clear after
changing one of tho stolen fivers.

It did not ocour to Coker's mighty
brain that the old gentleman miglit bo
looking out to see whether the rain had
stopped.

Coker lad comn  inte  Chunkley’s
beeanse it was raining. It was guite
possible that the old genileman  had
dona the zame,

ndramatic tleas like these, however,
did not oceur 1o Coker. Coker's
imaginatton was rather eolonred by the
detective novels he had read; Coker
had  devonred  hundreds of  “begh-
sellers.”  In defective novels tha most
ordinary action has a deep significance.

In deteetive novels life runs on
dramatic lines, full of incident. If a
man, in 8 detective novel, looks out of
a window, it 15 not to soo what the
weather 13 like, but to  sscertain
wivether the coast s clear or whether
confederates are avriving, IF he blows
his nose, it 13 & mysterious signnl to
an aceomplice. If he scratelios his ear,
it means that the countess’ diamonds
are  hidden in  lis left-hand breast
pocket.  Bestselling authors must give
their readevs sametling in return for
seven-and-sixpetice—and  that is what
they give.

8o Upker not anly did not sispect that
his man waa looking at the weather, hug
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would have laughed scornfully at the
idea, had it been suggested to him.

The rain was nearly over, only a few
drops falling. Having ascertained that
fact—ior it really was at the weather
that the old " beaver " was gazing from
the window—he turned and walked
across the lounge to the exit.

Ho came directly towards Coker.

Coker gave a swift glance over his
shoulder, hoping to see his friends with
the policeman. e did not see them.

Ho breathed hard.

The man was going! Having, as
Coker was convinced, landed a stolen
fiver on the waiter at Chunkiey's, he
was poing—no doubl with dozens of
other stolen uotes on him, if not hun-
dreds |

Was Coker going to let him cut?

Coker was not? 5

Az the old genileman ecame under
the arched portal Coker stepped reso-
lutely into his way, barring further pro-
gross.

Five or six people, passing, stopped
and stared a2t Coker. couple of
waiters directed their special attention
to the spot. A commissionaire turned
o rather baleful eve on Coker.

As for the old gentleman with the
white beard, he came to a halt and
lared at Ccker as if he could have

itten him.

On a close inspection, he leoked far
from a good-tempered old pentleman.
He had an aguiline nese, almost a beal,
with the gold-rimmed glasses perched
on it. Heo had very squarve shoulders,
s tall, bony figure, and rather a
military carnage, as if he had been in
the army. Ile carricd o cane with a
knob under his arm. (d as he cer-
tainly was, Lo looked as havd az hickory
—not &t nll the old gentleman to be
cheeked wiih impunity.

But Coker cared nothing for all that!

“You voung hooligan, get out of the
way I” said the old gentleman, in a
votce that age had not impatred in the
least, and which sounded like the hark
of & large and rather savage dog.
“What do you mean, her? You are
the young lout who was shouting in the
tea-room ! What? [ remember yoa !
By pgad, I'd like to have vou in the

barrack-square | I'd teach vow man-
ners I*
“You just hold on,” =il Coker.

“I'm waiting for & policoman—-"

(13 what::”

“Mind, I ghall gralby von if you cut !
warned Coker.

“Are you mad?”

“Think you can take me in, with your
white whiskers?” demanded Coker
derisively. “You wore fixed up just the
gama when yvou cpoofed the Remove
kids with o stolen note. I've never sern
you before, hut I can jolly well fell
you what yvour name iz, all the same |

“ Alad 1™ repeated ihe old gentleman.
“*Gad, what 15 this Iunatic doin’ aliout
bore #loose ¥

“Your name's
Coker coolly.

The old geutleman jumped,

“Good gad! How the dooce do yon
know what my name 15 ¥ he demnanded.
“I've never seen vou before.

Coker could have chuckled with
triwnph. If he had had a doubt
before, he had none now ! That white-
whiskered gent was Jolin James Iazel-
dene in disguise, he was assured. But
now thizs man had admitted that hiz
name was Hazeldene. Could anything

clearer?

Two waiters and B commissionaire
were converging on Coker. A dozen
peopla were gathering round. In tho
tea-room peoplsa wera rising at the
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tables to lock round and discover what that grew naturally en its owner's chin'!

WAE EOINE O,

The old gentleman who had admiiled
that his name was Hazeldene barked to
the uniformed Chunkley commis-

slonaire,
" Here, my man! Remove that
fellow! Take him out of my path!”
“Certainly, sir ¥

Coker dodped an outstreteched hand.

“Hands off, wyou fathead!” he
snapped.  “That man’s the bank-
robber of Drighton, and he's been

passing stolen notes here.”

Enns&t,_uml

Commissionaire, waiters, and general
publie, all gasped. The old gentleman
turned purple. The glare in his fiery
old eyes was veally alarming. DBut it
did not slarm Coker of the Fifth!
Coker raised his hand and peinted at
him, It was quite dramatic—in Coker's
view, at least!

“That man's the bank-robber of
Brighton1” he announced. “Seize
haim ¥ ,

“Good gad!"™ spluitered the old
gentleman,

idiat 1" znid the
TOCOVering
Sen? QGet

“You mad young
Chunkiey commissionaire,
his voice. " You get out!
ouk 1™

“Don't be a fonl 1™ zaid Coker coolly.
“He's got up in disguise, of course | He's
been seen in the same disgnize hefore.
passing stolen notes! DBut I dare say
you've seen the photograph of the hank-
;beﬁ}- in the papers! Well, look at

im !

Coker's dramatie hand still pointed.

The commissionaire stared.

So did the waiters |

Everybody had seen the photozraph
in the papers of John Jaines ﬁ'ﬂ.zeli
dene, late cashier of the Dirighton and
County Bank. Everybody in Court-
ficld was talking about him sinco the
stolen notes had begun {o cirenlate in
the neighbourhood. Evervhody in the
eliops was on the look-out for five-pound
notes  bearing  the numbers of {ho
mssing list.  And, amazing te relate,
there was a rescablance between the
white-whizskered old gontloman and the
photograph of the bank eashicr in the
nowspapers !

True, the missing eashicr wos depicied
as a man i the forties, olesy shaven.
This man was well over sinty, and had
a white beard and whiskers.

Nut there was a resemblance in the
features—a distinet resomblance, uob a
resemblance that leaped to the ove, bud
casily detected if speecially lonked for!

Strange oXProssions GRAMIC avor any
faces. The commissionaive’s hand,
almost on Colker's shoulder, dropped to
his side.

“By gun
SIONALre.

Coker grinned.

“He's the man!™ he gand,
jolly well prove jc!™

The old gentleman was standinug a3
if tramnshxed, fike a man in a irance.
Bpeechless fury was gatheving in his
purple face,

Coker stepped  swiltly up to L.
Tlefore lus vietim knew what he was at
he grabbed at the white beard and
tugged |

aturally, Coker expeciod
Lbeard to come off 1n his hand !

John James Hazeldene had no beard.

Ha would hardly have grown so oxten-

{1¥
+

gaid Chunklev’s commis-

“And I'll

a false

‘s5ive 4 beaver—especially a while one—

in the weeks that he had been missing.
So the beard had to be false!

Yet it did not come off |

Coker tugged. Tho old rontleman
gova an ear-eplitting yell., 'That terrific.
tug, which would have wrenched off an
false beard, did not wrench off a bea

But it gave the owner thereof a fearful
pain,
“ Yurrrroooop ! roaved the old gentle-

man.
Coker, still hopeful, still tugped!

But tho beard Eid not come off.

Evidently, it grew!

Eaually evidently, this old gentle-
man, though his nams waz Hazeldens,
ond he resembled John James in
feature, was not the missin
cashier from Brighton! Equally evi-
dently, hoe was not the white-bearded
m%ue in diisguise who had landed that
stolen note on Harry Wharton last
week. It was only too terribly clear
that he was not in disguise at all}

“ Oh crikey I gurgled Coker.

The old gentleman gripped his gold-
headed cane. Ho swung 1t in the air

Crack [

Coker gave a yell as he caught it.

Ho jumped back, barely in time to
escape another swipe |

Trembling with rage, the old gentle-
man pointed ot the dismayed Coker
with the cane,

. Take him into custody ! he roared,

Call a constable! I will have him
charged with assault! Seize him1”

' Oh, erurabs I* gasped Coker,

The commissionaire’s hand was on
his shoulder, Coker barged him back
and the man sat down. Coker flew,

Behind him sounded a babel of
exciled voices, predominated by the
angry roar of the gentleman, who had
o Izarful pain in his chin.

Coker did not stay to listen.

Ilow e got out of Chunkley's he
hardly knew. But he got out, aid ran
for it. lIe stavted for Greyiriars, and
covernd the ground at o rate that
proved that Coker of the Fifth had an
excellent ¢hance for the 8chool Mile,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Tracked Down !
ié ALLO, hallo, hailg!”
H “Jolly old Coker!™
Harry Wharton & Co.

_ reach the gates of Grey-
friavs from one direction as a breati-
lezs, rouning fipure reached them {rom
ihe ofher.

They halted and gazed at Coker as ha
came dlown the Courtfield road, still
gomg strong, though he had slackened
specd a little, since he had started on
his flight from Chunkley's.

_The chums of the Reinove gazed at
the greay Morace with smiling interest,

It was clear that Coker of the Fifth
had been digging up trouble.

That, of course, was nothin
new. Coker of the Fifth 1~.'a:;g
born {o troulbwe as the sparks £
npward ! If there was any trouble
lying about Coker was the man to
barge into it, head-over-heels.

Coker halted, ﬁnnfing for breath.
He pushed back his hat and mopped
hia perspiring  brow. The juniora
noticed that he gave a swift backward
glance up the Courtfield road.

It looked as if Coker feared pur-
suit. Which was odd and unusual; for
Coker, as a rule, feared no foel
Coker was not the man to run even
from heavy odds!

“What the dickens is up, I wonder ¥
gaid MNugent.

“I1allo, hallo, hallo!™ roared DBob.
“What'a the Jjolly old treable,
Coker ¥ -

Coker, ctill wiping his perspiring

Lrow, stared at the juniors. Then he
stepped into the school gateway, and
kept a peering eye round tho ¢ld stone
pillars on the road.
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* That man's the bank-robber of Brighton,” said Horace Coker, raising a hand and pointing at the white-whiskerad old

gentleman, ** and he’s passing stolen nofes here ! Seize him ! ™
in his purple face.

“Anvbody after you, Coker?™ asked
Wharton, puszzled.
Coker gasped.
“1 don'’t Lknow.
don’t know I'm a Greyfriars man,
But—but if a white-whiskered old
johnny blows along, don’t nention o
if he asks questions. Old Codger

abont sixty or seventy.”

The Famous Five stared blankly at
Coker. Coker was alwayes ready for s
row—tae ready | But even Coker nught
have been expeoted to draw the line at
rowing with & man who had reached
the ripe age of sixty or scventy!

“I shouldn’t wonder if le's after
me 1" panted Coker. * Keep it dark if
you s=ea bhim! Fierco-locking old
sporksman, with a white beaver [

“ But what—" gasped Bob.

Coker gave another anxious blink up
thie road. He was relieved to sce that
tliere was no one in eight—yet, at all
evenis. .

“Don’t fancy I'm afraid of the
man 1" enapped Coker. 1 eould mop
him np with ona hand! DBut I don't
want him to report me fo the Ilead,
see? e might, after my pulling Lis
beard pearly off.”

The juniors jumped.

“You've been pulling some grand-
dad's beaver!” gasped Johnny Bull.

*Great pip!"”

" The frmb pip-fulness iz terrific!™
ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“It iz preposterously bad manners fo
pull an esteemed old codger’s beaver,
m ﬁbsurﬁ and icfiiotiic Co ﬁzr;” 4

‘It's all your fault, really 1" gpaspe
Coker. *“He was just like that man
vou described a3 the blighter who
palmed off that stolen banknote on you

I dare say they

** Wh-what's that? ™

last  week—white hair and  beard,
amd silk topper—and-—and I thought
Lie was the bank-robber from Brighton
—voung Ilazeldenv's unclo——="
“Ilieel’s uncle isn't the bank-robbeor
from Brighton, wou ass!” said Harrey
Whavten., " It's zome othor man—-~"

My ouly hat!” cxelaimed DBob
Cherry, “Mean to say you went for a
harmless old jubmny, eimply becaunse ho
had a white u:a;u'u:l:,rv like the man who
spoofed us?"

“No, vou young nss! Ile looked liko
the plotugraph in the papers of that
man Hazeldene—same kind of beuky
nose—ind-~ =M

Yol M suid Johnny Buoll

“Aud he owned up that his namo
was MHazeldene when I tackled lim ™
gasped Colier, “He what was a fellow
lo think "

B“ Well, 1wy only hat!” exclaimed
fHl,
Really, it looked as if even the

caxregious Coker had had semething to
“go upon "—if the white-bearded gent
looked like John James and admilled
that Liz name was Hazeldene |

“Bo, of course, I thought the beard
was false ! said Coker.  ®Wouldn't
anvbody !  DBat when I jerked it it
wouldn't come off *

“Wha-at!”

“¥You jerked it—"

YOh crikey ™ ;

T tugged at it, but it stuelk '
Color. “lla ynli&d-—-—”

“IIa, La Lal”

Tho juniors yelled, lool o oo

“There's nothing funny In it ™
howled Coker. “It was an awiul mis-
take. But lLiow was a fcllow to know?
T tell vou hLe had that bank-robber's

cazped

* Good gad ! " gasped ihe old gentleman, fury gathering

foatures—le owned up his namo was
Hazeldene—uand he was got up in a
whitg beard like that spoofer who took
you inl I was sure of him——only--only
the beard didn't come off—"

::ZF.&. ha,dh;h ;'I* T

fUuggea Joliy Ti—

‘:Ha, %;m, ha !'*}

‘But it wae a real beaver, so he can't
havo been tho wnan!” gasped Coker.
“Ho gavo me a lick with his stick—"

“Ha, ha, ha!" shricked the juniors,

“ O, stop that silly cackling ™ ronred
Coker.

Dut Coker was asking too much. Tho
juniors did not sfop cackling—~thoy
couldn’t | They shricked and they roared
—they nearly wept!

“Bhut up I" reared Coker. "I tell you
there’'s nothing to cackle at! I shall
pet into a feaviul row if ho finds out
that I belong lore, and reports me to
the Mead. He looke fcavfully
encaged—"

“No womder ! chortled Bob.

“1Ia, ha, ha !™

“1f you sco him, don't let on!" gasped
Coker.

And hLe tramped in at the gates and
hurried into thoe Ilouse. Coker was
anxious to keep out of sight., He had
not the slightest doubt that if the white-
Learded old gentleman discovered that
e was a Greyfriars fellow he would
lay the matior before Dre. Locke. And
what the Hesd would say—and do—
Coleer did not cars to imagine

Liavey Wharton & Co, were lell roar-
ing. The rain and the disagreeable
conconnter with the man in the Austin
car in Friardale Wood had not cheered
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the chums of the Hemove, and they had
not been feeling their brightest.  Buak
Coker of the Fifth had cheered theny
immensely!  They gurgled with mervi-

meut,
“Poor old Coker!” gasppd Dob
Cherry. “If he goes vound pulhing tho

beavers of overy white-whiskerad man
Eent be will book o lot of trouble !

*[Ta, hy, ha ™

“The man will hardly follow him as
far o8 this!” saud © Marey  Wharton,
Jaughing, “Ho can’t be teailing Coker
dike o Red Indian.”

“*Halle, halle. halle ¥

“ What-—""

44 Il‘ﬂﬂ‘k [H

O crikey ¥

Ou the read from Courtlield appeared
A dall, militery-looking, rapidly
glriding fgnee. :

It was that of sn  old  pentleman,
withh ‘o white beard and hair, gold-
rvinuved glassos, and a8 silk  topper!
M as he was, ho swung along with a
rapid ana vigorons strule, as full of
cuergy oud pep as in ancient days on
the 5&1‘&.&: grounel.

“Oh, my hat!?" bredthed
*That must be the man!”

“Not a word about Coler!™
pered Frank Nugeut.

“*No fear ™

The juniovs went bhdo the galeway,
They expected fo see the vigorons old
gentloioun stride by, But Le did nob
stride by. Ifo turned in st the gale.

“Hook it ! murnnuwed Wharton.

And the Famous Five seudded.

They did not want to be asked ques-
tions abou! Coker. Glancing bacle as
they reached lhe llouse, they saw the
ofd gentlemman stop at Gosling’s lodge
and speak 1o the porter.  Gosling
fmugmt his hat véry respeetfally.

Fhew, with Dhis  vigorous uilitary
stride, the whito-bearded gentleman
vame across the guad, heading dircctly
for tho House,

Harry Wharton & Co. ent in. Tt
locked as if the olfended man had, so
io zpeak, tracked Coker of Lhe Yifth io
his lair, and it was only poodmatured
to give poor old Ilorace ihe tip.

They hurried to the Fifth Foyim pas-
sage. Voices could be hoard in Coker’s
atudy, “LUhey looked in.  Potler and
Greene were thero—prinning ! loram
Coker was telling them what he thought
of them for grinning like hyenas at
such a disastrous litme,

“You o silly,  eackling, guegling,
lithering idiots 1 Coker was saying.
“Coker ! gasped Wharlon.

Yorace plared vound.
“ Lot out, yon fagi ! ho snapped
“TILE!I‘E'E. au ol beaver just blown

E18 Eii l.llll

* Looks
described 1

“Oh erumbs ¥

*“Thought we'd give you the iip!™
eaid Earry Wharion.

Ande having given Coker the tip the
Fauwous Five went their way,

Coker sat down heavily, 1le eoazed
fo tell Potter. and CGroene what Do
thought of them

“Well, ithat tears 18! said Tolter.

:}} i'.in:}-I-il; does 17 I:mm:u rred Groenas.

—Il—1 suppose he's pono io the
Head I said Coker faiutly.

Wharton.

whis-

like fho  jolmny

yon

“Can't have larged in foe  some-
thing clse I said Toller, with a ned.
CIf o oyom will du thwso things,
Cokop—-™

“I--I suppoze (he ead will send for
e 7 groaned Coloer.

“Auy minute ' said Greene  ¢licor-
fully. )

“Oh ¢rikey 1?

Coker sat overwhelmed with diamay !
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Old Warrior !

AZEL rose to his feet at tho

sound of a veico in thoe Removw

assage. It was tho voies of
I'rotter the Housze page.

“his "ore is the stady, sir

There was a tap, and the door
oponed, S

Trotter stood eside os o military-
looking old gentleman, with a white
beard, strode into Study Neo, 2—with a
heavy stride that made the floor creak.

The page drew the door shut and
woent.

Hazel siepped forward to greet his
rrandfather ! Old as he was, bony os
e looked,  Colonel Hazeldene was
rather & muassive figure, His eyes
gleamed like o hawlk’s under his bushy
white brows and he stood as stiff as a
ramvod as he stared at Hazel. Hazel
was possibly plad to see his grand-
father at Greyfrisrs, But he did
not look glad. He had always been
rather afraid of the energetic, liery old
military gontleman. Ha did not see
him often—and the fower times he saw
Lhim_the better he liked it. He shook
hands with the Colenel—and received a
grip that made bim squeak. Age, ovi-
dently, had not withered the old
colonel,  IIe had more than siniy years,
Lut he carried them with wonderful
ViZour.

“You're looking scedy, Ilazel!™ he
rapped. The junior was always called
Iazel in the family circle.

“1've had a lot of worry
grandfather!™ answered Hazel.

“I dare say! Dut that's not the only
Foason ! O Wera &I\\'PEE & ,}"ﬂﬂﬂf
sl;lciker! You want exercise and fresh
wir !

Hazel mumbled something.

“Open that window ! The room's
slnffy."

Hazel opened the window.

“I've got tea veady for you, grand-
father ! he soid timidly. .

“I was caught in the rain walking
from ihe station, and went into o place
in Courtfield to tea!” gronwd the
colonel  *'Never mund thas 1™

Hazel did rather mind. He had ex-
pended guite a little suin on getting o
vather nice tea ready for this distin-
guished visitor. However, he zaid
uothing.

Colonel Hazeldena sat down. The
armchalr creaked under him as he did
&n. He seemod rather to hit the chair
than st in 1t. There was no doubt that
he was o very vigorous old pentleman !

“You'ra Iettin?; the affair of wvour
uncle worry you ™ he barked.

“I cvan't help 1it! All the fellows
know I muttered Hazel. “llis pholo-
graph’s been in the newspapers—aovery-
body knows that the poiice arce alter
him to arrest him—"

“"Tion't be a young aszs!”

TR ™

“The police are not aficr him, as
you cxpress it, to orrest him! If was
plainly stated in the newspapers that
what théy desire is an inferview with
Lim,” barked the colonel.

