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READ ABOUT “THE BLACK MAN AT GREYFRIARS!”

(4 20,000-word school story full of intercst and thrills)
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PICKLE JAR AT SCHOOL !

English life.

Harry Wharton's
Wharton had saved his life; and Pickle Jar cannot forget the fact.
then a little later appears at Greyfriars. The African is a good fellow on the whole, but he has weird
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black Krooman remains loyal and true to his master,
He comes to England with the Famous Five, and

Read this amazing story.

In Africa

ideas of

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bound for England !

[ OMEWARD bound ! ro-
H marked Bob Cherry. “Jolly,
what 7"

The chums of the Greyfriars
Remove agreed that it was jolly. In-
deed, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh de-
clared that the jollyfulness was terrific.

Under a cloudless sky of blue, the
steamer throbbed on her way northward,
homeward bound from the West Coast
of Africa.

After their long sojourn on the Congo,
Harry Wharton & Co. were bound for:
England—and Greyfriars !

They had been through some wild
adventures, and terrible perils; but now
that all was over, they did not regret
that they had accompanied Captain
Corkran on his African expedition. But4
they were very keen to seo Greyfriars

again,

Billy Buuter, perhaps, was the
keenest of the party to walk once more
in the old quad. He was thinking

chiefly of the tuckshop in the corner
behind the elms. Often and often, under
the burning sun of Africa, had Bunter's
thoughts wandered to the school tuck-
shop, and dwelt in loving longing upon

jam-tarts and dough-nuts and cream-
puffs.

“T say, vou fellows,” said Bunter, as
he leaned back luxuriously in his deck-
chair, *‘just think of it!”

“England home and beauty!" =aid
Frank Nugent.

“And snow!"” said Johnn
“Real snow, after all this blesse
tropical heat!”

“Ripping ! said Harry Wharton.

“* After all, there’s no place like a
chap’s native land,"” said Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter getting
patriotic I exclaimed Bob, in astonish-
ment.

““Oh, really, Cherry! The more 1 see
of the world, the more I see what a jolly

Bull.
bicustly

place Enf;land is1” said Bunter. “OQut-
side England, there's practically nothing
fit to eat—-"

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Just think,” said Bunter drcamily,
“of real genuine British beef—-"

lloll!ri

“And mutton—" said Bunler.

“Hear, hear!"” grinned Bob Cherry.

“And then, the jam-tarts,” =aid
Bunter, blinking. at the chums of. the
Remove through his big spectacles.
“I've heard a lot of talk about the pro-
gress of civilisation in West Africa.

know T jolly well haven't seen a single
jam-tart there!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We'll have a terrific spread in the
Rag when we get back,” said Bunter.
“I'm going to stand treat to .all the
Remove. 1 expect that I shall find a
good many postal-orders -accumulated
while T've been away. Then there's the
ivory—we're getting a whack ‘in the
ivory that Corkran is taking home.
That will come to something.”

“You won't be able to blue the
plunder in the tuckshop, Bunter,” said
Harry Wharton, with a smile. “Our
whack is going to be handed over to our
parents or guardians to be taken care
of.’

“] shall object to that!” said Bunter
warmly. “But I've got other resources,
too! T'm going to sell my wonderful
parrot.”

“Worth
Nugent.

“A wonderful talking parrot is worth
a lot of money,” said Bunter.

“Your parrot doesu't talk.”

Bunter gave a fat wink.

“] can make him!” he answered.
“Didn’t I make the fetish talk in the
Congo village?  What's the good of
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being a ventriloquist if you can’t make a
parvat talk 2

“Well, you fat, spoofing bounder!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry indignantly.
“Let me catch you swindling !”

*Oh, really, Cherry!”

“The esteemed swindling Bunter will
be sat upon,” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Yah!”
joinder.,

In Bunter’s state-room below there
was a wire cage, confaining a green
parrot that the fat junior had brought
on board at.Lagos.

Why Bunter had bothered himself
with that parrot had been a mystery to
the juniors hitherto; certainly it was not
from affection for the bird. Having got
it on board, Bunter had taken no further
care of it; and certainly the green parrot
would not have survived the first two
days at sea had not the Co, locked after
feeding it.

No doubt the parrot could have been
taught to speak, more or less; but
?unter had not taken the trouble. Evi-

ently he was relying upon his weird gift
of ventriloquism 1n order to palm off the
parrot upon some unsuspicious purchaser.

But he realised now that if he was to

ake that profitable sale, it would have
to be at some time when his comrades
were not present.

.“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s your
Elddj' nigger, Harry!” ejaculated Bob

herry suddenly.

“l:harton glanced down to the lower

eck.

Pickle Jar, the Krooman, had come
up from below. The brawny black man,
clad only in calico shorts, was streaming
tvith Ferspiration after his spell in the
stoke-hole.

He looked up and caught Wharton’s
eye, and ducked his woolly head.

There was an expansive grin on
Pickle Jar's black face. Harry Wharton

ave him a smile and a nod from the

istance.

But Wharton was feeling a little
troubled, and he looked very thoughtful
when Pickle Jar disappeared from

si%)t.
ob Cherry glanced at his chum with
& grin,

“Pickle Jar will make rather a sensa-
tion at Greyfriars!” he remarked. And

e juniors chuckled at the idea.

“He can’t come to Greyfriars!” said
Wharton hastily,

‘He means to!” grinned Nugent.

“Hasn’t he said that he won't leave
Mass’ Harryi” chuckled Johnny Bull.
“"He's sticking to you like glue, old
El:ap. Why, he got his job as fireman on
0

was Bunter's elegant re-

ard this steamer, just to follow you
me,’
“I know!” said Harry. “But—"

The captain of the Remove looked
worried.

The black man’s faithful altachment

uched his heart, and he had a real
liking for Pickle Jar, the Krooman. But
what on earth was to be done with
Pickle Jar when the party arrived in
England, Wharton could not guess.

Captain Corkran came along the deck,
with a black cheroot between his teeth.
He paused to speak to the juniors, with
& smile on his tanned face.

“Glad to be homeward bound?” he
asked,

“ Yes, rather, sir |” answered Harry.

“The gladfulness is terrific, estecemed
sahib,” said Hurree Singh. “Only I
ahall be sorry to miss the excellent sun.

I am not looking fofward to the enowful |

December in ésteemed England.”

“I suppose you know that Pickle Jar
is on board, Wharton;” said Captain
Corkran,

“Yes, sir; I've seen him several
times,” said Harry, ““The poor chap is
set on coming home with me. He
doesn’t understand the difference
between Africa and England, of course.”

“You've made no plans about him?”

“No; I don't know what to do.”

Corkran nodded.

“I shall have to talk to him, and get
him to take a fireman’s job back to
Africa, when we land,” he said. **We'll
send him home with enough cash to buy
whole stacks of brass rods, and become
a millionaire on the Congo. That will
satisfy him.”

Wharton could only hope that the
captain was right, ut he had his
doubts; and the event was to prove that
his doubts were justified.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Home Again !

T was a cold, clear day when the
Greyfriars party landed at South-
ampton. The juniors breathed in
the clear cold air with deep satis-

faction—with the exception of Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh. In the trip to
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Africa the nabob had enjoyed chiefly the
heat. Now he was thickly clad, with a
fur-lined coat on outside his other’ gar-
ments, and still he shivered. Harry
Wharton & Co. went ashore without see-
ing Pickle Jar, and Harry was glad to
avoid a meeting. He trusted to Corkran
to send the devoted black man home safe
and satisfied. To poor Pickle Jar,
Wharton was Mass’ Harry, a person
who was to be followed and obeyed and
he had not the faintest conception of a
schoolboy’s life. It was impossible to
explain to him; and as the parting was
inevitable, Harry desired to avoid a
painful scene.

The night was passed in Southampton,
and the next morning the Greyiriars
juniors took a walk about the famous
seaport, before the time came to catch
the train for London. While Bunter was
putting in an extra couple of hours in
bed, the Famous Five sauntered about
the town, above Bar and below Bar; and
they were on the point of returning to
the hotel, when Dob Cherry uttered a
sudden exclamation.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Jar |”

“0Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Wharton, in
djsmay.

