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“The thief was climbing up the ivy to Mr. Lambe’s window,” said Ferguson, with a fierce glance at the eye-glass. “But perhaps
r. Lambe can tell you more about it than I can.”
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The 1st ‘Chapter. F

Poindexter has an ldea.

INCOLN G. POINDEXTER was sitting

” on the table in Study No. 4 at Chive-
den, looking very thoughtful. His

brow was wrinkled, there was a far-away look
in his eyes, and he was absently jabbing a pen
into Dick Neville's new Latin dictionary. i
Dick Neville and Micky Flynn were busy |
with their preparation. The autumn evenings
had set in, and the shadows were thick under
the old elms in the Close. The gas was alight
in Study No. &, and a cheerful fire blazed in

the little grate.

“ Say,” drawled the American chum, starting
at last from his brown study, ‘* when gre you
two kids going to finish? I guess I've got
something fo say.”

*“ Finished,” said ‘Dick Neville, heaving a
sigh of relief and pitching his books across the
study, not without considerable damage to
them. ** What's the trouble, Pointbuster?
You've been looking like a giddy Sphinx for
the last ten minutes.”

“I've been thinking,”” said Poindexier.

“Sure, and it's a new departure for you,” |
said Micky Flynn, lockmng up. " How did it
feel?”’

“Don’t rot!"” said Poindexter. *“‘I've been
thinking, and I've got an idea—a real good
idea, 1 guess.”

*“*Then get it off your chest, my son.”

Dick and Micky were all attention at once.
The coming of Lincoln . Poindexter to Study
No. 4 had been attended by friction, but since
the three juniors had formed a ‘* Combine,”
they had pulled together famously. The keen,
sute American boy usually had good ideas, and
though Dick Neville was supposed to be the
head of the study, he was not above receiving
suggestions from his chum from Chicago.

“You see, kids,"” Poindexter went on, " it's
the fall now—you call 1t the autumn over here I

—and the winter's coming on. The long, dark
evenings are almost upon us——"

*“That sounds like a book,” said Dick sus-
piciously. * You've been reading that some-
where, g'uintpusher."

Poindexter blushed, and went on hastily.

** Waal—I mean—anyway, the winter even-
ings are coming, and——"

* As for long evenings, sure I find 'em too
short,” said Micky Flynn. “ Bed-time always
comes round too soon for me. And as for the
evenings being dark, it's easy enough to light |
the gas, isn’t it, and then—"'

““Look here, I'm speaking seriously,” said

Poindexter. ‘'The long, dark evenings are
almaost W

“Oh, bless the long, dark evenings! Get to
the point.”

; “1 guess I'm coming to it. The long, |
Ars

“My hat! He's like a blessed parrot, he
keeps on saying the same thing over again,”
exclaimed Dick. " Look here, Pomntpusher, 1if
that’s the result of your thinking, vou’d betier
give it up and try something else.”

*“The long, dark evenings are almost upon

“jolly good! You get some good wheezes
' sometimes, Pointbuster, though you were
brought up on tinned beef. We'll start a

apon us,”’ repeated Poindexter obstinately,
“ and the question i1s, what are we going to do
to amuse ourselves when they come?”

‘* Haven't thought abous it,"” said Dick.

“Sare, and I haven't either!” said Micky.
““Js that what has been creasing your manly
brow, Puntbuster?”

The American nodded.

1 guess so. I've thought of a good* idea.
The long, dark evenings are almost upon us,
and my idea is that we ought to start hobbies
for the winter.”

" Good wheeze,” said Dick Neville thought-
fully, and Micky Flynn nodded assent.

“ That's the idea,” said Poindexter. “ *‘The
Study No. 4 Hobby Club’ sounds well, and it

Sidney Drew’s Brilliant New Circus Serial Story Starts in a Fortnight.
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will be one in the eye to those bounders in
Study No. 10. They haven't thought of any-
thing of the kind. Pankhurst and Price will
be left behind this time.”

Dick’s eves sparkled. Study No. 4 was
always at warfare with Study No. 10, where
dwelt Pankhurst and Price, the deadly rivals
of the Combine. Anything that would take a
rise out of Pankhurst and Price was welcome
to the chums of Study No. 4.

“(Good,” said Dick and Micky together,

-

hobby club, and get the whole Fourth Form in
it, and we'll let Panky and Price in as a big
favour if they like to ask.”

“That's it! We'll start the wheeze, and cap-
ture the Form, before Panky and Price get on
to it,”” said Poindexter. * They will be—— 1
say, shut that pesky door, it gets on my nerves,
ratthng hike that!™

Dick crossed to the door, which was partly
open, and clicked it shut. Then the thres
i];:ms put their heads together over the new

a.

“We'll draw up an announcement of the
hobby elub, and put it up in the Form-room,”
said Dick. *‘Mum’s the word till we've posted
it up. Pankhurst and Price will be dead out of
it this time.” : '

And the Combine, chuckling gleefully, set
to work to draw up the notice, which, with
many blots, erasures and corrections, was at |
last accomplished.

The 2nd Chapter. [
First in the Field.

“ OW the— what the—who the—
H which——"
Pankhurst gasped out that in-

quiry as an excited form came tearing madly |
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into Study No. 10, and
brought up breathlessly
against the table, which
he clutched at to save
himself from falling.
Pankhurst was writing
ont an imposition, and

the table scattered a per-

his pen over the almoss
finished sheet,

He jumped up in
amazement and rage.

**Look what you have
done!”™ he howled.
“Yon gddy lunatic!
What's the row?”

Had it been anybody
but Price who had {:olned
yuto his study in such a
manner and caused such
a catastrophe Pankhurst
wonld have gone for him
on tne spot, and wiped
up the lincleam with bim
without mercy.

_But it was Price—
kis study mate and part-
ner in the great firm of
Pankhurst and Price,
rivals of the Combine in
the Yourth Form at
(“liveden. The two
juniors were about the

fect shower of blots from |

[
}
"
|

|
|

know 1 had one, you know, and how well I
could aim with 1t.*

“Ha, hal And did you?”

“*No, I didn't—for just as I was going to

. put my head in I heard Poinipusher say some-

|

the terrific jolt given to |

i thing—and it made me jump They closed the

door a minute afterwards. Of course, vom
know, Pankwy, that I wouldn't listen.” said

' Price, “but 1 was a. giddy scout discovering

.

same age, and both had |

which was perhaps a bond
of sympathy
were true chums and

them. Anyway, the

between |

hair of the nchest auburn, °

i

f

stood by each other through thick and thin— |

and they were two of the best.
- 2 S:::rry!" gasped Price.

“*Never mind!”? ejaculated Pankhurst.
“Well, 1 ke that. 1It's taken me half an
hour to write out that bosh from Racine to
please Monsieur Friquet, and now you come
in like a wild Hottentot and spoil half of it,
and then you say never mind! Are you
looking for a particularly big thick ear?”

“Sorry, but I—I—=say i

“Get your breath back, my son,” said Pank-
hurst kindly, thumping his chum on the back
with a view fto aiding his recovery. “I don’t
mind helping vou. Say when.”

** I—I—gerrooh—lemme alone—]—"

“ Not got 1t back yet?” Pankhurst continued
to thump. *““‘Don’t mind me, I'm not tired.”

The unfortunate Price dodged round the
table to escape his chum’s kindly ministra-
tions.

“Lemme alone!” he gasped, safe on the
other side. " You =illy ass, you were knock-
ing all the wind out of me!”

“1 was trying to knock some in,” said Pank-
hurst, * Accidents will happen. Now, if
you've recovered, tell me what you came bolt-
ing in like that for?i”

"I—I've made a discovery!” gasped Price.

Pankhursi's eyes gleamed.

::;;!nﬂgxing up in Study No. 41" he asked.

es.’

Pankhurst kicked the door of the study shut,
and then turned eagerly towards Price.
was on the alert at once.

“What is i1t?’ he asked quickly. * Some
new wheeze! How did vou get on to it¥?

