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THE GREYFRIARS FLYING GORPS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Friendly Invasioa!
W HERE’'S something in the air [
I Bob Cherry, thlf ﬂt;_unﬁ'_.
happy-go-lucky member of the
Fal:lfgul; Five, made the remark
as he leaned aguinst the goalpost on
Little Bide. | _

“Fxplain  yourself, chump!” said
ITarry Wharton, the captain_ of the
IlRemove, whoe was flushed from lis exoe-
tions at potting. at goal.

Bab inted upwards, and a dozen
juniors Pu:ﬂl{rwed his gaze.

“My hat!™ said Nugent.
plane, by Jove |™

“ And another 1" said Johnny Bull, as
a whirring sound came from the distance.

Footer was forgotten for the moment.
The players kept their eyes on the two
machines with great interest.

IEven as they watched a third acro-
plane came in sight, gaining rapidly on
the other two.

“Great Scott 1" ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“There’s a whole giddy flect of 'em ™.

“The feetfulness is terrific]” mur-

“ An acro-

mured Hurree Singh. “Ther skim
through the csteemed air  bivdfully !
Look 1

The leading acroplane suddvnly dipped
and descended swiltly to carth,

“Bomething gone wrong  with  the
works! murmured  Peter Todd,  in
alarm. . _ B

N0 fear !” g3l Vernoin-Swmith.

“She’s coming down all gerence.  SBo are
the other two.”

“Mind vour heads!™ rapped out Bob
Cherry.

“Ifa, ha, ha 1"

The st machine descended, siraighs
and clean, on to the football-field, the
engine was shut off, and a smart-looking
voung officer of the Royal Fiying Corps,
who occupied the pilot's scat, deftly
nnstrapped himself and stepped ont of
ihe "plane. 1Te lighted a cigarette, and
penddied cheerily to the juniors,

“Good-afternoen ! he sanl. “Tlayin’
ihe grand old winter game—what "

* Yes, sir,” said Bob Cherry—"" at least,
we woere, nntil you came aleng,  This i
ihe Lirst time wo've seen o whole flest
of acroplancs on the go.”

The officer siiled.

“You'll have plenty of opportunity for
duing so now,” he =ud. “We're taking
np our quarters in Colonel Raoter’s ficld
yvonder,”

“Oh, good!” saiid
“That'll be ripping 17

One by one the rest of the acroplanes
Jived down to earih, It was a line sight
1o goe them skimming the ground befors
tnally coming to a standst:ll,

“Why bave vou landed here on the
footer-ground, siv?" as=ked Nuogent,

*Because,” saud the voung awman
“Orevfriars s my schoul, and T haven't
had a ghmpse of the Jdear old place siner
I was ex—1 mean, sinee T leftl”

The speakee  Hushed,  and  puffed
vigorously at his cigarcite to hade ks
conffnsion,

Havey Wharton saw that the Leutenant
Wwils ili-ﬂl Qase, Al 1!:|:='ri':. anweryvod 1o
apather 1opi s,

ITarry Wharton.
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“Will vou come and bhave some tea in
vir study, sir?” he said. “ The others
as well, f they care about it

“We shall be prowdfully honoured to
wait on you entertainfully, airman
gsahib,” mmirmured Hurree Singh.

The officer sij,ruaﬂed to his comrades,

‘who had stepped clear of their machines;

then he turned to the captain of the
Remove,

“That’s awiully sportin’ of you,” he
gaid. By the way, I haven't introducid
mysclf,  1'm Jones—Lieutenant Jones.
They used to call me the Masher when
I was here ten years ago, and the name’s
stuck. I'm stil the Masher in fiyin’
circles.”

“*What about vour machines?"” asked
Johnny Bull, “You can't very well
lrave em here. The fellows’ swarm over
‘e like ants, and they’'ll look like
wrecked Zepps in a few minutes,”

The Masher pointed to a column of
khaki-clad figures advancing briskly
towards Little Side.

“The air-mechanics,” Lie explained,
“Thev'll see to the plances u,lf right.
Didn't you fellows notiee the sheds which
lave been put in Colonel Ranter’s field 17

“We did.” sand Vernon-South; * but
we dudn’t think they were airship sheds.
And where are you all going to sleep,

_ﬁ“_-:ﬂ

“ Billeted in the village. ITallo, here
are all the other chappies! I sar, you
men, we've got an invitation to tea!
Buck up!” 9

And the Flying Corps officers sirode
on in frout towards the main building.

“My hagt!” muttered Bob Cherry.
“What a stunning erew ! They're men,
with a capital M !

“Rather [ =aid Wharton. “Luocky
we're i funds., If that quid bhadn’t come
from my unecle this morning these chaps
would have to make a meal out of a stale
sardine and a woek-old loaf. Now, Buob,
vou've got the longest lege.  Nip round
to Mrs. Mimb'e's and buv up the best
stuff she's got. She's 2nee to have =ome
sosses, and some pow-lanl epes as well”

“All serene ! said Bob Cherry.

And he sped along to the
i uckshop.

Bob realized that 1t wounld be bad form
to keep the gallant quomen warting for
their iea. Aceordingly. he put_the pace
on, and his long [egs fairly swept over
the gronnd.

Suddenly, n: he rounded a corner to
enter the Close, a fat figure emerged
from the epposite direction. There was
a heavy thud, a duet of gasps, and then
the two vietims of the callision wept
sprawling on to the fagstoues, locked in
a loving embrac.

FI"I'!H'II'II

E [_"lp;_;]1|7_|'__';“' : ' |';|.‘\i|' Py man |""|IIT|'|-"_",'
breanmi 17
“Bunter. vou-vou  bhovbling  proak

hladder of lLaed !

Bob Cherey picked himzeli up. fechng
himself all over io make sure that his
limbs were still intact, Tn a collision
Letween rwo peaple the highter parts
1|.-|:;;H.‘l.' comes off gecond Lest, and so ¥
was in this case.  Bunter's masuve groat
woight of fourteen stone had made Bob
l'"]]l'-r'T:-' foeed ke a i_-|'|-'."='-':-|'-'} tahla.polle
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“Tve a jolly good mind te wade in
and slaughter yon, you lumbering por-
poise " he growled.

*Oh, really, Cherry 4

Billy Bunter adjusted his big, rournl
spectacles and sat up. He looked like u
person seated on the crater of a voleano
after an earthguake shock.

“Buzz off, before 1 dribble yon rouwnd
the Close like a footer !” roared Bob
Cherry.

The Owl of the Remove leaped up liko
i jack-in-the-box, and backed hastily
AWav.,

* Beast ! he howled. *“1'll tell my pal
Jones what a rotten bully you are, Bob
Cherry |”

“Yonr pal Jones! What in thunder
aro you tulking about ¥

Billy Bunter smiled superior, as &
novelist would say,

“Aha!” he chuckled, “You didu't
know I was pally with the tip-top men
i the Flying Corps, did you? You've
always snepred when I've mentioned my
t:tlnL relations, but you won't snoor
now !”

“Dry up, you fat worm !

“As o matter of fact.” continued
Bunter, *T'm just going to have tea with
the Masher, bless him ! I——"

MIf you so much as set foot in Study
No. 1, said Bob grimly, “yvou’ll never
leave it alive ™ X

Billy Bunter's eyes blinked with satie.
Faetromn.

“ B0 they're having tea in No. 11" he
vaclamed.,  “Good ! Thanks very muci
{fur the tip, Bob !®

And Billy Bunter trotted off into the
building, Bob Cherry’s hoot missing him
I inehos, :

SR

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Eoot for Bunter!

1 Y hat!"
Bub Cherry, his shopping
completed, staggered in ot the

doorway of Study No. 1, and
~topped short in breathless astonishment.

Billy Bunter had kept lus word. He
had tuken the place of honour at the end
of the table—the place which had been
left for Lieutenant Jonea.

The flving oflicers were loaning back
in their chairs, with amused smiles: whilo
Harry Wharton & Co. were looking glum.
and darting glances of exasperation af the
wnspeakable Owl of the Remaova,

“Back up with the grub, Bob!™ saild
Billy Bunter peeyishly. “What have
vou gob there? Rosses? Thot's good !
Turn “em ont, and 1’} get the frying-pan
going 17

T --}'n‘:l—--—" niatterosd Bob 'E‘l]t‘ll.‘i_i.',
looking  as  thoagh  he  could  streteh
Buuter in Ins gore,

Bul there was compauy  puozent -di-
tinguished company—and it wouldn't de
to tuke such deastic steps. 7L would have
1o be a case of live and let hve,

DBob  relnetantly handed  over  the
siuusages, amd Billy Buonter got buosy at
the fireplace,  The fat junior was a conk
of the lirst order, and the Famons Five
loat stune of their pnimosity fownrds him



every Monday.

ps ther listened to the familiar sizzling
sound nnd smelt the appetising odour.

Lieutenant Jones led the conversation.

“1 s'pose vou kids arc hot stull at
footsr<—wlat?" he said.

“Well” said Harry Wharton modestly,
biwe could knock spots off most of the
junior elevens in the country.”

“ITear, Liear!™

“Tha hear, hearfulness is tererifie !

“That's good!” said the Masher ap-
provingly. **Glad to see the Remove are
az good sportsmen as they were in my
dav. I remember, when 1 was skipper of
this Form. we had a fellow called Sinclair
—Bobby Sinciair—and, by gum, Le was
the hottest of hot stuff ! He filled the
cantre-forward position as if he'd been
born for it. Onee, in a match with
Abbevs'de, he dashed through seven
times on his awn and scored, and the
goals were real corkers, No milk-and-
water tonch about 'em 1V

“He must have been a marvel!”
Bob Cherry,

““He was—at footer, at any rate. IDut
there were weak sides to his character.
He hadn't much moral ecourage. Still,
we all have our fanlls, and on the whaole
Dobby Sinclair was a jolly good fellow.™

“ Rather!” said one-of the other officers

said

heartilv. “ He was one of the beat !’

“What became - of Binclair, Mr,
Jones?" asked Nugent, after a long
pause.

The lentenant puffed vigorously at his
cigarette belors replying. _

““He died,” he said. “ He was killed
in Franca. The report was not official,
but we've heard nothing of tha poor chap,
a0 there's lictle doubt that he's a goner,”

“What regiment did he belong tol?”
asked Johnny Ball.

“The Royal Flying Corps,” said the
Masher proudiy. ““1lle was attached to
tha Kite Balloon Section.”

* But—but I didn't think Flying Corps
men stood much risk of getting ii
aaid Johnny Buli “I've heard fellows
gneer at "em, and say that members of
ths Flying Corps neither flew nor fought,
but had a soft time of it."”

The Masher turned to one of his com-
panions.

“You hear that, Bowen? he said.
HThat's the sort of slander that the pro-
CGrermans revel in! * Why, kid,” he added,
“the majority of our chaps ecarry their
lives in their hands. Look at the wire-
lesa fellows, who are popping in and out
of the irenches all the ttme. Then there
ara the motor-cyclists, who have to carry
despatchies in a storm of shell-fire. And

dangerous job of the lot. Bobby Sinclair
was making a survey over the (isrman
Iinea when he was forced to descond,
They say his parachute failed {¢ open,
and he was dashed to death. Whenover
vou hear the Ilying Corps run down,
don't scruple to hit out stenight from the
stioulder !

1 won't!” said Johnuy Dull

“Rotten luck, Siwelair  going under
like that!” munwured Bob Cherry. *1
ﬁ'?osa the fellows fairly worshipped him
when he was at Greviviara? Ihd he ever
play for the First Eleven?”

“He did,” said the Masher; *“and the
school only lost a couple of games all the
time Lo was in the team. But I wasn't
here to see lus final displays. I—I lefr—
er—rather suddenly, don't you know."

“I'm not an old Greyfriars fellow,”
said Lieutenant Bowen, “‘but I've secn
Bobby Bwclair turn out for the Flying
Corps, and Le was great'”

“Oh, dry up!" said Billy Bunter, turn-
ing a Hushed and perspiring face from the
fireplace. “Give Simclair & rest! Hea's
in lus grave. [ suppose? Let him stick
there!”

“You—you  f{ak hissed

Whasion.

woim 1"

lled,” |

. : | Then, bidding Bob Cherry buck up and
the kite-balloonists have about the most

Johiny Bull, under his breath.
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The Owl of the Remove set the steam-
ing sausages out on a dish, and smiled
beamingly on the Masher.

“Of course,” he said, * these fellows
talke as if they know something of footer;
but between me and vou and the gate-
post, they're hopeless duffers. Some of
'‘ein don’t know a goalpost from a maiden
over. There's only one first-class foot-
baller in the Reimove, .and he's better
than all your Bobby Sinclairs!™

“Really? Then I should like an intro-
duetion to him,"" murmurced the Masher.

Billy Bunter bowed, splashing himself
with gravy as he did so.
“I'm the chap!” he said loftily.
“When you Flying Corps jolinnies have
been here o few days you'll have noticed
my form."”

“We've noticed it already,” said Lieu-
tenant Bowen, with a grin.

“Ha, ha, hal"

* Blessed if 1 see what there is to cackle
at!"” said Bunter, ‘I say, Nixon, old
sport, you might pass me the sauce.”

“8Shurrup, you fathead!"” muttered
Nugent, digging the Owl of the Remove
in the ribs. * Don't you know that you're
talking to a captain?”

“You must take no notice of Buanter's
bad maners, Captain Nixon,” said Harry
Wharton, with a glare.at the fat junior.
“He was always like that.- He didn't
come here at our invitation, either. It's
a little habit of his to walk into a place
uninvited.”

“Oh, really ! said Bunter. “I'm sure
{pg pa.l”June.ﬂ. would raise no objec-
on—

“¥our pal Jones!" eclioed the lien-
tenant.  *Are you referrin’ to me,
begad?"

Bunter nodded.

“Well, don't do it! It hurts me! I
can't bear the thoughts of being the pal
of a prize porpoise !"

Hn, ha, hat”

But contempt was loa! on Billy Bunler.
He had the hide of a tortoise i that
respect, and he piled “into the sausages
with great gusto. Ile stowed them away
at such an alarming rate that the officers
were thunderstrack.

“He—he isn't a tame boa-constrictor,

by any chance!” gasped Lieutenant
Bowen. “Oh, my stars! Junst look at
him "

Bunter was hungry. He always was, a3
& watter of fact, gut on this occasion his
appetite was keener than usual. The
suusages on his plate vanished as if by
magic, and another plateful followed.

pour out the tea, the feaster extended a
fat hand towards the eream-buns.

“We must choke him off ! growled
L
disgusting | What ever must these Flying
Corps chaps think *"

“1 say,” mumbled Billy Bunter,
there any pincapple?”

“INo, there isn't " said Harry Wharton
warmly. “But I'll tell you what there
will be in a minute,”

“What?"” asked Bunter eagerly.

“ A dead cormorant.”

*Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter lified his eyes from his plate for
the first time.

“If you fellows don't sto
he said, “ 1 shall have to kIrE vou aut of
the study. I don't want 1o make a
scenne before my pal Jones and these
other chaps, but you'll give ma no alter-
native i vou don t behave vourselves.”

cackling,”

“Oh, don't mind us,"" said the Masher |
Eru.mﬂusl;r. “1f you want to eject these |
ids on vour own, go ahead. T didn't |
know you were a Hackenschidt,” i

“Ahem! TI—I think I'll give ‘em |
another chance,  T'm rather busy just
now,” sald Bunler. “Johnny, old
fellow, you might nip round to the tuck-
shop for half a dezen doughouts.”

One Peany. 3

“I'll see you han-cd first!” prowled
Johnny Bull.

The Famous Fiva were fast becoming
fed up. They had invited the airmen to
tea in Study No. 1 hoping to hear
thrilling stories of Hights over the
German lines and so forth; for Billy
Bunter, with his usnal nerve, had barged
in a8 if he owned all Greyiriars, and was
making a beast of lumself before the dis-
tinguisned gueats. It was more than
flesh and blood could stand,

Ignoring the deadly glares of his
schoolfellows, . Bunter went merrily
ahead with his meal. He had laid a solid
foundation by thia time, and began to
talke things more caﬁﬂ:,r, letting his
tongne wap freely.

"I wish I was a few years older,” he
said, with a gigh. “I'd join this silly o'd
Flying Corps, and wake things up.”

‘You'd go into the balloon section, of
courae " said Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Balloons be blowed!” &aid Bunter,
missing the point of Frank Nugent's
satire. “I'd take a commission, and be
a flight-lieutenant right away., You'd
be able to read something like this in the
papers: ‘On the night of Monday Iast
a fieet of super-Zeppeline were sent to
their deom by that gallant Aying officor,
W. (. Bunter, who bombed the enemy

‘airshipe from a high altitude.’

“Dry up!”™ roared Dob Cherry, who
felt he wouldn't be able to contain him-
sclf much longer,

**Close . your rat-trap shutfully 1" ex-
claimed Hurree Singh:

But Bunter, feelig wsegurs in the
knowledge that there were visitors in the
study, went rambling on:

“I'd be a better prlot than Warnefoud
and Robinson and all the lot put to-
gether. My exploite would make the
world gasp and stare, When it was
nightfall I'd go up——=

"Yeu'll go up now!" interpoeed
Harry Wharton, springing to his feel,
“Come on, you fellows! I hope you
gentlemen of the Flying Corps will for-
give a little violenee. iut we can't let
you sit and hear this conceited ass go cn
epouting any longer.”

“Quile e0!” said Captain Nixon.
“We'll lend a hand, if you Like!"

“It won't be neceesary,” . said Dob
Cherry. *“If five of us can't manage
Buunter, I'll cat my Buonday topper!
Pile in, cliappies !™

The Famous Five laid violent hands
upon the Owl of the Remmove, who, after
a brief struggle, Aoundercd helplessly in
their arma,

“Now!" said Wharton, “Bwing him
up, you fellows. Imagine vou're chuck-
g n sac< of coals on to a lorry.”

“Fa, ha, ha!”

“Are you ready? One—two—three !

As ihe last words left Wharton's lips,
Billy Bunter shot upwards and outwarus,
to land on the linclewn in the passage.
The airmen watched him disappear with
amused chucklcs,

A wild yell came from withous.

“Yow.ow-ow! Oh, you beaasts!
vou roiters! I'll get even with you for
this! Just you wait, you beastly cads,
and I'll make you all sit up! Ow!"

And the sudden slaimming of the study
door deadened the last discordant wail
of the Ow!l of the Remove.

Cih,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Dramatic Exposure !

i 1Y order of the boot!™ asaid
Lieutenant Jones cheerfully,
“You kids made quite a

rippin’ job of it, begad!"
‘SIEAR 1197} PIUNERL AAl] Snowe oyJ,
panting from their exertions.
“1 hope von didn't mind, sir,” saic’
Tas Macyei Lisrany,—No, 476,
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Hacry Wharton., “But we were fed n
with that eovceited beast. We conldn't
fiave etucl it anorther moment [

The Masher nodded.

“You did quite right,” e said

“Grunter, of whatever his confounded;

pame is, was gettin' on our nerves, Now
woe can have our grub 1o peace.  Dass
the mustard, Bowen." _ .

The next moment the feed was in full
swing, and the Famous Five, after ece.
ing that their guests were wall supplied,
attacked the good things with reélish,

DBut they would have been a shade less
casy in their minds had they been able
to follow the movements of the Owl of
the Remove,

Billy Bunter was fecling very sore,
both phyeically and mentally.  Just
when Ee had heen going strong in his
natural ‘element, ‘gorging, he had been
Pitched neck and 'erop from the study.
I'he f{pct that he had already eaten
enough for three ‘was no eonsolation.

“Oh,” the TrTottera!™ -he muttered
ﬁavnge’ir as he limped glong the passage,
* They think they've got
ihis time, but they don't know me yet!
1'll n seitle their lash! Ow!
Yaroooh! .Look where you're going,
you sfly idiot - - . :

Too short-sighted fo motice that Mr.
Quelch, was comihg alopg the passage

with sweeping estrides,, Billy Bunter
bumped farrly and squarely into the
Form-master.

“Mr. ' Quelch staggered from the
coOReUssIon,

“ Bunter!”