Pickle Jar presented a startling appear-
ance, as he came up to the Greyfriars

Good old Pickle

juniors, grinning. The black man of
the Congo felt the northern cold even
more keenly than Hurree Singh. Appar-
ently he had already expended most of
his available cash on clothing, and he
was wearing several overcoats one over
another. On his woolly head was a
brand-new silk hat, that shome in the
sun, and round his black neck, in place
of a collar, was a silken muffler of many
colours. Ile ducked his head to Wharton
and removed his shining topper with a
flourish.

“Me lib for find Mass" Harry!” he
said.

“Oh dear!” said Harry.

“Mass’ Harry glad to see old Pickle
Jar?’ inquired the Krooman anxiously.

“Oh, yes!"” said the captain of the
Remove. “But I thought you were
going back in the steamer, Pickle Jar.”

The Krooman shook his head.

“Lib for die with Mass' Harry,” he
answered.

“Don’t you find it jolly cold here?”
asked Bob.

Pickle Jar shivered,

“Bewry cold,” he answered.
sun! Me wish Mass' Harry lib for
Congo one-time with old Pickle Jar. If
Mass’ Harry no lib for Congo, Pickle
Jar stay 'long Mass' Harry, neber mind
cold.”

Wharton was deeply perplexed.

He simply could not utter a word to
wound the feelings of the simple Kroo-
man; yet how to get rid of him other-
wise was a mystery. Pickle Jar's man-
ner was that of a dog that had found
his master after a parting.

“Don’t you want to go back to the
Congo, Pickle Jar?” asked Hairy, after
a pause.

“'Long Mass’ Harry?"

“No, no! I shall never see the Congo
again.”

“ No leabe Mass’ Harry.”

The juniors walked on, leaving Whar-
ton to speak with the Krooman. Harry
Wharton's face was full of dismay. The
Krooman'’s black eyes watched him
narrowly.

“No want ole Pickle Jar?” he asked.:

“Yes, yes! But it's impossible,” said
Harry. “I am going back to school.”

“No sabbey school.”

“1 should not be allowed to take you
where I am going, Pickle Jar.”

““Mass’ Harry master.”

“I am not master,” said Harry,
smiling faintly. “Where I am going,
there are masters whom I must obey.”

The black man reflected a moment.

“All same ole Corkran?”’ he asked

“Well, something like that. I have
to obey orders.”

“ Me sabbey,” assented Pickle Jar. “All
right! You take me for one servant.”

“But we're not allowed to have ser-
vants,” said Harry, laughing in spite of
himself. “It's impoasihfe."

“S’pose dere are lions!”
Pickle Jar. ‘““S'pose dere snakes!
Pickle Jar keep watch.”

“Oh, my hat! There are no lions or
snakes in England.”

The. black man looked amazed.

“Golly!" he remarked.

({3 ND

suggested
Ole

“So iou see, old chap, you'd better
go back to your own country,” said
Harry. “ Captain Corkran will give you

as many brass rods as you like; you will
be a rich man on the Congo.”

“No want, Where you goi”

“Greyfriars School.”

“What Greyfriars?”

“Well, it’s a school,” said Harry.
“T'm afraid you wouldn't understand,

What about a tale with a swing and dash ? Try next week’s MAGNET !
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old fellow. There is a headmaster, whose
orders have to be obeyed.”

“Headmaster! All same headman on
Clongo?”’

“Well, something like a headman,”
said Harry. “Big chief.”

“Big (_.'fli{‘-f ober Mass' Harry?”

[ '&’es ”

“Ole Pickle Jar sabbey,” said the
black anan, with a nod of his woolly head
that nearly pitched off the new silk hat.
Pickle Jar clutched it, and set it 3t.rm%f}[lt
ipon his thick wool, and went on: *“Me
sabbey! All right! Me kill chief.”

“ What ?" gas])ed Wharton.

“Kill um,” said Pickle Jar innocently.
“Kill um, one-time, and Mass' Harry be
Big Chief in um place.”

'harton lovked blankly at the Kroo-
man.
_ “Oh, my hat!” he ejacilated. ““Pickle
Jar, old man, yon must go back to the
Congo. In “'!hile man’s country you
must not kill.”

“Xill enemy,” said Pickle Jar.

“No, no! You would be hanged.
Besides, it is wrong—"

*“Mass’ Harry angry if Pickle Jar kill

Bi‘g Chief?” asked the Krooman.

*Yes, yes, yes!”

“No kill. Lib for 'bey Mass’ Harry.
All same, me come Greyfriars 'long
Mass’ Harry.”

“1t's impossible, Pickle Jar. You

must go back to the Congo. Give me
your fin, old man; I must leave you now
or I shall be late”

“MNo want Pickle Jar come?”

“It can't .be done.”

Wharton .shook bands with the black
man and .hurried after. his friends. He
glanced back at the corner of the street,
and saw the Krooman standing whero he
had left him, like a black statue.

“ All serene?” asked Bob Cherry.

“] .think so,” said Harry. *“I think
I've made the poor fellow understand.
He suggested killing Dr, Locke, and
making me Head of Greyfriars.”

*“‘Hn, ha, ha!”

The lillmiurs returned to .their hotel;
and when they boarded the London
train, nothing was seen of Pickle Jar, the
Krooman. Wharton could only hope:
that the black man had realiséd that
what he wished was impossible, and that
he had gone on board the steamer again
for Afrjea. At the same time, he was
sorry enough to part with the faithful
fellow.

There were a couple of days in London
for the Greyfriars party, and in London
they parted with Captain Qorkran.

hen the express bore them down
through the green.countryside of Kent,

Glad enough were the juniors to see
the old familiar English countryside
again.

“Lourthield Junction!"” sang out the
porters’ voices at last.
“Here « we said DBob
Cherry.

“Courtfield Junction!
Friardale and Redelyffe.”

Harry Wharton & Co. changed for
Friardale. Tn the" local train, Billy
Bunter set his parrot-cage on the rack,
with a defiant ‘ﬂink at his.  comrades.
The bird did not loak very cheerful, pro-
bably feeling the change of climate. But
Bunter did not mind. So long as the
green parrot survived long enough to Le
sold, Billy Bunter would be satisfied.

From i‘durdaie Village the chums of
the Remove walked to Greyfriars, leav-
ing their baggage to be sent on. Bunter
did not leave the cage, however. It
swhng in his fat hand as they came out
of the station.

“I say, you fellows, which of you is

are again!”

Change for

carrying this parrot to the school?”
inquired Bunter.
“Echo answers, which?” grinned Bob.
“The whichfulness is lerrific, my
esteemead fat Bunler.”

“Slackers!” grunted Bunter. “Well,
I'll carry it.”
And half an hour later tho green

parrot from Africa was duly installed
211_ Study No. 7 in the Remove at Grey-
riars,

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Sold !

% HERE was quite a sensation in the

I Remove when the travellers
from the Congo arrived at the

old school. Great was the wel-

come the Famous Five received; and
even Billy Bunter received a_welcoming
smack on the shoulder from Peter Todd

which made him howl. TFor two or
three days the Famous Five had to
relate their adventures to dozens of

fellows. Even Coker of the Fifth con-
descended to come along to Study No. 1
to hear all about it. Skinner of the
Remove displayed a deep interest,
especially in the ivory, which he wanted
to see; but as the ivory tvas not to ke
spen, Skinner winked knowingly—in-
deed, Skinner spread a rumour that
the chums of the Remove hadn't
been to the Congo at al, but that an
acquaintance of his had seen them et
Southend-on-Sea at the time—which was
just like Skinner.

Harry Whatron & Co. told their tale
of adventurs modestly, when fellows
wanted to hear about it; but Bily
Bunter was much more expert than the

Greyfriara.