" Sheer luck,” saxd Price, more calmly now.
*“1 was passing Study No. 4 and the door was
hali open, and I thought I'd lock in on the
Combine, and give 'em the benefit of a dose
from my new squirt. 1 thought they'd like to

“Never mind—
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The unfortunate chiefs of the Hobby Club were dragged forward towards the window,
while the Combine held their squirts, fulli of inky water, ready to fire,

He

|

| me, Kids!

the enemy's plans, which makes the case
different.™ :

" Of course. Go on! What's the wheeze?”

" They're going to start a hobby club for the
winter evenings,”’ said Price, ‘““and take the
whole Form into it. We're to be allowed to
enter, but the idea belongs to Study No. 4,
and they're to be the head of it, and we're to
ging small.”

" Yes, I can see us doing it,” said Pank-
hurst scornfully. *““ A hobby club! It's a rip-
ping good idea, Pricey. Lots of fellows havé
hobbies of one sort or another, and a hobby
c‘Iuh would soon scoop in half the Form, and
the fellow who started it would get no end
of kudos. Price, old chap, however did we let
thc:se bounders get ahead of us like this??

" But they haven't got ahead of us!” said
Price eagerly. “All's fair in war. That's
why I came here in such a fearful hurry. The
idea flashed into my brain, and I bolted to tell
you. They're talking the wheeze over now.
Why shouldn’t we forestall them, and start the

hobby club ourselves -before they have a
chance?”’ b

Pankhurst gave a regular war-whoop.

~ "My hat! Price, you're worth vour weight
in gold!” His fist went up to giga Price Ean
approving thump, but Price dodged round the
table again in time. “My o¢ld pyjama hat,”
went on Pankhurst, his eyes glistening with
glee, “ you are a pearl of Price—or a Price of
pear!, and no giddy error! We’'ll do it! Come
on! We'll call a meeting in the Form room,

and get the club in full swing before those kids
wake up to what’s going on ™

They rushed from the study. Pankhurst and
Price were just the fellows to strike while the
iron was hot. They dashed into the Fourt)
Form rcom, which was pretty well filled. A
hasty glance showed them that no member of
th&‘é‘;ﬁ:gbuk]e was there.

ark evemings had set in, and football
had to be left off early. Some of the junicrs
sprinted round the close after dark, and some
were 1n the gymnasium. Most of the Fourth
were in the room, however, chatting, or play-
ing chess or Inoes, or pursaing the avoca-
tions that interested them.

There was a general lock-up as Pankhurst
and Price cawe in. They marched into the
room with an important air that ammounced
without words something unusual was coming.

Pankhurst dragged out a form, mounted
upon 1it, and looked round. Price stood by the
iorm, leaving most of the talking to Pankhurst,
as he usually did.

“Gentlemen of the Fourth Form st

liveden,” said Pankhurst, “I hereby, thusly,
and likewise call a publie meeting to discuss a
most important matter.

" Oh, go and eat coke!” said Gatiy,looking
up from his stamp album. *“ Don't bother I’

“1f the gentleman who last spoke will come
forward,” said Pankhurst politely, “1 shall
have greai pleasure in presenting him with a
prize thick ear.”
~ The gentleman who last spcke did not come
forward, and Pankhurst went on.

"1 hereby call a public meeting to discuss
i_l.le quiﬂ;mn of }}ﬂrming i:e hobby elub in the

ourth Form. Many of t ntlemen present
have hobbies & < .

Gatty locked interested now.
enthusiastic philatelist, and lived for his stamp
album. Medway, who was in the musical line,
pricked up his ears. Greene, the photographer,
who was playing chess with Simpson, the moth-
collector, stopped in the middle of castling. «
There was, in fact, a general movement of
interest.

“My idea,” said Pankburst usblushingly—
*“my wlea is to form a hobby club, including all
the chaps in the Fourth Form who bave any
hobby, and any others who feel inclined to
take one up. The winter is coming on, and
the evenings will be long, and hobbies are just
the thing. Of rcourse. we want a club.”

“Jolly geod wheeze!” said Gatty heartily.
““I never thought you had so much sense, Pank-
hurst. We'll call it the Philatelist Clab——"'

“Rats!” exclaimed Greene. ** We'll call it

He was an

\ the Photographie Club——"

*“Oh, I say, that's rot!"” exclaimed Medway.
“Talk sense, chaps! It's plain enough that
we must have some hobby we can all take an
interest in, and that’s music. We'll call it the
Fourth Form Amateur Musical Society—"

Silence for the chair!” shouted Pankhurst.
“Pm talking !’

“Time vou left off,” said Greene. *“‘I .sup-
pose you don’t expect us to listen to yom all
right? Now, chaps, you must admit——"

*‘ Silence |” roared Price.

“Silence !” repeated Pankhuorst. ** Listen to
Before we decide about the special
hobby under the patronage of the club, we must
form the club itself. That's the first step)”?

Thiz was agreed to, much to the relief of
Pankhurst and Price, who were in fear every

| moment of the entrance of the Combine to an-
. nounce the truth concerning the origin of the

1dea.

“Now.” went on Pankhurst, “I've got a
beok here, all ready, and all you've got to do
i1s to Sign your names——

““ What about subscriptions?” asked Greene.

““ Leave that till afterwards. As I am to be

president, and Price treasurer——"’
“Who said were to be president ™
# Who said Price was to be treasureri™
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“We did!” said Pankhurst and Price to-
gether defiantly. **It's our ides, ain’t it?”

“*Wall, if they can rin a club without sub-
seriptions,” mcf Philpot, the meanest boy I
the Fourth—known in the Form as Shylock—
* I say, let 'em do 1t !"

*Good " said a dozen voices.

That was not cxactly what Pankhurst and
Price had intended, but there was no time to
" argue. The Combine might come on the scene
* . at any moment.

B . “Right you are!” said Pankhurst. *“ Now,
all of you come and put your names down. I
Jon't mind saying that Price and I are going
& to stand a feed to the club as soon as it 1s
j formed, in honour of the idea.” ’

~ There was a rush of eager members to sign
their names.

Price had a fountain-pen, and Pankhurst had

a book, and the chums of Study No. 10 were
3 kept busy for some time, while the proeess of
- signing went on.
. Whether it was 2 keenness for hobbies, or a
- desire not to be left out, or the prospect of a
fead to the early members—whatever the
: reason was, there was a rush for membership.
~ By the time the signing was done, two-thirds of
" the Fourth Form belonged to the Pankhurst-
Price Hobby Club—the two auburn-haired
gouths having decided upon that double-bar-
relled title, =0 that there should not be any pos-
sible doubt as tu the originators of the idea.

!. *Good!"” said Pankhurst, closing his book
# ' with a snap. *' This will be one in the eye for
i the Combine! 1 wonder what they will—
- Hailo, here they are!” o

The 3td Chapter.

k- Forestalled.

3 OINDEXTER, Flynn, and Neville
- P entared the Fourth-Form room as
o Pankhurst was speaking. Dick car-
viad a sheet of paper in his hand, and all three
of the Combine were looking wunusually
important.

K “Hallo!" said FPankhurst, winking at his
. chum. ** Wkat have you got there, Neville?”
B -« “Oh, a notice!” said Dick loftily. “ You
B can read it when U've put it up. It's a new
& idea of ours.”

. Pankhurst and Price giggled.

" New ideas seem to be cheap to-night,” re-
marked Pankhurst. *“ We've just worked off
one, and it's a big success. Let's see what
yours 15" '

The juniors gathered round in a curious
crowd as Dick posted up the notice in a good
light on the Wall. Then the Combine retired

to a short distance to allow the Fourth Form
to read, mark, learn, and admire. .

'.»_' The juriors stared blankly at the notice. I
3 read as follows:

't

IMPORTANT!