The Remove-masier’s tone was so ter-
rific that the fat junior's knees fairls
knocked together, _

“Oh, girl 1-I'm awfully sorrv sir!
[ didn't sce you coming ¥

“ Apparently not!” said Mr. Queleh
taftly, *or you would not have véntured
to refer to me as a silly, idiot.  Why
were you limping along in that ridiculons
mapner?’’

Iilly Buier plaved the part of
injuréd martyr.

“1I've” been
gir ! he sard pathetically.
a ma=s of bruites from—{rom
foot, eir!”

“What!”

“It's as much as I can do to stand,
eir, let alone walk.”

“Tlees my soul ! gasped Mr. Quelch.
“Who has illused you in the way you
describe ¥

“Wharton and the rest, sir. They
set upon me in their stady—went for e
bald-headed, sir, just to swenk before a
et of dfficers.”

“Ohificers " said Mr. Quelih,

“Yes, sir., It's only right that sou
ghould know that they've Erﬂ:lg}it a lot
of Flying Corps frllows into the buildiog
without pepmission. There's wines nnd
spirite on the table, sir,” added Bunter,
letting his imagination run rot, *and
thev're having quite a gay time, siz 1"

tho

shamefully  Li-treated,
“Infact, I'm
head Lo

Mr. Quelch pursed up his lips.

“T will look imto thizs!™ he sabd.
“ Remain where yon are, DBuater,”

But the Owl of the Remove had

reagons of his own for not wishing 10
remain, e slonl off down the passage
us eoop as Mr. Queleh was out of sight,
The Remove-master threw opon
dloor of No. 1 Stady-and entered, 1.
keen ewes, wlieh  his  pupils  alwavs
likened to gimlets, swept over the table,
and he gave a quick breath of relief,
There was certainly no sign of intoxi-
cating liquors, and it was obvivus tiat
Bunter had been romancing.
“Good-afternoon, s&ir!”  =aid  Bob
Cheryy - demnurely,  “Will yon have
gome—ahem | —some jam-tarts, sir®”
“No, Cherry, T will not!” said M.
Quelch drily.
Tuoe Macxer LipRARY.—No, 476,
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¢ best of me.

[

I

-

added :
“May I ask who these gentlemen are,

{and at whose invitation they came
here %"
“We invited them, sir,” answered

Wharton boldly, *“They are goimg to
occupy & femporary base clese to the
school, and as Lieutenant Jones here is
an old boy. we thought he'd hke a feed
i the study.”

“Licutenaut Jones!”

Mr. Quelch grew very etern, and his
eves darted an accusing glance at the
filving officer.

“You here!” he rapped out. “ You
are Ivor Jones®™

“That is my name,’ answered the
deufenant qiretly,

“ And you have the amazing cffrontery
to come to this school after the degrad-
mg tircumstances in which yvou left 123"

“What do vou mean, im:rg you ?"
ehouted Captain Nixon, springing to his
feet, and shaking his fist at hir. Quelch.
“Jones iz my friend, and he shall not
be slandered in my presence! =~ Why,
man, you speak as f he were a crimipal.

“One myht so term him.” said Mr,
Quelch coldly. ** You are doubtless in
ignorance of the facts, so I will lay them
before yous A few years ago this man
was expelled—"

“TExpelled " gasped the Famous Five
iu ene breati,

The Remove-master nodded.

“*He was expelled from Greyfriars for
o partievlacly  mecan  theft from  the
school tuckshop. ™

“"Great Scolt !

“A large sum of nioney was e&tdlen
from Mre, Mimble's till,"" continued Mr.
Quelch. Jonezs was convicted of the
theft, and expelled accordingly. Had he
expresced contrition Tor his act of mean-
nees, 1 shoild raize no objection toe his
sitting lLere 1o tea with you boys. DBut
I fear lic i:.guite hardened, and - will
never confess to his wrong-deing. ™

Licutenant Jones _sHrugged, hie
shoulders.,  ITe was pale, but met Mr,
Quelth’s cres feariessly.

“Indeed, T sha'a't confesa.,” he said,
“for the simple reason that I have no-
thing to confess to, As for vou fellows ™
—he turmed to his comrades—"1 give
roun my word of honour, as. an officer
and a pentleman, that the charge against
me 18 groundless”

“We believe you, Masher, old spert !V
rald Licutenant Bewen cordially.

“SBame here!” Bob Cherry could not
help exelaiming.

“Take a hundred lines,
enapped Ar. Quelch, ' Your
Licutenant Jonece, 1s unworthy of a man
holding the hing's commiszion. You
venrself admitted the offence when yvou
were taxed with 1t vears ago.’l

Cherry 1™

“T mavy have done,” said the
Macher, “bur [ was innocent, all the
same, Lootin® tuckshop tille was never

a hobby of mine, begad. ["m
Haflles. ™

Mr. Quelch gave a cough,

“1 am afrawd,” he said, *“that I must
ask vou to be good coough to place your-
self on the other =aide of the schoaol
giatrs, and net to enter the premiszes
sgaln.”

“Yery well,” said the Masher,

He took np his eane and his Glengarry
cap and swung ount of the studv. After
a moment’s hesitgtion, his fellow-officers
fallowed him.

Mr. Queleh waited until the retreating
feotstepe of the flying men had died
away in the dietance ; then he turned to
Harry Wharton & Co.

“You boys will un no account have
any dealings with Licutenant Jones in
the future,” he said. * lle is a discredit
o the corps of which he iz a member. 1

nat A

{ picking and stealing!”

conduct, |
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Then, turning to Harry Wharton, he |

hnj}n vou will bear in mind what T have
satd—otherwise things will go hard with
you !” ‘
And Mr. Quelch strode away, leaving
hlank looks and bitter eonsternation be-

hind hirmn.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
An Old Boy's Honour !
REYFRIARS had plenty of food

G for conversation that evening.
The arrival of the fiving men,

and the dramatic disclosure
which Mr, Quelch had made, formed
the chief topics in the Remove dormi-
tory.

“It's a howling shame!" exclaimed
Bok Cherry, taking off his boots, *' The
Masher's one -of the best. He wouldn't
do anything that wasn't on the square.”

“Hear, hear!” eaid -Johnuy Ball.
“Blessed if T can make Quelchy out!
It was a bit too thick, to go for an
officer baldheaded like that!”

“ As if the Masher would descend to
: eakd Nugent,
with o sniff. **The whole idea’s absurd !
I think Quelchy ‘ought to be made to
apologisé 17 ) .

“Hats ! growled DBolsover major.
“You can bet:your lifc Quelchy knew
what he was talking  about. = This
Musher fellow’s a thief, pure and simple.
From what I saw- of him, he's just the
sort of chap to spend his time in looting
tills.”

“Rather !” eaid Skinner, * Matter of
[act, I ueked Mrs,. Mimble if she re-
membered ‘the -robbery, and she did.
Junes was the cchap’'s name, she said,
Ivor Jones, ¥ wonder he's got the cheelt
to show himself at Grevinars, after such
a mean trick, . I reckon——"

Whiz !

A hoot came sailling throngh the a'ir,
and there wad™a wild yell from Skinner
as he caught it on his chest,

" Yarocoop 1™

“IDiry - up: you rotter!” roared Baob,
“Chuck  that ‘.b{m['. back along the Boor,
and if yvou breathe another word you'll
get its twin brother !™

Skinver became atlent,
orcarional ;grunt of pain.

Dut the honour of Licutenant Jones
yet remained to be defended; for
althongl)  Skinner took DBob Cherry's
advice, Dolsover major and Stott carried
en the atiack,

“*Just like Wharion & Co. to pal vp
with a tliel!” sneercd Nolsover.

Ilarry Whartes scrambled out of bed
in his pyjamas.

“*Repoat theae words, Dolsevoer,’
saicd, *"and yveu'll be sorry for it!”

“Bow-wow ! If you think I'm afraid
of vou, Priggry Wharton, you're hope-
le:ely cfizide! As I zadd befcore, it's just
ke sou to pal np with a thiel [
Smack !

Hirey Wharton’s open palm  came
with & souinding report across the cheek
of the bully of the Remove.

Bolsaver drew back with a ssarl of
ragre, From the oxpression en his face
it was clhivious that he wasn't going to
take the blow lying down.

save for an

he

“*Rally round, you fellows!™ he ex-
claimed hoarsely.
In & twinkling BSkinner and Stott

glipped Tram thewr beds and rushed to
the as<stance of theie leader. Bnoop,
conard 1o the core, discrectly remamned
whoere he was,

“Go it, ye cripples !"" sang out YVernon-
Bmith. “I'm a pro-Jounes, but 1I'm too
comfy in bed to get out and start
ecrapping. Besides, Wharton can polish
off those three freaks off his own i

“He'll need the esteemcd helipfulnm,

I thinkingly consider,” remarked Hurree
Singh,
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And a moment later the Nahob and
Whorton stood shoulder to sheulder,
ready to nvenge the contemptible attack
upon the Masher's character.

Fights were not imfrequent in the Re-
move dormilory: but the present en-
vounter was of oxceptional heat
violence.
of Bolsover major, and Hueree- Singh
was 08 good a fighting man as SBkinner
and Stoit put together. Therefore the
frav proved fiercely exciting.

“Go 1if, Bkipney!"” churkled Billy
Bunter., “Give the bounders socks!
mhow ‘e we don't encourage any Avtful
Dodgera here !

“Or cheeky cormorants either,” said
Bob Cherrv, -seating himself on the fat
Junior’s stomach.

“(reroooogh ! gasped Donter, making
a ncise like a deflating tyre.

“Lie down!"” snapprd Bob.
to see the lireworka!™

And sce them he did. The next
moment the battle was at its height, and
Skinner and Stott were swopt off their
fe~t like ninepins.

“Good!”  murmured Bob  Cherry
admiringly. *“That's the first instalment=
G0 nhead with the slavghter!”

But although Skinner and Stott had
soon thrown up the sponpge, Bolsover
major was made of sterner stuff. His
craghing hist tonk Hoerree SBingh nnder
the chiin, and the dusky junior reeled and
fell,

Then Bol<over. terned to Harry Whar-
ton. The captain of the Remove wae
quite ready for him. He and Bolsover
were enemtes of long standing.

Evervbody in  the dormitory save
Bunter, who was weitrhed down by Boeb
{Cherry, sat up in bed to witness what was
gure to he an exciting doel.

“Come on, Skinner, you heastl-
funk ! lhissed Bolsover. “Don’t lie
skulking there!”

“1 guess he's sort of ont of the run
ning !” chuckled Fisher T. Fish, the
Yankee junior. “"Nuff's as good as a
feast—eh, Skinney $"

skinner made no reply, and Bolsover
had no time to appeal to him again, for
Harry Wharton was caming for him with
upratsed lists.

Biff !

Bolsover only half-parried Wharton's
fivat straight blow, and the second, tak.
iﬂg him full in the ribe, almest mads him
double up. But he hung on like grim
death, and succeeded in Janding a
tervfic punch on  his adversary’s nese,
causing Harry Wharton to blink in un-
cortainty.

“Hooray!" chortled Snoop, from the
safcty of his bed. * Pile in, Bolsover, old
man! That was great !

Bolsover's success gave him  fresh
eart, and he kept Wharton on the move
for the next few minutes. But skill and
stamina eventually began to tell, and
slowly but surely the captain of the Re-
maove ware his adversary down.

“There’s a good tinie coming, boys!"
chnckled Poter Todd, :
pick up little bita of Bolsover!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There tollowed a hurricane exchange of
blows, some terrific siogging on th
sides, and then—ecrash! The burly Bols-
ovepr was  fairly hfted off his foet. to
atight 1n a spravwling heap in f{ront of
Wirgate, who had just eccme into the
dormitary with the twafold abject of see-
ey lights oul and inguiring what the row
waz abont

The caprain of Grevfriars didn't stand
on ceremony.  He prodded Bolscver
sharply in the ribs with his toe.

“Doun't he crovelling theee ! he sand
enrtly.  “Get up, and give me an ex-
]"'li'H!il’i*..:Tl of this confoundod horseplay 1™

“*Ow, ow, ow!"” )

“G&t "-lp,. I. f"l_] _'.'[ll': :H

“T want

and |
Harry Wharton waa the equal |

“Lel ready to |
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atieh a

rigrered

|' There wan menacing loak on
.1-1\‘.:.t];:"al-l‘-*~: 3 face that Bolsover
| deemed 1t prodent to cbev., He lurched
| unsteadily to Lis feet.

“I—1 was baving a scrap with Whar-
ten " he blurted out.

Wingate frownad.

“If your face 18 anvtlung to go by,
| you'vse been scrapping with a  steam-
| roller I he said. ** Now, Wharton, what
| was it all abeat?”
|  “1 was defending Lieutenant Jomes
Iﬂgaiﬂst a charge—a mean and coward!y
charge—of theft,” said Harry.

i “Hear, hear!” ecame in stentorian
| tones from  Bob Cherry, who had at
length relieved Billy Bunter of his

| weight.
| “Bilence, Cherry! Do T undorstand,
| Wharton, that Lisutenant Jones, of the

| With Coker lead'ng . .

| Flying Corps. has been referred to as a
| thief?”

Wharton nodded.
! “Then Dolsover de

~rves all he's got!

| 've a jolly good nund to lick Lim
| mysclf.”
| Dot Mre. Quelch himse!l zaid Jenes

as a rotten thief ! caid Skinner,
Wingate coloired,

“Oa, did he? Then 1

E
|

i i1 .‘LF:'i'!.-..l I -."H'IIT

see eve to cve with Me, Quelch in the
| maatter. 1 have secnr and spoken to
| Lieutcnant Junes. and am satished thiat
| he's a white man.  Anvone who savs
| othorwise will have to answer for 1t -'I'il
ma.  Now, get into bed. ecorvbeddy, op

| theee'll be some impositions knocking

} round '’
RS T r o ] VLY -
Five minutes later silencde reigned im

One Penny. £
-the Remove dormitory, and the sup
porfers and non-smpporters of Flight,

Laieutenant Ivor Jonez buried the hatche
for the time being and went to sleep,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Fish to the Fore !

1 H, my stars! Carry me home te
die, somebody [

The speaker, Bob Cherry
sank back into Harry Whar
ton's arms in a state of collapse,

The Famous Five had pavsed befor:
the notice-board 1 the hall before break
fast, and Bob Cherry's keen eye had beet
attracted by an announcement, written
in a spider-like scrawl which could only

. the first katch of reeruits for the Greylrlars’
Corps shambled along the passage, e

(See Chapter 8.)

he the work of one person—Fisher
Tarleton Iish, late of New York City.

“Don't be a funny ass, Bob!" laughed

Flarry Wharton. ** What are you doing
the dramatic stunt for? Ts that some
move of Fishy's rot?”
It 18, gasped Bob. " And it's the
limit—the absolute giddy limit! Read
it yuurself, old chap, and assure me it's
i il'zwt.“ I believe T'm dreaming, or some-
Ering,

Harry Wharton and the other turned te
peruse the announcement.

Accustomed as they were to startling
notices by Fisher T. Tlish, the Yankee
junior's latest wheeze fairly took away
their breath.

The announcement was
iollows
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worded ns
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“THE GREYBRTARS FLYING
CORPS.

“ General Officer Commanding- -Fisher |
T. Fish. :
“NOTICE !~ The werk of the Rﬂ,‘.‘}’ll;l
Flying Corps having bess  vather dis-
appeinting of late, it hag been thonght
it to form a eimilar corpe st Greyfriars,
for the purpose of putting the kybosh on
Yepps, and giving instruction in aviation
ko galonts who cave to join. _
““Of pourse, we can only get to business
in a small way at the slart, and - the
Officer Commanding i3 already construct.
ing a
FIRST-CLASS, GILT-EDGED *FISH'
AKROPLANE,

which will put all other makes, such as
Bopwith, Nieuport, cte,, completely in
the shade.

“ Pilots," obsefvers, and air-mechanics
pre urgefitly needed, as avéll as  dis-
wiplinarians, and anybody who wants fo
tom the ‘Greyfriars Flying Corps shonld
Luailc around withont delay io the
Bpecial Reerniting 'Office, No. 14 Study.

“(Bigned) Fisger T. Fisu,
“Areneral Officer Commanding.™

“The champion ass!"” exclaimad ITarry
Wimrtan., = He must be rotting.”

“MNo  foar!” growled Johmmy Bull
“We've eseen enough of Fishy by this
twue io know that he's capuble of any
sort of Inmacy. This s just the sort of
thimg wve might have expected, now that
ike ¥Yiving Corps men are bere. Fishy
wadits o go ene hetter by getiing up
a.-corps of his own., And he's furmng my
stwdy e a recruiting-office I added
Johvny Bell, with a snort of rage. *'T'll

joflly well acalp hi !

But the scalping had to he postponed on
aceount of breakfasi, and hetween that
meal and morning =chool Fishy could not
be found anywhere.

He tun up in time for lessons,
thowgh  throughout the morning  his
rimuénts rested not on the beautice of
Virgil, but on the bheantice of the first-
lass, @ilt-edged * Fizh 7 aeroplane which
was gomng to take the world by storm.

Me. Quelel’s paticnce was very sorel
triesd, snd be had occasion to give Fish
an impesition which put on Resh, so to
speak, as the morning advanced. But
Fishy didu’t eare a rap for lines just then,
or hekings, etther, He was full of his
new acheme—a scheme which he hoped
would give him not only the comguest
nf the air, but of his schoolfellows’ pocket-
INEREe Y, In 1hie, as mm all hi= [ormer
mirdertakings, the Yankee junicr was on
ihe make,

When rtle Remove wire o lisnnissed,
Fish became ilic cenive of a jostling, |
exelbed erowd, |

“1leve he is!”

“Collar him 1™

“ Ask hiin what he micans by it 1™

Fisher T, Fizh ernned,

“I guess you needo't get oo vom
cars,” he remarked. **This hycr Flying |
Corps etunt of mine's gpoing to he a |
thumping suecess right from the word |
¥l -

Johnny Bull olenclred his big fist, u||-.1!
poted 1 beneath  Fishy's  somewhat |
pomed nose, i

“"Youn see ihat?"

wh *.lrﬁ.’ [:'.'

“Well, you'll Jolly well feel 14 1f sou
start any recruiting rot in my study ! E

1 gucss you're a slabsided jay, Buil !
Where ean [ conduct my aevial plans if ¢
i can’t have the usze of my own studv ™ |

“Waal,” drawled Bob Cherry, ‘1]
gurss and calenlate vou'll have to emi-!
grate to the conl-hole, or the vaults [

" Ha, ha, ha I i

Fish's jaw dropped.  TTe konew that |
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growled Johnny, !

Johnny  Bull was in  sober earnest,
Jahnnv bhad had his studvy turned into a
pawnzhop and all sorts of weird things
m the past, and he was fed up with Fish

aid his litile games, There was nothing
for ir, theretove, but for the General
Officer Cormunanding the Greyfriara’

Flying Corps to look elscwhere for. suit-
able headguarters.

He tried Alonze Todd.

“I guess vou're an obliging sort ol
galoot, Lonzy. Might a chap use your
gtudy 77

“With the greatest of pleasure!”
beamed the gentle Alonzo, My per-
miission 15 aceorded readily and spon-
tancously, and——"

Peter Todd gripped his innocent cousin |

by the collar and swung him back.

“No, you don’t, Lonzy!" he said
briskly. **We're not going to upset the
noble reputation of No. 7 by making a

sort of Swindlers’ Club of it. Sorry,

Fish, old man, but vou’ll have to fish?
1 =aid Bolsover,

cleewhere,

“Ha. ha, ha!™

“IH 1 were vou, Fish,” zaid Harry
Wharton seriously, “1 should chuck nup
thi= hare-bramed scheme of vours. Youm
Enow what it’'ll end 1n—=mmoke ! And as
for trying to buwikd an aeroplane—why,
Enu"w no more chanee than a tem-cat
as of bailding & Noah's Avk "

“¥#la. ha, ha!™

“1 guess I'm mot goinr to be dis
conraged,” samd Tish stubbornly.
any of yon jaye moing to stand in with
me in this hver e jgo ¥

“Yes, rather! I will, Fishy, wld
chap,” said Billy Bunber, :

The fat jumior had an cyve to bosmess,
He remembered the Hme when My,
Prout, the master of the Fifth, hiad intro-
duced a form of military service at Grey-
friars, and had paid a swm «f movey to
cach recruit on enlistment. 1t occurred
to Bunter that Fisher T. Fish might
esibly condunct his business on the same
Lires,

“Cood ! eald Vish, with satisfaction. 1

“You shall be my right-hand man, Billy.
Later on we'll fam a Kite-balloon
poction.