]

Famous Five at “lelling the tale.”
Bunter's expioils on the Congo were
wonderful, and they grew more wonder-
ful every day. Ie reluied how he had
stood up to yelling hordes of cannibals,
and quelled them wiih the power of his
cga— ow he had slain savage lions and
charging elephants—how he had saved
the lives of rll his comrades, one after
another, by taking terrific risks and dis-
playing unexampled courage. To ull of
which the R novites listened with wide
grins.  Somehow or anolher they did
not believe Bunter's yarns, at which the
Owl of the Remove waxed wrathy and
indignant. They did not even believe
that the green parrot had been given
to him by a native chief whose life he
had saved from the jaws of a erocodile,
though Bunter pointed io the parrot
itself as evidence,

Whenever Burler “spread ° himsel€
on the subjecl of his Congo adventures
the Remove fellows seenixl to be ell
doubting Thomases.

Neither did the juuiors swallow his
story of a “faithful nigger” who had
followed him all the way to England. In
that. yarn Bunter had coolly borrowed
Pickle Jar, the Krooman, as it were.

Wharton was thinking often about
Pickle Jar in ihe days after his return to
school. He did not expect to see the
deveted Krooman again, and he sup-
posed that Pickle Jar was on his way
back to Lagos er the Congo. Baut, after
his experience with the Krooman, ‘he
would hardly have been surprised to see
his grinning black face turn up, even zt
As the days passed, and
nothing was heard or seen of the black
man, however, Wharton was , relieved.
and dismissed the matter from his mind.

|
MJu (T CATTETA

Billy Bunter turned to the cage.
‘Polly ! What's the time?”’

“Polly ! Preity Polly ! '’ he said. “‘ Talk,

“Six o’clock !* cackled the parrot.

jumped. ** Great Jerusalem !’’ he exclaimed.
* Why, the blessed bird can tell the time ! ™

_ Fishy
He glanced at the study clock.
(»ee Chapter.3.)

You want real good thrillers ? Well, you'll always get them here !
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Meanwhile, the green parrot from
Lagos was installed in Study No.' 7,
somewhat to the discomfort of the
inmates of that study. The parrot did
not talk, but ha chattered and croaked
almost without cessation. Juniors were
not allowed to keep pets in their studies,
as a rule; but Mr. Quelch had made an
exception in favour of Bunter’s parrot,
temporarily. Billy Bunter had ex-
plained that he was so fond of that
parrot that he simply hadn't been able
to leave him behind in Africa. He for-
bore to mention that he had bought him
for sixpence at Lagos just before going
on board the steamer,

Peter Todd growled when the parrot
chattered during prep; and to Peter,
moreover, fell the task of feeding him.

Fisher T. Fish dropped into the study

up again next week crammed with the real goods !

him talk, and I'll go to two dollars.

after fea one day, when Bunter was |Let's hear him.”
alone there with the parrot. Fishy eyed “Polly wants sugar!” came from the
the parrot keenly, and Bunter eyed parrot. “You give Polly sugar! Where

Fishy,

hoping that he had found a

customer at last.

Fish.

“Talks?” said Fishy.
“Like anything,” said Bunter.

“Waal, let’s hear him,” said Fisher T.
“If he talks, I guess I could give

you a dollar.”

“That wonderful talking parrot for u

did you get that face? Is it a face?”

“Oh gum!” exclaimed Fisher T. Fish.
“My hat! Tll keep him in the study
and teach him to slang Bull and Field.
He, he, he! Two dollars, Bunter!”
“Three pounds!” said Bunter.
“Go and cat coke!”
““Make it ten bob!” said Bunter.
“Too cheap!” came from the parrot.

dollar I said Bunlﬂr warmly. “The | . Make it a pound !”

price is five poands™ R “Jerusalen  crickets!”  exclaimed
Can it!” said Fisher T: Fish | pigher T, Fish. *“Ain't he a marvel ?

derisively. Here's your ien hob 1”

“To an old pal, I'll. make it four——"
“Bury it!"” said Fishy.

And. Fisher T.
wonderful parrot

Fish carried off that
in  triumph, Billy
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S HEN the late Mr. Tom Watson
‘| was secretary of the Liverpool
1; club he once made this re-
¢ s mark: “My players are always
'b either at the top or the Lottom of .the

) League. They never do things by halves,
1' for they are either well UT or right
4 down,” And this remark, it may be
|' added, was almost literally true, for no

) team at present in first-class football has

had such a run of ups and downs. Just
now, of course, It is the turn of the
Liverpoob club to be up on top, and last
season they won the championship of the
First Divislon. What I3 more, they are,
at the time of writing, in such a position
and playing such good football that it is
suggested that they mn{ perform the
well-nigh unique feat of winning the
League two seasons in succession, This
Liverpool eclub is as old as some of
its competitors, and it had rather a
peculiar begioning. Away back in 1892
thera was a split In the camp of the
Everton club, which led some of the
organisers to form another team in
Liverpool. In those early days Everton
played at Anfleld, but  then Everton
moved to Goodison Park, to allow the
new side to stay on at the old Apfleld
ground. A band of skilfub players was

THE WONDERFUL STORY OF
LIVERPOOL CLUB—THE FAMOUS TEAM
WHICH MAKES THE SUBJECT OF OUR

FOOTBALLERS IN
THE LIMELIGHT!

LIVERPOOL F.C.

FREE REAL PHOTO.

THE

brought from Scotland, but at first the
efforts of the new club to get into the
top class were unsuccessful. However,
they were elected to the Second Division
in 1893, and .forthwith proceeded to
justify their ioclusion by winning pro-
motion to the First Division in their
opening season. In the first year the
Anfielders went through twenty-iwo
League matches without being defeated.
Since then they have indeed been a team
of ups and downs, Three times they
have d ded into the Second Division,
but each time they have wonm their way
back to the top class at the first
attempt, and they hold at least one
record which is without parallel in the
history of the game—that of winning the
Championship of the Second Division and
the Champiooship of the First Division
in successive seasons. And yet, however,
the name of this famous side is still
absent from the Loglish Cup, for,
although they got to the Final Tie in
1914, after a memorable Semi-final
vietory over Aston Villa, they were
eventually beaten by Burnley at the last
hurdle” In years gone by the manage-
ment of- the Liverpool club has always
been ready to spend much money to
secure the right sort of [footballing

material, but the present team, which is
the best, without doubt, by which the
club has ever been represented, is also
the cheapest—a big proportion of the
men wearing the colours in these days
being fellows who were obtained when
young. Probably no team at present
playlng boasts quite such an imposirg
number of players who have earned the
distinetion of playing in International
matches, and it s eloquent of the
strength of the side that at the present
moment there are three International
players—Lueas, Bamber, and Lacey—who
cannot find a regular place in the frst
eleven. Scott, the goalkeeper, has
played many times for Ireland, Long-
worth, the right full-back, Is an English
Iuternational, and his colleague,
McKinlay, the captain, has played for
Ireland.  Many people consider that
Bromilow is the best left half-hack in
the country, and forward there is the
deadly Chambers, who scored two goals
for Epgland against Ireland the other
week. The present Liverpool team is not
only very good, it is also about the
biggest, man for man, in the country.
And they are demonstrating week by
week that good hig ones are still better
than good little ones on the football field.
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Bunter’s fondness did not make him take
care of his beloved pet, and Peter could
not see the bird neglected. Tom Dutton,
being deaf, did not hear the parrot
screaming, and so he did not mind the
addition to the study; but Peter minded
a good deal, and he told Bunter about
twice a day that it was time the parrot
went, at the same time steadily declining
to buy him.
sum of five pouuds, which would have
shown rather & handsome profit on the
sixpence he had paid for the bird
Lagos.
talk as an inducement to Peter 1o buy
him ; but the only result of that was that
Peter took the Greyfriars ventriloguist

%

mediately, u
teceived for the parrot came from Fisher
T. Fish, the American junior.

Bunter asked the modest

at
Bunter even made the parrot

the collar, and sheok him forcibly,
ercupon the parrot ceased to talk im-
The first offer Bunter

“TI'd take three from you, Fishy, old
chap.’
“I1 guess not,” said Fisher T. Fish.
“And I kinder reckon I don't believe

the pesky bird can yaup at all.”

Bunter turned to the cage, that was

hanging before the study window.

encouragingly.
the time, Polly 1’

He glanced at the study clock.