*The long, dark evenings are almost upon

us, and ourdoor games will soon be off. The
heads of the Fourth Form baving met in
ccuncil in Study No. 4, have decided to start a
hobby Club, to be called the Study No. 4
~ Hobby Club. All members of the Fourth Form
. . will be invited to join, and all are welcome.
' “Richard Neville, Esquire, the captain of
the Fourth, has kindly consented to accept the
post of president of the Study No. 4 Hobby
Clab, Mr. Poindexter that of tresarer, and Mr.
Flynn that of secretary. '

“The subscription will be one shilling per
annum, to be paid in three instalments, on the
first dary of every term. Membeors of the
Fourthk Form are invited to roll up and join
the hobby club.

“(Signed)
Ricgaezp NEviLLE, President,
Micuaer Fryxy, Hon. Scc
Lixcorx (6. PoINDEXTER, Treasurer.”

The Combine stood in a group and watched
the effect of the announcement upon the Fourth-
Formers. The effect was a surprising one.

They were prepared for surprise, approval,
disapproval, anything in reason; but they
were not prepared for a gasp of amazement,
and then a general roar of laughter.

Pankhurst and Price led off the laughter, and
the rest of the Fourth followed suit, velling
with merriment

The Combine looked at one another. They

thing, but they did not understand this recep-
tion of their grand idea af all
They looked amazed at first, and then un-

R FRIEND.
ONE PENNY EVERY TUESDAY.

were mﬂi:erg quick to catch on to any- |

comfortable, and then annoved. Their coun-
tenances bezan to assume a warmer hue.

“ If vou'll kindly explain what you are cack-
ling at——"" began Dick, as soon as there was
a lull in the langhiter.

**Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Pankhurst, leading off
a tresh burst; and the room rang with it .

o | ss thev're off their rockers,” said Poin-
dexter. * Right off, I should say.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Sure, and they're a set of lunatics!” ex-
claimed Micky Flynn. * I never saw anything
like it before in me loife!™

e Hl. hl‘, *_h‘a :-n -

“If you silly asses can't explain what you're
hee-hawing at—"

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Pankhurst, with
the tears running down his cheeks. * You
three innocent kids will be the death of me!
What do you mean by sticking your mouldy old
ideas up on the wall?! That's what I want to
know 1"
~ *“It's a new, ripping idea!” exclaimed Dick
indignantly.

“Ha, ha, ha!
howled Price.

The room rang with langhter again.

““1 say, vou're late with your new ideas!™
grinned Gatty.

“And you're off the track with your sub-
scriptions,” remarked Philpot. * Our hobby
club is going to be run without subscriptions,
Neville,

' Ethf

“Are you going to stand a feed to new
members, Neville! demanded Xing, the
greediest boy in the Form. | -

“* No; certainly not!” _

**Oh, come, don’t let Panky put you in the
shade like that! I don’t mind belonging to two
hobby clubs at once,” said King, **if it means
two separate feeds.”

“Pankhurst! Hobby club!
driving at?” > :

“Oh, I say, you do it well, Neville!™ said
Jeffreys. “ But it's no good pretending that
you didn’t know.” y

“Didn’t know what*” roared Dick, getting
exasperated.
asses, if that's what you mean!”

*“*That isa’"t what I mean.

"

He savs it's & new idea!"

What are you

I mean that you

. the hobbyists into it.

“1 know vou're a set of silly |

| most barefaced plagiarism.

Your Editor would like to Know Your Honest Opinion of this Story.

The 4th Chapter. .-

The Combine Seek Vengeance.
EEDLESS to say, the Combine were
mercilessly chipped by the Fourth
Form over that hobby club idea.

-

“Righto!” exclaimed Firnn. * Dick, surs
ve talk like a dictionary.”

“It's a go, then, kids"

Ei I m m‘.ﬂ

“ Sure,” said Micky.

“Then we may as well prepare the ammuni-
tion,” said Dick. “The feed is coming of

Nobody believed that the idea had originated | S0me time this afternocon. as it's a half-bolidar,

in Study No. 4, the most charitable of the |

juniors regarding it as a coincidence, the rest
accusing the Combine of an attempt at the

and we'd better get ready.”
And the chums of the Fourth were soon busy.
To borrow three large-size garden squirts of

Pankburst and Price said nothing. It was
the biggest joke they had vyet worked off on
the Combine, and they were not going to spoil
it. They did not say that the idea was their
own. They simply said nothing, and the
form jumped to conclusions—wrong conclu-
sions, like most that are jumped to.

The Combine, of course, were [urious.
Their protestations were received with ribald
laughter, and they soon gave it up. Besides,
if they had convinced the Fourth Form, it was

too late now to be of any use. I

The Pankhurst-Price Hobby Club was in full
swing. Wherever, and with whomsoever the
idea had originated, it was in going order
now, and Pankhurst and Price had all the
credit of i, There was no room in the form

for two hobby clubs. All the hobbyists had |

joined the Pankhurst-Price institution, and it

was out of the guestion to start an opposition

one with no prospect of getting members.
The Combine had to admit that they were

done.

“They boned the wheeze,” said Dick
§Et‘lile, at a council held the next day in
o. §.

** They've worked it out, and they've got all

we ﬁﬂiﬂg to take it Iyinlg down."”
L n

guess not,” indexter remarked.

“They've collared all the hobbyists, I know, |
trying to start a club with | I say, you c

and it's no good
only ourselves as members. We should be
grinned . to . death. We're g'attmg enough

grinning and chipping as it is.

know very well that Pankhurst and Price have |

just started a hobby club, and taken down all
our names as members. Then you eome along
with your mouldy old ideas. Yah!™
* Pankhurst—and—Price—have—)
—what?’ gasped Dick, faintly.
“Do vou mean to sav you didn't know—you
hadn't heard something——"

“Rure, and it’s the same I'm thinking,” said
Micky. *“If we don’t score of Panky and
Price soon, life won't be worth living at |

 Cliveden, kids." |

oneé ’

Lto

l‘

* Of course, I didn't—I hadn't—I wouldn't— |
I wasn’t,”” said Dick, somewhat incoherently. |

“Do vou mean to say :
“ Well, this me,"” said Jeffreys, shaking

dence I ever heard of.” ;

*“ Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Pankhurst and Price.

The Combine looked at one another help-
lessly for a moment. The same idea had
flashed into three brains at once. Pankhurst
and Price had somehow discovered the idea,
and had forestalled them. They glared
wrathfully at the auburn-haired two, who were
almost hysterical with laughter. :

* You—you—you—"" stuttered Dick.

“Ha, bha, ha!”

“You pair of—of horrid, rotten plagi
arists—""
s HD, hﬂ. hﬂ !“

““*You've boned cur idea!”

““He, he, he!" .

“ You—you—you rotters—you pinchers—you
burglars—you've boned the wheeze!”

“Well, T like that,” exclaimed Pankhurst.
“We start a hobby club, and take down the
names of the members, and then Neville
marches in and tries to do the same thing
over again, collars our idea under our very
noses, and then says we've boned his wheeze!
1 like that." : 1 - _

“1t’s no Bgood. Neville,” said Price, shaking

his head solemnly at the Combine. * You're
bowled out—fairly bowled out! That cock
won't fight.”

“What do wvou mean?" almost shrieked
Dick. *I—I—say—"
i Hl‘ hl‘ h-l!”

“It was our idea,” wvelled Poindexter.
tell you, chaps, we've been half an hour talk-
ing i1t over, and then we came——"'

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Sure, and it's solid fact,” exclaimed Micky
Flynn. “We came here to——"

“Ha, ha, ha!

The whole room rang with langhter. Pank-
hurst and Price were doubled up with merri-
ment. The Combine were growing more and
more excited. Dick exchanged a glance with
his chums, and went for Pankhurst and Price.
Poindexter and Micky backed him up in a
twinkling .

The two plagiarists went rolling on the floor
underneath the wrathful Combine.