“Fish being the kite, and Bunter the
balloon,” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

*Look here,” =aid Skinver, “T belteve
there's something in Fishy's wheeee,
after all,. Hanged i I Jdon’t jein his
giddy corps !

“Same bhere!” said Bolsover major.

“Nobody's got any objection to your

making champion aszes of vourselves," |

growled Johnny Buall, *lLut you're not
poing to do it in my studv. Twig?"

“RKeep vour wool on!” growled Bel-
gover, " Tishy can have our =tudy.”

"1 gaess vou're sowne  sport [V
Fizh., lhis faee  lighting up
enthusiasm. " Kim on !

The Yankee junior was in great spirits
as he went along to Bolzuver's study.
He Lind only bagged three reernits so
far. and they were havdly of the type he
wished for: but he consoled himself with
the faet that the Greyfriars  Flying
Corps had not et zo into its strde,
When it was properly under way, Fishy
voeflected, the Masher and the rest of the
so-called atrmen who had come to the

said

Fdistrict wonld hang thetr heads for very

shame, and be forced to “vamoose the

| Faneh, ™

Vivivesd ot Bol:over’s stndy, Fish o
cedod 1o mdite 4 hoge placard, which he
aced on the ouiside of the Jdeor. Tt
bore the words ;

“SPECIAL RECRUITING OFFICE,
(‘REYFRIARR FLYING CORPs.

ROLL TP IN YOUR THOUSANDS
AND HELP TO STRAFE THLE
AEPPS|"

“ Are

with |

} “That ought to feich
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'eri 1" eaid
Skinner,
“ Absgolutely [ soid Bolsover major,
Fish rubbed his ekinny hands together
''with keen sansfaction.

“Tll get you galoots to sign your
names as members of the corps,™ he sand,
producing one of Bolsover's copy boolks
for the purpose.

Billy Bunter gave a cough as he made
out his straggling signature. ]

“Ahem! Do we get auy tn
this " he asked.

Fisher T. Fish looked pained,

“1 puees not,” he said. * You ouglter
he proud te do your bit. By the way, I
want five bob from each of you.™

“What!" howled S8kinner,

“Don't get your mad up! We're
going to wear special badges and Glen-
carry caps, and I reckon they cost
money, You can't expect me to provide
all the greenbacke,™

“You wan't get a eent ont of me!™
withr  convietion, I
might have guessed yvou were up o cue
of wour rotten money-making dodges
wigain "

“T gness you won't be allowed to join
ii'l'ﬂi' corps unless vom stump up,” said

Yish,

“And you won't be allowed the use of
this study!” enid Bolsover grimiy. "It
cuia both ways”™

“Waal, I swow! You're abont as
tightisted as anybody I've ever scen on
this side of the pond, 8till, vou're all
pals of mine, and I'll do you a squave
deal. You three can join up for nix."”

“Vory kind of you!” sneered Bhinner,

“There goes the bell for dinner ! said
Billy Bunter. ““See you later, Fishy ™

“Halute your commanding officer be-
fore yon 17 chuckled Bolsover,

But Biﬁ}' Bunter didn't wait to con-
form with thizs rule of military eriguette,
He waddled briskly away along the pas-
sage, and his comradesan-arnm followed
at a more leisurely rate, Fishey T. Fish
keeping up a yunning fire of conversation
concermng the glovious future of the
Greviriars Flying Corpe !

for

ey,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Airmen'!

Y T'S a mighty fine idea!”

I Thus {'-'ni.ﬂr of the Fifth, 2= Le
eat at dinner with DPotter and
Greene, two Tellows who had a

deep regard for Coker, or for Coker's

almost unlimited tin

“What's a mighty fine idea, old man 2"
mumbled Greene, in the middle of an
attnck unpon the roast becl of old
Encland.

“Why, that stunt of voung Fishi's, Tt
ain't often that a Memove kid has any-
thing like a brain-wave, but the record’s
lwen broken this time. 1T'm a generous-
minded chap,” continued Uoker lofrily,
“and I always give eredit wheve it'sdue,™

Potter eoughed.

“Ahem! [—1 thonght the Flying
(Corps wheeze was rather a wash-out,
mveelf ! he murmured,

“You would!"™ said Coker ernshinglr,
“*You consider a lot of things washonts
that arve really HfArstrate—my pocuis,
["rinstance."”

Potrer flared up,

1 should jl::vi];-; well think I Jid " Le

all

said. 1 Of the drivelling Jdoggercl
e |

“Shurrup, you ass ! muttered Greene,
nudging Potter in the ribs, “ Don't
make i ratiy, or we shall be done out
of vur feed this afternoon,”

Pottor changed hig tune at ones,

“Ahem! =] was only rotting., of
conrse, Horvace,” he said, “What T
meant o say was that you wrote ripﬂmi

poetry, as good as—as Wiikie Bard,™
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“IWhat's that? T'm not a confounded
coraedian, ant 1! howled Colcer.

“Sometimes, '’ mnurmared Greene,
vunder his breath.

“ Angwar, to got back to the point,”
Colier went on, ¥ This Greviriara Flying
Corps stunt 1=n't at all bad, but it wants
carefid handhng, A freak like Fizh s
bourd to male a hash of 1t. The aero-

plane  he's  condtrncting,  frn=tance,
von't Ay as hkich e&s the box-roony
vindow. You see what T mean. The

gernw of the idea’s o1l right, but it wants
perfoctinz. And (s up to us to do it.7

i ¢iid  Potter; not very
Leartily; however,

- b
bl L

“We must go about # tactfully,” de-}
claved Coker., **No good bargiug in and |

tering to rule the roost first go-off. Let's
go along to  Fish's
direotiy  after dinner, congratulate him
on his wheeze, and ack if we can join up.
We'll knuekle under to him for a hit,
end when we've beenr in the show a week
or s we'll collar the eontrol of it for
oarselves.”

“*Good ege !V said Groene,

“And when we've put the kybosh on
Fish, snd ' the comnmmandine-officer,
thiigs will begin to move ! ssid Coker
cdramaticallv. “YWe shall prove a
hornets” nest for any Zepps that come
over here™

“What, with one acroplane!™ gasped
Potier.

“Certaiply | Onpe aeroplane is eapable
of oreat thines, ook at Raobinson,
Lﬂf.rl]'c_ at Warncford., And now ok at
Portes and Gieeene did, thouzh it was
as much as they could do to keep their
foces straight in the process,

1 shall go great guans,” said Coker
confident!y. “1 know all about motor-
bilie=s, 80 1t won't take me long to master
the giddy acroplanc,”

“¥air--you're thinking of going up?”
stammcred Greene,

(M convee !V sadd Coleer, with & freez-
e it Ltz ehaam. * Aeroplanes
alp't macde ta roll along the ground like
wiarhles, are thez®™

“ Bui yor'll break your neck !™

“That won's matter, if it's in the causc
of the econatey.™

PPeiter and Greene sald no more, hul
vent on with their dinmer.  But dlthough
tney were silent, they thought a good
deal. It alarmed them greatly to think

TLRTEE

in gritn earnest,  Coker was such a
auffer that his cfforts to emulate certain
famous piots were certain to be covered
vwirh ridicabs,

LU pon the whaole, Potter and Greone
would rather have been ont of 13 but
they didn't wizh to get iirto €oker's black
books for very gond private reasons.

When the meal was over, they pro-
ceeded with thenr chiel to Fish's study.
Johnne Bull, who was seated in the arm-
chatr, dived instinetively for the poker,

“Pex, kid!" said Coker. *We looked
it to see if Fish was here.”

Johnrey Bull anortoed,

“Il he was, he'd be lving on the
carpet m little piecea.” he said. “ Ho's
i Bolsover's sthudy ar present, reeruiting
[+Nlows for his idiotic Flving Coin.”

*“Thanks!" said Coker.

When the Fifth-Formers
came upoir Fisher Tarleton Fish thev
found rhat voung gentleman in the best
i spirits,

“You want to join?" he said.
big! 1"ve alvendy got Skinner and Bal-
eover gl Bunter;, and Alonzoa Todd
f43= he'll jon as scon as he can raise
the .qll.}rnf*'.EJJli:-iiﬂ,"

“Why, what does he want spondulicks
Fr?" exclaimied Uoker,

“Fa pav fer

g10ss," geid Tish,

“lrood

(3 -
“You puzht as well

recruiting-office |

that Horace Coler waa taking up fiyviug |

the cap and badge, T,

E‘ marched on.
eventually | ing they went, Fi-h shouting our * Left!
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stump up while we're an the subject.
It E?e five bob apisce.”

Coker mpde a grimace, and countded
out fifteen shillines. He handed the
amount to Fish with a meutal rezolve
tor et his own back befors many days
WEre OVar,

“Where are those eaps and things®™
asked (Greenc,

Fish stepped over to a big hox which
stood in a corner of the study, The lid
had been prized off, revealing a stock of
khakt caps and a pumber of common
bronze badges hearing the letters
& K.

Greene gave a grunt, and helped him-
zelf.  After some hesitation Coker and
Potter did likewise,

“Put 'emr on,'” said Fish. ** Nolhinz
like letting people know vou mean busi-
naosg, "’

The Fifth-Formers obeyed, The caps

were all ndiculovsly small, and Inoked

like peanuts perched on ttheir heads.
“Does this comorise the whole of our

j equipment ?’ growled Potrer,

*1 gness so. MNow, where have those
ather galoots oot to®* 1 told ‘em to
come in after dinner.”™

Even as Fizhy spoke Bunter, Bolsover,
and Skmner came in.

“Your headgzear's arrived,” said Fish.
“ Better put it on, and come round to
the asrodrome."

“The—the what-er?" gasped Bolsorver.

“The aecrodrome. These Filth Formi
fellows have joined up, and I'm taking
'em round to sce my machine In coursc
of eonstenction,”

+ “ My only aunt!™ said Coker. *Your
mean to sav you're agteally building an
aeroplane?”

“¥You've hit it ficst time '

“But where's the aerodrome, as vou
call 157" said Polter.

“Follow me,” said Fish. *Half »
jiffy! 1 poess we ouchr to mareh
through the building., We're zoldiers
now,

“ Airmen,” eorrected Skinner,

“I guess it's all the same,
here " said Fish.

':-i-'”k'i."l' tl”'““".:l. {'I'IL'EII.":HH.

“I don't take my orders from a fag
" he began.

“Then 1 guess wou can  vamoose.
Kither you respect me as vour com-
manding afficer, Coker, or you quit. Got
thati"

(Coker muttered something under his
breath, and the little party formed np.

“Left turn! Quick march!” rapped
ont Fish.

With Coker legding, and Billy Banter
bringing up the rear, the first bateh of
recruits for the Greyfriars Flying Corps
shambled along the passage, where a

Fall in

E:D-C!di crovwd at once aszembled.
l “Oh, my stara!” masped Bob Cherry.
“Just look at ‘em 1T
“The bovs of the G.T.C.1" =aud
| Nitzent.
“Which. beine interpreted. mopans

Gone Fairly Crazy!" said Peter Todd,

“Ha, ha, ha'”

“Ta there a rard on®" asked Vernon-
Simnith innocentty. “If =0, bring us
Lack zome relica!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

With flushed faces the followers of Tish
Right through the build-

Rizht! Left! Right!”™ in shrill tones,
until Coker folt like committing assauli
and battery on the Yankee junior,

Fish halied his men outside the cricket
pavilion.

“1 pguess these are our training
narters." he said. “Come inside, and
? reckon vou'll open vour eves wide !

The recruits tramped into the
pavilion.

“There!” sald Tish, pointing wilh
pride at a baxhike contrivancs on the

1 d-don't feel very well,
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floor. “T guess that's the criginal Fish
mﬁ.mﬁann— ust a few !
Coker & Co. regarded the object with
interg<t. It was certainly fﬂil‘ﬁﬂlj" aid
wonderfully made, and how Fish had
managed to get the engine installed was
a  mystery. The contrel-levers, tha
pilet’'s and passenger’s seats, were on
the approved lines, but there was a sort
of one-aidednesa about the general strue-

ture which made the speetators feel nn-
easy.

Was it pessible that Fish would
expect them to pilot the machine?

t was more than pessible, as the
Yankee junior’s next words proved.

“1 gueass we'll make a start ta-morrow
afternoon,” he said. “For the presest
you galoots will conz:ider yourselves pas-
sengers, You will go up with me, one
ar a time, and receive the necessary in-
striuetion.””

“Ow " murmured Billy Bunter, “T—

I think I'l go
along to the sanny.”
- “Rata!” said Fish. “What yon want
15 ?!nnt}* of fresh air, obtained at the
highest pessible altitude. You want to
feel the wind: of heaven whistling about
your ears——""

“Grooh !

“T don't exactly relish the idea of
making a fight in that thinz, myself,”
sald Coker.

“Why, what's wrong
demanded Fish warmly.

“N-nothing—at least, T don’t think

with *"

 there 1a. But I dor't understand aero

planes, # T s'pose if you're game enough
to risk your neck in it we shall heve to
do the same.”

“There's no risk,” said Fisl, * Get
that silly rdea out of your canbeza at
once.  IE'l] be safe as houses "

: “Houses nre no longer safe, with the
Leppe about,” said Greenc.

“Oh, dry up! Yon jays haven’t a
ha'portit of eumption between yowm.
guess we'll have some drill now,"”

“IDwill T hooted Coker,

“Feon! And don't get yvour mad up,
or you'll be kicked out of the corpe.”

“M-m-my hat!"” gasped Coker,

For the next hour the members of the
Greyfriars Flying Corps were hard at it,
marching and doubling and going
thrangh the most extraordinary antics,
much to the amusement of the grinning
erowd of Removites who watehed them.

But far more cxtraordinary were the
antica which Fisher T, Fish and his
fellow-airmen were destined to perform
on the morrow !

THE SE\'E;T_H“ CHAPTER
I'assenger Flights !

REYFRIARS in general and the
Remove Form i particular had
plente of food for conversation

the following afternoon, wheu
Commanding-Officer Fish, assisted by
Air-Mechanics Bkinner and  Bolaover,
dragged the Yaukee junior’s amazing

1 iovention on to the cricket-field,

“My only ssamer chapean!” gasped
Bob Cherry.  * W-what is it?"
“The (irst-class, gilt-edored Fish acro-

| plane ! gvinred Wharton,

“My lat! I thouwght it was a new

L prrangement for rolling the piteh !

“Tia. ha. ha!”
Write to the Editor of

-
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“HBee hyer, you javs,” said Fisher T.
Fish. approachinz” the Famous Five,
“are you making any passenger flizhtx!
The charge is five bob per head——"

“Payable by our parents  after
decease, I «'pose?”" suid Jehnny Bull,

“Ha, h:, ha!”

“Don’t be Minny 1" growled Fish, “T
Euess you won't get a chance like this

again. Are you going up or are you
not??’

“Not!"  said Harry  Whartten
promptly. “*We wouldn’t risk our necks

m that old "bus for a pension!”

Fisher 1", Wish grunted, and roamed
about the crowd in <pareh of vietimas.
But he -drew blank every time. The
fellows weren't funks, bat they didn't
sc¢ Lhe fun of jeopardising life and limb
to suit a mad whim of Fishy's. Conse-
quently, the commanding-officer had to
fall back upon his own men,

“Coming up, Skinney?!" he asked
pleasantly.
“Ahem! My—my heari’'s rather

rocky,” satd Skiiner,

“Excitement isn't good for me.”

“Oh, shucks!  What about
Eolsover?™

Bolsover dashed off, shouting bacl: over
his shoulder something about an appoint-
rent e had forgoiten.

Fish began to get angry.

“1 guesz 1 didu't make that machine
for an ornmmnent,” he said. **It's got to
be piloted, and I'm game to do that part
of the bizney if some guloot will come up
with me. Now then, Bunter!”

“Oh, really, Fishy !
we ought to postpone this, and go in for
night-flying instead. Quelehy, or some-
L'rl?l,;l}',, I
MOW - ——

* Blow Quelchy !
to come ap!"”

“That’s 1., szaid
neivous lost the
extcnded to lum,
giddy seat!”

Aanud wild expostulations, the Owl of
the Remove was bound securely to the
passenger's seat.

“We don't want 1o lose vou, bul we
think you ought to go!” grinned Potter.

you,

5§
You've jolly well got
Coker, wlio was

invitation should he
“Strap Lim in the

“Bon voyage !
Then, amid Dreathless  exciteniont,

Fisher T. Fish took possession of tle
jpilot’s seat. Exactly what was going to
iappen nobody knew: but the general
npinion was thal Fishy's acroplave would
do anything but fiy.

Assming an air -of great importance,
Fisher T. Figh s=et the engine going.
Then he began to manipulate the lever,

“Merey ! Mercy!" ehrieked Billy
Bunter ai the top of his lings.

“Ha, ha, hat”

The fat jumior waz fliaking fram head
o oot Tlus, be felt, would be his first
wnd last fight in an aeroplane.  Whom
ihe gods love die voung, and Dunter waos
confident that the gods loved him.

Bui his fearvs were groundless, far the
irst-cless, gilt-edged “Fish " aervoplane
faried to hve up to if3 name. It made
progress, certaiuly, but its progress was
confined {o the ground, along which it
rushed at a terrtfic speed. causing a
crowd  of Removitcs standing in ihe
vicinity to seatter like frightened rabbits.

" Fish! Fishy, vou idiot! We shall be
i-k-killed ! screamed Bunter.

But Fish held grimly on, until the
machipe skidded, and collided none (oo
gently with the railings which skirted the
vrichet-ground. Fortunately, there were
%) casualties,

The onlookers were nearly in hiyvsteries. :
Eﬂ'fnmmnm of the Grex- |

The opening

Triars ﬁying

fun e come.
" Ow, ow, ow !" giroaned Biily Bunver.
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orps suggesied unimited

Look here, T think |

might come along if we start |

“I'm kuart all over! Several ribs are
| vracked, wnd 1 felt my spiuval column
gmash, too "

“Ha. ha, ha!"

of the unhappy Owl of the Remove, and

,amstrapped him from lLis seat.

“Uoker next!” zang out Bob Cherry.
“Come cn, Coker, old man!
pluck !’

Coler hesitated.  He hada't relished
the 1dea of ascending to the clouds in
Fishy's extremely modern aeroplane ; but
he didn't mind a joy-ride along the
ground, such as l.‘iilll;l,-r ‘Bunter had ex-
pericneed.

"He came up with beeoming modesty,
and took Rillv Bunter's place,

An ironical cheer went up from the
crowd.

“Good old Caker!”

“T'p you go, old man!"

“1 guess we shall do something move
than skedaddle wslong the ground  this
time,” said Fisher T. Fish. “8it tight,
Coker, and vou'll be as safe as a bank 1"

“If anything happens I'll jolly well
sealp you!" growled Coker,

Onece again the engine started, and Figh
twisted hiniself up like a contortionist in
his cfforts to get the machine going.

The aeroplane was obstinate at first. It
bumped up and down a good deal, Lut
secripedl to have no serious intention of
rising more than a foot or two,

Suddenly, however, there arose a wild
cry  of amazement from the watching
crowd.  The firstclass, gilt-edged TFish
acviplane was in full Aight !

IMigher apd higher it went, and Coker's
heart was thumping wildly, He hadn't
bargained fer auvthing like this!

“1 guess you'd better begin making
j observations,” shouted Fish. “If you
 weren b such a thick-headed galeot, you'd
have brought o log-book up for the pur-
pose. "’

i U You—you——"  stuttered  Coker.
| “Take the econfounded thing down at
Ponece ! | —1 dou't feel safe!”