“Polly !
“Talk, Polly|
“Bix o’clock ! cackled the parrot.
Fisher T. Fish jumped.
“Great Jerusalem !V

the blessed bird can tell the time !

wonderfully
“They know an awful lot.
bought him of—I—I mean, the native
king who presented him to me—told

“These  West African
intelligent,”

The man

]]3"'—’

X
“Can it 1" said Fisher T, Fish. ‘ Make

Pretty Polly!” said Bunter
What's

he exclauimed.
“ Why,

parrols  are
said Bunter.

head, and then started for the tuck

was sold also!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Awful for Fishy !

the study when Fisher T.
arrived there with his new
chase.

J

rot’s cage down on the table.
“What's that?”
Bull.
“I kinder guess il’s my parrot.”

1

New pals and old, meet Harry Wharton & Co. again next week ]
Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 774,

Bunter winked at the back of Fishy's

shop,

to catch Mrs. Mimble before she closed.
The green pavrot was sold at last,
Fisher 'I'. Fish, if he had only known it,

and

OHNNY BULL and Squiff were in

Fish
pur-

< . Both of them stared at the
American junior as he plumped the par-

demanded Johnny

“You're not keeping that clutlering,



Don’t make any mistake about it—next week’s issue is some number

noisy beast in this study!™ exclaimed
Squiff warmly.

“1 guess I'm selling him again soon!"”
explained Fisher T. Fish. “I've given
Bunter ten bob for him, and I calculate
I'll make something on the deal, the
way that parrot talks.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Johnny Bull.

“T don't sce where the cackle comes
in. It's simply a uonderl'ul bird,” said
Fisher T. Fish. “You give him sugar,
and he talks like a Dutch uncle. You
just listen to Inm.."

The American junior presented Polly
with a lump of sugar. The parvot
accepted the sugar, but did not talk. It
onlirl blinked solemnly at Fisher Tarleton
Fish with its round eyes.

“Talk, you blighter!” snapped Fishy-

Dead silence.

“You. rotten, obstinate, pesky mug-
wump, talk !” ye]led Fish;

*“Ha, .ha, ha!” howled Johnny Bull.
“He won’t talk unless Bunler's present.”

“Why-not?” demanded Fish.

‘“Because he can’t talk without a ven-
tnloqmat. in the room!”

a, ha, ha!” roared Squiff.

Fisher T. Fish jumped.

“A—a—a ventriloquist !” he ejacu-
lated. *“Oh, my hat! I'd forgoilen that
fat clam was a ventriloguist. Mean to

say he's been pulling my leg?”

%"M‘f dear ass, you were born to have
your leg pull i grinned Johnny Bull.
“ Bunter couldn’t have so]d him to any
other fellow in the Remove.”

Fisher T. Fish fairly gasped with in-
dignation.  Fishy prided himself upon
being sharp and keen and ecute, and
having his eye-teeth cut, as befitted a
galoot who had been “raised " in “Noo
Yark.” But it was evident that the
galoot from Noo Yark had been done
this time.

“I—I—I guess I'll make potato-scrap-
ings of hu:ﬂ " gasped Fisher T. Fish at
ja%t

He rushed from the study,
Johnny Bull and Squiff chortling. Peter
Todd was in Study No. 7 when Tish
rushed in, wild-eyed and breathless.

“Where’s Bunter?” shricked Fish.

“Eh? What's the rcw ?” asked Peler,
in astonishment.

“Bunter !" gasped Fish. “Ten hob—
parrol—sold—done—diddled! TI'm going
to scalp him! Where's Bunter ?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Where is he ?" roared Fisher T. Fish.

Without waiting for an answer, he
rushed away again. In the Remove pas-
sage he rushed into Hlarry Wharton and
Bob Cherry, who had just come upslaira.
There was a yell from the two juniors as
they went spinning.

“You silly ass—""

“What the thump——"

leaving

]i'liﬁhcr T. TFish reeled againsl the
wa.
“Seen Bunter?” he gasped. “Ie's

sold me a pup! He’ sold me that pesky
parrot! He’s pulled my leg!”

“Ila, ha, ha !"

"01, go and chop chips!" snarled
Fisher T, Fish. And he sped downstairs.

Lord Mauleverer was coming np, -and
Fisher T. Fish caught him by the
shoulder on the lower landing.

“Seen Bunter?” he howled.

“Yt’lﬂs!”

“Where is 11‘.“?"

“Don’t know.’

“¥You mugwump, you know where he
is if you've seen him!” raved Fish.

His lordship shook his head.

“How should I know?” he asked.
“Tt's hours since I've seen him. I saw
him at dinner, old bean.”

“You silly jay!”

Up to more * stunts’ next week !

man’s powerful arms.

A roar of rage burst from Pickle Jar, and he made a jump at Ponsonby; and in

a second the Higheliffe junior was swinging in the air, grasped in the black

** You laugh at Pickle Jar ? *” exclaimed the Krooman,
(See Chapter 5.)

Fisher T. Fish rushed on, leaving
I.ord Mauleverer staring. The American
junior_did not stop to make any more
mquiries. Ile sped out into the quad,
and headed for the school shop.

That was Bunter's most probable
deslination when he had any money.
Visher T. Fish rushed wild-eyed into the
{uckshop, quite stariling Mrs. Mimble.
The Owl of the Remove was not to be

seen.

“Bunler!” gasped Fishy.

“Heaven bless us!” exclaimed Mrs.
Mimble. *“What is the matter, Master
Fish 1"

“Bunter—has Bunter been here?"

“Yes, certainly. e has been gone
only a few minutes.”

“Did he spend any moncv"

“Yes, a ton shilling note.’

“All of it 7" rasped Fish.

“There was a halfpenny change.”
Fisher T. Fish clung to the counter
for support, and groaned. To part with
a shilling was, to Fishy, something like
visiting the dentist. And he had parted
with ten shillings !

It was like the extraction
teeth, one after another, to IFisher T.
Fish. ¥For a moment or two he was
overwhelmed, and he could only groan,
while Mrs. Mimble gazed at him in
astonishmenl.

“Are you ill, Master Fish?®"

claimed.

Nope! I say, Bunler can't
have gobbled all that tuck in a few
mimtes-—even DBunter! Did he take it
away with him?” gasped Fish.

“Yes; I lent him a basket.”
Fisher T. Fish ground his teeth.
Fvidently Bunier had expected the pur-

of ten

she ex-

chaser of the wonderful parrot to

“tumble ” to the real facts, and had
taken his precautions.
““-"hich way did he go?" gurgled

g 1 really do not know.”

“0Oh erikey!”

Fisher T. Fish staggered. rather than
walked, from the tuckshop. But he did
not give up hope yet. Ilis ten shillings
were gone beyond recovery, but there
was still the tuck, if that could be re-
covered. Tven Bunter could not have
disposed of so much internally vet.

Through the dusky quad Fishy sought
for Bunter, but found hini not. He re-
turned to the School Iouse, and sought
the Owl of the Remocve up and down
the passages and in the Common-room
and in the studies. DBut William George
Bunter was not to be found.

Evidently the fat junior had vetired {o
some secrel recess, there to devour his
ey al his leisure, liks the crocodiles he
La:l seen an the Congo.

Fisher T. Tish almost wept.

“Ten shillings!” bhe murmured, in
anguish.  “Two dollars'n a half! Oh,
Jerusalem ! T'll sealp him! T'll burat
him !

But it was not till the hour for prep
that Fisher T. Fish suecveded in finding
Bunter in Study No. 7. Ihlly Bunter
had {o turn up ihewe for prep, and he sat
at the lnh'l(- with a fat and shiny look,
Loy mg with his prep.

Ten shillings' worth of tuck in a lump
mndc ‘William George Dunter  disin-
clined for work.

Ho blinked round in alarm when
Fisher T. Fish came in. Fishy had a
cricket-stump in his hand.

“Ten bob!"™ roared Fisher 1. Fish,
fixing a basilisk eye on Bunter

Keep your eyes on the Greyfriars Chums !

TuE MaGyET Lisraky.—No. 774,
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“ You Big Chief ? ** asked Pickle Jar, raising his silk hat to the astonished
Mr. Quelch. *‘Me Pickle Jar, son of Brass Pan. Me lib for find Mass’ Harry,

Mass’ Harry him here ? *

(Yes Chapter 6.)