“Buck up!” gasped Price. “Members of
the clobby hub—I mean the hobby club—lend
;al::lnﬂ‘ and turn out these hooligans. Lend a

The members of the hobby club obeved the

voice of their president. e Combine were
dra . off their foes, and ignominiously
hurled forth into the passage. v jumped
up again and rushed back to the attack, too
furious to care for the odds—but the odds
were too heayy. Forth they were hurled
again, and yet again, and then gave it
updas a hopeless task, and retrea to their
study.

Three dishevelled, dirty, exhausted juniors
crawled into No. 4, and sank down gasping
for breath. It was a crushing defeat for the
Combine for once, and Pankhurst and Price,
their rivals, reigned supreme.

that—that—that— "
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“ We're going to score off them,” said Dick |

Neville decidedly. “ They've collared our
hobby eclub, and started it without us, and not
ut too fine a point on it, they ve made us
look asses in the eves of the whole form.”

“1 guess s0."
our own back, that’s

“We're going to get
And iil is, to bust up the

Poindexter and Flynn looked doubtful.
**How are you going to do the trick, Dicky,
darling?”
* * First of all,” said Dick, * Panky and Price
are giving a feed to the early members of
their _giddy hobby club. That was what

We're done. But are

Bunter, the school-porter and gardener, was
the work of a few minutes—and sixpence. To

it round in the deserted studies for bottle:
of ink, and commandeer them, and make @8
large collection of them in No. 4, took longer.
but it was accomplished at last.

Poindexter came in with half a dozen bottles
under his arms, and deposited them on the
studvy table.

“That makes eleven,” he said. “I guess
that's enough. We—hallo, 1o
Pankhurst put his head in at the door.

The Combine stared at the beaming face of
the auburn-haired junior in chilling silence.

“Hallo!” said Pankhurst. “I hear that
you haven't joined the hobby club yet.”

*“You know that we haven't,” said Dick.

Pankhurst sh his shoulders.

* How should know!' he said, loftily.

‘“That's the secretary’s business, not mine,
' You are not on the roll?”
| **No, and are not gomng to be.”
. “Well, I'm sorry for that, because we're
]llﬂtnﬁﬁ‘lﬂg a nppiq; spread in the wood shed
| o members,”” said Pankhurst, “and I'd
' like three to come—as members.” '
- “You won't get us inside vour mouldy
- hobby club, Panky, so you ecan travel."
| ““Oh, please yourselves,” said Pankhurst in-
- differently. * t vou might like to
come to a feed, that's all. If you prefer to
- subsist wholly upon tinned beef——"

Poindexter turned red.

*“Oh, travel along!” he exclaimed.

“Sorry, Puntpusher,” said Pankhorst, “I
forgot that you were in the potted-horse line.

- chaps, I really advise you to come.
It’s a ripping , and beats anything that
Was ever Chicago, whether bovine or
equine, R

“* Are you going to shift?" roared Poindexter.

Poindexter’s * popper” had made a fortune
out of canning bLeef—and other things—in
Chicago, and the Cliveden boys did not allow
the American chum to for it. The juniors
affected to believe—led
when the Combine tock meals in their own
study, they were feeding upon canned beef
specially sent from Chicago by Poindexter's
** popper,” a fact that was extremely exasper-
ating 1o t}m three chums. 1 p \
“Yes, I'm just ing,” said Pankhurst
“Don’t Waxy. Agihange of diet would do
vou even if the stuff your governor sends
is really beef; and you know that that’s open
to grave doubt. I say, Neville, do you know
that the fellows have started calling this studs
the Jungle?”’

The Combine made a simultaneous rush for
the doorway, and Pankhurst sprinted down the

brought in such a rush of membership, 1

fancy ; the greedy bounders thought that the |
a;:e’ bird would catch the worm. To do |
Panky justice, he is keeping his word nobly. |

I saw the two Rufuses in the school shop
laying in the provisions, and they're bluing
ten bob on if, if they're bluing fenpence.”

“ A giddy treat for those kids,” said Poin-.

dexter, " and cheap at signing vour name in a |

bhook, 1 Then there’'s no subscription ;
that's where Panky comes in strong, too.”

“Well, about that feed. There are twenty-
five members, 1 believe, to the hobby club.
Anyway, there are too many for Panky to be
able to make it a study feed. As a matter of
fact, I've learned that
the wood shed.” *

““ He's forgotten to ask us,” said Flynn.

Dick laughed. :

“Only members of the club are going,” he
said, “and we've kept out of their mouldy
old club. But we shall be there, all the
same.”’ '

“And what are we going to do when we
get there®™ ! :

“You are aware, my infants, that there is
only one door to the wood-shed, and only one
window,” said Dick, with the air of an
oracle. “The window is small, rather too
small for any kid to climb out easily.
door opens outwards. A wedge wood
placed under it when it's shut would keep it

get out.”™ 4

“You think we can make
prisoners——"

**1 know we can, but that’s not all.”

“Go on!" said Poindexter, deeply inter-
ested.

“The window is where we come on the
scene. We are going to take three garden
squirts, and a pail of water carefully mixed
according to prescription—one part of red ink
to three parts of water—" 4

e HIL ﬁ’ hﬁ. !w ‘

** And when we open fire,” said Dick, with a
smile of seraphic satisfaction, “I think it's
very likely that Pankv and Price will wish
they hadn’t boned our idea, and that their
giddy members will wish they hadn't joined
the hobby club in such a hurry.”

2 hat! What a ripping wheeze.”

* course, our intentions are of the best.
We approve of hobby clubs, but we like ’em
to be run on a business footing—none of
your free feeds, and no subscription rot,"” ex-

lained Dick *“ We regard it as our duty to

up this ial hobby club, and start a

them

[ always amenable to tips.

passage. He vanished round a corner as the

three rushed through the doorway, and they
halted in the passage.

“Never mind,” said Dick, “we'll see him -

again at the meeting; and if the Panky-Price
Euhhy Club enjov that feed, I'll eat Micky's
at!™

— = =

The 5th Chapter.

Brought to Terms.

ANKHURST looked round the wood-
P shed with an eve of pride.
The preparations for the feed were

e's going to give it in | B, g oy G

There was a clear space of considerable ex-
tent, and in this a large table had been made
by placing planks across boxes and benches.
Benches and faggots made the seats, and if
the quartess were somewhat rough-and-ready.
the guests were not epicureans, and were not
inclined to grumble at trifies.

A bribe of sixpence to Bunter had secured

the woodshed for the afternoon. Bunter was
As we know, he had

received a similar sum from the Combine, and

The | whether he connected the borrowing of the

garden squirts with the feast in the woodshed
in his sagacious mind, we cannot say. At all
events, he understudied Brer Fox, and said
“nuffin.” “* Least said, soonest mended,” was
Bunter's motto, and it was no business of his.
And to spoil a joke planned by the Combine
would have been more than his comfort for
weeks was worth.

As the afternoon was a fine one, some of the
juniors had suggested having the feast al
iresm; but Pankhurst knew better. Predatory
fellows in the Fifth Form would not have been
above making a swoop upon the feasters, and
commandeering the tastiest morsels. And the
woodshed was really roomy, considering, and
quite comfy. . y 2

“Well, we're all here.” said King, who had
been the first to arrive, and who had been eye-
ing the provisions with woifish glances ever
since. ‘“‘About time we started, amn’t it,

| Panky?”

Pankhurst counied the guests. All the mem-
bers of the hobby club were there; they were
not likely to be found wanting upon such an
occasion.

“ Righto!” said Pankhurst. “ Fasten the
door, Pricey. We don't want any of those
Fifth Form rotiers swooping down on wus, or

better one, under better management—er, our
own management, in fact.

those kids out of Stndy No. 4, either. Gentle-

} men, this is where we feed.”

v Pankhurst—that"

-r
hﬂi; L
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“Fall to!” said Price.

And the gentlemen fell to with a will.