“But yvou know what that means——

“It means c:-:rmﬂf what it says! Aly
son 5 not a thief!” reaved the old
volonel, “He is a fool and o weakling,
He 13 no thief! v gad!  When I
Lhieard of it 1 could have laid my stick
round him! I saw vour father and
mother at Cannes, Hazel—they had just
Lieard, and they told ma?! ¥ came home
divectly I And here I ant”

“I—I'mm pglad to =sce you,
fathep—-s"

" Nonsense 1™

ITazel was silent. Colonel Ilazeldene,
on the retired list, lived usually in the
South of France. Hazel wished from

latels,
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grand-

the bottom of his heart that the tevrily-

ang old ‘gentleman had stayed there.

Which was perfectly
terrifying old gentleman

Why he had come was a mystery to
Hazel! A retired military gentleman
coitld do nothing in the matter o far
as_the junior could see.

His son, John James, was on the run!l
The peolice, undoubied] . were Lhunting
or him, whether to arrest him or o
“interview ” him! What the Gery old
colonel fancied he could do Hazel could
ot gess,

Y Nipcompoop " snorted the colonel.

“{arandfather——"

“I'ool and weakling! Rah!¥

Hazel realised that thesa choice
cpithets applied not to himself, but to
Iits missing uncle, the colonel’s younger
011

“Fve seen the bank manager at
Brighton ! barked Calonel Ilazeldene,
“He does not believe that my son was
guilty. I fancy the police de—but they
are dashed fools, anyhow ! o young
fool 1 ; g
_ John James was ab least forty; but
in the eyes of the old colonel he was.a
“voung " fool.

“1f jﬁ-:- had not eut and run all would
have been well I snorted the old gentle-
man. e tngged at his white heard
and uttered a yelp. His chin had not
aquite recovered from Coker’s hefty tog.
“Ow! Urrgh! That mad young idiot!

wish I could see him again—I would
thrash him, by Jove!”

“You—vou  would—"  stuttered
Hazel, supposing that the old gentle-
man was still speaking of John James.

I mean- that young hooligan in the
tea-shop 1" huuted!tha colonel, “ A mad
young villain insulted me, by Jovel I

ave him one ent with my stick—I wish

'd given him a dozen! Gad!” Hea
gave a snovt of wrath. “Well never
mind him. I'm here to clear up this

Finm to tho

tangle! Qur name has been disgraced
—by & weak-kneed fool—my younger
son! You've seen him ™

“I've seen him once sinea he came to
this guarter——" faltered Hazel. *I—I
think he had an_idea of getting off the
coazt heve—getting away in & Dhoat to
Frange——*

“The idiot!
help him P

HT—=I refused,”

Has he seen Maviovie™ Tha old
colonel’s grim face softened as he sooke
the name of his granddaughter, It was
clear from his look and tone that Mar-
jorie Iazeldeme had first place in his
affcotion,

“Yeos ™ muttered Hazel, sulkily.

“ Does she know whera he is now {*

“I—I don't know! He waa hiding in
a woodeutter's hut in Lantham Woods,
and—and I think Marjorie want thors
em half-holidays at CLff IHHouse to takuo
him things. Buot he was rooted out and
disappeared again! I—I suppose he's
still in the neighbourhood.™

(13 'rﬁ;' 'E].}, ??‘.l

“The Brighton notes are being passed
round about here”

Colonel Hazeldene half-rose from the
chair. Ha gave the junior a glare that
made him start back i alayor,

“You young fool '™ he roared.

HMazel pasped.

“Yon young rassal ™

“Lirandfather—>o

“ Pon't grundfather me ™ reoared {ha
colonel. “How dara you =ay T1our
uncle, my son James, i3 in the neigh-
bourhiood Lecanse the notes are beinz
passed in this loeality ! Do von dare to
o]l me that you believe that my son
James robbed the bank that cmployed
him ¥ ;

“I—I tried not to believe it," stam-
mored Hazel. “But—but when the
potes bepan to oirculate—"

“Fool! Does Marjorie ithink =oi®

Did he want you to



MTs ! She sticks to believing in him!

Giirls lLaven't much sense—they don't
know what evidence is—" sncered
Ilazcl.

“Evidence be dashed ¥ snorfed the
colonel, “1f any amount of evideneco
makes you believe your unele a thief,
vou are & younp raseal! Marjoric has
more senso in her little finger than you
will ever have in vour lisad! She has
mMOrd  CoUrage, more luck, more
character, than s dozen of you! FPah!
Bhe is helping James—yon refused! Ho
should never have come here—he should
never have run—he should never have
asked help——  But she helped him,
and you refused! Pah!™

Hazel wondered whether fellows up
and down the Remove passage could
hear tho old boy barking!

“Sigleening  woung  nincompoop !
wont on the colenel. “I'm ashamed of
you! Your uncle is not guilty of any-
thing but weak cowardice-—understand
that! You're James over again, by
gad! Undorstand now ?™

Hazel set his lips.

“Why should the bank robler coma
to this quict spot to pass the notes if
he's not——" he began.

“Don’t ask me riddles! I was never
good at riddles! The wan who is pass-
mlf”thc uotes is pot James!  That's
all,

Iazel stond silent.

Colonel Hazeldene heaved
out of the armehair.

U T've wasted time coming to sec you!
You're a young nincompoop—as silly
and as woak as James-——or more so! I'd
better see Aarjorie! 1 mav pet sotno
sonse out of her! None fo be got out
of you! Don’t let me hear vou say
again  that you believe your uncle
guilty ! I'll lay my stick round you!
Gad! I've 2 good mind to do it now !

. Hazel backed away from tho fiery

d gentleman’s plare. Tor & moment
the colonel locked like getting busy
with the stick.

To Iazel's great relief he changed
hts mind, stamped io the door and [eft
the study, shutting the deor after Lim
with a ferrific slam,

“0Oh, crumbs ! gasped Hazal,

He was pglad his grandfatlicr was
going, at all cvents! That interview
left him quite breathless.

ﬁnt Colonel Ilazeldene was not gone
For.

himself

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Walks Info It!

9y ‘LT smash ‘em [”
H ik -.!..lrllﬂ.t LE
“1'1l spiflicate "em—"
“ But——"
. “The checky young sweeps!  Iull-
ing my leg, of course!™ hissod Coker,
. There was no doubt of it to Coker's
incenzed mind.

For mnearly half an hour hLeo had
waited in.his study in momentary ex-
pectation of a summons to the Head.

But the summous had not como!

If that heree old warrior had fol-
lowed him from Courtfield, tracked him
1o his school, and gone in to lay com-
plaints before 'Dr. Locke, it was cer-
tain that Coker of the Fifth would
have been sent for.

Ho had not been sent for ! Thab was

8 relief! But it locked as if fhe
iunmrs had been  pulling  lis  Ieg !
larry WWharton & Co. had como up

specially to his study to tell him that
the white-boarded old sportsinan had
arrived ! And he hadn't! At least, it
geemed  fto Coker eertain  that he
Liadn't |

That that while-bearded old pent was
the grandfather of & Removo fellow,
snd was coming to Greyiriavs School to
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see his grandson, was, of course, uttorly
unknown to Horaee (oker!  Neither
had Harry Wharton & CUo. thought of
anyvthing of the sort, o

After what Coker had said to them
at tho gates, they took it for grahted
that the ancient sportsman was after
Coker—as did CUgker, They had tipped
Coker in good {aith.

Az he did not hear from the Iiead,
Lowever, Uvker concluded, at last, that
the ancient sportsman had not arrived
at all and that the playiul junicrs had
been polling his leg. And he proceeded
to sork out a fives bat! QOonly with the
aid of & fives bat could Horace make it
clear {o the playful juniors what ho
thought of such a jape.

“T'll puolverise ‘em ! zaid Coker,
breathing wrath and fury. “I'll whop
‘e ! 'l smash ‘em! I'Il spifticato
‘om | and mop

I'll go to their stutg
*eia up 8!l over the shop ! By gum”

“ But, 1 say——" bepan Polter.

“Ton't jaw ™

“I don't think those kids were pull-
ing yvour leg ' said (irecne.

“You don’t think at alll™

“Logk hers, Cloker—"

“Don't gabble!”

Horsce Coker marched out of ihe
study, fives bat in hand, wrath in his
brow! Polter and Greene shrugged
their shoulders If Cokor was not
zatisficd with the amount of trouble he
had alrcady dug up that day, lie was
welcome to po forth and hant for more !

Breatlhung wrath, Coker tramped
dewn the Fifth Form passape and

across the landing to the Remove
quartcrs. _
hHe kicked open the door of Siudy
vir. L

He glared in st the Famous Five,
whe were gathored thero to tea. Thero
was an  ogrecable aroma of fryingr
sansages in the sindy, Billy Dunier,
with a red face, shart of bresth, but
happy, was cooking sausages over the
fire. Billy Dunter had waited for the
Famous I'ive to como m, and he had
not waited in vain!

He blinkett round through hLis Lig
spectacles as Coker hurled the door
apen.

“1 say, you
squeaked Bunier.

But the IMamous Five were already
looking out! It was clear that Coker
had comec on the warpath, and though
they did not know why, they were
ready to give old Horace all the trouble
Lo wanbed ; incecd, a hittle more !

“You yonng swecps 1" roared Coker.

“You old sweep!™ answered Dob
Cherry politely,

“I'lI spiflicale you—""

“Uet on with the spiflicating 1™ said
Harry Wharton cheerdy, picking up o
ruler. * DBut what's the row, old bean?
Anvihung biling you'!™

TYou veung rotter!’ raared Coker.
“Vou told me that that old heaver
from Courtficld had lHown in—"

“That's Tight ¥

“Well, if he has, I've seen and lieard
nothing of hima!” soorled Coker. “I
jolly well know that you were pulliugp
my leg! And I'm jolly well going to
whep you, see?"”

“But he did blow in!” said Ifarree,
puzzled. At least, a ficree-dooking old
sportsman just like your description.””

“Rot!”" roarcd Coker. I he'd
eome, 1 bave heard Lefore this!
And I can jollr well tell you yvou can't
pull my leg! I'm going——>"

Coker brolie off.

The door of Bludy No. 2 opened, and
a white-brarded old gentleman came
out,

Ile war whout to stride away to tho
stairs when his eyes fell on 1loraco

fellows, louk out!™

Coker, 1 the doorway of 3tudy No. L

These eyes, for & moment, scemad fo
b on the point of popping out of the
colonel's purple face.

¥or one instant he stared at Coker of
the Fifth! Then he roared:

“You 1"

Coker spun round at the sound of
that remembored back,

“Oh " he pasped.

He stared at the old gendleman.

Harry Wharton & CUo., from Study
Ne. 1, stared also. DBilly Bunter, fry-
ing-pan in hand, blinked.

‘That's the man, Coker !” pgasped
Wharton, * That—"

“0h erikey ! gurgled Coker.

It was the man! There waz no doulst
about that! What ho was doing in the
Bemove studics was a mnystery 1o
Coker! Bub there he was!

“Fou!" roared Colonol Hazoldene.
“You! Here! 8o you arc o Grey-
friars boy !l I have found you, have 11
Ly gadl!”

He strode at Coker and gripped him

by the shoulder.

#I—I—I say——"" stultered Coker.
1l wished, from the boltom of lis
heart, that he had not come fo the
Remove passage on the warpath !

Still, how could he possibly have
gucssed that the fierce old gentleman
was there? OF eourse, be couldn'tl
But the old gentleman was 1.11{:1‘-:1'--—1-'vl3l‘_:,r
much there!  Iis grip on Morace's
shoulder was like the grip of a steel
YICD.

Tle fives bat slipped from Coker’s
hand. Ho sagged in the grasp of the
ficreo old warror,

“Lomn " roared Colonel Iazeldene.
“I shall take you fo your headmasior ]
I shall report your conduct at Court-
ficld1 As I find you here, o Greyfriars
boy, I shall not chastise you myself! I
shall take you to vour headmaster! I
shall demand that you shall be flogged
—anp lled, by Jovel Come!"” _

H1—1 say—"" stuttered tho hapless
Horace.

11 l':-'li:ll.'l'll: !‘” )

Coker came! Ile could not help itl
Ilofty and beefy as Morace Coker was,
i had ne chance in that iron grip.
The colonel was old, but he was un-
commonly tongh and muscular, Colcr
had simply no chanee. .

Ile was whirled away to the stairs.

“Well, my hot!” gasped Bob Cherry,

“He, he, he!” cachionated Billy
Dunter. *1 say, vou Fellows, I fancy
that's Ilazel's grandfstherl Ilc told
me he was expecting his grondfather
this afternoon | 1 say, what's he going
for Coker for? Re, he, hel”

Nugont. _
“Hazel's grandfather!” ejaculated
"Oh, my hat!” yelled Johuny Bull,

“That accounts!'

“* Ha, ha, ha 1" .

The mystery was elucidated now ! I
the old “beaver ' was Hazel's grond-
father, he was the father of lazcl's
uncle, Jokn James! Thak, in quile a
simple way accounied for his namo
being ITazeldene, and for his facial re-
sernblance to the missing bank cashier,
It was no longer an odd orcumstance
that ho resembled the fegitive from
Brighton ! It would, indeed, Linve been
rather odd if he duln’t?

“1fa, ha, ha!™ aclled
Five.

e,
Lamter.

The juniors laugiwd—thiesr could nok
help ik, But it was uo lsughing matler
for Hovace Uoker,

A policeman’s grip could nol have
been firmer on lus shoulder! Iu tlnt
vice-liko grip Coker wus wnarched awny,
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At the foot of the slaircase, two
masters staved at them—2>Mr, Queleh and
Mr. Prowt! The latter was Coler's
Form-master, and he naturally rolled
forward to intervenc.

“What—="" hoomed Prout.

Unheading the Fifth Form master,
Colonel Hazeldene marched Coker on.
Mrout, amazed and wrathy, rolled after
them to the Head's study, Quelch was
feft staring.

Plenty of fellows starcd at the amaz-
ing sight of a wriggling, pasping, crim-
son Fifth Form man marched along the
corridors by a white-bearded old gentle-
man with a porple face |

Unheeding the sensation ho was caus-
ing, Colonel IHazeldens marched on to
Pr. Locke's study, tapped with his dis-
ongaged hand, and threw open the
thoor,

The headmaster of Greviviars starvied
uy.

“What [¥ he ejaenlated. * Colonel
lazeldene, whate———"

He was mmterrupted. The excited old
gotitleman’s roar told him., and most of
Eireyfriavs, what had  happened at
Conrtfield. A swarming crowd
rathered in ithe corrtdor to hear—and
were bitterly disappointed when Prout,
stopping mto the study, shut the door.

—— c—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Man in Hawkscliif!

ARJORIE HAZELDENE
M whoeeled her bieyele up tho
sterp, rugped strect of Hawks-

cliff,

The CLHIF Houso givl was ik and
eirong, but it was a hard ride io ihe
littia hamlet high on the chalk cliffs,
whd Marjorio was breasthless as shne
wlieeled her machine on the last lap of
the journey.

An ancient mariner in a blue jersey,
who was leaning on a post gazing out
13 gea, detached himeclf from the post
as e zaw her, took the Like from her,
geinned amiably, and whecled it up the
ragged cobbles,

;{farjurir: thanked him, with &8 smile,
and, leaving both the ke and the
aneient mariner loaning on the post, she
walked (o a small colrtage that stood at
zgoane little distance from the roest,

1t backed against the high chalk cliff,
atd was out of sight of the other cot-
lages and cabins. It was the home of
Joim Redwing, the esailoyinan, now
oway at sea, father of Tom Redwing of
the Greyiriara Hemove, Door and
witndows were shut, and there was no
smokea from the chimney; anyvone pass.
irg the coitage would have supposed it
wgecupred,  But Marjorie Hazeldeno
bud reason to suppose otherwise,

She gave o light tap ot the door and
then siood back so that anyone peering
f’rmn the curtained windows could see
FLE]

That someone =aw her was soom clear,
for in a couple of miuntes the door was
opened a4 fow inches.

The  schoolgirl  stepped  guickly
forward.

From wilhin & pale, huinted face
looked out at her.

“Alarjorte 1 breathed Jobn  Jares
Hapeldene, “You!  Heow did you
know——-~""

He stepped back without Onishing the
question, as the gul pushed the door.

Sha entered, and Jobn James quickly
closed it affer her and shot the bolt.
The curtains were over the window and
the room was dim—dim and eold and
dreavy, The mian who was hiding 1
Redw iu;iv,_'s cottage hod not ventured to
light a firo.
Tne Maiexer Lispant.—No. 1,417.
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Alarjoric's kind face was full of mty
and afleetion as she looked at the pale,
haraszed man; yet, fond as she waes of
her uncle, it was all she could do not
ta feel scorntul. Mo was hunted, and
he was hiding, yet she could not lhelp
ithinking that 1t was cluefly from his
own fears that he weas hiding., If only
he had had the courage to face the
nmsic———
 "How did you find me here, Mar-
orie? he breathed. “Docs anyone
snow—"

“Only Tom Redwing.’

“Who 1z he®"

“ A Greviviars bor—truae as steel! Ho
will keep the seoret”

“The fat bov who came here X

“"Ma, el That was Bunter. It was
from him that I learned that somecno
wos in this coltage, He fancied that it
was & ftramp; no one has taken any
nofice of what he said-—"

“Thank IHeaven for that! I—I was
on the run afer I had to get away
from the woodeutter’s ecottape in Lan-
itham Woods,” muttercd the wretehed
man., "I had one night in the open.”
e shivered. “I—I eame up to this
little place, hoping to pet a shelter, and
found that this cottage was unoceupied
and—and——"

“YWhen Bunter zaid that he had seen
someone here I thought that it might
o yvou, uncle," said Marjorie gquictly.
“I could not come till it was a half-
holiday at Chff Houge ; it is 3o far from
the school, T thought that I might find
you here,”

“You have found me," said John
James, Iis pale face flushed a little.
“Oh, if I could only get sway—get a
passage across the Channel -

Marjorie set her lips.

“Unecle, I cannot help thinking that
that would be the worst thing that could
hﬂ-.pren,” zshe said ecarnestly. “1f you
would anly make up your mind Lo return
to Brighton and face it—-"

* Impossible 1"

“Lrnele, I have news for you——""

“ Inspeetor (rrines "

“XNo, no! No one knows you ars
hove, exeept Tom Hedwing. got a
message to him, and he came to sce me
at CLIf House. I had to tell him: for
I was afraid that, after the story Bunter
told, the Greyfriars boys might come up
here Lo seo whether theve was anvilan
in his story, I-—1 fold Hedwing what
thonght—I confided in him——"

*1f he chatiers-—"

“He will not chatter, uncle. Ile pro-
mised me that no one should come to
the eottage. In case it should be as I
supposcd. It is safer for him to know.”

dJohn James Hazeldene nodded.

“Perhaps you are right. But the news
vou spolke of—what 13 1t? News from
Drighton ? e

Have they found the man?
Hig manner was painfully cager.
“That iz my only hope,” he horeied

an before Marvjorie could speak, “ Unless

they find the man who robbed the bank,

I aun lost !

“They have oot found hum."

John James gave a groan.

“1 am a lost man,” he muttered. *1
cannot keep up this lile of hiding., I
have hidden here, like a rat in a trap,
i dread every hour of being dizscoverod
by the villagers. When that fat boy
came thae other day T was in dire terror.
If he bad seen my face—"'

“He did not.”

*1 know—I Lnow, But T left the
place; I hid in the eliffs till late at
night before I daved veturn. I shoulil
have fled. But where could I go—
where 7  1le groaned again., The
wretched man's nerves were 1n rags and
tattera, I am almost at the end of my
tether. But I dave not go back., I tell

you the police believe me guilty. The
ave made no formal charge yet, but ¥
Enow—] know ™

£ But_.ﬂ

“What can they think? Only I and
the manager hnd keys to the safe from
which the bundle of banlknotes was
taken. A key was used ! The building
must have been entered with a key:
ithere was no trace of burglary., What
are they to think 1"

He wiped his damp forohead.

“What is my defence i My kovs have
never been out of Iny possession—except
once, when I lost thein for a few hours.
But-—but, Marjorie, I have been think-
g over that, Ileaven knows I have
had ample time for thinking | I do not
believe now that my keys were lost; I
believe my pocket was picked of them,
and that the thief afterwards placed
them where 1 found them. And whila
they woere in his hands ho took impres.
stong of them, and had false keys made,
Doea it not seem likely

“T think it 13 very likely, unele. But
who—" .

Ife made a gesture of despair.