“0Oh, veally, Fishy—"

“Ten bob 1" shrieked Fish.

“What on earth’s the row?”
nianded Peter Todd.

“He's sold me a talking parrot that
don’t talk——"

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥ou can cackle!” roared Fisher T.

de-

Fish. “I guess I'm having my dollars
back—two dollars’n a half! Some!”
“If you're not satisfied with the

parrot, I shall certainly return your
money, Fishy!"” raid Bunter, ith
dignity,

“You'd hetter, you fat spoofer!” said

ater,

Fisher T. Fish held out a bony hand,

“Mcney talks!” he snapped. * Bhell
out the dust.,”

“I happen to be short of money for
the moment,” said Bunter. “I'm ex-
pectling a postal-order to-morrow——"

“What?"” shrieked Fish.
" Postal-order.”
“ You—you—you—""

“From one of my title relations,” ex-
plained Bunter. “When it comes, I'll
return the trifling sum immediately.
Until then, I decline to hear anything
more of the matter,”

Fisher 1. Fish gared at Bunter with
a wolfish look. If he had to wait for
his money until Bunter's celebrated
postal-order arrived, he was not likely
to have his claim settled in a hurry, that
was certain, But it was evident that the
{en shillings were gone. Fisher T. Fish
seemed to be past speech, The wrath
of Achilles, to Greece the diveful spring
of woes unnumbered, was simply o joke
to the wrath of Fisher Tarleton Fisfl at
that moment. For a moment or two

Catch on, you chaps !
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he g_lared at Bunier, and then he jumped

at him,

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yooop!” roared Bunter. “Help!
Rescue! Murder! Fire! Whoop!”

Billy Bunter fled wildly round the
study table, with Fisher T. Fish in rag-
ing pursuit. The cricket stump did
great execution.

‘““Help!" yelled Bunter. “Toddy, you
beast—turn him out! Yarooop! Stand
by an old pal, old fellow—whooooop !”

‘“Not at all,” said Toddy cheerfully.
“If you swindle a chap, that’s what you

want! Give him some more, Fishy.”
“I guess I'll burst him!"” gasped
Fisher T. Fish.
“Yooop! Whooop! Mmmmmmm !

Yow-ow-woooop |

Billy Bunter fairly fled from the study,
and Fisher T. Fish raged down the
Remove passage after him. For the
next ten minutes William George
Bunter’s carcer was crammed with ex-
citement. It was not till he was ex-
hausted that Fisher T. Fish gave up the
chase; and by that time Billy Bunter
was more than exhausted. He dodged
hack into Study No. 7 at last, and sank
on the ocarpet, spluttering. Fisher T.
IEish glared into the doorway after
11001

“I guess I'm going to give you the
same every day till you shell out of
durocks!” ﬁo gasped.

“Yow-ow-ow !"

And with that threat he limped away.
He came back into Study No. 14 breath-
less and tired out, and Johnny Bull and
Squiff greeted him with cheerﬁtl grins,

"1 guess I've taken it out of his
hide !” gasped Fisher T. Fish, hurling

the stump into a corner, ‘' But—bul "—
Fisher I Fish groaned—“but the
money’s gone! Ten bob, you know! I
caleulate I reckoned I was going to rope
in a profit on that parrot! Two
dollars’n a half! Gonel”

And Fisher T. Fish almost broke down
and wept.

[R—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Black Man !

“w ¥ only hat!” ejaculated
M -Skinner.
He paused and stared.

It was a half-holiday at
Greyfriars, a week or so after the return
of Harry Wharton & Co. Skinner was
strolling along the road towards Court-
field, when a startling sight met his
surprised gaze.

A brawny, powerful-looking black
man was coming along the road. Black
men were uncommon enough in that
quiet corner of Kent, to attract a second
glance. But this black man was strik-
ing in other respects.

He wore an ecnormous overcoat of
bright blue, with brass buttons. Roun?
his brawny neck was a thick muffler o
red and yellow stripes. On his woally
head was a tall hat. Below the over-
coat were revealed trousers of a bright
and cheery green check.

Skinner blinked at him, wondering
how this amazing merchant had got
through Courtfield without a mob
following at his heels.

The big black man stared about him
as he came on, and his glance lighted
on Skinner. He came up to Skinner,

With a broad grin that showed a
magnificent array of white, gleaming
teeth, he ducked his woolly head to the
junior, and raised his shining hat in
salute.

“My word!” murmured Skinner,
“What a giddy merchant! Hallo,
Snowball !

“Lib for Greyfriars|” said the black
man,

“What 7

“You sabbey?”

Skinner blinked. He had never heard
the Coast English of West Africa
spoken before, and it was rather a pro-
blem to him

“Can’t you speak English?" asked
Skinner.

“Me speak! Speak English all same
white man. Lib for Greyfriars? You
sabbey Greyfriars?”

“Babbey !"” murmured Skinner, “Oh,
savvy—l see! Yes, old tulip, I savvy

Gre%‘{riarsl I belong to Greyfriars.”
“You b'long, all same ’long Mass’
Harry 7"

“My only hat!” ejaculated Skinner.
“Mass’ Harry? Do you meen
Wharton 7"

The black man nodded vigorously,
evidently delighted at being understood.

“Wharton! Yes; Mass’ Harry!” he
said. *“Me lib for find Mass’® Harry.
You sabbey?”

Skinner whistled,

Skinner, who never believed anything
if he could help it, had certainly never
believed in the *faithful nigger.’! Ho
realised now that Pickle Jar, the Kroo-
man, had a real existence. He stared
blankly at the black man,

“You're the giddy cannibal?” he
asked.

Pickle Jar frowned.

“No cannibal! Me good Coast boy,”

he said quickly. “Xrooman! One-lime

Next week’s Greyfriars tale’s a rare treat !
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boatswain on Porfugee ship! Sabbey?
Lib for find Muss’ ITarry! You know?”
“Ob, yes, I know him!” grinned
Skinner.
“You take ole Pickle Jar to Mass'
Harry 1"

Skinner chuckled. He could imagine
the sensation that would be caused at
Greyfriars by the arrival of the Kroo-
man. That arrival was likely to dismay
the captain of the Remove; for which
reason the amiable Skinner decided at
once to be the black man’s guide to the
school,

“My dear chap, I'll show you the
way with pleasure,” said Skinner.

“Pickle Jar tank you.”

“Pickle Jar! What a name!” mur-
mured Skinner. “Come on! Mass’
Harry’s at home now, and he'll be de-
lighted to see you—I don't think!”
added Skinner under his breath.

“Me come one-time.”

“Oh, gad!: Who's yowr friend,
Skinner?” called out the voice of Cecil
Ponsonby, of Highcliffe. Ponsonby and
Gadsby, of the Highcliffe Fourth, came
out into the road by the path across the
common, They stopped to stare at the
black man, and grin, and Ponsonby ex-
tracted an eyeglass fromn his pocket and
adjusted it in his eye to take a second
stare.

“No friend of mine,” growled
Skinner. *This blessed nigger has come
along asking for Wharten.”

“What a picture!” said Pounsonby.

“Is hegoing to give a performance ?”

inquired Gadsby. “ By Jove, he'd bring
down any house in that outfit.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Pickle Jar stared at the Higheliflians.
The good-natured grin died off his black
face, as he realised that the two well-
dressed fellows were making fun of him.
A very ugly look replaced it. Pickle
Jar, the Izroumun, was devoted to
Harry Wharton, and Mass’ Harry's word
was law to him. But otherwise he was
still the primitive West African savage;
and Pon and Gaddy, if they had only
known it, were waking up a very dan--
gerous customer.

“Where did you get that complexion,
old bean?’ asked Gadsby.

¥ No sabbey.”

“Is that Joseph's coat you've got
on?" asked Ponsonby.

“Pickle Jar no sabbey.”

“It's the giddy coat of many colours,”
chuckled Gadsby. “What an outfit!
What's your name, darkie?’

“Krooman name Pickle Jar:"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the
clifians.

“No laugh at Pickle Jar!" said the
Krooman, with a dangerous gleam in his
big black eyes.

Porsonby, in the exuberance of his
spirits, tilled the black man’s hat, and
the shining topper rolled in the dust on
the high-road.