There was plenty of " tommy,” and the
hobbyists evidently intended to do it full
justice. Pankhurst and Price atiended to the
wants of their guests with true hospitality,
without locking out for themselves. King
started eating at the first signal, and always
had something in each hand to keep up a con-
tinuous supply to his mouth

“This is ripping!’ said Gatty. “1 say,
Panky, you know how to give a feed, if you

:]i?'ntt‘i' know anything ‘about philately. 1 like
1s !
“Bo do I!” said Greene. “Look here,

Panky, I'll take your photograph, if you like,
half-plate, and we'll hang it up in the Form
room when the hobby club meets.”

“Good idea!” chorussed the hobbyists,

" Thank you, Greene!” said Pankhurst, with
becoming modesty. “1 don't mind, if you
chaps think it’s a good idea.”

“Jolly good idea!” said King, with his
mouth full. * And I say, Panky, it would be
another good idea to make these feeds a weekly
mstgutm&], and——"

Claree v Ig !" de Yﬂu___
Hallo, who's that?”

There was a sound at the door. The
hobbyists all turned their heads to look at it.
Price grinned.

_ “1t's all right,” he exclaimed, '‘I've locked
it! He can’t get in, whoever he 1s8.”

The sound at the door ceased. The club
members, chuckling, resumed the feast. A few
minutes later a shadow crossed the little
window.

It was jerked open on its hinges from outside.
Poindexter, Neville, and Flynn looked into
the woodshed, each with an amiable smile upon
his face.

*“*Hallo!"” said Dick.

““Hallo!” growled Pankhurst
yon want?”

** Nothing 1"

“Take it and go!” said Pankhurst. * Don’t
take any notice of those outsiders, kids!”

“ Certainly not!” said Gatty. *‘ Neville, you
can travel along!”
~ “Thank you!” said Dick. ““I'm not going
]us-tlyeh ave you got that pail ready, Poin?”’

i gum Eﬂ.l!

*“ 8quirts to the fore!”

There was a sucking sound outside the
window, the three heads diu[:?:earing for a
moment. Then Dick’s smiling face came into
view agamn, and the nomzle of a largesized
squirt looked into the woodshed.

Pankhurst started to his feet,

“ Neville—"

“] say—"" yelled Price,

“Don’t you dare——"

“Stop 1t!”

id mnit E?l‘

“Ow!”

Swish! Sloosh!

Dick, without heeding the frantic exclama-
tions of the club members, brought the squirt
mto active play., The water, deeply coloured
with red ink, swished in a swift jet across the
shed, and fell full upon the table, splashing
nearly every member of the hobby club.

“You—yon beast!” velled Pankhurst.

“Go for him!” shouted Price.

The infuriated feasters scrambled towards
the window. Dick disappeared with his empty
squirt, and Micky took his place with a full
one.

Swish!

A jet of inky water met the onrushing club
members full in their faces, and they stopped,
and staggered, drenched and gasping.

Micky stepped aside {0 make room
Poindexter.

Pankhurst and Price, alone of their band,
rushed right on to the window. Poindexter was
ready. His squirt, full of inky water, swished
full in the face of first Price, and then Pank-
hurst, and they reeled away.

"* Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Dick. “*Keep it up!”’

The juniors inside the shed were yelling with
rage. As fresh-filled squirts looked in upon
them, they dashed round the shed in search of
Ehﬂlter“frﬂm t}:!lﬁ jetﬁ;ad >

“ Follow me!” ye ankhurst, *
and we'll kill the beasts.” Bk g

He dashed to the door of the woodshed, and
shoved at 1f.

The door refused to budge

“It’s locked !”" yelled Price.

“1 forgot!’

Pankhurst unlocked the door, and shoved
again. It still refused to move. He pushed and
shoved, and banged. 8till it did not budge.

“They've fastened it outside !

A shout of laughter rang from the window.

“There's a wedge under the door!” called
out Dick. ““You can't get out till we chouse
to let you out. You may as well take your
medicine quietly,”

Swish !

A fresh
hﬂbhjristcsi. 2

They dashed to and fro, seeking shel
finding none. A fresh r::-ih was Emndetirt IIIL1‘.11:1:2
window, but 1% was too emall to be easily
climbed, and the three squirts played upon the
would-be climbers with telling effect.

The faces of the club members had assumed
a beautiful crimson, the effect of the red ink in
the water, and their collars were streaked with
red, their hair matted and sticky.

*“Btop it!” shouted King. *“ You're—you're
gpoiling the grub! We give you best!™

" We don’t!” yelled Pankhurst.

Swish |

The water smote Pankhurst in the neck, and
he gasped and squirmed.

“ We're keeping this up,” Dick announced
calmly, “till you come to terms. We're not in
a burry. We've got lots of inky water left.”

said Gatty.

“What do

for

jet of inky water fell among the

d Gatty."

i

“What terms?’ howled Jeffreys. * We'll
agree to anything | _

“1t’s for Pankburst and Price to agree.”

“They shall agree! We'll kill them if they
don’t!”

“Make ’em come forward, then!”

“We sha’n’t—we won’t!” shouted Pankhurst
and Price.

“You will!”” howled a dozen juniors, who
had had quite enough. **You got us into this.
Come onl”

And the unfortunate chiefs of the hobby club
were dragged forward. The Combine held
their squirts ready to fire, but as yet withheld
the jets.

“What do you want, you rotters?” howled
Pankhurst. _ .

** We want you to own uf;e" said Dick coolly.
“You've got to confess, before all the club,
that yvou boned fmr idea, and that it was us
first thought of starting a hobby club.

“Rats !

i Ylh !!I '

“Own up, or we'll drench you to the skin!”

“Ha, ha! Of course, we meant to own up
all along,” said Pankhurst. ‘‘ Ha, ha!"

“Of course,” said Price. “Ha, ha!”

“TIt was a good joke,” Pankhurst remarked.

““ A jolly good joke,” said Price. 1

But the members of the hobby club ap-
parently did not take it as a joke.

““So you boned the idea, aiter all !” shouted
Gqﬁry. , “You—you pair of frauds! You
sa1d——

“We never said anything,” said Pankhurst.
“If vyou fellows chose to jump at conclusions,
that was vour own look-out."

“Frauds !

- & - A

|

—

|

|
.I!f
i-’.,‘f " l 2]
Ly -
161
j i/ .
\/}f rEORTAKT'
- ;”-' _’.“f:_“:_"
it
- ;'Jf

take these squirts back to old Bunter. Panky,
old man, we'll send a fag to let you out in five
minutes.” y

The Combine disappeared.

Wrath reigned in the wood-shed. The feast
was spoiled, the feasters feeling very damp.
They were indignant with Pankhurst and
Price, who had led them into such an un-
pleasant experience, and even if Dick had not
made it a condition. it was pretty certain that
the hobby club would have been dissolved cn
the spot.

In fact, Pankhurst and Price locked like
being mobbed, when the door of the shed was
opened by a Third Form fag, and the prisoners
were let out. Thoy marched out dismally.

“1 say, buck up, you fellows!” exclaimed
Pankhurst persuasively. ‘‘Let's go and scal
those rotters for this beastly trick! Come wit
me_.__ll'

“Catch ns!”’ said Gatty.

“We've had enough of you two,” growled
Jeffreys. :

““Rather!” echoed King. “The feed was
spotled. Are you going to stand another ™

“ Not much !

“Then I econsider you're a rotter!
sider—"’

What else King considered was never known,
for Pankhurst, whose patience had been sorely
tried, lost it now, and let cut with his left, and
King sat down suddenly in the midst of his
consyderations. The auburn-haired chums
walked away in high dudgeon.

“We'll get even with those horrid bounders
for this!” exclaimed Pgnkhurst. “Let’s go
and get cleaned, Pricey, and then——"

““ And then?” said Price.

I con-
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The Combine stood in a growp and watched the cifect of their notice.

The efiect was a

surprising one, for the Form burst into a roar of laughter,

“ Humbugs !

“ Impostors |

The hobby club members howled these op-
probious terms and many others into the ears
of Pankhurst and Price.

“Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Dick. ‘“You've
come down off vour perch this time, Panky,
with a vengeance! Well, now you've owned
l}ky. we'll let you off the rest of the washing.

ou’'ve each got a lovely complexion.”

“Now, to give the members a little more,”
sald Poindexter, I guess we're going to bom-
bard them till they all resign membership in
the hobby club.

‘“ Begorra, and 1t's a fine idea!" exclaimed
Flynn. *“Make ready! Present—"

The three squirts came up to a level.

“Fire!”

“Stop !I"* yelled Gatty.,

“So do I

“And 11"

ok Aﬂd LH Wi llld I!H

“You all resign ¥

Wi Yﬁ’rl L }"E'ﬂ,” “}-'EE :II -

* Hands up those who resign!™

Every hand, except those of Pankhurst and
Price went promptly up.

“ Honour bright?”

ili-YEB'Il 4 FE_E.HI “F'Eﬂ !!'j

“Then yvou're let off ! The giddy hobby club
18 now at an end ! said Dick, grinning. *‘ Yon
can all consider that you're let off cheaply !

“Wait t1ll I get a chance at you!” said
Pankhurst, rubbing his wet, limp collar,

Dick laughed.

“We'll give youn as good as vou send!” he

*“1 resign, for one !”’

replied. *“*] expect these fellows have had
motigh of Egr leadership !"'" a

i - L} -
= ..h}ﬂ say so! groaned atty.

“ You—you horrid rotters!”
“Ha, ba! The fun is over, kids, and we'll

F
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The 6th Chapter.

The Wheeze that Didn’t Come Off,
e A, ha, ha!”

H% * Ho, ho, ho !

“He, bhe, he ! :

Joud sounds of laughter were proceeding
from Study No. 4.

It was the hour of the triumph of the famous
Combine.

They had triumphed over their rivals of the
Fourth Form in the most complete manner,
and they had reason to be satisfied.

*“Ha, ha, ha !

They laughed themselves almost into hysteries
in Study No. 4, at the recollection of the
adventure of the wood shed.

“We've done ‘em!” gurgled Dick. “ The
hobby club 1s busted first trv, before it had
time to do any hobbying.”

*“The noble president and hon. sec. have got
the order of the boot,” chuckled Flynn, ‘*“and
before they had time to do any presiding or
hon.-secking !

“I guess we've scored this time,” drawled
Poindexter; “ I reckon we're a hull team, kids.
They can’t stand against us, We're the head
of the Fourth.”

*““We are—we are !

‘“ Begorra, and sure we are [

“ Do you remember Panky’s complexion after
we had finished? Ha. ha, ha !

‘““ And Price’s? Ho, ho, ho !

“They'll be along here scon,” said Dick.
“They won't take that lving down. We've
busted up their hobby club, and they’'ll want
vengeance hot and strong.”

“Let 'em all come "

!

!

- —
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“1 guess we're going io start a hobby club
now,” remarked Poindexter. * Panky's clab

has gone up, but we want one m the Fourth.
We'll carry out our original idea, and well

make Pankhurst and Price join i, t0o,”

* Begorra, and how "’ asked Micky.

*‘Persuade ’em !’ grinned Poindexter.
“There are lots of ways of persuading a fellow
besides pulling his ears. Fguess that that's
what we want now, to prove bevond all cavil
that we're the bosses of the Fourth Form—a
hobby club of cur own, and Panky and Price
to join it as members.”

“1If we can fix 1t——"" said Dick thought-
fully,

“J guess at the present moment,” said Poin-
dexter, “ they’re preparing for a raid on this
study. Did you see young Frere, of the Third,
pass the door just now "’

“No. What about him*”

“Well, I saw him, and I saw what he was
carrving; and if he wesn't carrving it to
No. 10, I'll eat my hat !’

*What was he carrying?” asked Dick and

Flynn together.
| *“A—— Hallo! There he is! I say, young
Frere!"

The Third-Former was passing the doorway
on his return. He looked in and stopped. In
a moment Poindexter had him by the collar.

‘““No; don’'t be scared,” said the American
reassuringly, “I only want to ask you a ques
tion, kid. Was that a2 tin of pepper you were
taking up the corridor just now ¢

“Yes,”” grinned Frere. =

“You were taking it to No. 107%

“Ye-e-es.”

“Panky sent you for it "

id 'I .. ¥

“QOut with it, or we'll wring vour vouthful
neck, dear infant !” said Poindexter. * I guess
you've got to own up. ‘Out with it !"* :

“Yes,” said Frere. “ Pankhurst gave me
twopence to bone it out of the kitchen. He
wanted i1t for something, and he said be would
be spotted if he went down.”

“1 see. Nice of him to bone other people’s

pepper !”

“Oh, he'll pay for it!” =aid the Third-
Former.

*““That's all right! Secat!”

The youngster scuitled away. Poindexter

turned to his chums with a broad grin.

“You see the wheeze ¥’ he said. * The me-
ment I saw that kid pass, I guessed he was
going to No. 10, and I knew what the game
was. Come along!”

“ But what—"

“We're going to hoist the engineer op his

own giddy petard! Follow me !
“Righto I"*
And Dick and Micky hurried afier the

American, who led the way with his long
strides to Study No. 10.

The door had been left open by the vouthisl
Frere, and the chums, advancing on tiptce,
peered into the study. Pankhurst and Price
were in full view.

They had cleaned themselves up after the
adventure of the wocd-shed, and now they were
looking decidedly gleeful.

The large tin of pepper was open on the
teble. Pankhurst was scooping it out intoc a
thin paper bag. Price was sniffing.

“Of all the wheezes we've ever worked off
on those rotters,” said Pankhurst, *““this is
about the best! I fancy i1t will make them
sorPy they squirted us in the shed, Pricey !

“1 fancy =o0,” said Price.

““You see, as we're two and they're three, i1's
net much good tryving to lick them,” said Pank-
hurst, “and we cant get anvbody to back us
up Just now. They're all wild at the way the
f turned out.”

‘“They are, old chap. They’'re more inclined
to go for us than to back us up.”

“But we shall get our own back with this
wheeze,’ Pankhurst remarked, with a grin.
“It will beat that squirting business holiow.
We've only got to open the door of the studr,
and chuck the bag of pepper into the middle
of them. It will burst, and thev will have the
highest old time they've had in all their
mnocent little lives,”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If I have time,” said Pankhurst, “I'll
sneak the key, and lock the door on the oui-
side. I think we shall bring ems down off

their perch this time, Pricer. We'll get the
whole Form round the door o hear "em sneez-

mg."’
“Ha, ba, ba!”

“There, I think that's enough—— Lock

out!™
The warning came too late. A3 Pankhurst

caught a glimpse of the Combine at the door,
the three chums rushed 11, and In a second the
unprepared two were seized, and they went
sprawling on the floor with the vietoricus
Combine on top of them.

“*Got ‘'em!” roared Poindexter,

The 7th Chapter.
Victory—The Hcbby Club,

ANKHURST and Price struggled
]:P furrously. But they were at a2 dis

advantage, and they had no chance
against the Combine. Pgindexter and Flynn
held them pinned down, while Dick Newille
seized the bag of pepper. A gush of the fiery
condiment escaped the bag and scattered it=elf
over the upturned faces of the two prisgners.
“Ow!? yelled Pankhurst, “Ow)] You—
000000—atchoo—choooooo |

(Continued on the next page.)
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Another Grand New Serial Story Starts in a Fortn

ight.
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'3 The Cliveden Hobby Club.

{ (Continued from the previous page,)
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i “ Atchoo!”" sneezed Price. “CAt—at—
atchooooooooon !

They sneezed together, they sneezed alter-
nately. They speezed solo and in a dust
Ther gasped and sneegzed till they were crim-
son in the face, and the water ran in streams |
from their eyes.

“*Ha, ha, ha!” roared Dick. ** How do von
like it, Pankv? This is the liitle treaf you
prepared for us. isn't #?”