“How can I toll—or even guess?
Bomo crook, I suppose, who may hava
been waiching the bank for weeks,
looking for a chance. T have no hope,
unless he is caught passing ihe notes.
But your nows!® ?Ir: came back fo

l:hnulh,~ “What i= vour nows
The stolen noles  are now  being
cireulated,” said AMarjorie in a low

Volee,
1le started.

“h, that is good news! That may
lead them to the thief. Where have
they been found—in London #™

"No,” said Marjorie: * hera,™

“Here !”  John James repeated the
word, stupeficd.

“In Courtfield and Friavdale and one
or iwo other places near at hand,” said
Marjorie.

John Jamea Hazeldene stared at hor,
apecclidozs; then e sank into a chair
with a groan.

“I am lost! It is known that 1 came
to thia district; known that T was lataby
near Friavdale, I6 will e believed that
I amn passing the notes. In the name of
all that is unfortunate, all that is hor-
vible., why has the thief chosen this
districk to get rid of his plunder ™

Marjorie did neot answer.

She knew what almost anyono else
would have answoercd—that it was Johnr
James himself whe was the thief, and
who was civeulating the stolen notes,

But that she could not and would not
believe.

“Tt ig the last straw " lie muttered
beokenly. “It will elinch their sus-
picions upon nwe. The next step will ba
the izsue of a warrant for wy arvest. 1
wm a lest man 17

“Phe thief iz—mnet be—in thia dis-
trict, uncle 1™ zaid Mavjorie. "I know
what it looks like—what people must
ihink. But if you wero back in Braghton
nothing that happened leve eould in-
criminate you.'

“Too late—loo laie

“ Even yot——"

“Toog late, I tell you—~{oo lade! T waa
mad to ¢como here | Yok who ecould have
forescen that the thief would choose
thiz district to get rid of his plunder?
Ile must have some motive, But what?
I am o lost man! If T could get to
France—] lave frienda  there—my
brother, my father, would help me.
Though Heaven knows I hardly dare
face my father with this fearful dis-
grace on my nawme !

His head sank inle his hands,

Marjorie stood miscrably silent. The
man had cavse for fear; vet she kuew
that his best chanee—his only chance—
was to go back and faoco the musie,



* Oh crikey ! gurgled Coker, as the old gentleman gripped his gold-headed cane and swung if In the air

% Yargooh ! ¥

& Call a constable ! ** roared the old gentleman.

But it was not for o schoolzirl 1o nrge
advice on a man almost ay old as hwer
father. i

He raised his pale face at Task

“Leave me, Marjorie. I am glad to
have scen you, my dear. Buot go—go!
You may be missed. They may sus-
poct——"

&lie leoked round the desolate room,
A suitease—all the baggapge the wretehied
fugitive had—lay open on the flear, 1t
waz half-packed with canned foods—
cvidently brought away with him in hi:
flight from the woodecutter's colltage at
Lantham. ‘That was his subsistence
while he lay in hiding in RHedwing's
cottage.  ller heart was heavy with
.

T'he fugitive unbolted the door.

“Go, my dear—go! lvery moment
that you are here adds to my uneazi-
ness,” he muttered.  “But—bubk come
arain, if wou can—safely.  Heaven
kuows hiow glad T am to see one friendly
face! DBut go!”

There were tears in Marjoric’s eyes
ns she wheeled her bieyele down fromn
Hawkseliff, and mounted on the lower
road, to ride back to Chilf House Bchool.
Every hour thet the unhappy man re-
mained in fight and hiding blackened
the suspicion against lim—drew closei
the net, Yet nothing would induce him
to foce it out. Ilow was it to end?

THE RINTH CHAPTER.
Hard Lines on Horace!

e SAY, wvou fellows! Logk at
l Coker 1
Lilly Bunter grioned a3 he

drew fhe attention of the Famous
I'ive to the great Horace. .
They looked at Coker, and smiled.
Plenty of fellows looked at Coler that
dav, and smiled. _
1t was the day following Coker's ad-
venture at Chunkley’s in Courtficld.

EVERY SATURDAY

That adventure, of cour-¢, was all over
Gireyfriars now,

All Greylviarvs roaved over il

Heniors and juniors howled over il
Fven the masters prinned in Cormowon-
room, ¢xerpling Prout. Prout, #s
Coker’s  Tormemaster, was  greatly
annoyed,

Prout did not like lis Form to be
faroous for comtaining the lbigeest fat-
Lead ever.

And the 1ead, of conrse, was wradly,

Il could bLarndiy refuse o acocde to
Cnlonel  Dlaseldene’s demawd for enu-
dign punishioent for tle oflender,

Colier's feeble defeonce did him na

pood.  Ele  had, of eourse. never
decamed  that the white-bearded  olid
rentleman was 8 Hewovite's  pragud-

fatlwr—never dicained thatl e was any-
hody, Lut John James Hazeldene dis-
puized o oa false Leard,

ITow was Coker to poess that at a
tima when John Jaies  was  Lioeing
hunted for up sid down the countryside,
hiz father would bBlow in?  ITow was
Croker 1o know that he had o father at
all, if it came to that?  Troe, now that
e knew that the old “beaver ™ was
John Jumes' father, he understood why
the old beaver rescinbled John James
in feature. BHiill, & fellow could not Le
expected fo guess all these things.

But the Head took the view that o
fellow could be expeeted, ab lcast, to
mind lhis ewn businesy, and mnot to
meddle in what did nob concern han.

Anvhow, Uoler had pulled the old
colonel’s beard, and the old eolonel de-
mwanded vengeance., e demnanded that
Coker should be floxged.

It was difficult to refuse. It was
awkward to accede, Prout, angry as he
was with Ceker, did nol want o flogring
in his Form.

Fifth lorm men were never eaned,
much less flogged, 1t wos o degruda-
1ion to the ifth, Prout felt b keenbs,
Ile Dated the thousht of o Vilth Form
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Crack !

Coker gave a wild yell as he caught the cane, and Jumped back barely in time Lo escape another swipe.
* I will have bim charged with assault ! ™

man bending over like a fag. Coker
lated  the thought cven more than
Prount.

Stall, what was o be done? The in-
furiated old warrior was prepa oy
make the cnse one of assanlt and
battery, invoking tho law, if Colker waa
not adequately punished.

_ The Head had to consent. Prout oh-
jected in vain, The utmost that Prout

could obtain was that the Hogging
should not take place immediately.
Prout hoped that when he had cooled

down the old eolonel would Le satisfied
with some less ferrific sentence—such as
inpositions  or  detentions. Horoeo
Uaker, therefore, was up for & llogging
on Satourday.  Unless, during the in-
terval, Colonel Hageldene relented, and
allowed himself to Lo pacified which,

judging by his expression when he
stulked out of Greylriars, was nok
probabie.

In the morning Prout was very bitler
with Coker tn Form. He geve that un-
happy member of the ¥ifth the sharpest
cihge of his tongue, Coker was even
trlagl thak it was waths in the afternoon,
lic leathed maths, but even mathematies
was better than Prout.

Coker's face that day was glom and
gloomy.

In that it contrasted
overy ather face at Groyiviars,
greoted Coker everywhere. ]

Coker prow absolutely sick of secing
sinfling fanees round him.

There was, 5o far as Horace could see,
nothing at which to smile.

But that was not Coker’s greatest
irouble. There was the Hogging. The
aclual whopping was little; Coker was
tongh. But the humiliztion of it—thatl
was intolerable to think of. ] )

{lolcer was even thinking of asking his
weople to take him away from Grey-

rianrs before Baturday.

(Lontinued en poge 16.)
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nued fi
How was ho poing o stand 167
After class 1hat day Coker strode in
ihe quad with o black and gloomy brow,
in & state of the deepest pessimizm,
“1 say, you fellows, wateh Dim t”
grinned Billy Bunter. sav, Uoker

i

hmirgg as if he's enjoving life! He, he,
£
“Poor old Coker!” sighed Bob
Cherry,

*The pooriuiness of the esteepied old
Colier 15 terrific,” remarked Hurreo

Jamset Ram Singh. .

“I say, you fellows, he kicked Llazcl
this mornmng!” grinned Bunter, “I
fanoy he would rather have kicked his
granddad. Ile, Le, he!”

“Halle, halle, Lallo!
Hatel now,” said Bol.
in, 1 think."”

Heazel was lovuging vnder the clms
with his usual scowl on lus face. Coker,
spotting him, bore down on him.

Harry Wharton & Co. moved a liftle
nearer, Uoker, no douhbt, derived some
solace from kicking the old beaver's
grandson: but there was a lunit to that
sort of thing.

Coker, howaver, «id not kick Iazel
this time. Other thoughts were in the
mind of Coker.

“Look here, kid!™ he said, as Hazel
acowled at hun, “Don't cut off; 1
want o speak to you,"

"Well, don't I'' grunted Hasel,

* About that old fool of o grandiather
of yours!” woent on Coker, unbreding.
“He was fearfully waxy when he was
bere yesterday, Well, T don’t seo that
[ was to blamne in the matter. But, as
it stands, I'm up for a Hlopging, unless
the old ass changes his miud, and speaks
to the Head. It depends on him.”

“Well, ho wonr't chanige iz mind—
vou can bank on that!” said Llazcl.
"And serve vou jolly well right, too !

Coker's cyes gleained, but he con-
trolled his wrath.

“Look herc! Buppose you put it to
him 7" he soggested., * The old fossil's
vour grandiathier, and if vou peinted
ont fo him how thick it is, he might
think better of it. 1 understand that
he's staying at the Courthield Hotel,
Well, vou can run down and sce him.™

Pl wateh ik 1" said Hazel,

“And ask lim, as a special favour,
to think 1t over, auwd go casy,” said
Coker. “Hee? I dare say he's enoled
«lown a bit by this time, and may listen
to reason. I'll stand you a spread i
l'nil_ahid:.’ if vou gt away with 18"
X,

iI¢'s going for
“ Buetter woigh

azel looked at hin, and the Famons
Five pgrinned., Only that morniog
Uoker had sought solace by Lkicking
ITazel, Now lhe was asking Hurel io
intereede witle the incensed Colonel, Tt
was evident that Coker had o hopelul
nature.

Well, will you do L? demanded
Coker, as the Bemovite did not speak.
“No,” apswered Hazel; "I won't !
“AMind, I''n npot the fcllow fo take
no for an snswer from a fap ! warned
Coker. *“You're nsking for a theash-

ing, Flazeldene ™
{0 and cat colke !
#If you're going to refuse—""
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“"I've refuscd already !

“Tiut does it 1" said Coker; and he
jumnpet at 1lazel. .

As if maved by the same spring, the
Vamous Five jumped at the same
moment !

Coker did nol reach Iazel., Harry
Wharton & Co. reached Coler  first,
Cirasped by five pairs of hands, Tlorace
went over on his back, and his head
tapped on the quadrangle.

soker roarved.

1lazel grivming, walked away, Coker
was left in capable hands,

“You cheeky fags!” roarcd Coker.
“By pum, U%fgh! Licave oif
bavging my napper! Yaroooh ™

Tup, tap, tap, top !

Your times Coker’s head tapped on
the hard, unsvmpathetio carth. Four
timnes Coker's frantic roar rang across
the Greyfriars quad.

“Borry, old bean!” said Bob Cherry,
" Bal Fifth Form men ain’t allowed to
whop Remove fellons! Seed” ;

“I'll— Yaroop! Wheop! Ow!™

Tap!

“ W hoo-liooop 1

The Famous Five walked off the
geene, leaving Ceker sitting up and
rubling his dizzy head.

“[Ie, he, Lie!” Biily Bunter, blinkin
at. the great man of the Tifth throug
his big spectacles, cachinnated with
great amusemoent. .

{Uloker staggered lo his fect. )

Hazel was gono=—the amous Iive
were pono ! Bunter was there! It was
a vase of apy port in a slovrm. Coker
sitnply had to kick sowebody!  1le
kicked Bunter. Iinding consolation in
it, he kicked Lim again. .

Billy DBunter's fat cachinnation
changed into a frantie yell.

“YVow-ow! Beast! Wowl”

Bunter flad. Coker got in one more
as he went. Then Coker tramped
wrathfully away. He passed a grinning
group of Bhell fellows.

"Tlogged ' Hobson of the SBhell was
saving. “Well, I hope 1t will do him
good.  TFact 15, that's exactly what
Coker wants.”

“ Exactly ! agreed Hoskins.

Coker refrained from ocharging the
Shell fellows and tramped on. "T'ubb, of
the Third, from a safe distance, velled:

“1 zay, Coker! Who's going to be
flopzed on SBaturday ¥

Tubb did not wait for an answer to
that oquestion. e wmmacediately pro-
vecded to place s greater—and safor—
distanco iween hin and  Cuker.
Horace glared after Lim, glared round
at a score of smiling faces, and, with
feelings too deep for words, framped
out of gales.

!
ity

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
1 1558 JMALELDENE '™
M Inspecdor Grimes  roue
stable on duty announced
Aliss Hazeldene, and made a bow.
expression on Are Greimes’ face.

Twice he liad extracted information
Remove, on the subject of his missing
uncle,

Lueve Leen ",_.{Iuﬂ to bear that the milssinge
cashiier had becn taken and removed

Iie had not suppoesed anything of the
kind, however, with regard to Marjorie
kept the girl under observation when
ehie left ClHF Housze, in the hope of

A Caller for Mr, Grimes !

froom his desk as the con-

Thers was a puzeled, but very alert
fromn  Hazeldene, of the Grevfriars
ITe was well aware that Hazel would
from the neiglibourheod of the school.
axcldene.  More than once he had
ascertaining whether she was in touci

will the fuzitive, as Tie sirongly sus-
procted. .

This visit o his official quartera in
Courtfield, lwowever, looked wz 1f hliss
Ilazeldene hod adepted hier Drother's
views. LI there was information to be
obtained Mr, Grimes waz not particular
abiout its sonrce. ¥e wanted very roueh
to drap his oflicial hand on {he shoulder
of the Brighton casliicr.

“Please como in, Miss Iazeldene,"
said the inspector, kindly and respects
fullv, “Prav take this claie !

Marjorie sat dow.

Her face had been a little pale when
she entered., Now it flushed  will
colour, The portly inspector made
sonthing goesiunres. - :

“Thank yon for coming to me. Misa
Hazeldene,” he said. *1 think I can
guess your reason: and you are doing
E’j%'ht—lfjl}ltﬂ right! If you have any
information to give———"

Marjoric started, and
deepened. _

“I have no information to give!” sho
gaid, alinost sharply.

“Eh? I supposcd—=>

" Mothing of the kind, sir."

“Then  why——="

“I must speak to you, Me. Ciciines,™
said ~ Marjoric. “I-—-I don't kunow
whother I ought fo have come lLere.
But—but-—"

She faltercd. .

“My dear yvoung lady, pray Le guita
at {ﬂur ease.” said the inspeclor svoth-
ingly. “1I shall be glad to hear any-
thing vou have to say. I prosome that
it concerna vour uncle, Jobn James
Hazeldene.” - ;

“Yes,” said Maurjorie, alinost in &
whisper.

The inspector’s eyes glislencd.

“Please proceed ™ he said, “You
must understand, Miss Hazeldene, that
no definite accusation hias yet been mado
in this matter. There has been, so far,
no question of the issuc of a warrank
for arrest. The police simply desire to
interview Mr. ¥azeldene, to learn whal
light he can throw on the vory mys-
torious circumstances of {the  bank
robbery at Brighton.™

“Io fears that if Le gave {hat inler-
view he wonld not be allowed to go fece
afterwards,” sawd Marjoric.

The inspector conghed., No doubt hie
was well aware that Jobn Janes had
aruple grounds for ihab fear! 2

‘The girl's words were an admission
that she had scon the fugitive sinco
he had come o that pavk of Kent, My,
{rritnes, however, made no comment ot
that.

“In Mr. IMazeldene's  own hesk
intepests,” he said, "he should gel in
tonch with the police” _

“T am snre that that iz true” said
Marjorie, *and 1 have wrged him {o
do sn apain and agai. I be ouly
would —"

She sighed. .

The inspector suppresscd o smile.
There was no doubt now that e CHEY
House girl knew where the fugitive
was,

“You bave given lam  excellent
advice, my dear voung lady,” he said.
“I have no doubt that he is in a stain
of —hem I—nerves, bub surely o sensible
inan can see that it 15 wiscr o grasp
the nettle and face ithings out—if he 13
innocent 1

“Ha 1is
proudly.

“We must hope so—we muszl hope
sgo!” said Alr. Grimes, thougl M-
jorie did not need telling that his belicf
was exacily the contrarv. “ Bat, grant-
ing that he is innocent, Miss Hazeldene,
surely his wiscst, his only course, 15 to
%iTE the police the intervicw they _dt‘&!ﬂ;i

shiould be veey glad to ascertain—-"="

Ler coloue

innocent ! said  Marjorie



Marjoric’s Lips =~f in &8 way Lhat
showed the keen-cyed officer how very
unlike her characier was to  her
brother's.

“T can fell ren unthing,” said the
CLA House girl quicily. I have not
mmi}”!u::'u io tell you anylhing, only

“Only what i

“Bince my uncle eamo ta this quarter
some of the stolen banknotes havae bocon
passed here,” =aid Marjorie. It has
made people beliove that there 15 no
doubt of hiz puilt.*

Mr. Grimwes coughed again 1lis
cough ninplicd that it was hardly reason-
abla to expect people 1o believe any-
thing cl<o,

“Even my brother ot Groviriayrsg—"
faltered Marjorie. Shoe checked her-
gelf. “Inspector Grimes, I lhave
thought and theught over 1lis maticr.
And I bwlieve that the bauknotes being
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passed in Lhis disivict iz a proofl of my
unle's inmocenee.”

Mr. Grimes abmost jumped,

If anything could have wade the
Brighton cashier's guils clear as noon-
day, in Mr. Grimes' opinion, it was
Lhe circulation of the stolen notes in the
distriet where he was known to be huk-
i in hiding.

“Aly dear young lady—" lLic ejacu-
lated.

“Will you let me tell rou my reason
for thinkmg s0 ™ asked Alavjorie.

“I =hall o deeply infevested 1o Lesr
i, Miss Hazeldeoe,” said the mspector,
with a note of sarcazm in his veics that
brought another Hush Lo the schoolgirl’'s
face.

But she went on, quictly aud stcadily.

"When it was [fowud out that iy
unele was hiding i this neighbour-
hood, =i, il was reported in the wews-
|apers’

7|,..Lu-'

Qur,e Fooler:
259 FEATURE

7
“That 15 certainly the case,” agreed

AMr. Grimes.
“The bank-robber would naturally
kcep his eyes on the mnewspapers,

cspecially on all rveferences to the bank
robbery, siv.”

“1 have neo doubt of that,"” =ard My,
Grritnes, with a smile,

“Then—he would kuow, like everv-
body else, that my uncle was n this
neighbourhood, in hiding.”

“ Maturally.”

“ It would be much safer for the real
thicf, sir, if the vobbery were put down

to my upcle™
“Eht ©Oh! Yes. No doubt.”
“What was to prevent him  from

comting specially to this distriet, siv, {o
pass some of the notes, =0 oz to pive
that mpression 7
Inspector Grimes stood auite still,
gazing at the Cliff Housa girl. This,
{Continued on next page.)
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o Linesman ' is always ready to offer his knowledge and experience In first-class
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me digging into e Listory books,

to be guro, I don’t mind a bit,

thiough, becauso when Lhe necesaity
for taking & dip into the past is provided,
I usually find something which I myeolf
did not know or, at auny rate, Lud for-
gotten. For instance, the splendid stroggle
which Donecaster Rovera have made in the
Northern Third Division this season-—the
club still has o chance of grining promotion
to the Sceond Division—caused Frank
Arnold, o Yorkshire rcader, to ask moe
wheiher the fown of Doncostor hes over
h'?!an ropresenied by s Sccond Division
aida,

If T Liad answered that guestion williont
louking into the Distory books, I would
hava said * Mo, and I would have been
Wrond. There was a thmoe, just over
thirty yeara ago, when Doncaster Rovers
wora i Lhe Second Division of the Football
Leogue.  They hed (wo sacceossive seosons
in thnk elass,  Theu they dropped out for
one seagon, but came back o expericoce o
maost disastrous time,

SGHE readers of wmine o love fo selb

Indecd, they crcated a vecord of
wiliich no club will hopc o rob thein,
From the whole of thelr 34 Leagute
ganies played in lhe =season of
100 1-3 they only gained cight poinds
—the sinallest fotul ceey gabied by
a club frone & scries of Sccond
Divizion malehes.

No wonder they went out of that class
agoin, for they wero twelve points behind
their nearcst vivals at the Onish.