The aeroplane was poing along in a
eevies of spasmodie jerks, as if it badn't
auite decided whet to do. Footunately,
it was flving at no great height, other-
wise an ambulance might have
needed down below.,

to earth. 11 landed, as Bob Cherry after
wards described it, like a Zeppelin bomb,
L and bumped along the turf several yards
| before it Hially came to a full stop. It
 was a wreck, thorough and complete, and,
had it been flying at a higher altitude,
pilet and observer would certainly have
been 1 little pieces,

As it was, both had & nasty shaking up,
and when Potter and Greene, amid the
Lilavity of the ecrowd, nustrapped Coker
froin his seat, the Fifth-Fornier was white
and furicas, HMe rushed round to the
pilot’e seat—or what remained of it—and
punched Pisher 1. Fish violently on the
s,

" Yarooooop !
spucaled Fish,

v l_ I . _‘-'l

loss for words.

I puess you're potiy!”

(Colter was almost at a
“Uoime oui of that—that

blessed apology for a machine! 1'm
going to <mash it utylentirely i
“"You'll do nothing of the sort!"

lowled Fish.,

“Won't 17 Tl jolly soon show you!”

The incensed Coker wrenched at the
straps  which  secured the enterprising
pilot,; and yanked him out of the machine,
Tnen, with Potter and Greene's willing
aul, he stamped furiously upon  the
aleeady battered aeroplane, reducing it to
fragments,

The Famious Tive, who witnessed the
pros eedings, were doubled up with merei-
TN

The Famous Five rushed to the rescue

Prave your
h)

| or are we going
been |

To the dismay of Fisher T. Fish, and ! Cherry.
the great uneasiness of Coker, the engine | {feast for ages, and it's about time we
suddenly stopped, and the machine dived | got

S

“Whut price the Greyfriars Flyin
Corps now, Fishy, old man?" gurgle
Bob Cherry.

“1 guess my number 1sn’'t up yet!”
growled Fish, caressing his noen,

“T guess it 185! snarled Coker. *1
resigh  from your tuppenny-ha’penny
corps at cnee, and any fv'i-r ow who doesn’t
do the same will got a dot on the nose!”

That settled it.  Aleeady the members
of the ill-fated corps were feeling fed-up,
and the prospect of receiving a straight
drive from Coker's powerful fist - was
anything but inviting. So the corps was
dishanded there and then.

Wingate of the Sixth sirede on to the
cricket-pitch with a clouded brow,

“What does all this mean?” he de-
manded, indicating the remains of the
seroplane.

“It's Fishy's latest,” said Wharton.
“He starled a giddy flying corps, and
this is the result. Trust Fishy for coming
a cropper with anything he puts his hand
to! But you needn't worry abeul it now,
Wingate, old man. This iz the last of
the passenger flights,”

And Wharton was right.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Masher Gets Feady !

L MIDNIGHT feast!”
A DBob  Cherry made that
sudden exelamation as the

Famous Five left the cricket.
ground, etill chuckling over the weird
and wonderful autics of the Greyfriars
Flying Corps.

" A midoight feast!” echeed Johnny
Bull.  *“Wherelore this thusness? Has
your pet aunt tipped. vou a tanner?”

“Don't be rude !" <aidd Bob, * Matter
of fact, the state of my exchequer
doean’t run to even g tanner at the

moment, But vou and HHarry and Inky
are flush, and I shouldn't say no if you
lmid in a stack of provender and a,ni:ed
me to help vou dispose of it.”

“1 don't enpposze vou would," lavghed
[Harry Wharton. * But why this cudden
braun-wave?  Is ot un}*hnq‘l};f'ns birthday,
to celebrate Fishy's
coming a cropper, or whati”

“Oh, it's just .0 whim,"" said Bob
“We haven't had a miduight

busy again. So to-night's the
night !"

“All serene !” gald Nurent. “We'd

better buzz off to the wvillige lor the

orub while we've got the chance.”

“That will eave breaking the esteemed
bounds durinz the nightfulness,” eaid
Hurree Singh.

Ho the Famous Five quitted the gehool
gates and tramped briskly down to the
village for supplies,

“Look Lere” said Harry Wharton,

we miaght as well do the thing iu style,

and etand a feed to the vhole derm, 1t

won't break the bank.”

“Gﬂfld EE_H_:H

“We can stagger back with the stuff
all right,” "said Nugent. * Theic's
nothing new about Bob's wherze, but
it's juet the thing, all the same. We'll
have a feced to-night that'l! live in
history."”

Nugent said the words in jeat, but he
little dreamed how irve they were
deslined to be.

Arrived at the little store in the High
Btreet, the juniors got busy with their
orders, which were varied and extonsive,
Loaves of earrant bread, buatter, and
rolis and buns, shortbreads and sweets
and pastries, were swilt]ly made vp into
prreels, and at the end of half an hour
the Famouws Five, loaded up lilke :zo
many miniature editions of Sunta Clavs,
vetraced their steps to Greyfeiars in the

| gathering dusk,



Every Monday.

They were passing through the High
Street when . familiar  voice  hailed
them.

“Doin’ the faouly shoppin’—what?™

“The Masher!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry joyiully. “We didn't think we
should be lucky enough to éee you again,
gir, after " what bappened the other
evening."

The Alasher Jaughed merrily.

“Oh, I'm nof such an outcast as all
that," he sald. “Mpr. Quelch has even
unbent to the extent cf lettin® me tern
up on Big Side ™

“(Good ! eaid Harry Wharton.

“We've fixed up a match between our
fellows and your First FEleven, ex-
plained the Magher. " It's to take place
on Saturday, and I'm fillin' the bl at;
inside-left. We've got our tham practi-
cally complete — only a left-winger
wanted.”

“ But surely you can find somebody in
your crowd who can play at outside-ieft,
sir 17 said Bob Cherry.

The lieutenant nodded.

“Thore are several who could put up
a pazsable sort of game,”” he said. * But
wi want a really toppin® man—a man
like Bobby Sinclair, whom I told sou
about, who plays as if he's been born to
1t from the cradle. T understamd that
vour FFirst Kleven are hot stuff, and bein’
skipper of ounr side, 1 mcan to leave
nothin' to chanee,”

H“It'll be & great game,’
“I wouldn't misa it for -worlds

“We'll endeavour to give your fellows

ran for their money,” said the Masher,

He cast his eye skywarda.

“t's going to be a troubleome
night,” he said, half to himself. *“The
conditions are ideal for a Zepp raid.
There's no moon, and it's dead calm.
Yes, there’s trouble brewing to-night, or
I'm a Dutchman |

“Shall sou go ap, sir asked
Wharton.

“1f there's anythin’ doin®, of course.
I'm sick of this beastly inaction: The
fellows in France get all the fun, and.
we're out in the cold. But in my
epinion things will be warm to-night—

" said Nugent.

(R
*

o
L]

the dickens they will !

“Loepps or no Zepps, we'll have
foed,” sard Nugent, “We shall know |
"-‘p'L"lI'E!I safe, vou see, with two lots of |
IFlying Corps chaps close at hand.™

“Two!" said the Masher,  **What
d'vou mean?’’

Nugent explamed how Fisher T, Fish

had been dryving to stagper humanity,
and how splendidly he had svcceeded,
tnough not guite in the way he had

intended,

Livutenant Jounes laughed. heartily,

“Bome fellows are born comedians,”
hoe gmid. “It's a good thing, too..
Causes a lot of healthy amusement,
don't you know, Well, 1 mustn’t detain
vou any longer,” or "vou'll be late for.
ocking-up. Good-night, kids!"

“Good-night, sir!”

“Best  of  luckfulness,
gnnib "

The Famous Five picked . up  their
packages, which had been-placed on the
ground  during their conversation, and
arvived at the gatea of Greviriavs just as
tzosling wag on the peint of locking up.

“Which I'll . report ver!™ gmwﬂ::i
Gossy. * Youngz rips! Who knowa they
ain't bombs as ¥ou're a-cartin” into Lhe

place ¥

“Ah, who knowsz?"-said Bob Cherry
tragically. “Stranger  things have
happenesd.”

“We'll undo 'em if vou like, Gossy,”
said Nugent. . *Of course, there’s bound
to be some sort of an explosion, but it
may only mean the loss of a limb - here
and there”

honoured

Gur

Gosling raised his hands in hosror,
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“Tt'= all right, Master Nocgent," he
gnid hasiily, * Pass on "™

The Famous Five had rather a diffi-
cult task.in conveying their purchases
up to the Remove.dormitory, but they
went warily, anfl soon had the satisfac-
rion of dumping the parcels safely under
their beds,

Courtney of the Sixth saw
out that evening, and he was blissfully
unaware that anything was amnise, .

When the préfect’s retreating footsteps
had died away, Harry Wharton spoke:

“There's a feed on to-night, you
fellows,” he enid, “so don't go to
sleep. ™ 2

- "Hooray!" chuckled Billy Bunter.
*That's ripping! I mav sav -it’s a
change for you fellows to do the Good
Samaritan bizney, but we'll forgive you

for being so stingy in the past. Qul
with the grub!”
“8hut up, you silly ass!" growled

Johnny Bull,  * Wou'll put the kybosh
o1l m'nrythir:f if vyou're not careful. The
feed’s not till twelve "

“Grooh! How's oa
awake all those hours?"

“We'll rout you out when it's time,”
said Peter Todd gracicusly. “ Now, do
keep vour rat-trap clesed, Porpoize, or
we shall have one of the beaks nosing
routid.”

Silence  prevailed in the Remove
dormitory, to be broken in a few mo-
ments by Billy Bunter's sonorous snore.
Most of the other juniors. by propping
themselves up on their pillows, con-
trived to Lkeep awale, '

Boom !

Midpight sounded [rom the old clock
tower.

Harry Wharton stifled a
sprang softly out of hed.

) “Shake a leg, you fellows ! he said.

Give me a hand with the parcels,
Bob."

"Right!” came Bob Cherry's cheery
volee 1n the gloom, "

Candle-ends were lighted, and pyjama-
clad figures flitted about the dormitory.
Blankets were outspread on the floor,
and the good things were set out in
tempting arrav.

Peter Todd grabbed Bunter by the
ear as if he were a rabbit. =

“Grub!” he rapped our,

The words acted on Billy Bunter like
i magie charm. In a twinkling he rolled
cit of bed, and blinked his way towards

chap to keep

vawn, and

the tempting vianda.

" Pile i, chappies™ gaid Bob Cherry,

The Removites needed no seeond bid- |

ding. They atticked the provisions like
members of a starving garrison which
had  suddenly  been rr-‘]iea ed. The
harmonious champing of jaws and the
gurgling sound of ginger-pop made merry
music,
- And then, just as the feast was at
its height, and Billy Bunter was remark-
ing that he had fairly got into his stride,
a nfiled boom was plainly audible.

The feasters regarded early other with |
startled faces. Harry Wharton echoed
the  thougbt which was in the mind of
eaclt. !

“Gunhre'!” said the captiin of the
Remove. . *“The anti-aivevalt guns are
in action on the cosst. The Mither was
right. It's the Zepps

THE NINTH CHAPIER.
The Night Adventurous !’

& TRAFE the Huns'" =aid Johuny
Bull. '
“They always come when

~_we're in the middle of a feed, or

a ripping dream,” sail Vernon-Smith.
“Jolly inconsiderate of "em, I call is."

With the exception of a few of the

craven spirits, the juniors had recoversd

lights {

their composure. Some of them calmly

t
F pleasure of witnedsing a-spectacle whé'ﬁ
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contined their feed, in defiance of thd
danger which mengeed overhead.

Boom ! Boom !

The gunfire was fiercer now, and the
soarchlight’s dazdling ravs “were clearly
cdhscersiible  through the  dormitory
windows,-

Billy Bunter turned a sickly colour.

“Oh, dear!” he exclaimed fearfully,
" What shall we do?”

“8it fight and chdnce it,” said Peter
Todd. *“XNo good g#fiing panicky. If
the blessed "ombs come, they’ll come, ]
# pose. There s no stopping "ein,”

“Ow ™

“I guess if my aeroplane hadn't been
done in by those galoots I'd be up like
a shot!" said Fisher T, Fish

“And down hke a stome the next
minute,” grianed Bob Cherry,

¥ Hﬂ, hﬂ_. ha 1"

“ I guess—-"

Crash !

There was a terrific noise without, and
the shattering of glass could be heard.

“ Bomrba!" said Johnny Bull grimly.

Billy Buntec lost his head completely.

“Ow, ow, ow! Let's get down to the
vaults, vou fellows! We shall be b-b-
buried alive up here!”

“1hy up, you fat funk!"™ said Nugent
scornfully,

C'rash! Crash!

“PBombs galore!” said Vernon-Smith.
*There's something doing to-night, and
}m error. Thev must bo jolly near here.
Jisten!” '

Then came o sudden rushmng sound,

‘which ended in an explosion so loud and

deafening that two of the windows in
the Remove dormitory were smashed,
and the glass went rattling down into
the Close. At the same instant half a
dozen juniors were literally blown iron
one side of the room to the other.

Then, i spite of the efforts of Harry
Wharton & Co. to prevent a panic, Snoop
and Stott and Billy Bunter became fairly
hysterical. Bunter broke loose com-
pletely, and, making for the door, fled
down the staira at a truly terrific speed,
bowling over heaps of fellows as he con-
tinued his headlong career. .

“Help: Murder! Zepp bombs!™ ho
shouted, 1n a frenzy of fear. “Save me.
somebody, for goodness’ sake!”™

A tall figure loomed up in the gloom,
and a sharp voire exclaimed:

*Bunter, ccase making that ridiculous
noise, and go quietly into the vaults, if
vour consider your life s imperilled. You
are behaving in an absardly childish
manner .’ _

“DBut the Zepps, sir!” ‘groaned Bunater.
“Thev'll smash the school to it founda-
tionsg ! Ow! There goesz another bomb!
Merey 7

Mr. Quelch seized the fat junior, who
was gquivering like a huge table-jelly, and
hustled him into the vaulta, where the
members of the domestic staff were
already gathered, pale and frightened.

“Remain there until the danger
past,” said Mr. Quelch.

And Billv Bunter slunk up against the
damp wall, looking ‘like a man -experi-
eucing his first- taste of sea-sickness in

14

1 mid-Channel.

Back in the Remove dormitory great
cicitement was afoot.. By an ingemious
arvangement, Bob- Cherry ‘had piled a
number of bisds on top of cach other, amd
lie andea few favoured chums had a good
view of the fireworks, ds Bob expressed
1t.

The bomb-dropping had now ceasod,
arnd so had the gunfire.  But there was a
whitving noise overhessl which told its
own, tale.

* Aeroplanes,” said Harry Whatton,
“Hopa the Masher's safe!™

And then the Famous Five had

Tar Macxer Lisragy.—No. 475,
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'Ehe:.' would remember throughout their
ives,

A dull glow suddenly appeared in the
sky—a glow which grew brighter and
more intense at every second, until it
developed into @ massive ball of flame.

Then it shot down through the wvoid
like o huge comet, whilst a vivid glow
it up the eountryside for miles around.

“Hurrah!™ roared Bob Cherry frantic-
Aly, almost toppling out of the window
in hig supreme excitement.  * They've
hrnq;;;ht. down a Zepp! Hip, hip, hip

“Hurrah!"

For a few moments it seemecd that
everybody in the Remove dormitory had
gone stark, staring mad. Fellows wrunst
each other by the hand, executed a
species of leap-frog over the beds, and
gent up a sufficient volume of noizs to
have awakened the Seven Sleepers.

*Oh, it's great!” chortled Peter Todd.
“You can bet vour life these Flying
Corps chaps have had sommething to do
with that! The glow comes froin Court-
lield way. Who's game to bike over and
see the smouldering Zepp!”

“T am!” exclaimed a dazen voices us
ole.

Rules and regalations were thrown to
the winds on that cveatfvl night. No-
body gave a thought about breaking
bounds, A Zepp was down: and the
juniors would have rizked dovens of lick-
mgs and impositions to witness the sequel
to that dramatic scene of fire and Qume,

The Famous Five, with Mark Linley, |

Peter Todd, Vernon-Smith, Dick Russall,
and several more, hastily quitted the
dormitory. Wingule of the Sixih shouted
to them to stop as they hrushed past him
on tha stairs: but the excited juniova did
nat heed., They made speedy tracks for
the bicycleshed, and brought out their
machines,

As they crossed the Close in the dark-
ness, something ghuted before them on
ihe gravel, and Bob Cherry, who was
leading, stopped short.

“(rlags!” he said, “ Be carveful how
you go with vour jivgers”™

“Where the merery dickens has it all
come from " asked Nugent.

* Looks as if 0 bowb’s fallen on the
Head’s - summer-house,”™  seid  Harey
Wharton,

*My hatt"

“It's very thrilling and all the rest
of it,” said Harrv: “bhnt we can’t stop
to investigate. There's bigger doings
out vonder,”

And he ndicated the glow, which,
though it had waned somewhat, still con-
tinued to jlluminate the countryside.

LGosling  fatly refused to open the

ates: but desnerate situations required

esprrate remedio: g0 the Removites set
upon the surly porter with one accord.
They bore him to the gronud, while
Hurree Bingh deftly extiacted the keys
from hiz horny hand.

"The gates were swung open, and the
cyclists, indifferent to danger—{or u few
searchlights  still  played overhead—
mounted their machines, and sped away
like the wind,

When they rcached Friardale, however,
they were u{;Iiged to jump oft and walk,
owing to the crowd -of people which
thronged the village street.  Fvervbods
was cheermmg the magnificent feat of an
unkunown airman. o of a skilful gunner,
mnd a huge throng was making its way
Yowards Courttich]., where the dramatic
gffair was reported to have taken place,

After a terrilic struggle, Ilarry Whar-
ton & Co. got ahead of the rcager,
vlamoreus crowd ; and then they mounted
their machines once more and ecovered
the intervening distance to Courtfield,
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grandchildren that we saw a Zepp brought |
| down.’

- =

Within a few moment’ they eame upon|
the blazing wreck, which was surrounded
by a handful of special constables and a
number of Flring Corps men,

“Ye gods!"™ gasped Bob Cherry.
“What a blaze it must have been when
it was at its height "

Harry Wharton nodded,

“Has the crew perished?” he asked,

" Every man-jack of them,” answered
one of the Specials.  “'Their remains
wore remioved a fow minutes sgo.  They
have paid the full pepalty of their
harbarity,"

The crowid which congregated arvound
the remains of the monster of the air
grew larzer at each moment. Busy
Journalists, armed with their notebooks,
were carly on the scene, gleaning im-
pressions of the Zeppehn's downward |
dive from witnesses of the thrilling scenc, |

“Did  you see it, kidst" asked u|
corporal, edging up to the Creyfriars
JUNEcre,

“Yes, rather ! exclaimed Harev Whar
ton. " How was it brovght downt™

“ By weronlane.
vou Kirow,”
o “'1.*‘ shall
meng,

“I's morving -now.” said Peler Todd,
witih a shiver.  “We've seen all there is
to see, vou chaps. Let's skedaddle.”

But most of the Greyfriars fellows
found a strange fascination i remain-
mg at the spot.  They could not tear
themselves away, and lingered until a
Flving "(‘oros lowry came on the scene to
take away the fragments of the giant
wirship.

“What » night!™ said Bob Chorrey, as
they ereled back to the school. “We've |
had a share in a good many execiting
doings hefore now, but this crowns OVOry-
thing! When ve're daddering old jossers
with the gout we shall be able to tell our |

. One of ore lollows, |
said the corporal proudly,
Lvow all about . in the

i

[ |

“Ha, ha, ha!

Three o'clock was ehiming as the Re-
movites re-entered the gates of Cirev |
friars. The last two persons they wished
by encounter just then were waiting for
them in the Close—the Head and WMy, |
Qaeleh, |

“Boys,” exclatmod the former, * where |
have you heen? You absence has cavsed
considerable anxiety.”

“We're awfully sorry, sie,” said Frank |
Nugent penitentls, *but we were dyving |
to =eo the burning Zepp. 1t was a chanes !
we might vever have got again. "

“Then it is quile correct that g
Aeppelin has been destroyed 7" gaid My,
Queleh,

“Rather, sir! One of the Flying Corps
officers did ir, T believe.” ' 1

“That 13 girat good news""-Eaid Dr. |
Locke. ** 1 sha'l not punish vou, my boys,
in the vnusual circumstaness : but in the
event of future aiv raids you will reman
in the building, You shoold realise that
vour masters have quite enough responsi-
bilitv without having it a.t:]mi to by
reckless exeursions on rour part. Is the
ratd over®" :

“ I think so, siv.,"” said Harry Wharion, |

“Then yorr will put sour machines |
away ond  retire at onee to vour |
dorinitory.,

“Cortaiple, sip!
for  overlooking
sir, ' said Harry,

“1 shall not do <o again,”
Head., ' Good-night, my bors!"