The result of that action was a sur-
prise to the dandy of Highcliffe.

A roar of rage burst from the Kroo-
man, and he made a_jump at Pensonby,
and in a second the Highcliffe junior was
swinging in the air, grasped in the black
man's powerful arms,

Gadsby and Skinner jumped back in
terror.

Ponsonby was not laughing now. His
heart almosi stopped bealing with fear
as he swept the air, with earth and sky
spinning round him.

“Ielp!” shrieked Ponsonby,

“Oh gad!” gasped Gadsby. with a
chalky face. “Oh crikey!"

“Help!”

High-

“You laugh at Pickle Jar?’ ex-

claimed the Krooman.

“Put him down!”
“It was—was only a
heavens!"”

““Mass’ Ilarry say no kill in white
man’s country!” said Pickle Jar. And
he tossed Ponsonby into the hedge,

There was a crash in ihe thicket as
the Higheliffe junior landed there. e
rolled on the grass of the common,
scared almost out of his senses. Gadsby
was already in flight, sireaking away
-across the common st top speed. e
had had more than enough of chipping
the strange black man.

Ponsonby staggered to his feet, his
teeth chattering. Without a word, he
fled after Gadsby.

Pickle Jar, his good humour restored
as suddenly as it had left him, picked up
his silk hat, and brushed it with his
sleeve. Skinner was running in the
direction of Greyfriars, and the Kroo-
man called after him:

“No run! No hurt!”

Skinner did not heed.

That sudden blaze of ferocity in the
black man had scared him as much as it
had scared the Highcliffians. Ile ran as
if for his life.

“You stop!” shouted Pickle Jar. “ You
lib for show me where find Mass’
Harry.”

Skinner tore on., Tut the Krooman,
having found a guide to Mass’ Harry,
was nol inclined to lese him, Ile ran
in pursuii of Skinner.

Skinner almost fainted with fear as
he heard the heavy footsteps of the black
man thundering behind Lim,

gasped Skinner.
joke! Good

There was a quarler of a mile of de-
serted road in front of Skinner before he
could reach Greyfriars and safety. He
ran as he had never run before. Just
then Skinner certainly looked as if he
could have won the mile at the school
sports. Ilis feet seemed scarcely to
touch the ground as he fled, with while
fuce and gasping Lreath.

Fast on his track came the Krooman,

Rapid as Skinrer was, the active black
man was faster, and, but for the fact
that Pickie Jar had to stop now and
then to secure his magnificent silk hat on
his woolly lhead, Skianer would have
been caught.

As it was Skinner reacked the school
rates, panling and exhausted, about six
yards ahead of the Krooman.

He rushed in, breathless, and yelled
to Gosling as he passed.

“Shut the gates! Help! Ow!”

“My heye!” ejuculated the
porter.

Skinner reeled on lowards the School
House, and Gosling, after a blank stare
ab him, glanced at the gateway., He
almost fell down at the sight of a brawny
black man in strange attire thundering
in at the gates after Skinner.

It was Gosling's duty to see that un-
desirable characlers did not onter the
piecinets of the school. DBut Gosling
forgot his duty at the sight of the
brawny black man,

Ile made a single jump into his lodge,

Slam !

The slam of ths door was followed by
the shooting of (he bolt.

And Pickle Jur, the Krooman, thun-
dered on across the quadrangle in full
pursuit of the fleeing Skinner.

school

¢ Big Chief let ole Pickle Jar stay 'long Mass® Harry ? ** said Pickle Jar,
the black man dropped on his hands and knees.
his respect for the Big Chief of Wharton’s tribe.

And
It was his way of showing
(See Chapter 8.)

The most famous and most popular schoolboys in fiction !
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THE SIXTH CHAPTE
A Startling Arrival !

6 ELP!
I—i Skinner saggered up the
: steps of the Sehool House and

vected i, The great door
stood wide opan, as always on half-hali-
days. Harry Wharion & Co. and most
of the Remove fellows were on the foot-
ball-gronnd. Skinner reeled into the
House aml Jdraveed at the door,

Mre. Quelch came harryving out of his
study with a startled Tace,

“Skinner, what——"

“elp e with the door, siv!” pgnted
Skinner. “There's o black eannibal

ir! He's nearly killed
Ielp!™

sonl !

“Bloss my
The Remove masier loeked ocut inlo
the quad. Pickle Jar, the Krooman, was
Leading for tha 8Bchool [Mouse full pelt.
On all sides Grevlviars fellows were star-

ing al him in wonder. Beared fags
dashed oul of his way—even Coker of
the Fifth backed off the path in a hurry
as the Krooman came thundering along.

“Shut  tha  deor, sir!”  shrieked
Skinner. ‘“Wa chall all he murdered 1”
“Nonsensa !” snapped  Mr., Quelch,

“Leave the door alone at once, Skinner,
Who iz this man?”

“A—a mad eannibal, sir——'

“Nonsense !

Pickle Jar reached the stens of the
School House and came up. "There was
a buzz of veices from the crowd of fellows
gathering in the quad and staring at
the black man.

Mr. Quelch stood in the doorway te
bar the entrance of the Krooman. His
heart  was  beating rather painfully,
though his manner was cold and ealm.
For the brewny Krooman could have

icked up the Ilomove master with oné

and and tossed him over his head had

the spirvit moved him {o do so. Dut
there was a quiet courage hidden under
the scholarly exierior of the master of
the Remove. and his hand was raised
commandingly as the Krooman reached
the top of the stops.

“Siop !

Pickle Jar stopped.

Skinner was fleeing desperately up the
stairs, yelling to all the fellows he passed
to look out. But Pickla Jar was not
looking ferocious. Evidently he recog-
nised Mr. Quelch as a person in author-
ity, and he stopped at the word of com-
mand. ducked his woolly head, and raised
his =ilk hat,

“You Big Chiel?"” he asked.

“Wha-a-at?"

Pickle Jar waved a hig black hand,
indicating Greviriars,

“DNis Groyfriars?” he asked.

“Yes—yes, certainly! This is Grey-
friars School,” said the Remove master,

“Who are you? What do yon want?”?

“Mae DPickle Jar.”

“Bless my sonl!
that is your name?”

“Me Pickle Jav, son of Brass Pan,”
said the rooman. “Mo lib for find
Mass' Harry. Mass’ Harry, Lim here.”

“Oh ! exclaimed Mr, Quelch,

He undersiood now.  Ile remembered
now the name of Pickla Jar, which
Wharton had mentioned in a talk with
his Form master after his return from
the Coungo.

“Me good boy!" said the Krooman
reassuringly. **No kill in while man’s
conniry.”

“Wha-a-at "

“Mass" Harey say so. Me lib for 'bey
Maes' Harry! Him iaster 1"

]

Do you mean that

“Bless my coul 1"

“Mass’ Harry say him 'beg Big (hief
at Greviriars,” said the Krooman, *“Yon
Big Chief #?

*=I—1—" Alv. Quelch hardly
knew what to answer. ** My-—my goaod
man, you should not have cor e !

“Lib for serve Mass' IHarry,” said the
Krooman simply, ““Me tink him glad sec
cle Pickle Jar. Me walk many day. Me
ask white man whers find Greyfriars.
Pickle Jar berry cold! No care! Find
Mass' Tlurry,”

“Upon my word ! said My, Quelch.

A dozen juniors were slaring over the
hanisters at the Krooman. Billy Bou-
ler's fat face and big spectacles came
into view.

“That's the chap!” exclaimed Bunier.
“That's my faithful nigger!”

Rilly Bunter rollad down the staircase.
Pickle Jar looked at him as he came into
view and grinned.

“Little fat Bunter!” he said  “'Mem-
ber ole Pickle Jar?”

There was a chuckle from the juniors
on the stairs. Pickle Jar's greeting did
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rot bear out Bunter's description of him
as a faithful nigger,

“You—you know this—this
Bunter " exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir!” grinned Bunter. “This is
the nigger who was on the Congo with
us, sir. Devoted to me, sir. My faithiul
follower, sir.”

“No troof ! said Pickle Jar.

“What " exclaimed Bunter.

“No troof ! Me kick little fat Bunier
on Congo.”