“Thero Las been sote tolk in the newa-

pera thia season,” writes Fred Stointon,
rom an addivess in Neorth Louadon, * abhout
the football autheritics pulting a limit on
the amount which clubs ere allowed to
pay lor the transler of a player. Do you
think this ia likely to conie to anytlung,
and are my friends right who tell mo that
& trensfer limaé was imposcd at one
time I '

The first part of 1hat question raiscs a
hig izaue, atwd althow ah it is quite true Lhut

there haa been talk of pulting on a limil fo
the amount whicl & club should be allowed
Lo pay, I don’t think the idea is likely, for
tho timne being at any rate, to get heyond
the talking stepe. Whether it would be
wige to limit the amount which & ¢lub can

end in the course of a season on new
players is an intriguing question. Certainly
thers ave a lot of pepple who consider that
money talks too lowdly in big football in
theso daya.

AN EXPERIMENT THAT FAILED !

T the moment, the sky seemns to he
the enly limit when star playcrs
are the subject of begotiationa
between clubs, and during ihis

geason a8 much aa six thousand pounda
has heen peid for a pleyer who haed un'r;f 11
few months' expericnceoe in Second Division
fovthall. This was il amount paid, I
bBeliove, by Armonal for 1he services of Lthe
playver whom I mentioncd last weelk—
Allved Isirchon.

Pevhaps the clearest indicalion oy
fo the wvay in whicl the transfer fecs
have gone up ond up can be given
Ly gquoting a line from the balance
sheet of the Preston North End olule
forty pgoears ago. That line read
thus : ' Plugor’s transfer fec £4.°°

I wonder who the playver wes for wham
Preston North End cousidoved it wise to
pay 8 transfor foo of eighty shillings in
those long ago days ¥ e wos probably
quile good.

Referring to ihe seecond part of Tred
Stainton's gquestion, it is s fwet that for
just one seagon, Inany yours ago, a trevusfer
fee lunit of £350 wos flixed. 1t was not
legal for any club Lo pay more ihan thudt
ameunt for & player. T'he experiment was
deemed to be o complete failure, howover,
and was quickly dropped. Ior one thing
the big t:?ul:-a found & way of driving "' a
carriage und pair"™ through the limit
regulations. They developed ilio habit of
paying seven  Jnudred Pﬂunﬂﬂ- for {wa
players from ihe saue elul at (o seine

time. One of tho two plavers thus
transferrod was o good one. The other
wag, {o put it mildly, not so good., Bus
the gameo foo of £350 was paid for each.
Thia means that virtually seven hundred
pounds wag paid for one good player, and
tho ather was thrown in as make-weizht to
keep within the Limit regulations,

A CORNER-KICK EXPERT!

T least some of the sucoess whivh

A hieg come the way of Shoffiald

Wednesday in Cup and League

thia season has heen due to 1he

very eflicient way in which that fine little

player, Marlc Hooper, has taken the corner-

kicks awarded to the ajde, There is an

idea in the way in which Hooper has been

ueed which I think might well be copied
by many other cluba,

Hooper is the outside-right of the
Wednesday team, and by the usnal order
of thinga ha takes the corner.licks which
are won on his side of the field,

Bul Hooper does mare than this.
When the Wednesday have o corney=
kiclke muwarded o {hemr over on the
left Hooper goes across, and tales
those kichs, foo. He has practised
so hard this scason that he (38 now
an erpert in  this corner-kick
business wwhether he fokes them
from the right or the left.

Tt jan't at all a bad thing to have an
expert in varioua phases of the game of
football. A penalty kick expert on o side
18 most valuable, and 5o i8 a player who
can hit tho ball specially hard when free-
kicks aro granted anywhere ncar tho
enalty arca. A player cannot bo put
into a side maregr because he plecen
corner-kicks well, or because he is good
with froe-kicks or penailty kicks., But a
specialiat in these—and other connections
—ig vory valuable to o foothall team.

Now comea a  poellkeoping  quory.
“Dlaying in e maleh tho other dey,”
writes Kenneth Fraser, of Portsinguth, ' L
genit in a high shot whieh 1 felt suroe wes
going into tho net, T think it wouid havo
dene so if the oppesing goalkeeper Lizd nov
jumped vp, swung on the crossbar, and
Lhus dislodged it.  The ball stiuck the top
of the bar and went over. Should thia
gort of thing be allowed 7"

My reply i8 that the actien of {ho goal-
keeper was against the rules of the geme.
Tho referec could net award o gozl even
though Lie was convinced that the goal-
kecper had prevented a seore by swinging
on to the bar. What the referce ghould
hove done was to speak (o the gealkeeper,
tell him that his action was against both
the rulea ond the spirit of the zame, and
that if he did it again ho would be scnt otl,

“* LINESMAN.”
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evidently, was guite a new idea to hLim.
But his keen mind fastened on 1t
instantly. _

Marjorie looked at him timidly, It
was her fixed belief in her unela’s inno-
eenee, in spite of sll appearances, that
had brought that strange idea into hee
head. Mr, Grimes had had no such
belicf, He had looked at the matter
from tha. point of view of John James'
gnilt. Looking at it from the point of
view of his innocence, however, there
was at least a possibility in the girl's
Ellg'#ﬂstll_rll.

"By Jove!” said the inspector ab last.
o “Is'it pot possible, siv?” asked Mar-
joric. It would make the man guitc
sccure 1f anpether men were punished
for Lis criine, He must be a very bad
man, of he would not be & thief at all.
If there is any stranger staying in this
ucighbeurhoo 53

The inspector smiled. Ile did not
speak, but that sumle told Marjorie that
overy stranger staying in the neighbour-
I had already veccived some atten-
tion from tho inspector. Thero was a
possibility that any stranger might bo
John Janmes in some disguise,

“Ilo wight,” said Marjorie, “remain
ai a distence and visit this district in
a car, or on 8 bieycle, at intervals, sir,
Ihe wan whom the Greyfriars boys
found passing one of the motes 1n
Friardale had a bicyele, and escaped
on it.™

“Quito I said Mr. Grimnes.

“le might be az far off as Ashford,
or Cauterbury, and yob como into this
district at times to suit Limself ! said
Marjorie.

"]Uzultﬁi“ satd Mr. Grimes.

“Knowing that my uncle is innocent,
I think that it is so, Mr. Urimes,” said

the Chlf House pgirl, rising. *I—I
thought I—I would come and tell you,
because—bocause—"

" Every sugigcstim‘l made to  the
police,” said Mr, Grimes solemmly, “is
carclully considered, aud, if wuseful,
acted upon. If you have anything more
1o tell me——"

“ Nothing, sir.”

“An interview with ©Mr. Ilazel-
dene——"" 1urmured the inspector.

Marjorie did net rveply.

“Well, well” said DMr. Grimes, *I
am nuch obliged to you for ealling on
me, Aliss Hazeldene—and if we hawve
aﬂgﬂllug’ to Jearn from OULff House
Sehool, aceept my assurance that we
shall bo only too happy to lcarn.”

Marjoric's face flooded with erimson.

Bhe was glad to leave the sarcasiic
Mr. Grimes and get back to Lier bicvele
and ride away.

Sareastie as he was, however, Mr.
Grimes had a very thoughtful czpres
sion on his face when the ClLff House
girl waz gome. lle sat at his desk
wite a long time, jabbing a pen into
the Dblotling-paper, with a wrinkle in
iz brow.

—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Colonel at Clift House !
SAY, you girls! The old Lean's
gelling quite wild !
PESIC unter, the ornawment
of the Yourth at  ClLilY
made  that willi &

B |
Housce,
chuckle,

Barbarea Hedfern and Mabel Lynn
smiled. Clare Treviyn langhed.

The “eold bean™ to  whom  Pessie
Bunter referred was ‘:)Iancmg the path
between the gates and the-Ilouse.

Ic was a tall, angular, white-
bearded old gentleman, in a silk hat.
and as ho paced the path, he gave an
oocassional grunt.  Ile  was, m fach,
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Form
remark

THE MAGNET

Colonel Hazeldene, who had called on
Hazel the duv before at Grexirviarg,
and wasz now calling to zcc his grand-
dattghter at Clff Housg

Having called and explained fo. Miss
'rimrose, the Head, that he wanted to
sea Lils gpranddavughter, e had been
obvionsly, and epenly annoyed to hear
thet Marjorie was out of gates.

Clif House girls were at liberty to
ride tlieir bikes after class; and the
colonel had not anuounced that he was
coming. So really he had no just
grouuds For complaint.

But twenty-five years in India had
not  nnproved  the old ° genileman’s
temper, and a twinge or two from an
old war wound did not have any
unproving effcet either ! Hiriding on
the path while he waited for his grand-
daughter fo roturn, the old gentle-
man was frowning and coccasionaliy
snoviing,

A ear stogd in the read outside the
gates, with a chauffeur at the wheel,
waiting. The colonel had arrived in
that car. 1o lLad alrca.{lsb waited
more than half an hour. eclining
Miss  Drimrvose’s invitafion {fo  waik
within, he sirode wp and down,
futning. Which afforded a little harm-
Iqﬁ-..i entertinment to the Clff House
eirle.

“1 sar, w¥ou girls, he looks a fear-
fully.  ‘bad-tempered old  man!”
remarked” Bessie. “I faney he's iﬂmg
to blow Afarjorie 1_1]i1! new
where she’d gone, I'd tip her to keep
out of gafes till he clears off.™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, he can’t wait here for ever!”
argued Bessie. “Ile looks as if he's
going to burst like a boiler already!
Poor old Marjorte won't want to sco
that old erosspatch! I'm going to
warn her !

“You little asz=!" eaid Clara.

“Lat!” retorted Bessie.

And she rolled away down the path
in the bikeshed, with the kind inten-
tion of "tipping '’ Blarjoric when she
came in. ; g

Clolone! Hazeldene was shill parading
ard fuming, and cceasionally snorting,
ey 1he drive when Marjorie wheeled
it her bike at the side-gate, and found
the plump Bessic waiting for her at
1l E_IET_'].'!’.!IJ:-ILU!.IS.E". § ]

“I soy, DMarjorie, old dear!™ spid
Bessie, as Marjorie put lier machine
on its stand 1 say, down't go up to
the Jlouse!”’ X

“Why not?" atked Marjorie in sur-
prise.

“Come  down fe Pegg  with me
instend,” suggested Bessic. “I've been
going to uxzk von to come to tea with
me at the UHE Garden place for ages.
Come now.”

“Nut——" said Marjoric, puzzicd.

“Do come!” sald Bessie urgently.
“*I'm goitg to stand the tea, old thing
—~that's all right! Only, as my
brother Billy hasi’t paid baeck half-a-
erown I lent Lim, you’ll have to lend
e the money! That will be all
right, won't 17"

Alarjorie laughed.

“Uotning *"  asked Bessie lrightlr.
“1 say, they've ﬁfﬂ: some of those
Invely chocolate cakes at the CHif Tea
Garden—yvou konow, that kind with the
cream  inside—just serumptiouns—"

“Marjorie!” It was Clara’s voico
calling. “Oh, here you are!™  Miss
Clara’s flaxen head was put in at the
doorway. “Buck up, old dear; your
jolly old visiter’s waiting for you!”

“Ilazel?” exclaimed . Marjorie.

Slie pave Bessio a  reproachful
plance, and hurried towards the door.

“1.say, it's not Ilazcl!” exelaimed
Rossie,  “It's an  illdcmpered old
beaver, Marjorie—vou don't want to

see him! Muoeh betler keep clear of
him! T came liere speeially lo wait
for ¥ou to come In E.I-lg tip_you—"

“You littie donkey ! said Marjorie,

“But he locks cver se ill-tompered—
worse than Hazel when he's :Iw,rd-u{: ™
declarod Bessic Bunter. “ Worse than
Miszs Bullivant in class—in fact, tho
Bull's an angel beside bim! Eeep
clear, old thing !*

“Itlse your grancdiather,
said Clara, laughing,

Marjorie uttered an  exclamation.
Bessto clutchied her arm as she ran out
of the 'I::'1l-:{':-:?.'hf:lzﬁ'l.r

“1 say, Marjorie—" ghe squeaked.

“Lot go!™

“But, lock here, lend me the hall-
crown all the samo—— Cat!” howled
Bessie, aa Marjorie joerked her arm
loose and ran up the path.

“"Hg, ha, ha!” trilled Clara.

“Cat ™ snapped PBessie. I mean,
ldok hore, dear old thing, if vou'll lead
e half-a-crown—— Clat 1™

lara was gone.

Marjorie arrived breathless on the
drive, and the old coloncl came to a
halt and glared at ber under knitted
white browa.

You've come back!®

Marjorie,”

ha

i grandfather 1 gasped DMar-
jorie. “I'm =orey I waz out when you
came:. but I didn't Enow—"'

Enort |

“If you'd written, grandfather——'7"

Snort !

Marjorie etood silent.  She  was
awaro, from experience, that 18 was
wiser not to argue with the jraseibly
old  pentleman.  Colonel Hazeldenco
motioned to har fo  follow, aud
stamped down the drive te the gates.

“Aro wo pgoing out?" ventured
Mn'lijnrin.

“1T have asked wyour headmiastress
permission to take you for a drive!™
barked the coloncel.

“That's very kind of you, pgrand-
father”

“Is iti”
grimlry.

He helped Aarjorie inle e car,
and followed her in. A snort o the
chauffeur, and the ear was seb in
motion. A little proup of CLIT Hous:
girls watched the deparfure {rom the
gate. ]

“1 don't envy Aarjorie o drive wifh
that gargoyle !” remarked Mabel,

“Srine here '™ agrecd Babs.

The ear glided away up Pepe Tane.
Marjorie looked rvather timidl: at her
grandfather. Bhe was a little afraid
of the fieree old warrior, and he looked
angry.  Still, he generally looked
Angry. :

“I saw vour brother at Gre:foiars
vesterday 1" he barked.

Marjorie did net need o adk
whether he had Lecn pleased by geeing
her hrother at Grexlriars, Bhe could
see that le hada't!

“A young uivcompoep ! barked e
old gentleian

Marjorie coloured.

“ Az wealehneod as 1y son Jdaioes,
his uncle ! backed the colnnel.

Ho plarcd at Haxel's sister, as if
daring her to deny it

Wisely, Marjorie did nol spral.

“But never mind bom " growled
Colonel Mazeldene, "My Lusiness s
with my son Jamirs=—and you!  You
know where e 15"

It was rather an asserlion than a
question, "

“Youve helped lLim ' conlinned tho
colonel. “You've got the plack to do
it—vour brother hazn't the pluck of a
bunny rabbit! Not that James should

sald the colunel, rather

bave wanted help! Tah! Bali!
Nincompoop! Where is hel”
Marjorio drew 8 deep  breabh.
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Horace Coker raced round the bend of the narrow lane to see the car, on its side, embedded in a smashed gate. A unulp]o
ng

of yards from the car lay the black-bearded man who had driven it,

Certainly snc knew where John James
was—shkulking in the Redwing coltage
at Hawkselifi, Dut—

“Are you deaf?” barked the colonel.

“Oh! No!™ faltered Marjorie.

“Or gilly 7 he continued.

“1—I huFu not, grandfather.” .

“Then why cannot you answer a plain
question 1 barked the colonel. *1 am
hera to zce my son James. have re-
turned to England for that purpose!
Are you taking it upon yoursolf to kecp
my son hidden away from his {ather?”
Tha bark became & roar. i i

“Ohl Nal” gasped Marjorioe
ey But Fa )

“I am going to get him out of his
serape 1”  barked Colonel Hazeldeno,
“If he has no nerve or courage, he wili
find that his father has encugh for two !
Where iz ho?¥

Marjorte made up her mind. That
John James wantod to sea his father, of
whom, like the rest of the family, ho
gtood in dread, was very doubtful. On
the other hand, she could scarvcely
refuse to take tha father to the son !
And the colonel stated that he was thero
to get the fugitive out of his scrape.
That was great news, if true.

“He is at Hawkseliff, grandfather!”

she faltoved. ‘

"Hawkselilf ! YWhere the dooee is
Hawkseliffi? Tell the chauffeur where
to find it " growled Colonel Hazeldene.

Marjorie told the chanffeur. The cav

I_iln:flud away on tho hilly read te Hawks-

1.

Colonel Hazeldene did not utter a
single word during the drive. IHo sat
with & grim face like iron. Marjorio
stola & timid glance at that iron face
gvery now and then, but drew no word
or glance from her grandfather. She
could not help feeling that the coming
iiterview was not going to be a very
pleasant one for John James,

on his knees beside the man.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Geod Samaritan !
13 gT{}F 1™ shouted Horaco Coker,

The man in the little groen
Austin stared at him for o sphit
second, and drove straight on.

“Riily ase " commented Coker.

IHe halted and looked round after the
car.

Coker, with a glum and gloomy brow,
and in the very worst of tempers, was
taking a long walk on his lonely own.

He was  tired—absolutely  sick—of
smiling faces at Greyfriars. Fellows
would keep on grinning like monkeys,
and cackling like parrots, and laughing
like hyenas, just as if there was some-
thing funuy in Coker’s misfortunes. Ik
was cnough to make any fellow sick and
tired.

Harace Coker was chiefly occupicd at
tha mwoment with his own troubles. Still,
he was a good-naturcd fellow, and he
called out a warning to the motorisi—
one was neaded, though the driver of
tha pgreen Austin did not secm Lo
undarstand that.

Cloker bad just come round a corner
of a narrow lane. Just vound that
cerner was & gate across the road.

Such gates were comman enough in
Kent. The lane ran through ture
land, where cattle fed. Gates had to

be clozed to keep thom from wandering
on the roads.

There was a notice on that gale,
““ Pleasze shut the gate 1" Thero was al=o
a heavy stone fastened on it to drag it
shut after it had been opened, in caso
anyone should neglect that notice.

Coker had closed the gate after him
and turned the corner. and then beheld
the little green Austin approaching at
o fast rato,

Naturally, he called on the driver to
Btop.

** Oh erumbs ! ** murmured the Fifth Former, dropp

Had thoe driver stopped, Coker would
have explained that he was heading for
a collision with a gate.

But the black-bearded, Dlack-
moustached man who drove the Austin
did not cateh on. Wo doubt he was un-
acguainted with that part of the
country : perhaps ho belonged to a eity
where thore were no gates across roads.
orhaps he thought that Coler was
mercly o schoolboy pulling his  leg.
Anvhow, he paid no heed.

. The groen Austin shot on, and shot
round the eurve, and Coker, standing
and staring alter it listened for the
crash. At the rate at which the black-
bearded man was driving, it would be
nuraculous if he was able to pull up in
thne to save his car.

Crash !

It camne!

“The blithering
Coker.

e started running after the ear, He
forgot his own troubles, manifold and
serious as Lthey were.

That terrific crash as the car struelk
the gato told of trouble mueh more
serious than any of Coker's!

Breathlessly Horace raced round the
CHEYe,

“(th, my hat !" he gasped.

The green Austing on its side, lay
embeddod in o smashed gate. A muttjh.!
of yards from it lay the black-beoarded
man whoe had driven iIt.

Apparently he had been tossed out of
the car when it erashed.

Coker ran to him.

Ha lay in tho grass, without maotion.
ot his {muk- There was a trickle of
crimson on his epturned face.

Coker dropped on his knces heside
him. For a terrible moment he feared
that the man had been killed by tho
cresh,
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But it wvas not so bad as that! Ile
had Deern flunp viclently to the earth,
and had etruck it hard, and he was
stunned.

Heo was still breathing, But he was
guite unconscions. His eyes were nlcrm:tli

and the black-bearded man looke
hastly.
“Olt crumbs!® murmured Iorace

Coker.

He 1ose to his feet and stared round
him rather helplessly.

The spot was an utterly lonely onec.
There was no habitation within a mile—
the mncarest, in fact, was Groyfriars
Bchool, by a E&th across the meadows.

To obtain help, Coker had to cover a
mile, leaving the injured man where he
fay. That, he felt, was imposaible.

He looked at the car. Coker could
have driven the car had it been in a
condition to be driven. Butb it was help-
lessly wrecked,

He looked at the insensible man again.
The Mack-bearded man had not stirred.
He lay senseless, motionless,

That he needed medical attention as
the carliest possible moment was elear,
Coker mads up hiz mind ta it.

The man was of medium size, slightly
buile. Coker was big and brawny and
beefr., Brains had been dbalt out to
Coker by niggardly Nature with a
sparing hand. But Nature had made up
for it with brawn and muszelo, And it
was brawn, not brains, that was neoded
Noy.,

Coler lifted the insensible man from
the pronnd.

Big and hefty as he was, Coker had to
exert himself to lift the black-bearded
man on his back, Having got him there,
however, it was fairly casy to carry
him, bending forward like a conlman
under a sack of eoal. Colker could have
carricd @ sack of coal, and the black-
bearded man did not weizh nearly so
much as that.

Coker started.