“Good-mght, sir!”

Devaoutly thankful st having got off
g0 hghtly, the members of the nx plora-
tion party veplaced their bieveles in the
thed and clattered uwp the elzirs to their |
dermitory,

Thank von very much
onr—ahem '~ .conduct,

said the

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Who Was (he Kero ?

HERE was no sleep for anybady im

I the Remove for the remainder of
that night. With the destruction

of the Zepp all hope of slumher

wae destroved also.

“8Bo you fellows actaally saw the
wrecked  Zepp?’  exclaimoed Bolsover
major,

“We did, and it was a sight we shall
pever forget,” snid Johnny DBull ‘

“It blazefully ignited and lit up the
whole countryside,” said Huorree Singh.
“We saw the csteemed glow from heve.™

“Yes, we know aoll about ther. Buk
who brought it down?” inquired Ogilvy.

“That's the quesiion,” esid Bob
Cherry. *“1t’s generally believed to have
been a Flying Corps man. 'The Masher
will tell us all about it if it was. I don't
supposc they'll keep it a State seeret.”

“It'll mean the D.3.0 for the giddy
pilot, T guess,” said Peter Todd,

“Just think what Fishy's niseed!™

' cunned Dick Penfold.

“Hn, ha, ha!"

“I guess I wouldn't have rested con-
tent with bringing one down,” said the
Yankee junior. “1'd have gent the whola
bleszrd shoot to kingdom come!™

“*Bow-wow !

“Tll sey this much for Fishy,” eaid
Frank Nugeut., *“He didn’t bolt when
the danger threatened, like Snoop and
Bunter and the rest. ™

“Talk of angels!" said Bob Cherry, ns
the dormitory door was thrown. open, and
Billy Bunter, locking pompovs gnd im-
portant, and swelling visibly, stratted i

“Come out of your fonk-hol:®" acked
Ha'rry Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton, 1 fail to under-
stand youl!” said Bunier, with dignity.
“ Bravely, and without a thoyghi fer my
personal safely, I fared 1he dungers of
the night——"

“In the coal-cellar!™ said Bob Cherry,

** Ha, ha, ha!"”

Billy Bunter chnekled, and began to
vnidress,

“You'll change your tune when me
rxploits are mude known,” he sl

| mysteriously.

* What exploite? Have vou raided the

pantry, vou fat tascal!” asked Harry
Wharton,
“Rats! I=I've puir the kybosh on a

Zepp; and if that’s not a good night's
work, then I'd jolly well like to know
what is!"

““You've put the kyhosh on a Zepp!
Why, what in thunder d'you mean?™
roared Nugent,

Billy Bunter ascumed a melodramaiie
attitude, and fuced the astonished erowd

of Removites. Now that the tension of

| the past few hours was over, and the last

raider was well awdy from England's
shores, Billy Bunter had become suddenls
brave, The sound of the falling bombs
had frightened him our of hi= wiis: but
now that the **all clear ** signe! had been
piven, and the menace was removed,
Bunter had returned w0 his old boinhastie
blustoer.
linrination
procecded,
“Yeo, U he went on, *surprising though
it mny seem to vou fellows. T'm the dark
horse, O my own bat 1 destroved that

leut Lins wings &8 lie

- Aenp at—uat Wapshot, "

“Wapshot! Why, it wa< brought down
o Conrtfield Commeon ! exclaimed Harey
Wharton,

“Ahern! It 1t's rathier diffionit to get

onr’s  beavings in the air, don't vou
know,” said Bunter feebly.
“Great  Jumping  erackers!”  pasped

*Am I dveaming. or are
taking the croedit fer brings
at Zeppi™

L—l

Bob Cherry,
vou actuall
ing dJdown ii
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“I've told you once that it was me,

said Bunter. * You can believe me or
not. as you choose. 1 don't suppose you
wil. You alwavs were a set of doubtin e

Thomages,’

The Removites stared at Billy Bunter
in spoechleoss amazement.

The Owl of the Remove had told some
wild fables befere, but nothing riiite so
colneral ns this. That he would have
the brazen nerve, on top of his cowardly
behaviour, to boast of destroying a
Zeppelin, was, as Peter Todd troly re
marked ‘the '1'E:|=,-'ﬂu1'1_~ guhir limait !

It was some moments before anybody
spoke. - Harry Wharton was the first to
find lue vowce.

“Etrfrn'r we believe you, Bunty,™ Le
said, “wou'll have to. give us proci—
vards and v :i'[iH of 1t !

“Very h:']l gaid Dunter. * Boivepg a
modest chap, it goes against ihe rraim
for me to ]1:]1‘11 to describe 1y own
braverv, but-- -

‘Ugh!'” pgr umn:] Johnuy DBull. *lle

.':.I.IL.:
or 1

i B ‘r-.!rl !

makes me fcel
e, f-q;rmf*h-:uc]:,',
ot smd comms

‘Ha, ha, hn!"

“Goon, Bunty!
“Nover mind Bull! Ho's ra 1ntes
as anvhody, reallv: bnt he docsnet
Lo piress-vow too much, in case you
gvedled heod!™

‘Well, 1t was like this ™ srid Bunte:
“ Vou remember when the guns went ofi

';'u{. WP me to my
1 hn]"-i

f i

IFLtl

C ;:1'1| "';'fﬁt‘tzf.Jl]-f'*-:'n::

g g d

il
2L b

M VYee; you went off, teo!” chuckled
Boly Charry.
“*“Ha, h=, 1|..1
“T did,’ H:LI{E DBunter
‘Bob's crushing earcasm.
down to—to—
“To the
Linley.
N0
R,ﬂmﬂ g mmeadow. YOI kiown |
lot ‘of Flying, C urpﬁ L-ﬁl .ers there.
IRINE Lr:l-;mfr 111 their ghoes.

LiRBERGCIn Y 11 1I.I'~'

vaults®"  suggestod

Lo S
1hew
and one of

m fell down in n dead faint whenu he |

]

l!"‘1..

Yeard the bomhbs dropping. 1 ;
up In

that Masher fellow if e was going
l1is .|nr-.|JT.111n and he sald
it if all the crowned heads of Europe
went down on 1|tf]!‘ lmn-:]ﬂ and
anud implored him to!
*h, von fat fibbor 1"
But Billy Hur]t:r was

it

raspod Russell,

oH

walit |

“T went strai s hit |

. i V!
to the areoplane base, in C'cluned
i

he wouldn't

]me r away

'

knoes |

il
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Bunter's eves glistened. time the juniors had finished wmith hun

- s awfull o : he hadn't a breath left in his body.
l.‘iwz'r!f?fl]JLh:aii:d. mfuly gond 9% 200, And when, some moments L_LLEII‘ Hn}]}
---;..;f]+ at all” said Bob, carcleasly Bunter crawled painfully to hie bed, he
II!H'L'J“.‘L'ETEQ' 2 blanket on 1o the ‘Asor, resolved that ':1-‘_1 would n:x- rIl :L':"‘I:I’E}:
wWaold wau lika vour rewsard mow?” dE'-'.’EI]’CI'_'i.' u Zeppelin ?gmh—nu even i
“Yeos, rather!” fertile mmagination ]
“(Good! Lend a hand. you fellowa!”
The juniora obeyed with alacrity. They THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
knew exactly what was in Bob's mmind .
and the sort of reward wiiech was to The Man Who Overcate!
crownl Bunter's long tn'ru-- of fabrica-

OB CIHITERRY was the first of the
quniors to learn the news. shortly
after tha first grey glimmer of
dawn crept in at the high windows

He was to ba tossed in a blapket.
“Ready, Bunier? inquired  DBah
Cherry politely,

{1018,

B

“Yea, Aa 1 osaid belore, ,if“ awiully | of the Remove dormitory, v
kind-—- Here, I eay! Wharrer you Rab had ventured downstaire in order
up to?” to see the extent of the damage caueed

“Rewarding a Zepp hero!” gaid Bob, | by thoe ruiders, and he spotted Goeling,

ll'l'll.l

e - |

II I T — —
='- e R
— _..r - .. Y
—

=
e

The Masher was executinz a sort of postman’s knoek on Bo)hy Sinclair’s back.
( See Chapter 12.)

Lo flﬂlt‘.lll.‘i-[.‘i. with lie rlLIHHI'n that he
fuiled to notico Ruescli’s remark.

*I conldn't persuade any of toose!
chape to go up,”’ said Bunter; “eo there
vwas only one thing for it. T had o com-

paandeer one of the mas hinea miventf

**Ha, ha, ha!®

“1 lifted it out of the shod—"" con.|
tinuned Bunter,

*Ob, bhelp!” murmured Boh Cherry.

*And was up among the stars the nex:
nunnte. It was fearfully risky work,
hut 1T atuck to my puns, and after a time
wghted the Zepp directly underneath
e, Then, hauling out a number of the

b pogt 111-!11h-&- I [uun] find, [—]-—"*

= EeiLitie Lhoe Tat _]'nr:_;'m' h:.' Lhie |'1‘_|1}H,]‘,, and | the porier, =I.J,11L=iﬁg oltside s lT}dE"‘,
.1‘ oit woke wp!” prinned Vernon- | hustling him  towards  the blanket. | his eves bulging in front of a daily paper.
e T'h L .."".:'ih"-"., VO fl".]'.iﬂu'h: Grab ;:*11115 rh'l‘" r;q_"w]-”:L WHE A% X |tpf| ;.';g a fa_u- in ””4
P e, ha o be readyr, two to be steady, three to| Third. He had evidently hit upon some
1 dhae h..l_-nu themi upon my auarry, * hee.—-" droat. @aod Dewd.
Toore was a rending spurt of flanie, and SO chiuckled Peter Todd. “What's the latest, Gossy, old chap?”
rhe moneter dived down to earth, never | And Billy Bunter shoi up into spuce | asked Bob Cherry. “Don’t keep it to
i visit our coast again!”  concluded i 1]!-u‘- a stone fl'-:n! & vatapult, }’fmra-i:rlf !
Hunter dl‘m“"”-w”]l':'—' 1N . " Yarooooop Gosting gluiead np from the paper, and
" I« that ”}. I' I. aeked T"-'Tr"'“.' ‘You're| ‘' Ha, ha, }E i recognised Bob Cherry as being one of
i hi }.'r-.u.-rinfnr cadge a Tew pf;.'-:ln]-| For one dizzr second the Owl of the| the juniors who lhad defied hnn over-
..;.-.Lii:.ere.”;ﬂ thea erew while 1they were | Remove h”-.,:'..-xl‘l-'rl in the air: then e[| night. But in his present frame of
wiangs - alighted in the blankel after the manner | mind Gossy feli penial towards all the
AL of & huga fish heing netted, world, and he actually favoured Bob
1 Suppoge you CXE P e on orewandt for ‘Give himv anothe erdered  Bol- ]| with a2 beaming smile. -
thiz dashing "h];]u b sad B b Cherry. i Cherry. " Beiug an airman, be's used “Which they'vee brought snother o
"“F‘] 1'm eertas rj]"r' entitled to ons!” 'to the queer sensation ! them  thera Zepps down, Master
‘'Then you shell havo it. Nobody eiail | *Ha, ha, ha!” Cherry [ he said jubilantls,
¢ver be in a position to pay we're un- | Again, and vet apain, Billy Bupter] “Js that all?” said Bob, “You've
generoite aud unpatriotic,” | Wae sent spinning ivio space. By the JTHE MAGSET L1BRARY.—No, 476,
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ther late with your infermation, Gossy.
Ne gaw oo thing come down, pnidl we
#aw what was loft of it afterwards.”

“But it mives the name o' the bloke

ot Jdone 16! said Gosline, 1t were a
vhap 1 knew werry welll  Liputenant
Ivaor Jonecs 18 name is. 'Fi was &
schiolard 'ere —jest sich a one as you
might be, Master Cherry, and I shall

never forget the day when o was ex-
wlled, "Twas said as 'ow 'a stolo money
}r::m the till of Mra. Mimble's shop, but [
doubt #."" Goesy shook his head sagely,
“Jones was snfferin’ the punishment fer
mnother, if yer arsks my opinion. 'E was
koo good a feller to go in for pickin® an’

etealin’'. "Onest as the dayv, ‘e was. An'
nmow "e'a bin an' brought down a

Zeppeling !

“What!" shouted Bob Cherry.

In a twinkling Lo had snatehed tha
paper from Gosling’s hand, and eagerly
ecanned the headlines. Then,
wild whoop of delight, Bob bolied off to
the Remove dormitory,

“What the merry dickens—-
Wharton, starting up in bed..

“The Ze ﬁvm!" oxclaimed Bob
Uherry. © gf:n d'you think it waa?"

“Flight Commander Bunter?” queried

=" berau

Nugent,
"f“ru. lta. ha!"
“Rats'! It woas the Maslicr—the dear

wld Mashor!™

“*“Hurrah !

“Juet listen to this!" continued Bob
Cherry excitedly,

“ZEPPELIN FALLS IN FLAMES!

ANOTHER RAIDER PAYS THN
PENALTY !

“A number of hostile airships visited
the South-Fast cosst shortly after mid-
tught last night, and bombs were dropped
in_various localities, without, lowever,
tnflicting serious damage,

“ Karly intination was received that a
Zeppelin of the new and more vuluerable
type was totally destroyed during the
raid.  The dashing airman responsible
for this brilliant achievement is Liou-
tenant Ivor Jounes, of tho Roval Flying

with al|
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Corps, an officer who has made an
extensive study of night-Aving.

"The Zoppelin was flying at a great
altituds  when Lieutenant Jones nan-
euvred s machine above 1t, and
achieved the feat which will win bim o
mation’s lasting admiration.

“ After the giant airship had erashod to
carth in Hames, tremendous erowds began
to assemble, and the enthusiasin was
F ENOrTIO s,

“We' hope to publish a photograph of
ll.ir-ui-::mm Jones in our next isspe,”

“Oh. how ripping !" exclaimed Harry
Wharton. ** Fanecy the old Masher turn-
g up trumps like this! T shouldu't
think Quelchy would bur him after what's
happened !

“1 say, I'mn siinply dying to congratn-
late him " said Nugent.

“We shall see him the feoter
match,” said Johnny Bull. * Meanwhile,
what about getting up a subseription for

F

at

a testimonial as a tribute to  his
bravery?"”
“Topping "  said Wharton, “1'll

start the fund at once,
the best smoking
buy !*

“Here's an esteemed quid to set  the
ball rolling,” said Hurrce Singh,

“Good for you, Inky!”

As the day advanced the subseription
list put on Hesh considerably, | Fe‘l]-:m‘s
in all Forms insisted upon being included,
amd by dinner-tine Harry Wharton had
collected sufficient to buy half a dozen
smoking outhits of the highest quality,

" We must get the Masher something
else by way of overweight,” he remarked
to the other members of the Famous
Five.

“Yes, rather! A gold wrist-watch, or
something of that sort,” said Nugent,

“We've got eight quid, so far,”" said
Harry, consulting the list. “Might as
well bring it up to a tenner "

“Get the masters to subseribe,™
Bob Cherry.

“Good ogg "

Mr. Quriu‘ﬂ was crossiug  the Close st

. We'll get him
outfit that money can

said

0w 0
Hﬂr!. i."

thut  moment, and Harry Wharton
approached him,

“Well, Wharton, what is 18"

“Will vou coutribute to a good canse,
sir¥"?

“ It all depends, my boy,
what it is.”

Wharton handed over the list

Rernove-master. - It was headed -

CSUBSCRIPTION ON BEHALF OF
LIEUTENANT IVOR JONES, THE
GALLANT OLD GREYFRIARS BOY
WIHO BROUGHT DOWN A ZEPP.”

Mi. Queleh compressed his lips,

“1 should cecteinly never _dream of
subseribing to such an object, Wharton 1"
b said stithy,

*Oh, a1 !”

The captam of the Remove was
thunderstruck, He knew that a week
before the Masher had been out of favour
with Mr, (ﬂurt:rh. but naturally imagined
that with the destruction of the Zepp the
Form-inaster’s animosity towards the old
boy had vanished.

But Mr. Queleh was as bitterly dis-
s towards Lieutenant Jones as ever.

Ie even went further.

“1 warned you, Wharton, to have
nothing whatever to do with that man,”
he said, “and I will not tolerate your pro-
posed subscription!  You will return the
money to the varions donors, and destroy
that Lst!™

(11 lqir? i L}

Lot mo seo

to the

“Do  not presume to question my
authority, Wharton!” rapped out Mr.
Quelch.  “ You will do as 1 tell you, and

at once!”
But Bob Cherry, who was standing
near, could not refrain from chiming in.
“"Haven't you heard, sir, what Licu-
tenant Jones has done?”’ he exclaimed.
“1 am aware, Cherry, that he destroyed
a Zeppelin, and that the general public is
suffering from a form of hysteria in con-
sequence,  But what happened last night
in no way blots out the stain of ten vears
ago. lLaeutenant Jones is a thief !
“1'don’t think——"" began Bob.
“Bilence, Cherry ! Not  another
word! 1 will exact obedience from my
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pupils in this matter, or know the reason
why! Remember, none of you are to
have any dealings with Lieutenant Jones
again! 1f yoeu defy me, the affair shall
pass onut of my hands into those of Dr,
Locke !

And Mr. Quelch swept away with
rustling gown, leaving hlank consterna-
tion behind him.

THE TWELFTH CHAPIER.
fome.ody Turns Up!
ATURDUAY dawned a perfect day,
S Eri;slp and clear, and ideal for foot-
all.

It was by way of being a record
crowd that stood shoulder to shoulder on
the. touchline on Big Side to witness the
forthcormming tussle between Greyvfriars
First and tue Royal Flying Corps,

All Greyfriera was present to a man,
and from the surrcunding willages quite
live hondred people had ctreamed n,
their main objcet being to get a glimpse
of the man who, with supreme courage,
had ploted his 'plane through the “track-
less deserts of the sky and bronght the
Zeppelin to earth. -

Apart from the Masher's great feat, the
air raid was scarcely mentioned.  Some
damage had been inflicted upon the out-
buildings of the school, the gymnasinm
having been affosted, in addition to the
Head's summoer-house,  But there had
bcen no casualties, and the sum total of
the Huns' exploit had been to put some
work in the way of the village glazier.

Wingate and his men were carly on the
ecene, practising.
g quite a [ot of time on the football-
licld during the past week, realising that
they would have all their work cat out
to avold defeat at the hands of the air-
Hc,

- Never had the Greyfriars team been
Letter baluineed und more capable of
rendering & good account of itself,

When the visiting team appeared on
the ground, a ringing cheer went up from
the crowd., It was meant for the Masher,
who smiled his o knowledgments,

But he was not smiling a moment later
when he shook Lunds with Wingate,

*It's most anmoyin’,” he said. ** We've
liad a chapter of aceidents. As I was
telhin' some of vour juniors the other day,
we hadn't snybody who could 61l the hill
at outside-left with any satisfaetion. We
teied a fcllow named Freke, an’ he lived
up to his nome, s0 we chucked him.
Then a chap named Barry said he’'d have
a shot, an’ we were delighted to find that
he had an amazin' turn of speed, an’ was
roally hot staff.

lick would have it, he was drafted to

France, Reanlt., we're 4 man short [”
“Hard cheese!” said Wingate sympa-
t hetically.

“It's putrid luck!” said the Masher,
“1 shall have to take the place of tno
eni, 1 8'pose !

Then he sighed.

“By gum, I'd give the world to have
old Bobby Sinclair here!™

* Sinclair ! echoed Wingate,

“Yes. We went great guns when we
were at school together. He was outside-
Ieft, an’ 1 was next to him, an’ we bagged
goals as Easil;,f as fallin’ off a form, It
was ripping [’

““1 should like to see Sinclair, sir,” said
Wing.ule, with interest,

“So should L, =aid the Masher
gravely. “ But no one will ever see hiin
again—not on this side of the barder, at
any rate. He's pone West 1

*How rotten !
pean, pr?'"”