“Ha, ha, ha!’
Case.

“Me szerve Mass' Harry!
Bunter no good!”

“Look here, you checky nigger-—
reared PBuntor.

“Silence, Bunler!” said Mr, Queleh.
“My—my good man, you-—you appeay
to hava Laui a long journcy; you mnay
eome in and rest. Pray take a scat.”

He indicated the ook settee, hut
Pickle Jar hesitated.

“No sit down in presence Big Chief "
he said.

“My good man, pray rest yoursell,
and—and we will see what 15 to he
done,’ said the puzzled Remove master.

“Pickle Jar sit on floor.”

puerson,

came {rom the stair-

Little Fat

-upon

Clear the way, there! Superb new stories coming along!

“Bless my soul 1¥

The Kreoman sat on the floor, close
to the five that burned checrily in the
hall. Tts warmth was evidently grate-
ful and comforting to the black man
from the tropies,

“Bunter, go and find Wharton, and
ask him to come here at once!” said
Mr. Quelch.

Aml Thwier, with a scowl at the
blick man, went. The faithful nigger,
unexpeciedly, had arrived; but it was
nmmly too c¢lear now that he wasn't Billy
Bunter’s faithful nigger.

And Mr. Quelch, leaving the black
man hugging the fire. repaired to the
Head's stndy, to consult with Dr. Locke
this  extraordinary happening.
And when he was,gone, the Greyfriars
fellows gathered in the hall in a buzzin
crowd, to look at the black man, an
ask him questions; and even Skinner
came along, realising at last that there
was no «anger. Meanwhile, Billy
Buntcr rvolled down {o the football-field
with the startling news for Harry Whar-
ton ihat the black man from the Congo
had arrived,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Loder Asks For It!

¢ SAY, you fellows—7
I “Ulear off, Bunter!"
“1 say
“8hut up!™
The Remove footballers were busy.
Harry Wharton had picked up sides for
a practice match; and all the Famous
Five were thoroughly enjoying the game.
Billy Bunter ran on the field, and
received shouts on all sides from the
fooiballers,
“You're wanted!"” spluttered Bunter
to the captain of the Remove.
of 17

“Old Quelchy—7
“ Look hera, has Quelchy sent you for

me " exclaimed the captain of the
Remove angrily, grasping Bunter by
the collar and shaking him.

“hw, wow, yow! Yes!”

“What's up, then??

“That nigger -—"

“What "

“That votten eannibal—"" spluttered
Bunter.

Fvidenile, in Bunter's estimation,
Pickle was no longer a faithful
nigger.

“What is the fat idiot talking
uboui ™ exelaimed Johnny DBull impa-
tienily.

o YBlessed if 1 know,”™ said Wharton
1 wondar.
“That eannibal--—

"

shricked Bunter,

~ “What  cannibal,  yeu  blithering
idiot 77
“ Pickle Jar—--"

ALY TR

YHe's eame 1" gasped Tunter,

“0h, my hat!?

The eaptain of the Remove released
Ponici’s collar. Tle stared blankly at
ihe fat owl,

“Pickle Jar! Ilere I he stuttered.

Yoz, here I howlad Bunter savagely.

“He's murdored Pousonby of High-
elilfe —"

“Whai 1™ <houted all the footballers
together,

* A nearly Lilled Skinner——7

“Tmpassible 1 gasped Wharton,

“Aid Mr. Queleli has sent for you
to keep him quiet till the bohbies come 1™
said Dunter,

Harry Wharton's eolour changed. ITo
ran off the ficld at once, eaught up his

Frank Richards makes things hum in next weel’s hreezy story !
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coat and muffler, and put theam on as
he raced towards the School House.

Billy Bunter stared after him breath-
lessly. The football stopped by common
consent; Bunter's news had startled all
the fellows. Bob Cherry followed the
Owl of the Remove off the field, and
took him by a fat ear with a finger and
thumb that gripped like a vice.

“Is Pickle Jar really here, you fat
fiaud 7" he asked.

“Ow! Wow! Yes! Leggo!”

“Has he really hurt Ponsonby and
Skinner 2"

“Killed them!” howled Bunter. *I
think he's eaten Ponsonby. Skinner's
dying at this minute !

“You fat villain!” gasped Bob.

“Yow-ow-ow !

Bunter jerked himself away and fled.
In a stale of great anxiety, the chums
of the Remove hurried to the School
House. There was no doubt in their
minds that Bunter had exaggerated, in
his usual style; but they were very
apprehensive as to what the black man
from the Congo might have done. It
was very doubtful whether the black man
would remember always to behave him-
self now that he was in the white man’s
country,

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton had
reached the School House at top speed.
He came in breathlessly, to find Pickle
Jar squatted before the fire, surrounded
by a buzzing crowd of Greyfriars fel-
lows, senior and junior.

Pickle Jar jumped up at the sight of
him. He grinned all over hig black face,
with a flash of sparkling tecth.

“Mass’ Harry !” he exclaimed. “Ole
Pickle Jar lib for find Mas<s’ Harry.
No leabe Mass' Harry 'gin!”

The black man dropped on his knees
hefore the captain of the Remove, took
Wharton's hand, and pressed it to his
forehead, the Greyfriars crowd staring
on blankly during that ceremony. There
was a chuckle from some of the fags.

“Get up, old chap!"” said Wharton,
colouring.  “Pickle Jar, old man, you
shouldn't have come here!"

“Mass’ Harry no glad see ole Pickle
Jar?"” asked the Krooman, his face

fa]llYg

es, yes; of course! But—-"
“What the thump is that nigger doing

here?” Loder of the Sixth came along,

and he stopped to stare rudely at the

Krooman. ‘““ You've brought that Christy

Minstrel into the house, Wharton 1"

“He came to see me,” said Harry
shortly.

“Well,
Loder.
by it?
uhat"
ton!”

o ’\h Quelch knows—""

That's enough! Hold out your
lum:l L

The bully of the Sixth let his ash-
plant slip into his hand. Harry Wharton
looked at him steadily, but did not obey
the prefect’s order.

“Do_you hear me, Wharton?"” thun-
dered Loder.

“Look here, Loder—"

Loder raised the cane, as if to ent the
junior across the shoulders. That was
enough for Pickle Jar.

With a_deep gm\\I
sprang at Loder.

Before he knew what was happening,
the cane was wrenched from Loder's
hand, and he went with a crash to the
floor on his back. The brawny knee of
the black man was planted on {m chest;
two sinewy hands held LLoder down as

of all the cheek!” exclaimed
“What the thump do you mean
Is he a minstrel, or a tramp, or
I shall cane you for this, Whar-

the Krooman

Be sure you get the 1923 ¢ Hohda_v Annual ” |

easily as if he had been a baby. White
with terror and rage, Loder of the Sixth
]s;ared up at the black man who gripped
1101,

Pickle Jar glanced inquiringly at
Wharton.
“Kill um?"” he asked.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Rather a Problem !

“ ILL um!”?
Pickle Jar asked that ques-

tion with cheerful ealmness.
There was a buzz of amazement
and alarm from the Greyfriars crowd.
Harry Wharton stood for a moment
transfixed.
“Help!” panted Loder. “Help!
Drag him off !
Coker of the Fifth made a movement
forward. The Krooman turned a look
of such ferocity upon him that IHorace

Coker jumped back very hastily.
“Pickle Jar!” pasped Wharton.
“Lib for kill um?" asked the Kroo-

man.

“Let him alone at once.”

“Him beat Mass’ Harry. You let
Pickle Jar kill um,” urged the Krooman.

Wharton caught the Krooman by the
shoulder.

His strength would have been as
nothing against that of the powerful
black man; but Pickle Jar yielded at
once.

“Let him alone!” panted Harry.

He dragged the Krooman away from
the terrified prefect. Loder of the Sixth
still sprawled breathless on the foor.

“My only hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry. “You'll have to keep your
giddy nigger muzzled, Harry.”

Loder staggered up.

He was still white, and very much
shaken. He gave Wharton a bitter look,
but did not carry the argument any
further. He backed away through the
crowd and disappeared, evidently only
anxious to get to a safe distance from

| the black man.