He picked the shortest eut across the
meadows, and tramped away with his
burden. It was ]i.'rmE' to cause rather
senisation at CGreyiriars when Coker
tramped 1 with a stunned moelorist on
his back. But it was evidently the only
thing to be done.

THE MAGNET

Dr. Locke, it was certain, would be
glad to allow the injured man to be
placed in the school hospital whila a
doctor was sent for. The scheol was the
nearcst  place where help eould be
ghtained; and Coker, though willing to
exert himseli in o good cause, had no
desire to carry such a burden farther
than was absolutely necessary.

He tramped on and on, - i

His burden, fairly easy to deal with
at first, grew heavier and heavier as ho
proceeded. Thoe weight told more and

I,

Coker was soon gaflpir!ﬁ. e hent
more and more forward, till he was bent
almost doubleo.

But he stuck to it manfully.

IHe emerged at last into I'riardale
Lane, by the fisld pate, only a few
iinutes” walk from the school. Ide
pansed for a munute or two, to rest
against the gate, breathing hard and
deep, the perspiration trickling down his
manly brow.

All that tine not a sound had como
from the insensible man., But now it
gpemoed that his scattcred senses wero
struggling back.

Cloker heard a moan.

“It's all right!” gasped Coker.
“Tn taking you ! You'ro hurt!
You'll get & doctor !, All right 77

groan answered him.

Coker vesiarted after the interval.
Feeling ready to drep, he staggeved
gamely on with his burden.

He was quite ncar the school gates
when there ecame a stroggling motion
from the man on his back. There was o
FASPINE CTy

“Let mie go! Put moe down ™

“Oh, youw've come to, have wvou?”
gn-ﬁpr:ci Coker. “It's all right! I'm
taking vou where you'll got help !

“Tot me go !

The man strugeled feebly, IIce had re-
covercd his consciousness, .bllt- not lus
strength, Colker gripped him fast.

“ Keep still 1" gasped Coker. ™ "Pain’t
so jolly easy to carry you, as it isl Don't
wriggle like o dashed cel ¥

“Iot me go. you fool 1Y

*Wha-a-at 1"

“Yon meddling dolt, let me go!”

Coker coneluded that the man was
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getting delirious. Ile marched on, and
marched into the gateway of Grayiriars
School, with his burden wrigghing on
hiz back. Tho man made one Eﬂﬁiiﬂ[‘ﬂ.lﬂ
effort to break loose, and the effort cost
him his reterning senses.  Once more
nnconscious, he lay like a sack of coal on
Coker’s broad shoulders.

0ld Gosling came ont of his lodge,
staring blankly at the Iifth Former and
his burden.

My eve!” ejaculated Gosling.

Coker, unheeding, marched on. And
from fifty fellvws in the quadvangle
came a shout, and they erowded towarda
Coker.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Suspicion |

1 ALLO, hallo, halle!” roared
H Bob Cherry.
“1 say, you fellows—m-="
" Coker—"

“Lontd o hand, you gabbling asses!”
sald Coker, with his customary polite-
ness. “Can’t you see I'm nearly drop-
ping? Lend & hand, fathcad ™

arry Wharton & Co. willingly lent
a hand. Tha heavy burden shid from
Coker’s m:]urr% shoulders to be sup.
ported by the Famous Five,

An excited crowd gathered round. A
dozen voices asked Coker what was up,
and what had happened.

“Can't yon seef” smorted Coker,
“Bmash-up in a ¢ar. I've carried him
in, all the way from Giles’ gote”

“Bly hat! Somo musclel” said Dob
Chorrv.

“Who is he, Coker®”

“Blessed if I know !
before.”

“We have,” said Harry Wharton,

Never seen him

“Was he driving a grécn  Austing
Caoker "

TThat's it!”™  assented  Colier.
“Smashed up now,”

“We saw him yesterday in Wood

Lane."

The Famous Five had instantly recoz-
nised the black-bearded man in whoso
car they had taken refuge from the rain
the day before.

Wharton had not forgotten the savage
back-hander across his face, but he dud
not think of that new. The man was
hurt and senseless, and that was enough
for the captain of the Remove, o
handled him gently and tenderly.

In the midst of a crowd the sonseless
man was carriod towards the House.,

Mr. Quelch came hureying out.

“What—" he began in amazement,

“Injured motorist, sir!" said Harry.
“Cokor carried lhim in.”

- “NBless my roul!™ said Mr. Quelch.
“Wingate, Gwynne, Loder, Sykes—
please take 1ho man from theso juniors,
Please carvy him to the sanatorium at
once. 1 will telephone for Dr. Pillbury.”

The juniors vielded the burden to the
stalwart Sixth Formers.

Loder of the Sixth uttered 2 sharp
exclamation.

“Great pipl Look at this

“1 say, vou fellows, his beard's coming
off ! squeaked Billy DBunter.

“Great Beott 1Y

There was no mistake about it. Tha
short, black beard, which gave the man
a foreign look, had become disordered
while he was wedged on  Coker's
shoulders. It had slipped stdeways, and
a wire was revealed by which it was

[

{astencd.

It was a false beard!

There wes o buze of excited voices.
The whole crowd followed as the Sixth
Formers bore the mysterious man away.
He was seen to make 2 movement,

“Keep quiet, sir!” said Wingate,

“You're al rigilt now."




et mo go!” The man wag conscious
again " How dare you bring me here?
Let me po at once '

“You can’t walk, sir,” said_the Grey-
friors captain, puszied. “You're in

hand ge—=*’

“Let me gol”

It was olmost o yell. The man
struggled’ so fiercely that the amazed
Gre;rfgl:iars men sct him on his feet and
released him.

“Let him go if he wants to go,” said
Wingate blankly. * But—"

“He's delivious,” said Coker. *He
Ewed me ag I was bringing him in.

8 called me a meddling dolt.”

"That doesn’t sound like delirium,”
remuarked Vernon-Smith. “8olid com-
mon sense und good judgment.”

“Hu, ha, hal®

“If you want a thick
Smith | roared kor,

“Order there!™ rupped Wingate,

The motorist stood unsteadily in the
midst of an excited circle. His ghastly
face, streaked with blood from & cut en
his head, was full of & strange excite-
ment and fear, Why he was alarmed
was a mystery, unless he was getting
delirious, The false beard, hnngmg on
a single wire, gave him & strange look.
It was slipping farther out of place, but
he was unaware of it. Ha stood stag-

ering, evidently scarcely able to keep

is feet.
“For

gnr, young

codness' sake, =ir, let us foke
you inl” cxclaimed Wingate, reail
concerned. “You are in good hands
here, and a doctor is being sent for.”

“Leave me alono 1™

“Certainly, if you wish: but—"

ave me alone, I tell vou!”

The man stared round with dizzy
eyes, as If taking his bearings. Then
ha started to walk towards the pates.
That he was in no state to walk was
clear to all eyes, and the Sixth Formers
gtood ready to catch him if he fell.

Ha lurched, and Wingate's strong arm
eaught hun

“Bear o hand I said Wingate.

. The man fainted as he fell! Heo was
insensible again as the seniors carried
him into the sanatorium,

The crowd in the quad were left in an
excited buzz,

Harry Wharton had a startled look on
his face. IHis eyes met Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh's, end the Nabob of
Bhanipur ave & nod.

“¥ou think you've heard his voice
before, Inky 7" breathed Wharton.

“The thinkfulness is terrific * mur-
mured Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.
“We have scen that esteamed johnny
before more than oncefully.”

“We gaw him yesterday in Friardale
Wood,” said Bob Cherry.

“And before that]™ gaid Iarry
quietly.
“I don't remember——"

"He hadn't a black beard, or a mous-
tache either when we saw him hefore
that !” said the ecaptain of the Remove.
“Its a false beard, and I fancy tha
moustache is tho same. You remember
be did not speak when we came on him
in Wood Lane yesterday.”

“I remember; bat e

“We might have known his voice—
that was why,” said Harry. “When we
cameé on that man in plus fours, in
Uncle Clegg’s shop at I'riardale, last
week., wo knew him by his voice—tho
voice of the wvenerable sportsman in
white whiskers who landed a stolen
note on us.”

b Cherry jumped, ;

“Great pip! Do you think—"

“I sm sure—or almost sure,’” said
th?uj “¥You think it's the same man,

In a
o E‘ha thinkfulness is preposterous.”
£0h, my bat!” ssid Nugent blankly.
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“He was in a fearful tomper when
he found ws in his car yesterday in
Wood Lans,” seiwd Harry, “Ha knew
us, ton. And the way he smacked iy
face showed what he felt ke towards
us. Yet he never samid a word.,  He
knew that that time m Uncle Clegg's
shop we spotted him by his voice, snd
he was afraid to speak, But we've
heard him speal now.”

£ Ph‘EW!”

The Famous Five looked at one
another. Ii was a startling ides. That
there was something strange and mys-
terious about the motorist in the green
Austin, they had realised; but they had
not conicerned themselves about it., But
if he was the same man who had been
seen in two difflerent disguises, passing
the stolen notes from Brighton! The
fact that he was obviously in disguisa
now gave the idea probabi ir:i'.

“I say, you fellows!™ Billy Bunter
rolled up to the Famous Five. "1 say,
what's the secret?*

The fat Owl blinked inguisitively at
the Famous Five through his big spoc
tacles. He conld see that something was
“om™ and, of course, he wanted to
know.

Bunter alw&;rs wanted to know.

‘The discussion oeased Lnmediately,
The matter reguired thinking out before
anything wae said, and cortainly Bill
Bunter was not a fellow to be teld.
Telling Bunter was telhing the wids
waorld.

“I say, you fellows, do you know
who the man, i=?" asked Bunter cagerly.

“Some fshy sort of blighter going
about in a false beard—what? SRy,
who is hei™

Bob Cherry winked at his chums,

“You'll keep it dark, Bunter?"” he
whispered,

“Yes, rather, old chap!” gasped
Bunter, breathless with curlosity. * You
can trust me, old fellow] You know
Thow I keep sccrets!”

“h, my hat! I mean, yves, rather!
Mind, not & word ¥

“Not a syllable !"” pasped Bunter. “I
say, do tell me!l Who is he ¥

“ Mussolini 1 breathed Bob.

“What " yelled Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“"You silly ass!” reared DBunter.
“Don’t be a goat! Tell me who he is ¥

“ Hitler t* said Bob.

“ You—you—you-—" Buanter's very
spectacles gleamed with wrath. ~ You—
you silly idiet! You—you blithering
ass ! Tell ma who he ig1”

“"T'va told vou!™ answered Bob
gravely., “Mussolint or Hitler! You
pays your money, and you takes your
choice 1"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“ Beast I roared Bunter.

And the Famous Five walked away,
laughing, leaving the Owl of the
Remove glaring after them, with a
glare that almost eracked his spectacles.

*

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Brought 1o Book !

NOCH 1
K John James Hazeldene

pecred from behind the drawn
curtain in the Hedwing cottage
at Hawkscliff, with beating heart.

That sharp, impcrative knock at the
door, he knew, was not delivered by the
hand of his niece from Cliff House.

Who was there?

The hapless man in hiding had been
terrified, only a few days sgo, by Billy
Bunter butting into the cottage. Ie
lived in fear of some villager discover-
ing his presence snd investigating.
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Only sinca Marjorie’s wisit had Le
ceased to fear the coming of thoe awner
af the cottage. Yet he gould not leave.
Where was he to fleat

That loud, commanding knoclk at the
door brought the thought of the police
into his mind at once. With & trem-
bling hand he drew the curtain a liftle
aside and peered out

He gave a violent start at the sight
of o tall, white-bearded, grim-featured
old gentleman stending before the
cottage door.

1t was his father.

He had not even known that the
colonel had returncd to Epgland at all.
Marjorie had not known it at the time
she had seen her uncle in Rﬂd“iugl;ﬂih
coltage. John Jemes gared at the o
military gentleman, dumbfounded.

Knock [

The door shook under the bang of
the colonel’s cane.

“Oh " pasped John James helplossly.

He moved to the door. There was a
sound of dra%ging bolts, and it opened.
Colonel Hazeldene stared in.

“ Father 1 breathed John James,

John James was well over forty, but
ha stood in the presence of his father
like an uneasy schoolboy. IIe almost
looked as if he expected the old gontle-
man to lay the gold-headed canc round
him=—as no doubt he had done in days
gone by,

The colonel snorted, and stalked in.

" Bo you'rs here!” he grunted.

“Did Marjorie—" faltered John
Jamos.

He ﬁuussed that it was fram his nieco
that the eolonel had lezrned his where-
nbouts.

" Exactly 1™

Colonel Hazeldena stared round the
cottage. Then he stared at his son.
The contempt in his face brought the
colour to John James.

“ ¥ou nincompoop | said the colonel.

"Fﬂ.thﬂt‘—”

“¥ou weak-kneed young fool I”

John James was silent.

“I have & car on the lower road,”
said the colomel. “How long will it
take you to get ready ™

“Ready for what?” gasped John
James,

“For what!” snorted the colonel.
“To come with ma, of course! Do you
fancy that I shall leave you here "

“But—but I canoot go! I—I am In
danger of arrest! ¥You have heard of
the bank robbery at Brighton. I am
suspected I

“(ret your coat on I™

(14 Buh_.“‘

“Where 18 your hati*®

“ But—but——"

“My granddaughter,” said the
colonel, 13 wait in tha car. She has
te return to Clif House, Lose ne
tinte 1

“ But I—I—I cannot——"

ll'u{unel Hazeldene looked at  Lis
wateh,

“I will give 7ou five minutes,
James " ho said. “T will wait for Jou
outside the cottage] Lose no time |

i Eut""""*"”

Snort !

The colonel stalked out.

He stood like a ramrod oufside the
cottage, leaving his son Huftering and
twittering within.

But John James joined him there in
five minutes. What the old gentleman's
intentions were John James did not
inow. But he knew that he was as
much under his domination as when he
hed been a boy of ten.

When he came out, in coat and hat,
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the colonel surveyed kim with grim dis-
approval and contenpt. He eaid only
one word

“Come I”

John Jomes followed him.

They went down the rugzged, steep
street to the lower road, where the car
waited. &

Marjorio was siumf in the car. She
gave her uncle and her grandfather a

wick look. 8he, no more than Joho

ames, knpw what the old man's mten-
tions were. Whatever they were, 1t was
not for her to oppose them; and ev:-
dently John Jafucs was not thinking of
doing zo.

“Get in1” barked the ecolonel.

Jolin Joames. hesitated one moment—
only one. Then he got in.  The old
warrior followed him

The car buzzed away.

Not a word was spoken. Colonel
Hazeldens sat as stiff and zilent as a
bronze image. His look did not
encourage conversation on the part of
his son or his granddaughter.

The miles flaw under the wheels. Tho
car ran down Pegg Lane at last and
stopped wt the gate of Cliff House
School,

Colonel Hazcldene stepped out.- John
James looked at him without catching
his eyo. Marjorie got out of the car.

Then, for a moment or two, the grim
old gentleman's iron face relaxed.

“My dear,” ho said, “you are a good,
brave girlt It was plucky of you to
stand by this shivering nincompoop of
& son of mine! But you can leave him
in my hands now., I am sceing him
through | Good-bye, my dear!”

He kissed the girl affectionately, and
stcpped into the car again.

“(yood-bve, grandfather!” faltered
Marjorie. “ But—but, unele——"

“He iz in good hands!” eaid the
eolonel grimly.

The car shot awary. )

Marjorie stood watching it till it was
ont of sight. Then she went in at the

ate, with & thoughtful brow, but a
ighter heart. Whatever it was that tho
colonel intended to do, she could not
doubt that e would handle the situa-
tion better than the scared fugitive
possibly could.

John James did not leok as if he
shared that confidence. When the car
passed & constable on thoe road, ho
shivered back and drew his hat over his
face. That action drew a suort of con-
tempt from his father.

“A son of mine—afraid to be scen !
snorted the colonel.

“1 am in danger 1

“PDanger should he faced, not
dodged " barked the colonel. * Nincom-

poap 17
5 %-llt L

“ Nincompoop I

John Janes said no mare.

On the Lantham road the eolonel
spoke to the chauffeur—words that sent
a cold chill down the sping of his hap-
le=s son.

“ Brighton—and make her move [*

The car whizzed. )

Jolin James gasped. Every vestigo of
colour descrted his face. e seemed
scarcely to breathe as he leaned back
weakly on the cushions. But he found
s voice at last, . ‘

“We—we are going to Brighton!™
he panted.

“Whero clse ¥ barked the colonel.

" But—but—but 1 dare not——"

“ Nincompoop 1" )

“I—I—I will not go! 1 will not—"

Colonel Hazeldene eyed him grimly.

"Jum!:s out of the car, if you like,
James |" he answered.

Az the car was deing foriv, John
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Jimes was not likely to avail himself
of that desperate resource !

e sat, overwhelmed, as the car eto
up the miles. It was a long, long drive
to Brighton. But it was a good car,
and it made geod speed. In the dusk
of the April evening it glided into the
lighted streets of Brighton.

John James knew only too well the
building at which it stopped.at last.

When he stepped out he gave a hunted
look up and down the street, It was 50
clear that, even at the last moment, he
was thinking of a frantic bolt, that the
colonel gripped his arm.

"LCome 1™ he grunted. x

A -constable on the steps ol the police
gtation looked &t them curiously, John
James Hazeldene groaned.

“] am & lost man !" he muttered.

“If you are & guilty man, you are a
lost man! said Colonel Hazeldene.
“And if you are puilty, I have no desiro
whatever to save vow.”

“I am not guilty! I 2

“Then you are a saved man, and I
have saved you! Come!”

There was no help for it!

With bis arm linked in his father's,
John James walked mto the building,
where an  astonished chief inspector
was immoediately informed that the miss-
ing cashier of the Brighton and County
Bank had arrived to give the palice the
“interview * they hug so0 long desired |

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
News on the Radio!

i TOP that row!" snarled Hazel
S “"Rats to you!" answered
Tom Brown cheerfully.

The wireless was on in Study
MNo. 2 of the Remove. Hazel, coming up
to his study, found it fairly full of
Remove fellows, Tom Brown's wireless
got was rather popular in the Remove—
though to Hnzel, in his sulky, irritable,
nervy state, it was only a worry.

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the
stucly, and Billy Bunter and Smithy and
Redwing ‘and several other fellows, It
was rather s “full howse.’

Huzel stared sulkily at the gathering.
Straing of jazz emanated from the
radio, till & pause came.

“ News next ™ zaid Tom Brown.

“ Shut the rotten thing off "' growled
Hazel.

“Oh, draw it mild, old bean "
Bob  Cherry . “Wander along
passage 1f yon don't ke 141"

“Phis is my study ! snapped Hazel.

“Mine, too " remarked Tom Brown,

Billy  Dunter contributed a fat
cachinnation,

“He, he, he! T saw, yon fellows.
Hazel doesn't want to hear the news!
He doesn’t want to hear about his uncle
being nabbed.’

“Bhut up. Dunter ¥

“Oh, reallv. Wharton——"*

Haze! gave the fat Owl of the Remove
a fierce glare, Possibly lis objection to
the wireless was partly due to his fcar
of news of his mssing uncle coming
through. .

He lived in fear of hearing that John
James bad been arrested in the vicinity
of the school. At the same time he
would have been glad to hear that the
missing man had been taken, apd that
the dismal affair had szome chance of
coming to an end. Almost any end of
it would have Leen wealcome to Hazel-
dene, His nevves had been in rags ever
sinca John James had turned up in the
vieinity of Greyiriars, |

“Keop it gcin% Browner 1" said
Vernon-S3mith. “We want to hear the
news, if Hazel doesn™ ! 1f they get that

saicl
the

jolly old banlk robler, the news is sure
to Le broadeast.”

“(Good news for Hazel if they do!”
said Redwing. .

‘* He, he, fw!" cackled Billy Bunter.
“ Mot if it's his uncle
] Hazel, with gleaming cyes, made &

ump at the fat Owl! He sprawled over
}'!{Jb Cherry’s long ngs, which were in

the way. Study No. 2 was rather
packed = with the numercus radio
audicnce,

“ Hors, look outb!” roared Bob.

“They've my legsl”

“Get out of the war, you fool I

HMice polite sort of sportsman, sin't
you?" sald Bob cheerily. *“Same to
vou, old bean, with knobs on t?

Hazel scrambled: through and reached
for Bunter. That fat anﬁ fatuous youth
squirmed away round the study table.

“1 say, you fellows, kecp him off V'
howled Bunter, “’Tain't my fault his
uncle bolted with those banknotes !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“[ eay=-yaroooooh !” roared Dunter,
us Hazel reached hin: at last.

Hazel pripped him by the collar.