“Yes—kite balloon sectron.
reparted killed some tiine ago.™ :

“But, luckily, 1t wasn't cochrmcg,”
siid a cheery voice.  “ Hallo, 1vor, old
fellow! How gocs the merry game?™

He wos

Thev had been spend- |

But this mormn', as.

Was he a Ulying Corps |
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The Masher swung round, petrified,
Jov and bewilderment made bim dumb.

“Don’t ook at me 2z B T were
Hamlet's ghost, old man! Here T am,
all alive and kwking! Bobby Sinclair,
i the flesh ™

“Good  wpad all
could sav.

the Masher

s

sald the new-comer. who was attired in
Fiying Compes uniform.
toureh and . go, I'mm back from the jaws
af hell, Had & nasty tumble when T was
over the Hun trenches, and they took
me prisoner.  Aftcr a weary spell of
waiting, “1 gol «lear. I'll tﬁfl vou - all
about it over PRigars and wime in the
officers’ mess. Meatiwhile, ‘-I understand
vou want an outside-left 7"’

- The Muosher recovercd his power  of.
He wrung his old:

speech=-and action, .
schoolfellow warmly by the -hard, and

ing.

clair.  ** We're kecping. the erowd wait-
ing.
olden’ daye M

“* All serenc,” said the Masher. * Come
end get into some togs, Bobby, an' we'll
piay the game of. cur lives1”
b And they did. Nobody wae ever likely
to forget that great game, Which proved
a deliphtful thrtt from the kick:off to
the final whistle.

Wingate,” winning the toss, cleeted- to
‘kick- with the wind, and the Greyfriars
senjors speedily warmed to the attack.

a dream. At the end of fve minutes
' play. Courtney put -them one up.
-*“*Hurrah "

The  cheer which weut up from the
clamovous "host on  the touchline was
terrific. . The ecarly success wae ag weol-
come a8 1t was unexpected,

"Btk 1t, Friars!”™ rcared Bob
Cherry. *PFile 'em on!”

But aithough play proved fast and ex-
citing after Courtney’s goal, there was
no addition to the grore when the
whistle went for the interval; It hkad
been o great gare so far, and the second
half promised to provide a” rare number
of thrills,

Bobby SBwnclair hid made the erowd
gasp. He wae truly g marvel, and it

spore during the first half.

said Nugent, &s the two teams lined up

for the resumption,
“Yes, rather!”
Creviriara First

! attacked " strongly;
agnd after a fHoe 1

bout  of sking, N
which all the forwards ]E:l:iriguh-d,
Wingate ecored a grand goal, thus
purting his side two to the g{um]_

Bobby Swnelair turned to the Masher
with a wry face,

“This sort of thitg's got te stop ! he
said emphatically. T can stan oal-
scoritg in moderation, but we don't
want ‘em to find the net at the rate of
twire a muinute, Secnd e out eomic nice
passes, Masher, and 'l &s¢ what [ can
do by way of levelling things up.”

The Masher nodded. And the next
moment he wae specding away like a
| deer, with the ball at lLis toes, Walker
and- Valence closed in to eheck lim; but
before  they could do so the ball was
| deftly ;
| who, smiling checrfully. sent in a scorch.-

Ving  shot, which had the Greyfriars
| goalie beaten all the wav.

“Good wan T grinmed - the Masher.
ih."l?f":l.re fairly into vour sride rnow;

| Bobby., W shall get iute Jdouble figures
il we heep on Bke this,”

| Bat the Masher had net taken iuto
| coneiderstion the sterling worth of the
Grexfvisrs defenee,  The Fiying Corpa

“You thooght T was a ganer—what 7.

“Well, it was|

‘burst into a torrefit of rvapturons greet-
“Cut it short, Ivor ! said Bobby 8in-,

_ Let's. treat the -dear fellows to a.
4 dashing exhibition of footer, as in the

Their passing was perfect, their footwork-

was miraculons that” he had failed to

“We shall gre some hreworks now !

touched out to DBobby Sinclair,

Nugent.
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men lind by far the beticr of the play
at this point, but each time they took
the leather down the field thor came up
against a rocklike resistance. ''he Grev-
friars First were clinging with the (rua-
city of terriers to their gogl lead. They

realised that to defeat the Flying Corps

would be a decd which would ring in the
school’s history,

- The Masher and Bobby Sinelair com-
bined in a sweeping movement towards
the Greyfrinrs goal ‘and when within
close range the former paesed to Lieu-
tenant Bowen, who was at centre-for-
ward. At point-hlank range the latter
shot, “ annd the hearta of the watching

crowd sank into their boots,

But luck plays a big part in football.
The sphere struck the crossbar, making
it quiver with the impact,” and then re-
bounded on to ihe field of play, - It fell

‘at the feet of Wingate, who wént away

like the wind.

Swerving _pufl mar afler man, ‘the
captain of Greyfriare raced ahead. and
wound ‘up his fineé ryn by storing ‘the
grandest goal of the day—a real-treauty,
whith cdused -the crowd to go inte a
perfect pandemonium of chéering -and
clapping.

- “Three to one ! chortled Bob Chlierry.
“Hoogiddy-ray! We've got_ the gemo
now ! It's .all over, bar ehouting!”

But was 1t? On the resamplion,
Bobby# Binclair gained pdssession, and

then began -the  usual bout of possing

with the Masher.  Yard by yard the
ball was taken down to the home teani’s
goal, until the airmen forced a%*corner,

From the resultant kick the Masher
headed through.

“There's IiB{rc-' in the old dog wet!”
grinned Bobby Sinclair. ! Five minutes
to go, and we're still a goal to the bad.
I wonder %

“No time - for wondern’,”. sgaid the
Masher grimly. “ We've got to play np
for that giddv goal as if the winnin® of
the war depeided on it!"”

Those last five minutes were crowded
with glorious incident. Both goals had
very narrow escapes, and once it scemed
a dead cert that €aptain Nixon would
gcore for the visitors; but Walker just
managed to get his head in the way in
time,

“Two minutes!” panted the Macher,
at length. *“Now or never!"

He took the ball from Valence's tocs
and raced towarde goal. Men léomed up
in front of him, and on either side. He
felt like a fly about to hecome cntangled
in the ineshes of a spider’s web,

But out of the corneér of his eye he got
a-ghmpse of Bobby Sinclair's bedkoring

figure. Yes, he thought, he woild pass
to Dobby, Old Bobby wonld ‘"make
Hﬂ'j‘d;”

Whiz !

The -ball darted across the turf, and
Babby Sinclair fastened upon it with a
do-or-die “cxpression on  his herdsome
face.

Crash !

Btraight as a die, the ball sailed iuto
the unguarded portion of the net, . 'The
goalie was groping helplessly on  the
ground, The Masher was exeguting a
sort of postman’s knock on Bobby Sin-

Felair'e back ; and the referee was blow-

ing a shrill blast on his whistle, signify-
mng that the-qruﬂ ame was over,

“A draw!” exclaimed. Harry Whar-
ton. *'Three to three. Well, I'm not
sorry. It would have been a pity -for
those Flying Corps fellows to have lost,
after the stunning fight they put -~ up
when -they were a couple of roals
down."

Binclaie was their best man,'  suid
“Faney him turning up like
that, when they theught he was deed!
It beats the sicry-books!™
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“We mist invite him to a top-hole
apread in the study,” said Johnny Bull,
“Can’t let puch o ripping footballer as
that go empty away.”

“But we can't invite hin without
asking the Masher as well," protested
Doy Cherrer, “And the Masher's
barred. You remember what Quelehy
said.”

Johnony Dull geound his heel savagely
into the turf.

“Blow Quelehy ! What right's hie gol
to run down the Masher, who's proved
himself to be one of the very best? It's
a scandal !™ :

“What'a 2 =eandal?"” asked the
Masher, stredling up with his arm hnked
1 Boblvy Smcluir’s.

“Why, that Quelchy forbids you to
enter the School buoilding, sir,”  said
Harry Wharton.

Bobby Binclair glanced inguiringly at
liis companion,

“That o, Masher?" he asked.

cyes "

“But why?" exclaimed Sinclair, in
amartcment.

“Quelchy’s got up a  cock-and-bull
atory about Lieatenant Jones, sir,” said
Frank Nugont. “Says he raided the
tuckshop till. when hie was a boy here,
aud was expelled for it.”

Bobby Sinclair changed colour. 1is
face was very white, as he turned to his
frllow-officer.

“* Masher, old man. vou have suffered
all thiz on my necount!™

“Shush ! sand the Masher.
need 16 rake up the beastly past.”

“Isu't there, by Jove?”

Bobby Sivclair’s voice was tense and
oxeitod,

*Come along to Mr. Queleh’s study,”
he said. “You kids as well. I'm pretty

“No

much of an catsider, I know, but T'm
not gomg to stand by anv longer and
sea the Masher bearing the burden of
another’s guilt! 'l show Mr. Quelch
lhur ]!Ii."h jT]'!l-'l{"""J-\."E i'.-] [ {“ll‘:u' A5 Brivag-
day! Come on!”

e oy

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
With Flying Colours !

R QUELCH was at work on his
M typewriter when lis study was
' sddenly  1wwvaded by the
Famous Five and the two Fly-
[mg Corps officers. He glanced up from
his *“ History of Gregfriars,” and fronwmned
when he saw that the Masher was among
the intruders.
“ Lieutenant Jones——"" he beguan.
“Captain. if you pleasze,” drawled the
Masher. *'I've been gazetted this weel."
“Were vou a general [ shouwld not
hesitate to speak plainly to you,” said
Mr. Quelch. **1 have warned vou not
to enter this school again unless vou care
to acknowledge, and cxpress regret for,
vour past conduct.”
“This is where I step in,” said Bobby
Sinclair.  “You remember me, Mr.
Quelch?”

The Remove-master looked Leenly at

the smart voung officer, and gave u
atart.
“Bless myv soul!™ ha exclaimed.

“* Surely vyou are not Sinclair*”

“The same,” smid Bobby.

“But I thought you were—ar—killed '™

“8Bo did a good many more people.
Luckily, the nation has sustained no sucl,
great calamity.”

“I am certainly delighted to see von
again, Jinclair ! said Mer. Quelch. rising

from his seat and shaking the old boy

eordially by the hand., “T have seeured
Dr. Locke's sanction in forbidding Lieu-
tenant—ahem ' —Captain Jones to enter
the school, bul no such restriction will
be placed on vou.”

“I'm not so sure,” zaid Bobby Sinclair
grimly. * You'd better hear what I've
got to say firsi. Captain Jones s inno-
rent of the charge which has been con-
nected with lhits name.”

“Sinclair, how ean you ke so absurd
as to tell me this? If I remmmber rightly,
vou vourself were a scholir here at the
time of the theft. You =zaw Jones con-
victed and expelled.™

“I was a worm!" said Bobby Sinclair.
Hia voies shook, and his face was still
pale. I was a cowardly worm! My,
Quelch, it was T who rifled the tuckshep
tll.™

“Sinclair ™

“1 know it sounds fearfully rotien; but
there were extenuating circumstantes,
As von know, I came to Greviriars on a
scholarship, and at that time my people
were vervy poorly off. They got behind
with the house-rent, and were reduced to
desperate straita. I resolved to help
thern out, and that—that was the only
wav. It's the first and last time I've ever
stolen anything in my life. And now ""—
the speaker extracted a bundle of
Treasury Notes from his pocket—* I shall
make it my duty to replace the amount I
stole—fifteen pounds.”

Mr, Omelch looked flabbergasted.

“I—1 qguite fail to understand—"" he
began.

“I dare zav you do,"” said Bobby. “It
must come as an awlul shock to yon, Mr.
Queleh, cspecially as I was one of your
fuvourite pupils, Well, to continue, the
theft was discovered, and suspicion fell
upon mée, a3 vou know: then, at the

WHY BE T0O FAT?

A WONDERFUL FAT-REDUCING REMEDY.

It Is disiresring to hear men and women who are getiing stouter
and stouter every day, dmd who hhve, perhaps, weakened themselves
by trying to starve down the over-fatness, exclajming : * Oh, it ean't
be helped, 1 suppose ; obesity is a family cowplaint ; father was
awfully stout—"" and so on, This iz ridiculons ; it can be helped ;

and thousands havé proved this by taking a shert course of Antipon
when all sorts of dieting and drugging treatment2 have utterly failed
Auntipon is the one remedy

to cradicate the obstinate obese tendency.,
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and disfiguring fut lost there Is 0 more than compenaating regain of
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assernbly in Big Hall. Tvor Jones, hare,
came forward and insisted that he was
the thief. He krew all the cirenmstances,
you see, and didn't like the thaught of
my heing sent home in disgrace. So he
took the blame entirely upon his own
shoulders, and was E‘_Epr-:hl‘ul in myv place,
Yes, the Masher was the truest and best
chum a chap ever had[”

“ Hear, hear!” murmured Bob Cherry
involuntartly.

* Bobby, old fellow, there was no need
for this dramatic bizney,” =aid the
Masher, in great distress. ** We kept up
the deception for ten years, and we might
as well have let it hang out a lifetime.”

“Oh, rot!” said Bobby Bmclair.
“You've endured quite enongh on my
account, and although myv confession’s
been made ten years too late, better late
than never. Now, Mr. Quelch, you wilil
understand the position.”

The Remove-master turmmed to the
Masher. Never had tl.e Famons Five
seen Mr. Quelch look s6 utterly  re-
morzeful.

“Captain Jones,” he exclaimed, “my
treatment of you has been shameful!
Had 1 been in possession of the real facts,
had I believed you when you said you
were innocent, all would have been well,
But I chose to slight ?r;::ru in the presence

nf these bovs, and have wl'ﬂtif%d you
preatly. Can I—may I ask your
pardon?”

The Masher made no reply, but his
hearty handgrip eonvineed Mr. Quelch
that ﬁﬂ bore no malice,

“As for me,” smid Bobby &inclair,
“T'm downright sick with myself, and

1 times against my will.
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vou can give these kids orders to kick
me out of the gates as soon as you like,
Mr. Quelch.”

Thie Remove-master smiled. _

“¥ shall ecertainly adopt no- such
drastic measures,’” he said. ' Your con-
fegeion has amply atoned for what took
place vears ago. Besides, you acted
under great etress, since it was #or your
arents’ sake that you took the money.
No. Sinclair, 1 do not feel called upon
to judge you. We are none of us fit to
cast a stone. Let the wretched past be
# sealed book. 1 am sure these juniors
will say nothing of what has transpired
this afternoon.”

* Not a word, sir!" said Harry Wharton
promptly,

“Then we will consider the matter

One Penny, 15

scale,  As usual, accommeodation was
limited, for several staunch admirers of

Peter Todd, Yer-

 the Ha__nfr. includin
| ron-Bmith, and Mark Linley, had besn
inwited ;

but everybody- was serenely
happy, including rﬁn’bh Sinclair, who
was made to feel as if the unpleasant
incident of the tuckshop lad never
ﬂuﬂ;ﬂ}*ﬂ:‘;i. Dackin’ i p

“We're packin’ up our trapes in a day
or two,” remarked %;)ha Hashgr. " Goin’
overscas, I believe. You'll keep our
memory green—whati"

“We shall never forget the exciting
times we've had since the Flying Corps
chaps were stationed here.” raid Harry
Wharton. * It's been topping!™”

! “And we hope you'll bring down some

more Zepps when you pget across the

closed. And now, Captain Janes, 1} water, sir,” chimed in Bob Cherry.

should liketo congratulate vou upon your | * Iear, hear!"

magnificent  achievement the other| The meal ressed mﬂﬁ]{ﬁnd when

T”EIET;-” g ey | @irmen, and schoolboys par in the
“Thauks!” said the Masher. “I've} twilit Close the best of good-fellowshi

already been slapped on my back till 1!."51 ﬁ,m“ isher '[P

sore, amd been photographed about fifty
Never mind |
Let "em all vome "

“T will ask Dr., Locke to give the boys
a whole holiday to eelebrate your gal-
lantry,” said Mr. Quelch.
_ "f?l?u're a brick, sir!" said Bob Cherry
joviully.

Mr., Quelch resomed his seat at the

typewriter with o smile, and the little{

party left the study. The clouds had
been chased away, and harmony reigned
once maore in the place of discord,

The feed which took place in Study

%ﬂ:vaﬂud on every side,
ish came out to have the honour of
shaking hands with the Masher; snd the
Yankee junior admitted, though some-
what grudgingly, that the exploita of
Cgptain Ivor Jones and hip comrades
had completely overshadowed the short-
lived endeavours of the Greyiriars Flying
Corps.
THE END.

(Den't miss “HARRY WHARTON'S

| RIVALS ! —next Menday's grand

story of Harry Wharton & Co., by

No. 1 that evening was oh a gigantic

FRANK RICHARDS.)

PR N |
LThe Editor’s Chat.!

For Next Monday :
“HARRY WHARTON'S RIVALS!™

By Frank Riehar’s.

Peter Fodd and Percy Bolsover are
Wharton's rivals. Each aspires to the
captaincy of the Remove, and Todd is
backed up by a sumber of fellows carry-
ing weight in the Form, while to
Bolsover rn]lf such as Skinner, Stott,
Snoop, and Fish. Peter Todd falls foul
of Bolsover on account of deserved chas-
tisement administered to Skinner; but,
after all, it 18 Harry Wharton, not Todd,
who feces Bolsover in the gym with the
gloves on, How thie chanced—what was
the result—of the part played by Bunter
in all the mix-up—and of the division of
the Remove into three clans, each with
its leader—you will read next week.
And T have no hesitation in saying that
I think you will like it!

“ THE GREYFRIARS HERALD."

Don't prick up your ears and faney
that [ am geing to announce the im-
mediate re-lssue of the best halfpenny-
worth of good, sound, healthy, humorous
stuff bovs wore ever offered ]

For that we must wait till the war s
aver - till the Kaiser hus been thrust
down where he belongs by vight—iill the
tramp of the Allied Armies has sounded
in the cars of the sullen Berlin Huns !
May it be soon !

But, meanwhile. I have been teving to
nmeet the wishes of my readers by giving
them extracts from Harry Wharton's
great little paper. For the time being
these came to an end last week, as far as
the “Mapgnet ™ 13 concérned, But

IN THIS WEEK'S “ GEM "

vou can find them again, with extracis
from “Tom Merrv's Weeklv " added.
There are five pages of the most varied

and interesting matter.  Sguiff tells a
story about Billy Bunter; Talbot ene
about Skimmy; Kerr apother about
Fatty Wynn, and Mulvaney minor yet
another abost Tompkins, Peter Todd
contributes a “‘pome,” and there are
nuseellanesas matters which go fo make
up a budget werth the penny charged
for the paper, without taking into ac-
count the fact that the story which pre-
rodes them is one of the best Mr, Martin
Clifford has ever weitten, Don't fail to
ot it !

e —

MORE ABOUT AMATEUR MAGAZINES

The reader referred to in a recent Chat
par, whose father is a printer, says his
magazine, which goes round his school,
has a circulation of jusi over two hun-
ared, When the printing was done else-
where, the lees wae about five shillings
per week ; now it i3 done by my corre-
epondemt’'s father at specizl cheap rates,
and expenses are cleared. Good! But
all my friends who want to run maga-
zines are not in the [ncky pesition of
having printers as fathers,

o ——

A LOYAL READER.

An old reader writes from Bloomsbury
as ‘follows: I thoaght 1 would write to
vou, teiling you my opiuion, and that of
my friends, about the alterations in the
companion papers due to the war. We
think that as long as wo get the stories
to read therc is no need to grumble
about any changes due to such a cause.
The shoitage of paper is bound to be
met sonvehow, FEven if the storics were
cut down, we should nnderstand that you
have been forced to do it, and what right
has anyone to grumble at you?™

[t does one good to read such a letter
as this !

P

grumbling clan has never accused me of
that—but I do like to see the word
“ Meozopotamia 7 at the head of a letter,
%or a fellow must be really keen to sit
down and write me a long and friendly
gerawl from that land of sand and fliee,
where the Garden .of Eden once was (=0
it is said), but certhinly isn’'t how !