**You —you b-b-beasts — atchoo — beasts — |
atchoo-00-00-0000!"’

“ Rotterz!" gasped Price. * Choo-00-000-000
~atchoo-o000!"’

““Ha, ha! What's sauce—or, rather, pepper
—for the goose, is pepper for the gander,”
said Dick. * Nice hittle treat you had ready
for us.”

“Give 'em some more!” exclaimed Micky.

“*Smother "em!” shouted Poindexter,

The auburn-haired two struggled desper-
ately. But it was in vain. They were pinned
down, and they could not escape. Dick
Neville balanced the bag of pepper thought-
fully over their upturned faces.

“*You w@qgﬂring to give us the lot,” he re-
marked. *1 suppose we had better let vou
have it. There's gothing mean about us.”

“Don’t!"

*Oh, don’t:"”

“We give in!”

“You'll choke us!™

“You'll smother nus!”

“Pon't! Oh, don't!

* Make it pax!”

“Pax, pax'”

“Abem!” said Dick. “I don't know about
making it pax. You bounders borrowed our

idea and spoiled i, Sull—"

“Let "em off if they come to our terms,”
said Poindexter.

“Begorra. ves: if they don’t, smother "em,
Dicky darling!”

“Right-ho! Panky, we are going to start a
hobby club in the Fourth Form—not a rotten
balf-baked hobby club like yours, but a really
good and senszible hobby ¢lub, run on firstclass
business principles.”

“Grrr!”

“ Atchoo—o-0-0-0—000 !

“We intend to get the whole of the Fourt
into 1t, if poasible.” went on Dick, ““and we
want vou two fto jJoin to give the thing a

Him&ﬂf of & odious a

\&)
SUMMARY OF THE OPENING CHAPTERS?®
For years Coslers’ Mile, one of the busiest

market-places in the sgualid neighbourhood of

Bethnal Greenm, has been free to the costers to

pitch their stalls sn. But Josiah Pounce, the

propricior of Pounce’s Stores, and a member of |

the Borough Council, gefs a resolution passed lo
clear them out of it

They all clear out at the word of Inspeclor Sall,
E‘ﬂh the exceplion of an old man named Harry

19gina.
clear kis barrow away, and sn a rush made by the
mob someone throws a sfome, which kills Inspector
Salt. Higgins is taken up for the murder.

Old Nathan Flint holds papers disclosing some
of Pounce’a shady business transactions, which he
uses to blackmail the Borough Councillor. To rid

person, Pounee secreily in-
forms Dirk the Butcher that Flint means fo befray
fam to the police. *

During the night. Dirk kills the old Jew. In

| his hurry, the murderer leaves behind a

sTrap o
paper and a piece of cloth torn from his ne:berrfie[
Theze jall tnfo the hands of Fighting Jess, who
immediately sefs out in search of her one-dime lover,
Dirk. '

Sexton Blake, kearing of the muwrder and of

shrt*f.l

"Shﬂ’ﬂ’l !“

“Won't!"”

“*Yery well, here's the rest of the pepper, il
you particularly want 1t—"

“Ow! Don't!"

[ Don!tt'”

% Are vou going to jo

“No! Yes—ves—yes!

“Yes—ves—ves!”

“Good! Mind, it's honour bright?"”

**Honour bright!”

“Then we'll make it pax,” said Dick
graciously, putting down the bag of pepper.
“Leét 'em rise to the occasion, kids!" .

Pankhurst and Price staggered to their fect.
They were blind with sneezing, and ther
sneezed and sneezed again, as they bolted from
the study to the nearest bath-rcom to plunge
their burning faces 1nto cool water.

“Ha, ha, ba!” shouted the Combine. “ Once
more we knock 'em! Ha, ha, ha!”

And the three marched off arm-in-arm, and
oake-walked into the Fourth Form room in

in the hobby club?”

Jess's disappeavance, instructs Tinker to follow the

girl with the aid of Pedro. Oblaining one of Jess
Flinfs scarfe. and accompanied by Shanksy,

T inker starts vpon his mission.

Meanwhile Dirk the Buicher i3 allempling to
sleep in his refreat down by the canal. He 3
suddenly aroused by hearing his name called.
Witk beads of sweal uwpon hiz brow and hiz limbs
all a-shake, Dirk the Butcher starts up and glanees
at the window from whenee the voice appeared to
come. It shows a white face—the face of Jess
Flint.

(Follow on norw with these exciting chaplers.)

Face to Face—A Mission of Vengeance
and How It Ended —The Dark

Canal and Its Dark Secret.
voce came agzain, in  that

& DIRE S
same low, deesp tone—a tone that had

high glee.

Pankhurst and Price were very sore—
tally about the nose—but they were
fellows of their word. The hobby club was
started, and they joined it, under the presi-
dency of Richard Neville, uire, and it
flourished. And, as the juniors of Cliveden

|

The
in it no touch of alarm or anger, but which was
strangely impressive, nevertheless, from its very
mtensity.

Thera was a warning in it that might have
struck a less hardened or reckless man. But
Dirk the Butcher felt no sense of foreboding,
no omen of comipng peril. The changed ring
in the girl's voice conveved no warning to him,

were at bottom, very friendly foes, and never
bore malice, thev pulled together very well,
and the Cliveden
EUCCas3a.

THE EXD

He had been so long accustomed to regard
Jess Flint as the mere slave of his will—an

u
Enhb_r Club was quite a | infatuated slave who would never turn against

him, let him do what he would, that he had no
fear of her now, although he readily guessed that
she had discovered her father's murder, knowing

(Another of these grand stories will|as he did that she was in the house at the very

appear next Wednesday. It is entitled—

“THE FIGHT WITH THE FIFTH.”

It is the best complete story that Charles
Hamilton has ever written. Order your

copy early.)

HINTS FOR BIRD-KEEPERS.

hour when the thing was done,

* No, she will storm a bit at first—after all,
the old hunks was her father, and I sup she
cared for him after a fashion,” was the villain's

{ rapid trsin of reflection as he calmly watched tho

| face at the window from the dark corner where
ha lay. “ But I'll take the high hand with
her,” was his next easy reflection—* that's
always the best plan with Jess. TI'll tell her that
I had a straight tip that her father meant to
betray me—that it was his life or mine. That
will fateh her. The lives of a thousand fathers

Piceoxs.—Pigeons bred chiefly for the table

and shooting ses are best when flying |
about at full liberty. For show they are
best mated and kept together. Now is the

igeons, as fanciers are clearing out
your place wind and water
u will regret it, for you mayv losa

time to buy
#ight ; if not yo
“a saluable bird.

Britisa Bipps.—Now s the time to gather
all kinds of wild seeds, of which the bi are
very fond. Birds which have been outside all
through the summer should be taken in now, as |

wouldn't weigh with Jess against the least danger
to me.

“ She'll do a burst of tears—she is only a woman,
after all, although she's got the pluck of a man.
Then she'll come round, and be a bigger fool

than ever. I'll be able to twist her round my
little finger. And, by Jove, I'll make use of her
visit ! I'll malee her take this bit of swag and

sell it, and bring the money to me here! It's
a bully idea, that. I can't venture to London
my=elf : and Portland Bill is not to be trusted
with the stuff. No: Jess shall dispose of it, and
bring the rhino to'me here. Then I'll get away

the cold nights and mornings would soon kill
ghem. Birds are to be bought cheaply during
this mobth. Make it a rule to clean them out

on a cortain day each week.

from tias infernal countrv—and from her, for
I'm about tired of her soft, fawning wavs. A
fellow aoon tires of a girl once he knows she is
his, bodv and soul ! ™

The police are called upon fo foreibly |

‘

{ ront to be excited In moments like this.

F

thea other =side of the
door. *“Why do you
Kep me waiting? Are
vou afraid 17

Afraid! Hestarted at
the word, and once again

withdrew his hand from
nghed

the bar. Thenbela
to himself. Afraid! Why
should he be afraid if
she were alone |

Other men might fear
Fighting Jess because
of her great strength ;

but his was still greater.’