Bang | ]

Bunter’s fat head ostablished contact

with the stuﬂﬁ tabla. His wild roar
r,an% the length of the Eemove passage.
* Yoooooop 1"

Hezel was about to deliver another
bang whon Harry Wharton eaught his
arm snd jerked his grasp away from
Bunter.

“'WNuff's as good as a feast!™ re-
marked the captain of the Rcmove.
“That will do, Hazal "

* Let go, you fool !™

“ Yow-ow-ow I’ roared Bunter. * You
beast! Rotter! 1 hope they'll jolly
well nab vour uncle and eend him to
chokev! I wish they'd scnd you along
with him! Yow-ow-ow!"

Hazel wrenched his arm away from
Wharton's hold. Billy Bunter Jumgeﬂ
into_the passage just 1 time, and Hed
for his life. )

* Quict, you men ™ sax]l Tom Brown.
“We're getting tho news—""

“Hang the news!"” enarled Hazel.

“Oh, shut up 1™

“Don't be a silly ass, Hazel!™ ex-
claimed Harry Wharton, *You ought
to be anxious to hear the news, if there's
any from Brighton. The way you carry
on, you make a fellow think that you
Lelicve vour own uncle a guilty man."”

Hazel snarled, but did not answer.
That, os a8 matter of fact, was his fixed
belief, since the siolen banknotes had
turned up in the distriet. He was very
far from sharing Marjorie’s loyal faith,

Harry Wharton & Co. listened keenly
fo the announcer’s volee, when the news
started. They were very cager to hear
whether there was any uews of John
James Hazeldenc.

They had a suspicion—a sirong sus-
picion—that the man now lying in the
echool hospital was the man who had
passed stolen banknotes. They had seen
the man in two different disguises, en-
gaged in his nefavious work—onece as a
rﬂmrah!c-_. white-bearded old man, once
as a vounger man in plus fours. They
guspected, if they were not suve, that
the man in the false black beard was
the same man in s third disguse.

But was he Jobn Jame: Hazeldone?

That, they did not know.

They hoped not—they believed not!
But they knew that it was possible,

S0 far, thoy had said nothing of what
they suspected. The man was eafo
enowgh where he was, so far as that
went. The school doctor had seen him,
and attended to his injuries, and it was
kngwn that those injuries were too
serions for him to move, unless in an
ambulance, If he was the man they



EVERY SATURDAY

As Horace Coker marched into the gateway of Greyfiriars School with his burden wriggling on his back, old Gosling, the porier,

came out of his lodge, siaring blankly.

suzpectod him to be, he could not make
hia cscape. EBnat was he also John
Jamesz—waz he ITazet's nncle, and Mar-
joric's? Taat was a tormenting
thonught 1o Marjorio’s fricnds,

Nothing could have beon maore wel-
come to tieir cars than an announce-
ment (hat the missing cashier had been
found=for that would have proved that
e was not the man now lying in the
Greyiriars sanatorium,

“ITark ! oxclaimod
“ Hevoe ik comes [

Iazerl pave a convnlsive start as he
Ieard hiz unele’s name from the radio.
Fvery fellow in tha stndy listencd keenly
—n:?;}c-eially ihe IFamous Five! XNews
nf the missing eashier was coming |

“Tohin Jomes Hazeldene, the missing
eashier of the Drighton and County
Bank, has refirned o Beoghton——"

Hazel gasped.

0 nj" Jove '
Wharton.

A TISTH A

“Aml has infcrviowad the police on
the  snhjeet of thoe robbery at  the
Brighton and Uounty Bank some wecks
ago—" came thoe antonnest’s voice.

The juniors r".r:f:hij‘:lf(:{l glances,

“Wre. IMazeldeno's absence has not set
beoen explamed, bot it 15 statedd that ho
yoturaed to Brighton centively of his own
aceard wmml free will, and called on the
polico—:="" -

O pazped IMTazel

“Hurvah 1" ejacolated Tol Cherry.

Y et saensble thing the silly ass has
dane 17 pemarked ithe Bamder. " Yon
aitglit 1o be glad (o hear that, Hazel!”

Hazel dul nat zpeak, Hn did not
know whether {o be olad or neot,  II
his unele was innoeont he bad taken tho
right stap. Lint 3F Lo was gnifty=—f this
anly meant the cppendor of a fugitive
tiveal af light and hiding——

Ifavry W ohackon & Co Jdis] not wait Lo

ihe  Dounder.

Marry

mnrmared

* Lend a hand, you ass ! ** said the Fifih Former, in kis cusiomary polile way.
“ Can’t you see I'm nearly dropping ? Lend a hand, fathead ! **

licar more. The mews on ithe radio
lightoned their hearts, and hrighienced
their faces., Xf John James Hazeldeno
was pow in Brighton, as evidently o
was, the man in the school sangtorivm
was not, and could not be Marjorie's
unele ! And that man, they were almost
convineod, was the bank robher |

The Famons Five left the study,
Wharton draw Hazel out into the pas-
sage. Hazel siaved at him with sulky
Inuiry.

*What—" ha bogamn,

“ Buck up, old bean 17 saul the eaptain
of the Romove., “"Phat's the best news
wa've heard for a jolly long (ime.”

“What-ha I zaid Bal,

“1low do I know ' minflered TTazal
foverishly, *“If he's innocent, yes, But
—hut he was ahout here lately. whilo
the stolen notes wern passing—-"

“And the man who passed them is
gtill hore,’ =aid Harry Wharion quicily,
“You can’t know that—--"

%1 believe I do. We've gol veason—
1lly good rveason—te believe that that
man Coker carried in this aficrnoon 1
the man [”

“What rol! Why—""

“T'Il tell you why,” answered ITavey.
“He palmed off a fiver on us jast week,
got up as a vemeralle old  jolinny;
that's how Coker cama to make his
idiotic mistake at Chunkley’s, mistaking
your gratcifaiher for him,  When we
spotted bim ot Unele Clegg's we knew
him by hia velco, he looked quitn dif-
forent, Well, yesterday we came on
that motorist and had & row with him,
and ho never spoke a word all the time;
and I'm jolly cerfain now ibat it was
becausze he knew we might spot his sobon
again #

* But——"

“Ha's in ddizeni=c: van saw Lz hlack
hoavd conaa aff Wi e s caveted f
And when he zpolio——m-H ™!

*“You knew his voice again " gazped
IHazel.

“Yea—at least, I foel aure of 3£,

Hazel canght his breath,

“Oh, if ownly you'vs right !
hreathed, “Ti only you're righll Dus
it's not much to go on, Unly he was in
disguize; that looks fichy e

“The fishfulness 15 terrifie,”  =aid
ITurree Jomset Ramn Singh, with a grin,

“And Lhie wanted to get away, 1hough
e was hurt and conldu’t walk ("
liveathed Ilazel, *That looks —*

It does!” said Harry.,  “And we
know now for a fact that, whoever he
tg, ho i=n't John James Hazeldene—
who'a at Brighton tlia very minnd - *
P_;:ﬁ’hat are you going to de aboub
it

“I'm going to Oneleh to f0ll Liim what
wo think," said Harry., “Ile can deeide
whether to let Inspector Grimea know.
JE tliat man’s the bank rvobhber, 1's
predly certain that he’s gol some of iho
]nl:']'um.lﬁ:; about hitm, and that will fix i
‘m going to Queleh now 1#

And Iarry Wharton went al onea {o
hia Form-master’s study.

ha

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
All's Well That Ends Weli !
i E SAY, von fellows!" roaved Dilly
_ Billy Runter was foll of nows
i break the following morning,

e volled up to the Iamona Five, lua
g romind spectacles

“He's gone ! gasped Bunier,

ITarsy Wharion & Co. grinned. They
did about that [ittle matter, Ju bring-
g themn this startling newa the Tat Owl
wiz rareying eoalz 1o Neweast e,

Buwnter in great exatoment,
little vound oyes glisteming bolind los
Liew more than William George Banter

e Macser Lisnany.—No. 1,417,
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“Who's gone ! asked. Bob. Cherry]

“'he man in sanny | Gonel 1've just
heard ! I say, you fellows, there wan
something jui'l.:.r fishy about that chap!
said Buuter impressively. “I'm jolly
ceriain lie was a suspicious character of
some sort——" _

“Not really i" asked Harry Wharton.

“Well, he was got up in & falso
heard 1" said Bunter. *I belicve the
hobbies kave ot him 1"

“You doent say sol” ejaculated
MNugeit. .
“7 do!” said Bunter firmle, “I

noticed that old Crimey eamo [mr%m

in last night just before dorm., Well,
that man in sanny was taken away in
un ambulanee this morning. There were.
two policemen—I heard Gosliug say so—
whieh looks to me as if it was a police
ambulance—" . .

*What a Lrain 1™ said Bob admiringly.

Billy Bunter rolled away to tell his
news  farther.,  The Famous  Five
grinped at onc another,

Hazel joingd themn in the quad. In
contrast fo his usual looks of late ITazel
was bright and smiling. ]

“It's topping, isn't 131" he said.

“The topfulness 1 t?ﬂlnt," agreod
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, " Every-
thing in the estcomed and ridiculous
gavden s lovely.” .

B here's no  doublk about it now,”
said Hazel. * You fellows spotted him,
and that did it. They'vo got the man.”

“Tha gotfulness,” said Bob Chervy
solemnly, “is preposierous.”™

“Ia, ha, ha "

Fazel chuckled. ¥o looked a new
man, with the weight lifted from his
mind that had lain there like lead for
s0 long. e had had leave from Quelch
to go over to CLf House that morning
to carry the good news to Marjorie, and
Le had returned very merry and bright.

“I sav, Marjoria was fearfully bucked
when I told her,” he said.  “Bhe be-
lieved in uncle all along” Ilazel
colourad. “I1 wish I had now. But it
looked—well, vou know how it looked
when the notes began to pasa in this
quarter, and we knew that he was hid.
ing Iu'lhunt here, What was o fellow to
taink "

Harry Wharton & Co. made no reply
to that. . ,
“1 know what old Grimes thought,
said Hazel. “ But Marjorie didn't. She
had an idea—she told Grimes, I hear—
that the rotter came to this guarter to
a3s the notes simply beeause he Jearned
rom the newspapers that the missing
cashier had been seen here; to fix at
on him, vou koow, and sce himself

safe.” :

“Bry gum!” zaid Bob.
pretty deep, if it's correct.
swiul rotter !

“Well, it looks like it now,"” said
Hazel., "1 never thought of it: but
Marjoriec did, and she told Grimes.
Anvhow, Grimey’s got his man now |
They've found a bundle of the stolen
notes on him. That settles it. Faney
that silly ass Coker walking the man in
here—for vou fellows to spot him!”
Hazel laughed. *That silly ass, yon
Lunow! I'm sorry he's up for a flogging
on Saturday.”

“Poor old Coker!” said Bob, “ITe
noever knew he was doing anything use-
ful—but he's done it nﬁ the same. I
say, couldn't you put in a word for him
now ? It was through him——""

#Go and see your granddad and bog
him off, " sxﬁ]geﬁted Johnny Bull

“Like a shot if I could!” answered
Hazel. “But I can't.
from Marjorie that grandfather's gone.
Sho took him to dwing’s coltage,
where Unecle James was hiding, and he
walked Unclo James off in his ear

T'ae Maguer Lnany.—No. 1,417.

“That was
VWhat an

I've just heard

THE MAGNET

That's how he got to PBrighion, of
courze. I woncdered at his going - back
of his own accord,” Hazel grinned.
“Lot of his own accord about itl
Cirandfather did it, of courso | Marehod
Lim off, whether he liked it or not 1"’

* Best thing ihat eould have happoned
to him ! said Harey,

“Oh, wes, rather!™ agreed ITazel,
fOnle I ecan't get in touch with my
prandiather now; I baven't any idea
wiere he s, unless he's putting up in
Brighton somewhere.”

“Poor old Coker !

Coler of the Fifth was in ilie quad—
with a glom and gloomy brow. 'he
sword of Damocles still impended over
the mhappy head of Hovace CUoker.

Coker was not 1hinkin%.almut the
injitred motorist hin had bronght inio
the school; he had almost  forgotten
him.  ITo hiad heard that the man had
been taken away, bul ho was not in
ihe least interested. lorace Coler's
cdizmal reflections were concentrated on
iz own unhappy state. ke was up for
a flogging on Saturday., That terrible
prospoct obsearmd the whole horizon o
Colisr of 1he IFifch,

Harey Whavton & Co. smiled as
Coker sialked past ithem, looking like
Llamlet in Liz most {ragic moments.

"Let's toll  him,"  suggested  Bob
“Ilaszh it all, Coker cught to bo let off
in the jolly old eires! If he hadn't
trotledd that spovtamman into the school
we should never have spotted hivm, and
il wo badn't spotted him we couldn’t
Lave tipped Queleh, and if wo hadn't
tipped Quelels e conldn’t have pot old
Termey wige, and if ho hadw’'t put ohl
Civimey wispes—""

“HBonnda ke the * IMonse That Jack
Built,” ? prinned Nugent.

“Well, 1t was really through Coker
that he was nabbed ; though, of course,
Coker doesn’t understand that—or any-
thing slse,” said Bob, *Let’s tell him;
andd 1f he puta it to the Ilead it may do
him some goon,”

U et’s P agreed Whavtaon,

“1lallo, halle, hallo 1 Coker ™ hawled
Boly. *8top a minute, old bean 1™

{‘oker glaved.

e stopped—bat it was only te con-
cenbraio o glare of wrath on his well-
wishers 1n the Remaove., Coker was in
no mood to be bolhered by fags, or to
e addressed as “ald -bean™ by them.

“You cheeky Iidile tick ! roaved
Coker.

“Pat, T sav-—""

“Bhuk up 1™ snid Coker, and stallind
O,
Yo oailly g@as ! oroared Rol.

Coker stopped again amd tumed back,
e made o siende ol oy Cherre.

Smack !

“Yaroooop " roared Doly, as Coker's
heavy hand landed.

Tha next moment Coker was stroge-
ling in the grasp of the Co. Roaring,
{oker smote the guadrangle hard!

Tho Famons Five walked off, and loft
him to roar! llob Cherry rubbed o
burning car as he went 1 Ilis sympatiy
for Horace {Coker lhad evaporated!

“If Coker hags that flogging,” said
Bob, “1 hope the Beak will lay it on
hard | Jelly hard !7

AE which hiz eomradez chuckled.

Aftor class that day Coker received
a message calling him to the Head's
study.  The sword of Damocles was
ecoming down at last! He was in no
hurry to obey the summons.

“Ii's about the Hogging, of course,”
he told l'otter and Greene gloomily.
“Pretty thick, what? Can cither of
vou fellows see that I was in any way
to blame for what happened at Chunk-
lex’s that day 2"

“TTm 1** zaid DPaotter,

“Hem 1" gaid Creenme,

“Aind, I'm not zoing to be flogged 1®
said Coker darvkly.,  “1've thoeught ib
over, and decided.”

“Jen't that for the Head to decide 2™
murmured Potier. _

TNal” said Coker. “Ii's not! It's
for ma ta decide, and I've decided.
I'll go and see tha Head now, as he
wants me-fo. Bub af he's Gved up the
flogging, I shan't be leve in ilie morn-
mg to take 3!

Poteer amd Oreere gazed al L,

Caker was very {lem,

“T shall walk ount of the sclioo! !™ he
sanl. “I don't know what my people
will think—but Aunt Judy will stand
by me, snyhow! I zhall he sorry to
leave—I'm not the =zort of fellow that
a school can well sparve, as vou Lnow—
and goodaess knows how von fellows
will et on withont ! Pt T'vo
made up my mind-1"m not going to ba
ftogged 1

ind wilh 1t prim determiuaiion
fived, Iloraco Coker proceoded to the
Head’s stody. Az he ontered  that
dreaded apariment, he looked rather
like the Alpine genlieman in the poem
-—his brow waz =ct, his eye beneath,
{lnshwed like a falchion from its sheath !

He stood before his  headmaster,
rather in the attitnde of Ajux defving
the lLightming., Luckily, the Iead did
not discern that Coker of the FFifth was
understudying Ajax! 1o bhlinked at
{:0ker over hiz glasses, with a benign
and bonevolent blink.

“Ah, Coker!” he said. *I1 Lave zoent
for vou, my boy, in reference io the—
er—unfortunaie  eplsodle aboul which
{'olonel Hazeldene laid & complaing
before me! I have been in ecommuni-
cation with Uolonel Hazeldene—-*

Coker stood silent, Ile was debatin
in his mind whether to fell the Ilea
that e had decided not to be flogged,
or whether Lo let the old bean run on!
Fortunately he let the old bean ran on !

Hlolonel ITarzroaldene iz now
acruainted with fhe part yon plaved,
Coker, in connection wilh the arrest of
the bank robber,™ went on lhe IHead.
“It s very largely due to vou, (oker,
that the man was taken, and the
ralonel’s son clearved of all possible sus-
picion in connection with the robbery,
{olonel Hazeldeno desires me to con-
vey his grateful acknowledgmoents to
von

{oker Jumped.

“He desirez me to sax iliat he com-
pletely formives the absurd action of
which yon were guilty at Courliich] o
few dayvs agn——"

SO Y pasped Coker.,

“And there iz, therefore. no further
gquestion  of  punishment,”  sawd Do,
Locke., “The matter ends here,”

“Oh 1V gasped Coker agmain,

“1 am very glad of this, Coker!”
sail the ITead.

{‘oker was glad, tonl

HFo left the Flead's stndy as if ho
were walking on air.  Ile strolled back
to hiz own sindy, with his hands in his
pockets, and a grin on his foce. Tofter
and Greene stared at him. Ther had
not expeeted Coker to come back look-
ing like that,

“ Al serene. vou men” said Coker
airily. “The Beak only wanted a ehat,™

“And the flogging?” pasped Potier.

“I think [ mentiened,” sawd Coker,
fihat T was nat going to be flogped!
Well, I'm nat ! That's all I

And that was that !

(Wafeh out next week for another
magnifieent story of Havey Wharton &
('o., enfitled: “QUELCH'S EASTER
FCG You'll vate 1f one af Lhe finesd
gehianl soras Frael Dicherds has ever
goratfen /)



GRIPPING ADVENTURES AND QUICK-ACTION THRILLS !

| esSeA

o1 the IFRifte Sra.

abommt the Sea Spider 1o wage eor against the world.
craft is {he bullion carrvier Minneapoliz, frome whick is tranaferred bullion to the value of £200,000.
ot thrvough the surging seas in mid- Atlandic, the Sca Spider ceentually reaches the loat city of Atlantis, wheve
ireasire worth more than £1,000,000 is discovered. Doarding a plune, Ulverst then seta onut for the mainland
with a view to mahing arravgements for the disposal of the ircasure.
rehence ke ia picked up by Serge Tarko, a white Russian and owwner of the wohaler Nordyck, ond taken o Para,
Here he is insiremental in saving the cillagers from o murderous oitack by Red Russians.
Promising to end this cruel persccution by the Reds, Ulverst, wilh a crew of five sturdy youngaters fo handle
the Novdycek, sets out for the open sca, bound for Ice Rocl:, the air of the Sea Spider. '

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

Clverst, the greatest U-boat commander Gernnyg ever had, accompanied by a compefent crew, scis ouf
The first vessel 1o full 6 prey to this deadly underwater

{ Note read o}

He is forced down in the Arctic Ocean,

Diriving

Disaster !

IIAT puzzled Ulverst most was

W what*was to be done with his

vouthful - crew when  he

reached Jee Rock., Ha could

not keep them there, and, although they

might have the best intentions in theo

world, they would he certain to talk

ahout the Jouely rock with it strange

cavernons  workshops when  they  ye.
turned liome. .

Al if they talked, it would not he
long before either the Russian Govern-
ment or some other Eovopran Govern-
ment got wind of i, and sent a warship
1o discaver just what was gowng on at
ibat lovely rock. i

STl there must ba some solution to
ihe problem, reflected Ulverst, and, in
the meantime, what he had to eoneen-
traie on was getting (he Novdyck safely
ta Ten Mook, | 5

Az Tarka’s wile had zaid, the boys
were strong and sturdy, and Ulverst
found them a smart and useful fot.
Thanks to the suxiliary engine with
which the whaler was fitted, they were
not deperdent on the wind, and when,
towards evening, they ran into fog,
Tiverst kept the engine 1‘1mnmg~ at full
revolutions,  driving  the  Nordyck
vhrongh the murk, with a total dis-
regard [or any other whalers which
might be nesing thetr way through it.