Private 8. Strickland, of the 2nd
Leicesters, 1s my correspondent. 1 havo
heard from him before. He hés read the
“Magnet"” since the [rst namber, and
the “Gem " since No, 40 or theruﬁnuts,
amdd is still as keen as ever en boih—
though he docs not always receive them
now, warse luck !

Poth these papers and their senior,
the good old “Boys’ [riend " —the
oldest weekly boys' paper still in exist-
ence—are much appreciated out there,
Private Strickland tells me. "1 seée you
got a grumble now and again,” he says:

but there 18 a rogye in every play. If
they only knew how keenly we fellows
who are serving King and Country en-
joy your papers the; would stop their
pifie, I think. We see nething to
rumble at, Rally round, and keep the
ag of the old papers fiying I”

bere is o message for you, as well as
for me, But you are doing it. 1 have
nothing to complam of on that score.
As for the Erumhlem—u well, seé this
week's “Gern.

NOTICES.

Football Matches Wanted By ¢

Ros Roy (15-16)—away only, 5-mile r,
—T. W. Scott, 0, Winoe Othiee Court,
Fleet 8t., E.C,-

MaxsroRD STAR (14)—Hackney Marshes
or neighbourhood.—C. H., Simms, 19,
Bpring Hill, Clapton, N.E,

FROM MESOPOTAMIA.

1t wae an old lady who said that it
always pave her such a comfortable feel-
ing in church to hear *that blessed word
Mesopotamia.” 1 am not an old-lady—
even my bitterest foe ameng the

e
Tae Maayer Lieriry.—No, 476
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ApPAPAAYA

THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

')

e “Mauly " to Greviriars, of
conrse. Undue respect for titles

w, lurkily. not a great feature of

public school lifte. With the
avorage schoolboy the sentiment is that
of Robert Burns' lines

“The rank is.but the gvinea stamp—
A man's a man for a’ that.”

Tcadiea there are at every schcool; but
tie Grevfriara tufthunters are not en-
couraged by Mauly, No fellow there is
loss of a snob than he. With all his seem-
ing laziness, mentzl and physical, he is
a very kiir judge of character. Bunter,
Skinner, and the rest of the crowd who
woutld make muecl of him because ho has
a handle to his name, and more money
titan e knows what to do with, have
v pr gfrf muq_‘h :~|11m_n:r" ok n!' Muuh‘.

Mo (hiuk of him as a fellow whose
vhief coaracteristic ia a certain weak
good nature & to take a mistaken view,
Gond-natured he 18, alinost to a- fanlt,
and 1bie trait is somelimes shown in ways
that may seemn wreak—as, for instance,
whea he tells a would-be borrower to help
it out of his pocket-book,
there 12 a0 thia less weakness than care-
lossness.  Ile is eareless about money,
becatse it has always been his in almost
Lbonndless measnre, and *hé  has never
learned what it means to deny himeself
suvihing i can buy for lack of it.

And he 13 not careless all throush, He
carca for lus honour, his friends. for the
traditions of noblesse oblige, by which
Artior Augustus D'Arey  sets  such
B Ore,

There s a strong likeness batween him
and D"Arey, and again—though in a less
deyroe—--between ﬁim and upert De
Uonrey, ‘of Highelife, Buat Mauleverer
lacks thoe bubbling energy of Gussy as
cofpletely aa he lacks the pood-tempered
vinictam  of the C(aterpillar, e ia
munpler than either of the others, vet has
uol Gussy's talent for doing the right
thing in-the wrong wavw, or the WrOTY
thing in a way that redeems it. All three
are really decided enough; but where De
Courcy and Mauleverer disguise their
docieion by their affectations, Guneay's
aficciationa enly serve to show up his.
 Bumne readers may cavil at the deserip-
tion of Huuli; as decided. But hn js so—

]

when it really seema to him to mattar!
T.I" carea 8o little about the thinga that
asorh most of the energies of hie friends.
Tlinse things seen: to him rather a bore.
He was born bored, and also somowhat
tived. Bul he can wake up, and take a
altnd when it i necessarv: and, how-
evor lacking hLe may be 1n energy for
everyday affairs, he has never been found
lacking in pluck in a erisia.

Do wou recall his aveival at CGroy-
foines - a slim, well-groomed figure, with
paie-blun eyes and light eyvelashes, which
gave his face. a trifle heavy in feature, an
mir of egeeeding boredom and somo slicthit
mapedity?  Tlow he drove up to the
s-uoal and through the zatea behind four
hopara, bringing with him Harry Wlar-
ton, Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent., Johnnv
Bl Mark Linley, and Fizher T. ¥ish,
wian ha had honmmd to meet on the

L

varl How he told tha ITead that the
expense was really nothing—a more £20
Ul Ao,

Tho anobibish brigade tried hard to

reake np to him at first, and wers dia-

gusied to hear that Mr., Queleh had

arranged that he should have a study to
e MacszT Lissary. —No, 476,
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No. 12.—THE EARL MAULEVERER.

himself. Aur ene of them waa more than
willing to squeere up in order to make
room for a ftitled millionaire. Fven
Colcer, not a snob ai hearr, wanted to
be friendly. Bolsover. finding toadving
usecless and a nuisance, relapsed into his
much more congenial zame of bullving;
but the decent fellows stopped thai sort
of thing. Thev all lik Mauleverer
from the outset:; Lhe might be queer and
lazy, but he was a gzood sort.

He soon showed that he had an iren
nerve in times of emergency. His driving
of a car in a dangerous situation was
proof enough of that. He showed it
agam when, afrer lus failure as a milk-
cart driver, ha behaved with the grentest
couraze when a mad bu!l had got loose
nt the farm to which he went with zome

of the rest
inientioned energy which did not last,

to work-n spaam of well.

And 1t s not because he cannot do
anything at cricket or footer that ho
shumna those gnmea. Ha might win laurels
if hio cared to. He kept zoal for the Re-
maove once, and quitted himself manfully,
though the trouble of rraining under
Bob Cherry's strenuous system ao told
upon him that it actvally caused him to
watk in his sleep., and, so walking, to
conceal hia own wealth among other
people’s property ! And on one memor.
ablo occasion he helped Harry Wharton's
side to beat Gordon Gay's team in a
ericket-match at Shoremourh, Bunt, of
courss, he fourd it a terrible fag.

Ho made evident the fine sfiiff that is

veally in him when his uncle, Sir
Reginald Brooke, told him--to tre lis
mettle—rhat hia fortune had vanished,

Petew Todd later on gave ™him another
auch trial. The letter Mauly had, telling
him that he was practically a pauper,
was sizned  Beginald.”™ Perer Lind cot
Regoie Coker to sign 1 A more sus-
pictona fellow than Mauls might have
smelt a  ra dor't as=nallyv  nse
their Christian names thus in writing o
nephews, Maule belinved, ook his sup-
poead miziortone manfully, even started
i to cram for a s baluraiin Theranf
came trouble, due o Bunter’s spite ; Lt
[J{‘F-'t' Todd woa not ---~-:1-|rr=:l:fe f-ir‘-.‘ t!iﬂt.
Pator weant well:s e 50 NAE Wild
only a beiel one, Man'y would not stay
u_".".'uk{"!

Do Yo Fornomn ey :"-Iu't|_? 111 :ui'f.‘-—-'f'.l'-.‘f
e went dax after dav 1o Bunburs's bun.
:-Ihull, al Courthesld, for tho anlia af ._':H:J!irl'i;

npon  the fiir Miaa Bela; hew he

.
Tilre]as~

2110

ordered good thinga, which Bunter ate
for himn: how he had parcels eent anony-
niously to his friends at the school juat
to get a chance to look his unspoken
adoration: how he fought Snoon and
Stott-and Bolsover and Micky Desmond,
all in one day, and all for love of Bella;
and how decently he took it when it
turned out that the affections of the fair
Miss Bella were engaged by a worthy
and sralwarl Sergeant Brown?

His generosity in money matters may
ba put down in. part to the ease with
which money flowa into his puree. He
would not prosecnte Paul Tyrrell, the
wastrel covsin of Bob Cherry, who de.
frauded him of a large sum: and, when
he and his chums had run down Tyrrell
at Monte Carlo, and had recovered the
money, Mauly let the infatuated gambler
haove some of it to pursne his “ infallible
system "—which turned out like other
infallible gystems, of course! He got
Blundell of the Fifth out of a nasty
icr?}h'b}? a timely loan. He let his
gold watch ba pawned when Misa Fluffy,
ohnny Bull's covain, the Sandow girl,
had to be entertained and funds were
low. FHe has more than onece come to
Bunter's aid, though he dislikes Bunter
extremely,

There is not ar atom of swank about
Mauleverer. One of his best chams is
Dick Penfold, tha son of the village
cobbler, He looks up in all sincerity to
Mark Linley, tho lad who came from a
Lancashire miill to Greyfriara. IHe has
not kept a study to himself all the time .
but 1t waa sheer good nature, not any
rubbishy sentiment about titles, which
1‘351&!‘!‘&‘}1@ to offer room to the German
princeling, Rupprecht von Rattenstein--

geod nature which he had ecause to
rogret. '
He had never recretted the chance

which sent Piet Delarey as a stude-
mate ; those two are rare good chums,
And he willingly masde room for his
curious relative, Sir Jimmy, from the
slurns,

He haa often been taken in—onee very
l;m:ilf hf\lr that scheming nut, Ponsonhy,
of Highcliffe, when Pon played My,
Sharp, the detective. He las often done
silly things—as when he lit the gas in
e study with a fifty-pound note, out of
which arose trouble for Herr (ians,

But he is no fool. Bunter found thai
ont—Buntar, who plaved the masked
nudnight burglar in Mouly's early time
at Greyfriars, who has again and again
trind vainly to relieve him of some of his
cush, And Loder haa found it out. Mau!-
cverer would share his last shilling with
a chum; but, with his pocket-book
bulging, he can resist the shady wiles of
the rascally prefect.

A good fellow. for all his slack waws -
one of the very beat! That's Mauly,

e e i e e e -

SEE
THIS WEEK’'S

“GEM"
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EXTRACTS FROM

“THE GREYFRIARS HERALD!"
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IN A LAND OF PERIL!

By BEVERLEY KENT,

Cornstalk Bob,"” “A Son ol the Sea,"" etc., etc.

Author of ' Olficer and Trooper,”’

B e 55 3 § B 1

‘THE FIR>T CHAPTER.
Two Queer Customers,

With her syren whistling, the great ship came slowly up
H]e" harbour, and among the passengers crowding on ihe
deck Bob ‘."thal-urﬂ a lud of sixteen, stood gazing spell-
bound at the fine vision of Table Mountain.

The long voyage was over. At last he had arrived at
Cape Town, He was on the threshold of Africa, that land
of adventure and mystery of which he had read till a great
longing to explore it ‘had seized him. He was there at last
by the freak of Fate, and his heart beat fast at the realisa-
tion of his dream.

The wvessel came to her berth, All was hustle on the
wharf. ¥Friends there were gazing cagerly up to the deck.
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sengoera descending them were
sceking to reach the deck. Mail-bage were being hurried
ashore ; the donkey engines were already throbbiug as they
hoisted the luggage from the hold; the hatches covering the
cargo were being ralsed.

Bob went to the taffrail to et & betler view., The crowd
there was not dressed hike the folk at home. The men wore
white clothes, and large hats shaded their tanned or yvellow
faces; coloured watives, very scantily clad, ran hither and
th1lh{=-r and a blnf.ll:lg sun from an iron-blue sky cast a
{i.j.z.f]mg glare over wharf and ‘houses in the distaice.

A guarrel arose. A medium-sized “but very powerful: man
had pushed his way roughly into the crush of people at the
foot uf one of the gangways, They, . too;; wished to get on
deck, and had, of course, fallen into queue, but he would not

struggling with land folk

=
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Falk raised the lad atove his head and shook him.
(See Chapter 3.)

Glad cries broke forth
recognised one ancther,
fell on Dob,

For he, too, was expecting a relative to meet him, and for
the first time he had given that consideration a really serious
thought. His Cousin Jasper —what would he be like? Only
a distant cousin, 1t was true, but much depended on the
greeting -he would give this lonely lad. If Jasper welcomed
him cordially, then indeed his cup of Lu[ ypiness wonld almost
overflow. But there was no cortainty of that nothing
definite to go upon, Bob would not pursue the thought, e
turned to watch the scene around him,

Ihe gangways had been lowered by this time,

9 rodations, after vears of parting,
and an unaccountable chill suddenly

and pss-

wail his turn. As he shoved along, some women screamed,
and a couple of men clutched his shoulders to drag him back.
He lung them off as lightly as if they were flies. e nearly
sent a couple more into the water, He pushed a girl against
the railing, and trod on a child's foot; and then he went up
the gangway with long, slouching steps, indifferent to the
1-.1.|a he I"-a:'I cansed and the abuse that followed him.
Bully !" Bob muttered.

The man disappeared from sight when on deck, and Bob
continued to lean over the taffrail, spec Ltlnmlm' ae to which of
the people in the crowd his Cousin Jasper might be, e was
aroused from his reverie by @ sharp tap on the shoulder,

THE MacxeT LizRany.—No. 476,
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and. looking around, he saw the fourth officor, with whom
ho had got in very friendly terms, and the bull-necked wan
who I‘Iif caused the disturbance down below.

~This is Robert Musters,” the fourth officer said.

“1ow do?" the bull-necked man jerked out,
Cousin Jasper, Glad to meet you!” _

Bob started, A thrill of dismay swept over him. _

~Are you Jasper Orme?” he gusped, unable to hide his
gonaternation, . .

But if the other noticed it he seemed in no way troublel.

“] guess vou're-right first shot " he replied, rubbing his
chin hard, and serutinising the lad from head to foot, ~ Ard
you've the making of a tough chap in ..T““' which is all to the
rood, for you've come to a country where big muscle u:--i g
igger heart aro the best assets. You'll do, 1 reckon.  Feten
your traps, and we'll get ashore. L've got a job fixed up for
ou. :
i “ 1 ean start work at once®" the lad msked, his eyes alight,
for the last thing he wanted was to be beholden [or anything
to this man. Ile had already token a great dislike to Jasper
Orme, :

“You'll be on your own tomorrow,” Jasper Oruie replied.
“You stop to-night with me. There's a friend waiting al
my house to meet you, Look sharp, and let us get out of
this"” .

The lad had not much lnegage; what there waa lay in
his state-room. 8o in ten minutes he was off the vessel snd
driving through the streets. Orme lit a big cigar and puffed
hard, So far not a word of a cousinly nature had been said
between them. Though all was new and intercsting, yot Bob
sat back so uncasy in mind as to fecl indifferent to his sur-
roundings, Orme twisted the cigar in his mouth, and broke
the silonco at last, Perhaps he had read Bob's thoughts,

“Well, you've got -here all right?™ he began, in & wmore
pleasant voice. “ And, of course, when I received that letier
rem your mother, 1 at once agreed to give you a start.
That's my way, as evervone knows; and, besides, wi're
relations! And how is your mother !"

At the question Bob's heart began to stir rather strangols,

“8he’s pever got over father's death,” he said. “ And
Uncle Ceorge wouldn't help us, and 1 couldn’t be a drag on
her and my sister Florrie. We lost nearvly everything when
father died. So mother thought of you. and I've alweys
longed 0 come to Africa. Tt's a grand place for moking
snoney, ian't it? If only I could do well, end send back
some to mother every year . _

Orme had been looking at bim out of the corner of lus eye.

“ There's money to be made, and plenty of it, but one musi
take risks.” he cut in. “If a fellow's o coward, he'd best go
back home by the first boat, Now, have vou grit and
gumption in you? That's the whole business,”

The lad sat up on the instant, [« felt stung,

“I'm not afraid,” he answered; “if that's what wou
mean."”

Orme chuckled.

“Then vou'll do,” he said.
than over and stared ahead.

HBoon they stopped before a small Lovse with a veranda
along tho front and a garden at the back. Orme lumbered
out, wrangled with the driver, paid the fare, voughly wild
the man to clear off, and opened the gate, Careving his
traps, the lad {ollowed him up the steps and on 10 (he

“1'in your

And with that e pruffed harder

voranda., The door and ihe windows were wide open. but
the housa seemed empty. Orme whistled, "and Lale Bob drop
his traps.

“OId Chaka will come here soon to feteh “em. or ilse
I'll put the whip across his back,” he said, “And Fuik oy
L here at any moment to see you. Sit down! There's jrist
s bit more [ want to know."”

Ho sevined to have some difficulty in continming, 1le 100k
the cigar from between his teeth, oved it, knocked off the
ash, moistesed a broken leal, und then spoke in a carilias
voice aa he begun to smoke again.

“ That fellow, George Gardiner, your uncle, of whom yon
apoke." he said ~*he's my cousin. ioo, vou kuow, Llaw is
he going along? Fit and all that oh?®”

“He's not in very good health I've heard. But | don't knos
much about him. He never comies nenv va,” Bob peptied,
with a touch of bitterness,

“That so! Then-he ain't like e, You didi' hu.].l}u.'.i g
mest anyone on the vessel who knew lion ?”

“No," the lad answered, in surprise,

“And you haven't had any letters sinee vou left Foelond

*Of coursa 1 haven't!”

Orme fAung the cigar away, dived his hands into %is
brousers pockets, and rattled (he coins there

“I waa thinking about your mother,” he said, in the 1o
cheery tones he had used yot, and with his facv positicels
baaming. “ DBut you'll hear from her, uo doubi, Ly the nexs
mail, 1'!l send your letters along, and- - "

“You'll send themn along "
Prluted and r ;
Ageats 1o Surtialaaia: durdas b
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“Yos, Yon sturt off carly to-morrow with Faik. for he's
about ready, and— - But here he is! Hallo, Faik! The
voungster has arrived " )

The gate had been opened, and the lad saw a man coming
up to the veranda.. He was very different from Jasper
Urme; almost the onposite 1n appearance. He was a giant
in height, but spare. He had a long neck, and a small head
an:l tousled, sandy hair, Orme’s eyebrows were black nnd
very bushy, and his cves small and deep-set, Faik was
almost without eyebrows, and his large cyes protruded, He
walked with a stoop. each long arm swinging with the regu-
larity of & pendulum; and when he spoke Bob noticed, to
liis sur[u‘im. that his voice wag solt. )

“Clad to hear i, he ‘said. *“It must be a great joy (o
vou, Orme, to have him with vou. Blood is thicker than
water, and for a warm-hearted fellow like you to meet your
own Lith and kin must sti= up old memorics,. It's a pity
we muat trek so scon, but we'll be back before Imlltr: And
I'll take great care of him. Why, what a fine lad w!m

He smiled, his wide mouth displaying large and irregular
teeth, while his eves remained as cold as oysters, Bob took
his 'hand, and found it lay heavy and lifcloss in his. He took
as big a dislike to Faik as to Orme. But these were the only
two men he koew in the new land as yet, His future was i
their charge. He felt he must face things with courage.
So he hid his feclings, though not easily.

*“ Where are we to go, Mr. Faik?” he asked.

“We are trekking right away up country,” Faik repiied.
“We're after big game, and—and anything elsc we can get.
Elephants' tasks fetch no end of money,. We ought to come
h:u_-g with thousands of pounds” worth of ivory.. It's a graud,
iree life, You'll sre more of Africa in six months than most
fellows do in a lifetime; and after thia exverience vou'll be
able to start on vour own, if you like, and make a bid for a
fortune. You'll drop across a!l that yvon have ever read and
vanted to sec”

Bob's eyes sparkled. Surely he was in luek! - For this he
had longed, while he had feared that he might be doomed
to an_office life in Cape Town, with culy an oceasional h-l:ﬂi%-h:
on the veldt., What did it matter what Faik was like?
lad vowed to himself that he would work bard, and take all
the roughing it without complaint, Then all would be well,
s At this moment an old, wizen-faced Kaffir came out of the

ouse,

“That's Chaka!” Orme grunted. *“Cut along with him
and he'll show vou vour roomw, Then lhave a look around
for an hour until we dine, and after that von had better turn
in early, I've some business to talk over with Faik. Hi!
Chaka, you old villain! Get a move on you, lean rhanks,
and carrv in thoee traps!"