In this “’eck'ﬁ Chapters Mr. Humm, the Human
Sleuth-hound, is Again on the Warpath.

Hes was more than a:
mateh 3 1t cama O &
struggle. But it would
never come to that.
Jeass would tremble at
his mere frown, as she
had alwavs done.
“Open the door,” came

With all this agreeable train of thought, he had a
smug smile upon his handsome, wicked face, |
Then the voice came again :

“Dirk t ™
“Hullo!” he exclaimed, a3
awakened. ** Who is thera 1"

"1t 18 I—Jess,” was the reply.

if suddenly

“Jess!" he ated in pretended surprise.
“ What brings vou here to this place ? What
has happened 7

* Much,” came the response in a voice without
the slightest trace of emotion—" much has
happened. But I cannot tell you from here.

Let me in."

Dirk was puzzled. Hers was not the tone of
a girl who come straight from beside her
father’s murdered body ; it was calln—strangely
calm for Fighting Jess.

She could not have discoverad the erime—
that was evident. What, then, had brought her
here ? The robber, in spite of all his hardihood,
began to feel 8 vague sense of alarm. Perhaps
Portland Bill had blown the gaflf ; his retreat was

discovered ;: and she had come to warn ham.

The villain felt no @ratitude for this. It was
only another instance of her blind infatuation
for him. And he would make the most of it
If the alarm was up, and instant flight was
nooessary, Jess should get the money for him
somehow—the money he needed before he could
I:‘Ernka good his flight from England—and from

;‘I?irli:, letmein!” i 1

at same strange tone again'! infensely
deep and yet so calm. What did it mean?
What was the matter with the girl ¢ 1

“All right!”™ he said, " Half a minute,
whilst I undo the door.”

‘He slipped off his rongh bad and crossed to the
door. It was fastened with a heavy iron bar let
into a couple of stout staples—fittings that he had
added himself from the wreckage of the old lock
gates as an additional saf to the one rusty
old bolt that formerly alone secured the door.

footsteps outside the door, when he suddenly
aused and scowled, as a dark suspicion crossed
13 mind.

What did that queer voice mean ? Jess was
Sach
a journey, such a visit, to sayv nothing of the
chance of seeing him—the man she almost
idolised—would at another time have thrilled
her with great excitement ; her voice would have
been quick and eager in its tone.

Now, there was something suppressed and
nnnaturally calm about her manner. What did
it mean? Ha! Was it a trap? Who had
come with her ?

What a clever dodge it would seem to use the

[ girl as & means of trapping him into opening the
L d i

:

oor! He had many enemies beside the police.
Against the police Jess would have been upon
her guard ; no threats would have induced her
to aid them in his captare. - But he had other
foes to fear—treacherous pals and tools of his
own class, who might turn against him, with the
hope of rewand, feeling certain that the gallows
would put @ stop to any fear of his revengs

There were some clever men amongst them —
fellows that could fake any dodge, and do it well.
A hint to Jess that he was in danger of being

tracked ; a supposed plan to help him get sajely
away ; any usible ruse might induce Jess to
' his hiding-place, or even to lead the

would.-be traitor there.- For the coster amazon,
big, strong Fighting Jess, was as simple as a
child in many things.

Quick as lightning, this train of eions
flashed through Dirk's brain. The villain was
in a desperate position. and could afford to take
no risks, He halted with his hand upon the
bar, then called throngh the door:

*Jess, who is with you out there ? Are you
alone *

“ No one is with me ; I came alone," was the
girl's answer, in that same dead, level tone,
as though the abruptness of his question and the
ring of suspicion in his voice neither startled nor
alarmed her.

The robber breathed more freely. A dark
smile erossed his face. He knew that she spoke
the truth., Fighting Jess was mcapable of a lie.
Only cowards lie:; and fear. was unknown to
Je=3 Flint. The last remnant of Dirk’s suspicions
vanished. It was only her love, her mad, in-
fatuated love for him, that had brought her there.
And he meant to make good use of the visit.

“ Dirk, let me in ! " came that deep voice from

(New friends should read the brief summary on this
page before commencing this superb story. )

|

!

r

|

her voice aga:n.

“ All right, no hurry
—the bar had stuck,”
he said, willing to lie
rather than she should
dream he had hesitated
from fear.

He drew the bar from
its staples, and opened the door. But bis hand
was on that ever-ready knife as he did =0, and

he cast a quick, suspicions glance out into the
moonlight, holding the door but partly open the
while.

But a hand almost as strong as his own forced
it wide, and Jess Flint entered.

She entered without haste and without hesita-
tion, throwing no glances of fear or doubt around
her, but taking her stand at the farther side of
the little rcom, and watching Dirk in silence
as he closed and rebarred the door.

This done, he stood erect with his back to it,
and looked at her.

The shaft of misty light from the tiny window
fell full upon her, and gave to her superb figure
the additional grandeur of mystery. er face—
white as that of a marble statue—had never, he
thought, looked so supremely beautiful as now.

Even the gleam in her eves, darkly mysterious,
like the glint of lightning from under the edge of
a thunderclond, allored and charmed him. It
was fierce and wild, like hiz own dark, fiery
nature,

In that moment Dirk loved Jess as he had
never loved her before.

Some minutes like this, and neither
moved. Jess did not speak, and at last her
gilence made him vaguely uneasy. He knew
those great eyes were fixed wpon him, and was
giad his face was hidden in the shadow.

He began to feel afraid of her—of Jess, the

pu.Fpet. he had so despised !
he girl seemed unreal, hike one of those dream

shadows that had haunted his sleep. Flesh and
blood could never daunt him, but the silence
became unbearable. His flesh began to creep.

At length he broke the silence himseli with an
uneasy attempt at a laugh.

“ So you've ccme to see me, eh, Jess ' he
said.

ol {7 Sy

“And you've ecome alone ? Will you swear

| P
His hand was on this bar, and he heard Jess's | to that ?

“ Quite alone, Who was there to come with
me ? He ecould not, for he. vou know, is dead.””

Quite calmly the girl said this, m that slow,

) . deep voice.

“ Ah—her father! So she has found his—his
body. It is that has brought her here!” was
the villain's instant thought, * Well, it is no.
thing. A few tears, perhaps. But I'll soon dis.
pofe of that trouble '™

* But how did you find your way here ' How
did von know this ? " he asked.

* I was brought here once, years ago—by him,”
Jess answered. * But even if that never
been, 1 wounld have found my way m Do
not forget that, Dirk: somehow 1 hava

again in the darkness. So his old

found my way to you!"
Dirk smiled
power was still there—she was still his slave !
“Yes "—the voice came again in that deep,
even tone, still without the least trace of 101
—** yes, Dirk ; had you hidden deep umi::atl.te
earth and left no clue, something would have lad
me to you, something would have brought me
to tell you, face to face, that vou, and voa alone,
murdered my father:" |
Dirk startad.

Ha! he was afrnid of her, then. He had
o this. But he had expected it to come
in an outburst of passionate grief—a torrent of
tears. But there was no trace of either, and her

calm daunted him. And leing afraid,
he attempted to deceive her.

She might have suspicions, but she eould have
no proof. He had left no clue.

“ Your father murdered ! he exclaimed in a
tone of well-simulated surprise. * Good
heavens—when 1"

“ It was last night,” she said. ** You cannot
have forgotten.”

“ Forgotten! How could I forget a thing I
never knew ! And how should I hear of it, shut
up in this ! "" Dirk demanded.

“ You knew it first of all,” said the girl ; * for
you knew it even before, the thing was done,
when it was only a dark thought in your wicked
I - b

“What! Good heavens ! Do you think I did
it 2" he exclaimed, as though in indignant
horror. —

“ I know vou did it,”” was the ealin response ;
** know. it as well as though I had seen you strike
the blow.”

“ Jess, you rave—¥ou falk like a fool! Why
shounld I kill your father 2 ™

“PBecause you fearetdd he would betray yoa