Nor did he uze the clectric foghorn an
thno Lridge, but took the one precaution
of slationing & couple of the boys on the
fod's'le head, with insteuctions to keep
their eyes and coars strained,

By woming they had run out of the
fog, and, olthough the sky was grey and
lowering, there was a freshening wind,
which took the whaler along at a steady
chip, the water frothing and foaming
away from her blunt bows. )

They weore well within the region of
ceifting snowlields now, and more than
aneo the Nordyck had to bear away off
hiey conrse to skivt some vast ﬁﬂﬂ.tmﬁ
plain of snow which stretehed white an
iinzeling against the dark background of
ihn oily sra, )

Tho day passed uneventfully, and if
the wird leld Ulverst rcckoned that

ha shonld reach Jee Rock witlun the
next thirty-six hours. But the wind died
with the dusk, and the clatter of the
enging again broke the stillness of thoe
deeary wastes of ice and scg.

On the bridge, Ulverst was casting an
anxious eye &t the grey and thickening
ranrk ahead.

“It's gotting dark too quickly for my
liking,” he said to Ivan, a strai?ht-
limbed lad of sixtesn, whom heo had
solected as mate., “That’'s snow ahoad,
I'm certain!™

“Yes, 1t i

enow 1" answoernd Ivan.
"A_mi

wind with it, only dead apainst
us ¥ eommented Ulverst grimly, as an
tey wind soughed across the deck, then
dicd away, to be followed a few
moments later by ancther and slvonger
gust, which hronght wilh it f(ne and
pawdary lakes of snow.

Ulverst stepped back into the wheel-
hiouse.

“Btay with Tvan on the bridge,” he
said, relieving the lad abt the spokes
“I'll take the wheel, We're in for a
real divky squall i

Ho was right, for the snow-laden wind
was watling now across the deck on a
high-pit.t:lm and eeorie note, wihich gave
promise of worse to come,” Within a fow
minutes the Nordyck was ploughing her
way forward through a blinding storm
of flying snow, which cut the face and
caused Ivan and his ecomnpanion to
crouch for shelter lbehind the bridgo
tarpanlin.

The sea also was rising, and the heavy
whaler was shipping greak spouts of icy
gea over her blunt bows, ihe flving spray
rattling like lead agawmst the wheel-
house windows.

It was fortunate for Ulverst and his
vouthful crew that he had taken ihe
wheel, for strong though the Jad whom
ho had reliaved had been, he could
nover have kept the bucketing, swing-
ing Nordyck on her cowrse, for sho
reeled and plunged like a mad ihng na
tha buffeting seas hit her and the
screaming hurvicano shricked through
her spars, causing the repes aud Lal-
yards to hend rigid, like rods of black
and curved stecl,

Time and again Ulverst thought his
enginn had failed him and that the
vessel had lost steering way as sha swung
perilously and hmachingl}:-' to the piling
seas, but always ho puolled tha blung
bows back into tho tecth of the storm.

Then without waening..camn disaster.
Ulverst heardd Iwvan :..'ﬂ-[l, glimpsad &
honge solid whiteness, which seemed to
hear toweringly down on the Nordyvek,
ther was shnost flong from the wheel
a3 thera eame o toveific crash, followed
by tha grinding and splintering of
timboers.

Marooned !

EAVING the wheel, TUlverst

L dashed out on to the bridge. Tho

whaler had hit an iceberg on

which she waa slowly but surely
grinding herself to’ death.

Ulverst could sec the maszive, towoers
ing whitenees of the berg tlhvongh the
driving, hlinding snow, and, cupping
hiz hands to hiz mouth, ha hawled :

“The boats ave useless. Get all tha
stores yon can carry, and jump for it
Ciet on to the fce!” )

ITe wheeled on Ivan and his com-
panion s the other three boys dashed
below,

“Come on, we've got fo salvage what
wa can ™ he rapped. “You, Ivan, get
fhe oil cask over. We'll want it. You,
Hergn "—to the olher bey—"collect all
tha Idankets and hbedding vou ean.
Hnorry, =he’ll go any minuto [ ‘

Tvan and Secrge leapt down the bridge
ladder, and whilst the laiter dashed
into the fo'e'sle, Ivan mado for the
galley, where the oil cask was stored.

As for Ulverst, he made below to the
storo Jockers, where the remaining thres
boys wern loading themselves wilh all
the stores they could carry.

'Thiz was to be their most urgent need,
Ulverst know. They must have food,
and whe knew but what the time might.
come when on extra tin of bisewit or
meat might mean all the difference
Iwtweon life and denth?
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The Nordrek had heeled to an acute
angle, the heavy seas which were erash-
ing against the ice, sweeping over her
and sending gallons of iey cold water
shooting down through the open scuttles.

Buddenlr she shuddered like a live
thing, and Ulverst realised she was
going. o

“(iet on deck and on to the ice ! ha
shonted, and as the tliree heavily laden
biovs serambled up tho tilted ladder he
followed them.

* Look out 1" he yelled as a heavy sea
erashied dowm over the weather wail
and surged, swirling and  creaming,
acros: the deek. :

Ivext instant he had leapt forward,
diving desperately for one of the boys,
whe hiad been swept off his feet. 1Ta
catght him, and together they rolled
inbo Liwe seuppors as another sca crashed
down on the deck and swept over them.

Ga:ﬁnnf and breathless, and sonked
to the skin, Ulverst stagmered to Lis
feet, still holding the lad whom he had
savedd from  being swept away. - 'Tho
~tares which the bor had been_carrving
had gone, Lut that could not be helpe
sy,

“All right, lad?” pented Ulverst.
“Loak out, heve comes aned her 1Y

The two elung desperutely to tho rail
as another sea came sweeping across the
decl. plucking at them with iey fingers
as 1t poured away througic the running
SCIPICEF,

The weoment it had passed Ullverst
hotztedd the Bov up on fo the rvail.

“Wow '™ he shouted.

Tie lad jumped, slipped on the iee.
seramibled 1o his feet again, and lteu-
ally clawed his way up to salety.

The other four boys had alreadyr
Jramned. Tlverst could see  thein
huddled  against the ice above the
swipgring, crashing seas, How many
stores and blankets had been salvaged
L did not know, but there was no time
for anvthing more now,

Already the Nordyck was moving,
shiding back into the seas which smashiod
so pitilessly against her. TUlversi had
abaont two seconds in which to act,

Leaping on to the rail, he speang for
the ice, and by the time he had
serambled, panting and slipping. fo
safety, tie Nordyek had gone, shiding
baek into the erashing seas, which
clowed over her as she sank.

For the next hour Ulverst and his five
voulhinl companions erouched shivering,
yuiserable. and drenched to the tkin, in
1he lee of o great outcrepping of ico.

Liwre was nothing they could do for
watinth, except keep huddled together,
fur the lrriesne was still screaming
about theny, and in the marl: and biind-
g snow one false step might easily
mean o quick  downward plunge o
deatl in the raging walers at thoe basze
of the Lierg.

Tieir elothes wore stillening  and
freezing on themn, and Ulverst kuew that
i the blizzavd did not ease up there
was litHe ehance of any of them secing
anclher dawn, for they would die of
col? awd exposure.

Bitlerly he cursed the Iock which liad
vozeed them since be liad set ant from
Lo Reek for the mninland. Buat fhere
RUTES [TLR £ EY Ihir:l-:iﬁ? of that now. 1
vwas all in the luek of the #ame which he
vluved, and e knew that if death eame
o Lim In those drearr wastes i1 would
ve o better end than on the pallows,

There came at long length o thinning
of the snow which was swirling about
thewn, aud the storm bogan to ease up.

It ceased at last, and there came a
Vightening of the murk, which was the
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real Arelie dusk. LRipping open the
wooden easea of storea and breaking
the wood wnto short lengths, which they
had drenched with oil from the cask,
the margoned party guoickly had a fire

ing.

“Perhaps some whaler will see the
fire and come and take us off,” said
Ivan.

“Xea, that i almost cortain to he
what will happen,” replied Ulverst
cheerily.

Yet Lo was wondering to himself jnst
how he would explain the prosence of
himeelf and the five boys on a drifting
ieeberg to any whaling skipper who
might pick them np.

True, the fight on the mainland and
his subsequent escapae from prison might
or might not strike a sympathetic cord
in the heart of his hearer, but what
would be dillicult to explain. would be
why he had been sailing northwards.

No, if they wore picked up he would
be in a devil of a mess; and il they
weren' b picked wp he'd e in 8 worse
mess still, for death would como slowly
bk surely Lo all six of them when their
slores were exhausted.

tlowever, it wos ne good worryving
now. The fate of himself and lis com-
panions lay in the lap of the gods, and.
having opencd a couple of Lins of meat
ond o tin of bizcuits, the party were
soon eating bheartile., wille Tliverst Lhe
eheervicst of them all

i o s el

Out ~t the Dusk !
HE might passed,- the long aml
E bitier Arclie dusk xvielding at

length {0 dawn, which was bt
~a faint lightening of the sue-
rounding gloom.

Fagerly the maroonm! parly seanmod
{he waste of waters, UTlverst and lvan
clambering to the lughest pinnacle of
ihe icebere. But not a lnil or a sail
or a wisp of smoke was to bo seen,
In his Leart, Ulverst knew that they
were ion for norvih for even the stont
little whalers, which ecach year pressed
Farther and farther bevond the grim
Aretic circle.

He said nothing to Ivan, but ihe lad
Enew the shaling seas only oo well.

“I think we will slay hera nntil wo
cdie,” he said, without any show of
crncfion.  * Vesscls do nol ecome go far
novth as this*

Ulverst looked at him,

“But you said last night ihat perhaps
o whaler wonld zeo onr five and pick us
up.” he said.

Tvan nodded.

"I gaid that in front of the obhicrs =0
that they would not be sad™ he
answered.,  “With you it s different,
You also know, like me, that we will
never be picked np.”

Ulverat.

“Afein et!”  exelaimed
“Itut you take if well, lad."
“It iz the only way to falke it," re-

sponded Ivan stoically. “We of the
sea live always with death,  What
matter i it comes zooner than ane

raight wish? 1 am nod afrand.”

Ulverat turned and stared ont sgain
acrasa ithe lonely and desevied sea, hiz
foer band and sci, o strange leok in his
e,

1t was he who had broneht this
lant lad and his cf-m}imnimif- io their
cheaths, And  on  what  eunbterprise?
Merely that ha might get back to his
2on Bpider, that nurderous beazt of
gleel which bad sent so many innocont
sols to their doom.

Leoe, le had intended uzing  the
Spider to avenge lhe gross injustice

al

11, por amueumr: S0 Gl for six mond

shown those who had befriended Lim,
but somenow that did not eeem to
matter.

Had he never come into the lives of
theso bovs they would not now
marooned on this drifting berg on which
they would die of exposura and starva-
tion before many dayvs had passed,

Strange how 1t struck home to him
when he had sunk a ship like the Min-
neapolis without trace, and without
compunetion.

He looked sgain at Ivan,

“I am sorry,’’ Lhe said.

Ivan shook liis head, hiz firm young
lips curving in o gentle smile.

“It iz not your fault,” ho said.
“There 15 no need to be sorry.”

They rejoifned the others, and what
had passed between them was not men-
tioned. The day passed, and the
Arctic night came again, With itz com-
ing the marooned party rekindled their
ire, and throughont the long and weary
hours there was nlways one of them
crouched over tho fickering flames, his
hands outstrotelied to the warmth, his
cvos ever watcling the darkencd sea.

No masthead hght, however, showed
through the murik, end another dreary
day dawned and paszsed, and then
another.

Ulverst had rationed the stores from
the first, but alrcady they were running
short, and the fuel provided by the
wooden boxes was exhausted.

They had no fire the fourth night on
flie iccborg, and the lad on watch sat
lwnehed and shivering, chilled to the
veory bone, until he was relieved, and
snuggled down Dbeside his sleeping com-
rades, to find some warmth there.

Not onee had Tlverst heard a coms
plaint from one of the boys, Desper.
ately he had iried to keep hope of being

icked up alive in their hearts, but he
inew that they realised the truth,

Not one of his men on the Sca Spider,
ho reflected, could have faced incvitable
death with a greafer heroism than these

}r\s'

That he would Iast longer than any of
iuem, he knew, and more than once he
wondered if an inserutable Providence
had decreed that park of the punishment
for his erimes should lie in the watching
of these boys dying, one by one.

‘I'wo more days, and two more weary
nights passed, and, in gpite af the most
rigorous economy and ratroning, the
stores were lnished.

“Tt iz the eml,™ said Ivan, ns he and
Tllverst sat on walch m the murk of
ihe Arctic might.

“Yes,” assenicd Ulverst. then asked
guictly: *What de rou think of Saze?"

“Ilo is growing very weak,” seid
Jvan, “He had yvour rations to-day.”

“MNo," lind Ullvorst.

“PBut, yes; I know he had,” nodded
Ivan, *And sce, 1 have Lkept these for
him, also. Ile will have them in the
marning.” .

From hiz pocket he drew hiz pitiful
ration of bizeuit and meat.

“Moin goist " breathed Ulverst.

But in 5:‘5 morning Sazo, the youngest
memboer of the party, could not eat thoe
food which Ivan hkad kept for him. The
bitter chill of the night, and the long
oxposure had laid fatal grip on him,
and, selthough Ulverst amf Ivan chafed
his limbs to restore tho fash failinz cir-
enlation, and gob nm to lis fect and
triedd fo walk him abont, it was no nse.

The bov was dving, and iowards dusk
e breathed hiz last,

Bared of head, and strangely drawn
and hagerard of face, Ulverst uitered a
praver over the emaciated little bedy
whilst thie others stood biv, their eyes
wet with fears.

——
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Then, filling the cmpty il cask with
water, Ulverst lashed the Lody to it
and solemnly committed it to the deep.
That night on watch Ivan was more
silent than usoal.

“¥You are thinking of Sazo? said
Ulverst quietly.

“Yes," repl:{ed Ivan. Then, after &
pause, ha added: *"Iisz soul iz out
thare over the waters. He will bring
aid to us if the good God permits,”

Ulverst was silent. What had such =
one as he to do with God? 'The prayer
ha Had uttered over Bazo’s body had
been the frst that had ever passed his
lips for more years than heé cared that
night to remember.

t was for the sake of these simple-
hearted, sim?]a-mindcd lads that he
had uttered the prayer. He knew the
had expected it, and knew they woul
have been deeply shocked and troubled
had he refrained from commending tho
soul of the gallant littls Baze to its
Maker,

And now Ivan thought that soul to be
somewhera out thera aver the dreary
waste of waters, guiding, if Providence
e0_willed, some vessel to their aid.

It was a wonderful thought, en-
gendered by tho simple faith so deeply
ingrained in them.

Listen [

Tho voice of Ivan cut in on Ulverst's

thoughts, and his fingers gripped on
Ulverst’s arm.
_ Btartled, Ulverst listened with strain-
ing ears. As ha did so he heard,
through the hushed and brooding still-
ness, the faint and distant thump of
COnEInes,

Back 1o Headquarters ]

NBSTANTLY Ulverst sprang to his
E feet, his ar‘:s glinting as he pecred

out into the murk.
“Those are Diesel ongines,
Ivan,” he cried. “They're Diesels ™

Ivan stared at him in wonderment.
“They are the engines of a ship,” he
said. “That is gll that matters.”

“The engines of a ship!” repeated
Ulverst exultantly,. “Av, but of the
strangest ship you've ever seen, unless
I'm greatly mistaken."

They had drained the cil cazk into the
empty meat and biscuit tins, and, seiz-
ing one of these, Ulverst dropped a
match into the inflammable ﬂuicf.

Instantly a blood-red flame licked up-
wards, and within a moment the oil n
the tin was blazing furiously,

“We'll light them all, Dran!” cried
Ulverst, “Our only chance of life lics
thers on the sea.™

Swifily he applied lighted matches to
ihe other tins of oil, and although the
flames were pitifully small compared
with what a signal fire would have been,
ithey would atﬁgust be apparent to any-
ona on watch aboard the unseen vessel.

The other three boys, roused by Ivan,
wore standing staring out into the dusk
of the Arctic night, hoping desperately
ungainst hope that the little fires would
o zoen.

* Listen 1" ordered Ulverst tersely.

They listened with straining ears and
Laled breath. The thud of tha engines
was much more perceptible now.

* Bhe's heading this way,” said Ivan,
"It she carries no lights that 1 can
S

Ulverst laughed shakily.

“No, if she's tha craft I think she 1s
she will be carr,}'ing no lights,” he zaid.

Ivan looked at hun. '

“Why should she not carry lights?*
e asked, in surprise.

S Because she's a creaturs of the
depths and of the night,” answered
Ulverst eryptically. ™ You'll understand
00N now. ™

EVERY SATURDAY

a7

Ulverst and hls youthful companien clung desperately to the rail as a huge wave
eame sweeplng across the deck, plucking at them with icy fingers [

Was it the Spider out there on the

darkened waters? What other craft
would be cruising in these desolate seas,
and what other craft would have &ll

lights doused ¥
No, it must be the Spider. It could
be nothing else. The thud of the

Diesels was very close now, and suddenly
& hall rang through the night:
“ Ahoy, thera! Who are dyc-u?"
Ulverst’s hands  clenched; and the
blood leapt. rictounsl thmugfl his veins,
for the voice was the voice of Wesel.

* Ahoy, the Apider I  shouted
Ulverst. “Send us a boat. 'This is
Ulverst 1™

In answer came Wesel's wvoice, In-
credulous and amazed :

“What the blazes are you doing

there?”

“We're maroconed,” replied Ulverst,
“Send a boat [¥

To the watchers on the iceberp camo
the sound of sharp gutiural orders, then
the voice of Wesel:

“The beat's away! Stand by to he
picked up!”

From out of the murk crept the cool-
lapsible canvas dinghy of the Spider,
under the command of Falze, who leapt
on to the ice the moment the bows
touched, and seized Ulverst by the
hand.

- "Ma foi |¥ he cried.
you here?

“But how camo
We saw your signals and

bore off to investigate. And these "—
his wondering eyes tock in the four
boys—"who are thessi"
Iverst laughed and clapped him on

the shoulder.

“It's a long story, Falze,” he said,
“and this is no place for the telling
of it. Come, Jet uz get aboard !

He embarked with Ivan, for there was
no room for more then the two of them.
But the dinghy quickly reappeared
after putting them abeard the Spider,
and took off the other three lads, who
blinked in amaze at the huge, squat-
bellied monster of steel lying there in
the water, .

In the squat comning-tower Ulverst
wes gripping Wesel by the hand.

“We could not have been better met,”
he said. “"You have saved us from
certain death.”

Wesel stared at the drawn, haggard,
and unshaven face of his leader.

“I was very worried when you did
not return,” he said, “but I Lkept the
men working on the Spider, givin
engines and gear o thorough overhaul.
Last night we took her out on test, and
that is how we eame to be here. If wa
had not seen your signals we would have
passed you in the darkness.”

“Well, thank nesz you did sea
them | laughed WUlverst. “Lot's get
below and get under way,  You will

THue Macxer Lipkany.—No. 1,417,
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tury now end head back for Ice Rock.”

When the BSpider had submerged
with hatches closed, and Iven end his
three dumbfounded compenions were
tucking into food and 5lcamm? hot
coffee provided by the sieward, Ulverst
told Wesel and tho intently listening
officers just what had happened to him
tince leaving Ice Rock.

He turncd in shortly after, and slept
tho sleop of utter exhaustion, tulled to
slumber by tho drono of the quictly
running  motors driving his  Dbeloved
Hpider home to its base.

How long he slept he did pot know,
but it was the hand of Wesel on his
shoulder which roused him inte instant
wakefulness.

“"Yes, what 13 187" he asked, slarting
np. ] )

“We are as:prr:ra.c[tmg Iec Rock,” said
Wesel. “I thought you might like to
take the SBea Bpider in yourself.”

“Thank you, Wesel, I would like to
take her in,” answered Ulverst.

He appreciated this thoughtfulness on
the part of his second-in-cornmand. But
he and Wesel wera two men who under-
stood cach other thoroughly, and Woesel
had known how disappointed Ulverst
would bo if he were not roused until
the Bpider had beon safely berthed in
118 secret lair,

Hising, Ulverst hurriedly dressed and
made his way into the control-room.
Day had come, and, reaching the peri-
scope, he turned it slowly the full three
hundred and sizty de%‘ree searching
the seas for any Elﬁﬂ of hull or smoke,

But nothing broke the even contour
of the desolate sea save a fow ﬂﬁnti!fifg
lields of snow and the grim, stark cliffs
of Teo Rock, rising stark and mhospit-
able from out the cﬁ‘n&ry waste of waters
Ehinh lapped their black and rugged

nge.

Satisfied that there was no ship about,
Ulverst gave the order to dive, and as
tho Spider sank down into the gloomy
depths of enternal night 1o the ocean
floor, the powerful searchlights which
formed its eyes wero switched on, the
crank gear rumbled into life, and, like
the huge undersess monster which it
was, the Spider erawled forward on its
massive legs of sieel, and turning about
ot the under-water entrance Lo ils cave,
backed slowly into the cavern and
squatted down.