Bob followed the ﬂﬁdG man info the house and nupstairs
The latter deposited the luggage on the flcor of the bed-room,
pnd looked at Lhe lad.

“You a friend of Mr, Orme " he asked,

“He is my cousin, and to-morrow 1| ar. going up country
with Mr., Faik,” Bob replied.

1 The old man shivered, He opengd s month, and clesed
it with a click. Tien, muttering in an wnkoow'n tongue, he
vienl away,

Bob, standing 1n the middle of the room, heard Orme's
rotigh laugh. it'lu lieard him speak, w00,

“You'll find it, Faik !" he gutiawed, * And sou'll mavage
the other job, too. Don't you dare funk it! For if you do,
you know [ can pay vou out.”

What was Faik to hind? What was tl» aiher job?

For ithe second time tha! day s chill crept over Bob's
beay'e,

e —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bob Speaks Out,

Thiea weeka had passed. Cape Town had been lelt fue
behind, and Bob was toiling painfully beside a waggon, Ha
was on the wide, rolling 1.‘Elidt. stretching bleak and sand-
strewn on all sides, far asa the cye could see, except in front,
where, lifty miles away, great mountains stocod up like cloyds
ait thee horizon.

There wore three waggons grinding ulong, cach drawn by
a score of bollocks and driven by Kaffirs, Of these tiore
were a dozen,  Paik, astride a raw-boned horse, rode up and
down the hine, shouting curzes, and Ianh:ing beasts p.m{.nu‘u
with his long whip. The only other member of the party
was a lad about Bol's age, who tramped by the side of he
first waggon.

The day was stiflingly hot. the sand cloud suffocating, tia
going lheave., From beonk of day the outfit had been an the
move, Men and cattle wers thoronghly exhausted. Bob,
with perspiration streaming down his face. with his teeth
clenched, hiz tongue dry as a bone, and his head nigh to

(Continned on page 19, )
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bursting, kept pace with the last team, feeling that at any
moment he might drop.

Suddenly Faik cried a  half, The sweltering bullocks
stretehed  their necks, their great bodies heavinge, The
Kaffirs got into a greup, and began chattering together.
Faik rode up to Bob.

“ Look sharp and get out the grub!” he said. " We oul-
span for a couple of hours, and then we start again, for we
must fetch the river to-night, And don't let these dogs of
Kaffirs near the provision wageons. They're thieves, all of
thm!m If you don't watch ‘em I'll lay my whip about you,
too !™

He rode off, and a gleam came into the lad’'s eyes. He
had endured much already. After the first ten days Faik
had changed altogether. The soft purr in hie voice had
gone; he bhad bullied and blustered; the vencer had slipped
away, and he had ehown himself selfish, callous, and cruel.
And Bob waz wondering what all this could mean.

Far from civilisation as he was now, and as yet guite un-
versed in the ways of the veldt, he had already learned
enough to realise ihat to attempt to return alone to the
coast would mean certain death, He would. only wander
helplessly around until he fell from exhaustion. To go on
was the only alternative. But for how long now could he
bear with Faik? Neot for many days, unlesa the latter
changed his ways. It would be better to die and end 1t all!

He went to the provision-waggon, served out the rations
to the Kaffirs, carried a meal to Faik, who was resting in
the shade under the first waggon, and went down the line
azain, At the end he was joined by the other lad, who,
stumbling at every step, sank on the ground with a groan,

Bob gave him a drink of water froin a leather bag, and
that revived him somewhat., Prescntly he sat up.

“Have something to eat?” Bob suggested,

“1 will, after a hit,” the other replied,
just mow, Say, Musters, what cver made you come on this
trap ¥’ .

“I might ask you the same, Ted,” Bob replied.

“Oh, my case 15 different. I'd been wandering round
Cape Town starving,” Ted O'Brien replied. 1 haduo’t a
fricnd to turn to, I'd got to do something, and other fellows
had told me about the veldt., It seemed all right. 8o it =,
I'm sure, if a chap goes with a decent erowd. But that cur,
Failk * He broke off. **1 wonder what his game can
be?” he said abruptly.

Bob turned his head quickls,
Uyes,

“What do you mean?” he
“train in his own voice,

Before answering Ted raised himszelf on his elbow, and
lnoked under the waggon and up the line, to make sure that
he could not be overheard., Then he sank to his foll length
AL,

“My back is aching so that T must rest it," he muttepred,
“What do T mean ahout Faik—eh? Well, he told us that
he was goiug on a long trek after big game. But where
are the guns? I haven't seen them. There are a few rifles,
it 12 trae, but you want an elephant zun to shoot elephants,
Jon't yon? And any amount of ammunition, and all sorts
of other things. Big game! That was all a blind  And I'm
wondering what he's ap to.”

“*The same thonght has heen in my mind all these davs
and nights,” Bob replied. "1 can’t make it out,  And
Faik is quite different from what he was in Cape Town, |
wigh I had had the chance to find out a bit about hini, §at
this trek was fixed up for me before I landed.”

“Who was it that fixed it up?” Ted (VBrien azked.

“My cousin, Jasper Orme, in Cape Town.”

“Then you weren'l long in the city before

| started the mornmg after [ landed.”

At thiz Ted, forgetting the pain in hiz back, =2t up and
w histled,

“I've never yet heard the like of that!™ he said. It
heats Banagher, as they say in Ireland. Och, I wish T was
there again, with the green ficlds instead of this burnt grass
and sand, and the running streams fall of jumping fish, and
the zilver bells coming across the valleys, and the kindly
folk, and Dut, there! It's no use talking. We're in
this, and we must go through with it; bat, faix, it’s a rum
thought if two chaps of our age have got to take on that
wicked old varmint nosing hiz grub in the shade of vonder
wageron, and knock him wrto a cocked hat!”

“T've felt inelined to punch hizs head mere than onee
.||'.‘|"r'|_1.]§,-‘1” Bob eand Hl‘il“i}'.

“ And it won't be long before you’ll be all over him with
vonr dukes, I'm thinking,” Ted repliecd. “ We don’t much
foarn boxing in Ireland. T wish I was a bit handy that way.
But give me a ~tick. strong and two feet long, and T'd dance
4 Kilkennv dance around him and erack his <kull, if he'd o
vifle in one hand and a rvevolver in the other!”

Bab had to langh.

“Voulre fond of a light?" he suggested.

“No, I'm not; but when T see one T can't kee
Ted cxplatned. My legs go into it in pite o

A curious look was in lis

Eh'l' lhilﬂ:

azked, surprised at

out of 1t,”

“I'm off my fecd®

My Ied3oll. |
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"Tis the way with us all. And mebbe it's just as well, as we
are now, for I own up that if I stopped to think [ might be
scared by that old villain’s ugly looks. Did you ever see the
equal of them in all your burn days? The length of him,
and the neck of a crane, and the bulbuus eyes, and the tufis
of hair on his cgg-=haped head, for all the world like a
cockatoo ! I'm glaa I've been able to let off stean. 1've been
bottling this up till my chest nearly burst. I'm better now,
and I'tl have some grub.”

He helped himself plentifully, and for some minutes there
wis silenee.  Bob looked out across the lonely veldt. The air
was shimmering, and everything seemed to dance before his
eyes. The great space gave a teeling of lonelinets,

1 “',’5]1 vou and I had et before cither of us had tumbled
into this job,” he said.

“If we'd done that neither of us would be bere now,” Ted
rephied, gulping down a mouthful as he cyed Bob, *‘But
what's eome over you? You've been thinking hard whilst
I've been——"

“I'm more than fed nup!” Bob cut in.

“So am L" Ted O'Brien agreed. “ But what's the wse of
tulking that way?”

“I'm going to cut it all!” Bob said, “If you stand by
me, then I don’t think we'll come to grief.”

“What? Do you mean to clear out and leave old Faik
on s lonesome?” the Irishman asked, his oyes round with
wonder,

Bob drew a decp breath.

“It will have to be done sooner or later,” he urged.
“Faik 1sn't straight. He lied when he saud he was going
on a big game expedition, And wmy cousin, Jasper Orme,
hasn't been straight, either. There's somethimg 1 can’t puzzle
out, but some day perhaps I'll get the hang of #. T’ tell
yeu a curious thing. The day before we left Cape Town I
overheard my cousin saying to Faik, ‘You'll find it, and you’ll
manage the other job, too.” Now, what could he have meant
by that?" _

Ted put aside the food, and sat twirling his thumbs.

“That explains something,” he replied. *“Twice on-the
trek up I have seen Faik looking at a map when he thonght
we all were asleep. And we haven't come the way he said.
I know that, for I've been out heve a year, and I've learnt
a bit about the stars as we see “vm in this latitude. This is
a deep busmess, and—and—— But hush'!. Here he comes!”

Faik was striding down the line of waggons. 'The Kaffirs
wore dozing in the hot sun. He kicked one as he came to the
group, and the black man squealed,

** Inspan, you rascals!” he shouted.
Where are those two white cubs? Ha, Mustera! And yon
here, too, O'Brien! Ihdn't I tell you to keep to yourself?
1'll have no jabbering between the twe of you!. Get to your
work! I've Jlﬂnh*d at the map, and we're farther from the
river than I thought It will take ns all our time to get thero
bhofore nightfall.™

Bob whispered to Ted.

“You'll stand by me?"” he asked.
together,™

“Ay, av!” itae other replied, as he serambled to his fect.

Bob slowly rose and faced the lanky giant. The lad was
very pale, but his eves wore like hot coals, and his voice
rang firm and clear.

“Mr. Faik " he began.

Faik, whirling his long whip, wheelidd round.

“Yes. What is it?"” he azked.

“You've called me a cub! You've bullied me ever sinee
vou got me so far from Cave Town that I couldn't go back.”
Bob said. *That's not playing the game, and it's not the
way vou spoke when first you et me at my cousin’s house.
I'm not going to stand any move of it " )

For two secand Faik sfared.  Tlis under jaw dreopped in his
natonishunent.  Then very slowly a dusky eolour gathered on
his face, and the veins in his lean temples began to throb
vivlently. His hand closed tightly on the whip.

“Ho vou two mean mutiny?” he said. * You think that
n couple of boys ean got the better of me?  All right. T'll
show vou at the start that vou've made o big mistake! Load
up the grub now, T haven't time to deal with you. But
when we're in camp for the night I'll make an example of
vou, Musters! 1’1l tie vou to a waggon und thrash you before

all these Kaffira!  After that vou'll sing small, T guessi™

“We're starting again.

“We'll sink or swim

R L -

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Cutting Themselves Acri’t.

Faik walked away, and Bab and Ted looked at one anather.
The same thought was in both their minds. The moment to
tieht had come sooner than expected.  Buar they had no chance
tn make any plans,

Faik shouted to Ted to hurry to the end of the line. Already
the Kaffirs were inspanning.  SBoon the waggons moved on
AN,

.Tlr]“ﬂllg]l I:I’uj- ]nnu‘. hot afternoon ﬂu'_ﬂr‘ trasled I_I.]nl’l:-'__l". ﬂ‘:l‘!
FCantinwed an pniae 29 )
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poor beasts panting, the drivers urging them, and Faik trotting
up and down the Une, using his wnip cunt}mmlly. He tous
no notice of Bob, and the lad was lett to his own reflections.

That Faik would try to fulfil his threat was certain; Bob
had alvendy seen enough of him to know that. As the' lad
looked at the giant figure a:tride the horse his heart grew
cold, but only tur a moment, T'hen he clenched hus fists. At
least he would give the bully more than he expected. . He
would die fighting, rather than allow himsclf to be tied to a
waggen and thrashed before the Kaffirs.

Hours passed, and sometimes Faik cantered ahead for a
mile or two, and then returred to vent his temper on the
bullocks or the drivers. 1t lacked two hours ot s.nset when
for the lest tine he galloped back, and shouted that the river
was about three miles distant. The drivers urged on the tired
animals, and the latter, as if knowing they would soon be
able to quench their thirst, made a spurt and kept it up.

By this time Bob had made up s mind.” 1f he fought
Faik it would be impo:sible for him to stay with the caravan.
And he was determined to fight. Nothing was left, theére-
fore, but- to strike out into the unknown and get back’ to
civilisation as best he could. It was a terrible situation,
enough to. cause despair to the bravest heart; but he would
tuke the slender chance. ; i
" And then he asked himself—how could he possibly snanage!
It was Faik's cruelty that drove him to thus, "ﬂfhf,_ then,
chould he face starvation? He must have the means to
support himself. So, as they drew near to the river, he took
provisions from the last waggon and dmcF ed them on the
road. Two rifles were in the waggon, and he dropped them
also, together with some ammunition, After that the
prospeet before him did not seem quite so alarming.

They came at last to the river, and outspanned for the
night. The cattle were watered and driven into a luugrrr‘
formod in the centre of the waggons. The eyemng mrlu
was soon cooking. The sun sank, und darkne:s came awiftly

or the veldt. _ ) ‘
IH’l(: fmt moon came up round and full, throwing a silver light
over land and river. A great hush fell. There was no lsnumi
except the splashing of a hippopotamus and the hooting o
an owl, F:ull-: didn't come from the spot where he was rest-
ing. 1lad he fallen as}eep?u ::11' as he not going to carry his

't into exccution after all!
thrHLEt? il;hu hope was short-lived. The Kaflirs had heard the
threat, and were obviously waiting in keen expectation. Peor-
haps, had it not been for this, Faik might have stayed his
hand: but to show mercy would have been taken by them
ns weakness, and thus he might lose his power over them.
Iowever this might be, Bob saw him rise slowly and grasp
h]fjllflj::_ehmlll braced himself for the ordeal as the bully slouched
The Kaflirs ceascd their chatter, . )
oot to the waggon yonder!"” JFaik said
g ' Hi, there, O'Brien,
If he shows fight I'll

tnw&rda hml; t
“Now, nsters, L \
coolly. “Where's that imp O'Brien?
fetch a rope, and strap up this cub !
lay my whip sbout him.
hl'?ﬁ FPob's surprise, Ted emerged from the laager and ran
for the rope. Faik, pulling the long whip-thong through
his fingers, waited, Bob _hml"r_v«{'-p;un to tremble. It was the
guspense - worse than the inevitable tussle, He felt sure that
with the first blow his strength would cume back.

Ted advanced with the rope.

“Tie him up " Faik commanded. )

Ted stood some paces away. seciningly irresolute,

“Pie him up !” Faik bawled, = If you don’t, I'll serve you
as I'm going to serve him "

Tod ¢ame a few paces closer. )

4 (o with him to the waggon !” Fail continued, addressing
n?'bi won't 1™ the lad said firmly, and the Kaffirs began to
clap their hands and danee about in their excitemen®,

“You won't?® the bully sneered. “You dare to defy me?
T meant letting vou off hightly, but after that I'll thrash you
till you can't stand! There, for a start! 'Take that -und
that!” 2

The long lash swept around his head, and the end fell with
a report like a rifle-shot across the lad's face. With a nioan
of pain he staggered baek. Then he shouted in wrath, and
dashed forward. :

Faik's whip spun round his body. Aa the fellow pulled 1t
back the lad was twisted off his feet and fell,

He stnggered up. Faik struck again, but Bob was past
focling pain now.  All the blood in his boady seemed to Lave
gureed into his head. Fury lent him teeble strength.

He dashed in at Faik, So unexpected and so rapid was
the charge that he had butted fair into the bully's middle
before Faik could get out of the way., Faik doubled up with

You have nothing to fear from:
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a grunt, and Bob struck at his face. The blow went home,
and shook tho bully from head to foot. But he stood his
ground.  Quick as lightning his arm shot out, and he
clutched the lad by the collar, ; . .
It seemed all up with Bob now.  Ilis very life was in
danger  Infuriated by the attack, Faik had lost all semse
of proportion. He could lift the lad high above his head
and dash him to the gronnd—ay, if he willed he could break
his spine, and he meant to do it! Held in that powerful
grip, Bob twisted like an eel, yet knew 1n his heart that

cscape was impossible, ;
He caught the lad in both hands.

Fuik dropped the whip. 1 .
With a blood-curdling laugh, he raised him sbove his head,
Then he tensed his

and shook him till his teeth rattled,
muscles' for a throw, o
-“Now I'll pay you, once and for all !" he snarled, his lug,
irregular teoth showing like the fangs of a wolf. “I1 can get
on with the job without you; and Orme's chance has come,
teco !

He bent his knees, to hurl the lad yards away, as one
throws a weight, but he did not straighten himself. Instead,
he swayed, stumbled, and then pitched headlong, releasin
Bob to save himself. The lad fBH within a foot of him, an
rolled away. _ [ e

The Katirs shricked in their excitement. Ted’s voice rang
out. sharp and-insistent,

“Run,” Bob~now, now, whilst you've got the chance!” he
eried” “He can't follow yon. ,1've got him on the end of
the rope !”

Bob scrambled to his feet. He saw Faik trying to rise,

. a-foam at the mouth, his big, fishy eyes bloodshot with fury.

He saw Ted, four yards from him, helding on to the rope,
tugging at Faik's foot. FHe saw the Kaffirs clapping their
hands,; and thumping éne another in their joy. Thers wera
few of them who had not already felt the weight of thé
bully's list, and they were delighted to see him defied,

At one glance Bob took in all this. Then he raced away.
On-and on he ran, at first hearing clearly the sheuts of joy
and Faik's yells of baffled rage. Both ceased when he was
a hundred yards beyond the Fﬂ.ﬁt waggon. - He went at full
speed, and did not look back until he had covered fully half
a mile,

Then he saw that he was being followed. but enly by one
figure. The Kaffirs were not ip pursuit. Could it be Faik,
running so fast? The light was deceptive, as it usually is
on the wide veldt, but certainly the giant looked very small.
Still, Bob wonld leave nothing to chance, ard so he was
taking to his heels again when a voice hailed him,

“Hold on! Wait for me I

[t was Ted! Bob stood panting hard. Ted, even more
out of breath, camoe wp with a rush, and dropped to the

ground,

“Sakes! What a joke!"™ he gasped, half-stified, and still
spluttering with laughter he could not coitrol. * We got the
drop on 31-&‘: old ruffian fair! He was all céiled up in the

rope when I cleared off, but I heard him bawling for has
horse, Ile means tracking us down if he can.”

“¥You were splendid, Ted!” Bob said, in heartfell grati-
tude.  “But for you he would have killed me at the fnish,
[ couldn’t mike out why you were so quick to gct that rope.
But if he’s coming here, let us make for a donga. I saw
one as we came along this evening.”

Ted was on his feet in an instant, and they went off at a
long, steady trot. In a few minutes they were in the donga.
Not a moment too soon ! They heard the thud of horse-hoofs,
and, peeping out, saw Faik go thundering past

He rode back again before long, his face horrible with
rage  Up and down he galloped, and at last Lhe turned and
jogeed slowly towards the waggons.

“That's an end of it, Ted,” Bob said.
back !™

“Nor vet me!” sald Ted., “It's better to chanee our Tuck
T_ut hr-rn:r than to be flayved alive; though how we're going o
l“'En_ Sl R

“I saw to that for a hit, anyhow.” Bob ecut in. *I chucked
a lot of grub out of ene of the waggons, and a couple of
rifles. Are you a good shot ?”

“T might be a better one,” Ted replicd; “but I've had
some practice, anywav, At home, on the bogs, I've shot
grouse, and I've bowled over rabbits, and - - - But 1say ! Tiold
on a soeond ! Have a look at these papera, They fell out
of Faik’s pocket when T had him on the ground, awl I
clutched "em just as [ bolted.”

Boh locked at the papers whilst Ted went on talking.

“And did vou hear what he said when he went to dash
vour bramna out?’ he continued. *°Orme’s chance has come,
ton,” v said, Bob, that cur Orme sent you up here, meaning
to have you put out of the wav 1™

But Dab was not listenicg.,  He waz staving at one of the
IH]]:'""'!"!.

“Ted 7 he cried, and there was a touch of awe in his voiea,
“Now [ konow the job that Faik is on, This paper shows it,
Me's after treasure big tressure ! Great Scotr ! We'll go
for it: and some day we may be millionairea ™

( Auther grand, lang, thrilling fnstalment newt week .y
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“And I'm not going