Onee again the Spider had come home
1o rest, and Ulverst was heartily glad to

t back, for there were times when ke
hikd thought he would never seo Ico
Rock again.
- Waiting until the discrabarking of his
crew was well under way, he turned to
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Ivan amd the other three lods who were
still awed and amazed by their wonder-
ful '-'u:.'agﬂ through the underseas in the
bowels of this queer monster of steel.
“You will be quite safe and happy

here,” he said, “until wo leave for
home, That will be soon now, for I
am gol to svenge your brothers and

The Gunboat!

vour fathers!”

IVING the boys over to the care
of Btuxberg, the young second
cogineer, with 1nstructions that

comfortable quarters should be
found for them, Ulverst walked with
Wesel towards his own gquarters.

“It is difficult to know just what to
do with those lads,” he said. “I'm
afraid that they will betray the location
of this base, although I do not think
they would do it wilfully. They are
bound to talk, you know, and that will

robably result in a gunboat or warship
eing dispatched here to investigate.”

“Yes, it is awkward,” grunted Wesel,
“It will be no good, I suppose, getting
them to swear on oath that they wou't
betray the sceret of Ice Rock 7™
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“I'm afraid it's the only thing we
can do,” replied Ulverst, leading the
way into the cave which served him as
gquerters. “'We cannot keep them hera
as priscners, although that would be the
ideal way of settling the matter.”

“Why cannot we kcep them here as
prizoners " demanded Wescl, “ No harmn
will come to them. They'll bo well fod
and heappy enough, and when wo
abandon the base, which wo've got to
do some time, yuu can give them a
couple of hundred pounds apiece. or
something  like that, to recompense
them for having kept them here.” -~

“1'd like to do that,” said Ulverst
slowly, “but somchew I ean’t. They're
fing  lads, They worked the old
Nordyck well, and 1t would savour to me
of treachery most foul to keep them
here against their will.”

“It might not be against their will,”
replied Wesel, “I'm not suggesting that
you get them to join us, but for all you
know they may be quite content to

siay on lLere, particularly when they
k'n?-,w that one day they'll return homa
rich."”

“Ves,” nodded Ulverst, “there is

sometiung in that, I could aleo com-
mmnicate with their purcents, tellin
fliern that the bovs are quite safe u.ng
huppy, and that they will bo homeo ong
day, bringing riche: with them."

~ He liroke off as Falze walked quickly
inte the cave, and stared in surprise at
that individual's startled face,

“1 think you had better come af
ouce, sir,” said Falze. “A vessel is &p-
proaching the island!”

“ A vessel ¥ repeated Ulverst sharply.
“What sort of vessel*™

“It looks to mo like a gunboat,” re-
plicd Falze—""one of the craft detailed
to look after British fishing interests in
theso waters.”

“Bhe's a cursed long way north!”
growled Ulverst. *Come on! We'll
have a look at her [ ]

The newcomer was still some Ffour
miles away, and Ulverst cried harshly:

“Don't stand there, yvou foolsl Got
under cover ™

Instantly the men dispersed, some
coming back from the edge of the chiff
to the lower ground behind, others
Iving flat on their faces behind the
numerous racks and boulders.

“I'm afraid the damage has been
done already,” said Wesel. * Those
fellows are sure to have bean secn.”

“Yes, confound them!” snapped
Ulverst.

He had his powerful Zeiss glasses
pressed to his eyes, and, focusing them
an the strange vessel, studied her long
and earnestly through the lens.

“What do you meke of her?” azked
Wesal.

“A fishery profection vessel for cer-
tain," n:p]th Ulverst. “What the
blazes can she want here?”

“0h, jusi baving a lock round, T sup-
pose 1" said Wesel. “Do you thimnk
they'll send a landing party ashore”

“Bure to, if they've seen these fools
here,” replied Ulverst. *“Cursed bad
luck this, Wesel! It might turn out
serious for us.” ;
~ "It certainly will if they send & land-
ing party ashore,” assented Wesel
grimly—"or, rather, it'll turn out
gerious for them! What will you dot®

*“Destroy hor I replied Ulverst. *It's
the only thing we can do if we want to
save our mecks ¥

(Xext week's chaptera of this powerfut
adventure yarn are more thrilling than
ever. Don't miss them, chums, whai-
ever you deol)
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PROOF POSITIVE !

firmed this week.

in a couple of minutes !

in good working condiiion.
ling '—Pottey &

Croene,
Study.

Coker’s beast that he's the best angler
at Grevfriavas hos been uncxpectedly con-

When Wingate gave him a trial in the
Senior Eight he caught half a dozen crabs

BEQATHOOK AND LIFEBELT WANTED
State lowest price for second-hand articles
We're bound
to need thom; Coker's ,p;u:rin% in for scul-
ifth Cames
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By DICKY NUGENT

“ Avast, yve lubbers! Heave,
heqrties ! ¥

The werds favely Loomed nercss tho
gilvery waters of the River Ripplae,
cavsing the St. Bam'’s Rowing Eight fo
vedubhble the efforts they had been making
at their oars.

* Bplico mo mainbrace ! That's not
half berd eunff! Heave ! ™ reng out a further
order from the megephone on the benik.

The voice belonged to e, Alfred Birchemall,
the revered and majestick headmaster of
Bt. Sam's. It was unusual for Dr. Birchemall
to speak in nawtical langwidgze, but ho was
under the impreesion that it gave a pro-
jcesiongl touch to his work ms official coach
to the St. SBam'’s crew. or similar reasons,
he had dressed himself in the bell-boltomed
trowsis and ribboned eap of a blewjacket—
therehy Fmsenting rather a peculisr picturo
a8 ho eycled along the towpath.

The Head was far from sattisficd with the
progrees of the 5t. Bam's crew, and his
m:iig:-{:hnnﬁ was continually te his lips as he
pedalied onwards,

* Shiver me timbers | Can't you go faster 77
ho bawled, “ Watching you lubbers is enuff
fo meke a man go yght up in the air—
wooocoop !

The Head's remnarks ended up in a sudden
yell. His eyes being fixed on the river, he had
failed toobsorve, till itwastoo late, that he was
approaching three yungsters who wore fishing
from tho towpath. The result was that his
bike cama to a sudden sto inst Jolly and
Merry and Bright of the 'tj]g;m‘a Fourth—
and the Head went right up in the air in
vealiby 1

* Yaroooooo 1 ™ he slirecked, as he hit the
hard, unsimperthetick towpath.

Forchunitly, he had landed on his head, so
no scrious dammidge was done ; but he was
in o dickens of a rage as ho stocd upright
Boain.

* Shiver me mizzen-mast! I'll make you
land-lubbers pay for this ! ** Lo roared. ** Bend
over and touch tho deck ! ™

It was useless to argew with the Head while
he waa in this mood, s0 Jock Jolly & Co.
IrIJI:rl_F:nt- over ; “utd Dr.ﬂ Birchemall, to their

18I0, mpt roduced s lensih of rope
and sr?ar,rt.!;f‘lu hﬂ%agml']ing their nﬂ&tti?nnif:a v.'i'ih
1

“ Perhaps that'll teach you not te anchor
nnder my bosprit again !*’ he panted, as ho
tinished. Then he mounted hiz evele and
pedalled off again, leaving Jack Jolly & Co,
staring after him hike fellows in o dieem.

Tho Head was still frowning seveerly when
he dismounted at the boatheuse and met iho
perspiring St. Sam's crew.

“Delay there, ve swabs!™ he ecpicd.
# Avast, ve lubbers, and hear whnt——=""

Y Bggeeuss me, sir,"” interrepted Burlcigh,
the stionk of the St. Sam's crew. * Can't
{ﬂu make it easier for us by speaking plain

’ngiml}. T

* Olkay, then, Burleigh., Get a load of this,”
enid the Head, lapzing into his vsual Aewless
Uxbridgo axxent onee more. * For o rowing
erew you ro pasitively the pnniest and paltricss
pack of pic-faced, panhandling piffiors I've
ever conched. A spnil iv a speed-feend in
comparicon with you!” Mo sighed weerily,

415

a2 he glarnzed down ibe line of sheepish
BomOrs, who were as quiet as lambe under his
biting kriticism. ' L'm afraid & very hevvy
defeat lies ahead of you when you row against
&t. Bill's to-morrow. The fare pame of St
fom's will be dragred down into the dust—
or, perhaps [ E-huuls zay the woter. Defeat—"

The Head stopped suddenly. Hiz grecmish
eyea had fallen on JMidgelt minor, the St.
Sam’s cox.

** Blesa my sole ' he =said, half to himself,
* 1 wonder 4

* Thought of a wheeze, sir ! aslted Bur-
leigh curiously,

Dr, Birchemall cullered.

“I trust you dom’t think me capable of
solving the dilemmmer by means of any
frawdulent dovice, Burleigh,” he said, with a
coff. ** Nothing wos further from my thoushita,
I assure you. But an idea did oceur o me
{or ymproving the ¢rew. I think I shall stand
Midgett minor down and take his place ns
cox myself 1"

Burleigh started violently.

" Take Midgett's place, sir 7" ho gasped.
ik El11: 1i

Dr. Birchemall did not atop to listen, he
went off, leaving the seniors wondering if
he had alzo gone off his rocker.

Little did they dreem what methed lay
hohind Dr. Birchemall’s madness !

That nite, 2 misterious figger mito have hoon
seen emeaking inio the boathouse, pushing
Lelore him & wheelbarrow on which stood an
mtreeging-locking mass of metal and some
cans of petrol. For somo hours he worked
an a stronge job conneetod with the 8t Sam’s
racing ghiff. " Then he sneaked off—and o
passer-by mite have reckernized with serprize
in tho light of the moon the grinning dial of
tha headmaster of 5. Bam's ]

A wvast concorse of enthewsiasts lined the
banks of the RRipple on the following alter-

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

== —

p ST em—r
noon, and the cheers were deffening as the St. |
o e pors v vt e e e -THEY WOULD  SEE
The Head was with them, helping ; and, for

reasons best known to himsell, he had slung
hiz mecintosh over the stern, completely
hiding it from view.

The rival erews pushed out into mid-streem
and there was o brethless silence as the starter
raisad his pistol.

Bang !

They were off ! And, strange to relait, St.
Sam's had mede s splendid stort.
to the serprize of the spectators, their boat
seomed to start off long before their onrs
touched the water.

Another queer circumstance was that a
strange hunmining noise ecemed to proseed
from the stern of the franilo vesecl. But that
was soon drowned by the cheers of the
spectators.

Nobody could chsaihl:,r have eggspected
them to do so well. They scemed to mako
hardly any ecffort, yet their boat skimmed
through the water with almost increddible
speed |

5t. Bill’s were-goon left far behind and the
raco boecame a farce—and when, evenchally,
the winning-post waa reached the rival crew
were &0 much in arrears that oven the most
powerful {elescope could not find them !

1t was a triumph for 3t. Sam's—a pgrate and
glorious trinpph, without a doubt |
among the cheering ¢rowds there was one ot

THE BOAT RACE

By LARRY LASCELLES, B.A.

I am taking two youngslors
named CGatty and dMyers to

In foat. t,~ondon to see the Boat Ruco

o0 Saturday. Just to sel all
rumoura at rvest, hewe’s lhe
TEASO

On Tuesday last, T hap.
pened to overhear a crowd
-of }_fagﬁ under mmy stndy
window excitedly discussing
the  seaworthiness of small
moktor-boats.  linapine iy
| surprise, on listeming further,
to find that their tallkk had a
['._v\:ﬁ practieal application.
: juniora—the afore-
‘meptioned Gatly and Myors
—had actually, it sccmed,
<got oubt from the school with
Ahe fixed mtention of borrow-

ing & motor-boat from tho

«achool boathouse and driving
it round the coast to London

Yol i time to see the Boal Race !

A wilder and  woollior

least who eyed the winners with something " geheme I never heard of, Tho

like suspishon. That person was Jack Jolly,

As the Hend stopped on to the landing.
stage Jack went forward and tepped him on
the arm.

" Eggseuse me, sir,” he snid, sotto vocey,
“didn't I see you detach o motor from tho
storn and sink it in the water just before the
finigh ™

The Heod’s jaw dropped for a moment.
Then ho winked.

" Yes, Jolly, that is quite right,” he replied,
n o wisper., " Not a werd to enyone,
though 1"

* But that means we've won the race under
falza pretences ! eggsclaimed the kaptin
of the I'ourth.

The Head grinned,

“In a sense, ves,” he said. “ But I did it
from the best of motiveas—to save 5t Sam's
from disgrace. It waas, perhaps, o slitely
dishonneet action. DBut it was Jdono solely for
the honner of the crew ! ™

And he wont forth to receove the plawdita

J ;ﬁpprnpriate !

[ chances that a rcoupla aof
inexperienecd schoolboys
could navigato a liltle cockle-
«hell of a motor-boat into the
HNorth Sea and round to the
"Mhémes without dispster of
somea kind overtaking them
awere glendey indeed. 1 shud-
dered ' to think of it; and,
avithout waiting Lo hear any

S L e 7 e

Following on the collision
Jbetweon two Greylriars senior
wrews  representing Oxlovd
mnd: Cambridge respectlively,
wixteen soniors pob 3 welbing
mndhvere soon compeling i &
Encezing match.

The Battle of the Blues

sbecame the Ballle of the

of the multitude—Ileaving Jack Jolly gasping ! ! * Blews "' !

The only timoe Buanfer basz cver
been in & racing *° eight ' was 2t
practice—and on that oceasion bhe
stepped clean through the bottom
of the hoat ! The thin shell wag
no mateh for Bunier's weight—
and Bunter was ot of the boat al
ong *glroke ™ 1 “ Water " gur- Form
prise 1

the Rng

(Miver Kipps claims to be able to
do 450 differcot conjuring tricks.
He gave an amazing exhibition in
, one evening—ihe only
trick Kipps failed to do wag his
“prep '* at the same time 23 ho
was giving his performance. Hiz
negleck meant trouble in the
-toom—a  ** tricky ' busi-
ness |
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small boat in Pege Bay.

hannel currents |

more, Jdonned my hat and
rushed oul of the School
Housu,

When I wrived ab 1he
Loathouse, it was Lo tind a
youth in overalls slanding
on the landing-stage, serateh-
ing his head in a very puzeled
muenuer. In reply o my -
cuiey, o snid he had been
overhauling two motor-beals
it the boathouse in readiness
for the =summeor scason : and
that whilo he had been wway

ot Tr
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ot lunch one of {hemw had
dizappeayed |

nowing what 1 kngw, I
could casily goess tho identily
of the boat-bandits. 1 asked
Iim whether the other boat
waa in geing ovder ; and, on
receiving an sifivmative veply,
prompily decided to com-
mandreer 16 and et off in
pursutt of the youlhfnl Deat
RBace enthusiasta, Within o
fow minutes I was chugeing
eglong down the Saak towands
the een,

A nice danee those fwo

As a cbange from sailing. Tom In & four s-gide tennis tourna-
Redwing enjoys & long row in o ment - between Greyiriars
: : Whea: Higheliffe,
SRinner f{ried to * show off *" thanks mainly to the brilliant
with the sculls he was glad lor play of Hilary,
Redwing to board his dinghy andr piomn.

row bhim safely back to whors- slacker, |
Without Redwing, Skinner would: stars Wi
have hEﬂ: at the mercy ol the

Greyiriars  won,
EBemove cham-
Da Courey, ersbwhils
ed Highelifle’s tennig
two more bke him,
sk his chum Courtenay, High-
¢liffe wonld have won |

and’

vouug hopeluls led me ! They
had actually reaclicd the open
seet when T spolfed ihem,

Lod  decided to lwlt  and
explore an allractive-looking
cave  before  enlering  the

ircachorous aud rocky walors
near epe Bay in which they
would alinost certoinly lLave
core Lo grief'!

Thoy wero simply dumb.
founded when they hesrd my
storn voieo call out 3 ™ Well,
bove ! What is the yconing
of this "

It was a sad pair of fags
that I took in tow amd houled
carelully boeclk to tho Grey-
fviars  boathouse—and &
saddder pair still that endured
“aix? each
msler’s study a littla later,
in addition {0 w leeturs thot
left then guite dizsy b

I couddu’t hielp fecling sorry
for tho youngsters, outside
Dr. Locke's study. I loolwd
at their paloe, scared faces,
ol had & rapid thinl: Lo
nyself—and finelly  eaid :
“ Now that that's over, buye,
how would yvou like o come
to tho Beat Raco with me ¥

The celour came back to
their faces.  They looked at
coch olthor and then at me ;
then iliey griomed and shoul-
foneously  bluried out an
altegether incoherent jumble
ol expressions of pratitude.

S0 Lhal's liow ik comes about
that I am talinge Gatty and
Mycrs 10 the Booat Daco!

I sineercly hope that my
explunniion won't enconrace
otliers to follow CGalty and

Myers’ excmple. I etill
regard their cseapade ws A
particularly  feolish  and

rvechless one, and I shall have
ne admiralion for enyone wio
imdulges in shimilar fieals,
Galty amd Myers are soine
lo enjoy thelr fivst visit {0
Movtlake, this Satwrday, any-
lhow=—and I do. wob ihiuk
they will be ony less (Jis.

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

ciplined for it !

- ey ""I:'..I._. >~ "3__:-.!
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An upusuil lesson in geography
was afforded the Famous Five
when, as a szpecial reward, Mr.
“ Larry * Lascelles fook them
up in an aeroplane Irom Court-
figld - Aerodromie to survey the
surrounding ¢ouniry, The Famons
Five combined pleasure with goo-
graphical survey—and the thrills
were throwa io Irce |
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George Wingate iz the champion
oarsman of Greeyfriars, and has
stroked Ebe Greyiciars eight to

victory on several occasions.
Against & Courtfield Rowing Club
créw he sef 4 flerce pace—and the
Courtfield men., thoogh dogged,
were beaten by two longihs !

in the hcad-:

I CAN'T STEER
FOR TOFFEE!

Sighs HAROLD SKINNER

I never was much good at steering, Win-
gale Lonows thet, s why he showld heve
chosen mo as eox for tho Senior Eight last
Wednesday is o puzzle.

Alany fellows would havo kicked for another
rcason. It wes only an hour sines Wingato
had whopped me for smoking, and I was still
cmitting an occasional groon! But I'm »
forgiving kind of chap, and, having warnedd
Wingata that I coulan’ steep for toffee, 1L
charitably consented to pguide the destiny
of thoe Senior racing skiff.

OIf we started. While the seniors hent to
their vars, I fumbled about with the lines,
trying to determine which made the skiff
turn vight and which left,

My expevimental work eaused the skiff to
deseribe o zig.zog eourse. It struck me that
{his would pmbﬂ.ﬁly look rather praceful from
the banlk, and it certainly wvaried the monn.
tony in the bost. But, alas! the crew didn’e
appreciato 1t 4 bit ! Thoey glaved at mo a=
though they could have brained ine, and
Wingato roared out in & furiouz voica : " Can't
you keep her straight, vou voung idiot 1"

" Vin doing my best. ﬁ’ingu.te-.” I emaid
meekly.  * DBut 1 told you I couldn't stecy
for totfea ! ™

Un wo went, creating consternation all the
way along amongat such other river erait as
we met. Once, to the speechless indignation
ol the crew, wo went completely rouud m w
cirela ]

And then, at the bend of the river near
Popper's Island, my wellmeant, but un-
skilled, offorta at helping tho Senior crew
took them inte disastor !

There hgﬁ)peuad to ba a man in wadere,
fishing in the river at that spot, and {rguito
uninfentionally, of course) I sent the skiff
straight towards him.

He yelled and waded wildly out of the way.
Fortunately he missed being hit by the boat
itself 3 but one of the cara smote him on the
tapper and angther on the chest, the two
belween them sending bim down under tho
witer for a count of five.

}IFt turned out to be Sir Hilton Popper him-
Bl

There was trouble lor Wingate when old
Popper got back to land, I can teil you!
When I had explained that 1 had worned
Wingate I was no good ot steering, the old
boy lolt me out of it and poured out all tho
vigls of his wrath on Wingate and the reet
of the erew. Wingate was never eorvier for
anybhing i his Life thon appoisiing mo cox,
Ly tho time Sir HFlilton has stopped talking !

Well, he can’t say 1 didn’t warn Buim, T
told himn plainly enough that I conldn’t steer
for teffee—and he wouldn't believe 1ne.

A, well 1

— - =
)

Answer to Correspondent
* Cumious.”—" Is it trus that Coker & Co.
liave gone potty 1
No, *Curiova.” 1t's just that thev'ro
shnplilying their diet during the Boat Raco
reason-—and o8 a first step, they've gone oif

-their nuls |