Mr. Quelch came back at that moment,
looking very grave.

“You will bring your—your friend to
Dr. Locke's study, Wharton,” he =aid.
“The HMead will see him.”

“Yes, sir!” murmured Wharlon.

He tapped Pickle Jar on the arm.

“Come with me, old chap,"” he =aid,

“and behave yourself. You're going to
see the Big Chief.”

“Big chief of Mass’ ITarry's tribe?”
asked the Krooman.

“Oh, my hat! In a way, yes.
on.”

“Me come.”

Harry Wharton followed the Remove
master, and the Krooman followed
Wharton. They left the Greylriars fel-
lows in a buzz behind them, Pickle Jar,
at first sight, had seemed like a figure of
fun to the juniors; but his outbreak to-
wards Loder was alarming enough.

Come

Various Stages in the Lives of Greyfriars Celebrities.
No. 5.—HORACE COKER.
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Nobody wanted to be very near the big
Krooman if he had another savage out-
break

But there was nothing savage in the

Krooman’s looks as he entered the
Head's study with Wharton and Mr.
Quelch.

His broad black face was grinning
ﬁood-]lumoul‘ediy. Wharton signed to

im to remove lis hat, and the Krooman
took off the shining topper. The grin
faded from the black face as Pickle Jar
found himself face to face with the Big
Chief of Greyiriars.

Dr. Lacke, sitting erect at his writing-
table, with his silver hair and clean-cut
features, was an imposing figure, and
the black man was awed.

“Ah! This is the—the
Dr. Locke.

“That is the man, sir,” said Mr.
Quelch.  *““His name is Pickle Jar—a
most_extraordinary name.”

“Very extraordmary indeed,” said the
Head. *'Is it possible, Wharton, that
this coloured gentleman’s name really is
Pickle Jar?”

Wharton smiled faintly.

Dr. Locke was a mine of knowledge—

NEXT WEEK’S
FREE REAL PHOTO—

man ?" said

he knew half a dozen languages, and he
knew all about the ancient world, and a
good deal about the modern; but his
acquaintance with the manners and cus-
toms of the West Coast of Africa was
decidedly limited. On that- subjeet, 1he
captain of the Remove was able to give
him information, since his trip to the
Congo.

“Yee, =sir,” said Harry.
blacks have very odd numes. They pick
them up from the white men. His name
is Pickle Jar, and he’s told me that his
father's name was Brass Pan. [ came
across Kroomen out there named Cream
Jug and Fried Onions,”

“Extraordinary ! exclaimed
Head.

He blinked at the Krooman over his
gold-rimmed glasses.

“Does he speak English?” he asked.

“Coast English, sir,” said Harry,

“Me speck,” said Pickle Jar. “Lib
for speak Euglish all same long of white
man.”

“ Bless my sounl!”

“Me serve Mass’ Harry on Congo,”
said the Krooman. ‘‘Me bérry glad see
Big Chief of Mass’ ITarry's tribe.  Big
Chief let ole Pickle Jar stay 'long Mass’
Harry.”

“Dear me " said the Head.

Pickle Jar, evidently by way of show-
ing his respect for the Big Chief of
Wharton's tribe, dropped on his hands
and  knees, and approached the
astonished HMead in that attitude. Ie
took the doctor’s right hand and pressed
it to his black forehead.

Dr. Locke seemed petrified for some
moments.

“It’s ouly his way, sir,” said Wharton
hastily. “Ile mieans to show respect.
He—he thinks you are chief of the tribe
—he takes the Greyfriars chaps for my
tribe.”

“Bless
faintly.

"Uran my word!™ murmured Mr.
Quelch.

Wharton signed to the black man to

g “The Coast

the

my soul!” said the Head

On the ball, Greyfriars !
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rise. Tickle Jar stood erect, with his
silk hat in his big black hands.

“But what is the man’s object in com-
ing here, Wharton?"” asked the Head.

“He doesn’'t understand, sir,” said
Harry ruefully. *“He wants to stay with
me in England.”

* Extraordinary !

“Lib for die with Mass’ Harry !" said
the Krooman. * Muass’ Harry send old
Pickle Jar away, him make chop.”

“Chop? rt-E{:atm‘l the Head. * What
does he mean by chop, Wharton 27

“I'm afraid he means he will kill him-
self, sir,” stammered Harry.

“Goodness gracicus !”

The Krooman nodded.

“No want live if leabe Mass’ Harry,”
he said. “Him master. Him zend
away ole Pickle Jar, me lib for chop.”

Dr. Locke took off his spectacles and
wiped them. Never had the Head of
Greyfriars been so puzzled in his life.

“T'he man has actually followed you
from West Africa, Wharton 1" he asked.
_“He got on the steamer as a fireman,
sir,” said Harry. “I hoped that Cap,
tain Corkran would arrange to send him
home from Southampton. But he scems
to have found his way to Greyfriars,
looking for me,”

“Such  devotion _ is—ahem l—very
admirable,” said the Head. * But—but
it is very—very awkward. Certainly the
good man cannotl remain permanently at
Greyfriars. But—but since he is here.
accommodaiion can be found for him for
a time, and I will consult Captain Cork-
ran as to dealing with him. No doubt
Captain Corkran will be able to suggest
a solution of the diffieculty. Meanwhile,
he may stay. I presume that you can
answer for his good conduet, Wharton 2"

“He will do anything I tell him, sir,”
said Harry.

“Very goad. T will cee that accommo-
dation is arranged for him, for a few
days, at least.

“Thank you very much, sir,’
Wharton gratefully.

Pickle Jar looked inguiringly at his

said

master.  He did not understand half
the Head's English.
“Me Ub for stay ‘'long Mass

Harry?” he asked.

“Yes, for the present,” eaid Wharton.

‘“Ole Pickle Jar berry glad. Ole
Pickle Jar 'bey Big Chief with glass
eyes,” said the Krooman, ducking his
woolly head to the doctor. * Ole Pickle
Jar know um great ju-ju man.”

“Ju-ju man!” murmured the Head.
“What is a ju-in man, Wharton? I
presume you know.”

“A—au wilch-doctoy, =ir
Harry.

The Head started. To be taken for
a witch-doctor by the simple African
rather startled him.

“You had better take the man away
now, Wharton,” he said hastily. ‘“You
will see that he wants for mnothing.
Bless my soul!”

Wharton signed to the black man to
follow him, and left the study—the most
uzeled and perplexed junior at Grey-
riars.

NSWERS
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1

stammered

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not to be Stood !

“ AAL, that gets my goat!”
‘}‘f Thus Fishgf T. l‘}lﬂ}?

Fisher Tartleton Fish, iha

cute and keen youth who had

been “raised” in “XNco Yark,” was
indignant.

‘His indignation could scarcely be ex-
pressed in words. It could not have
been expressed at all in English; and
Fishy tried to express it in American;

but even the American language was
inadequate.
“I should smile!” he ejaculated.

“It gets my goat! It does, just a few,
an then some!”

The cause of Fisher 1. Fish's hurning
indignation was Pickle Jar, the Kroo-
man,

It was the day aller Pickle Jar's
arrival at Greyfriars; and the black nan
was to seen in the quad, walking
there and shivering in coat and muffler,
with a blanket wrapped round him for
additional warmth.

BOLTON

WANDERERS
FOOTBALL TEAM!

Certainly the Krooman cut an exira-
ordinary figure, and most of the Grey-
friars fellows smiled when théy saw himn.
But Fisher T. Fish did not smjle. He
frowned.

Fisher T. Fish was a member of the
greatest democracy that had ever
existed; the biggest and freest country
on the “face of the yearth,” as he often
told the Greyfriars fellows. Deing a
free-born republican and democrat, and
a firm believer in liberty, equality, and
fraternity, Fishy might have been ex-
pected to exténd the right hand of
fellowship to the black man from Afries.

But Fishy didn't.

The rights of man, as Fishy often
told the other fellows, were embodied
in the American * Constitootion.” Bub
the rvights of man, it appeared, were
limited to the sinaller fection of man-
kind whose skins were white.  The
majority of the human race, being
coloured, were altogether excluded from
the rights of mwan, and, indeed, from
all righta whateoever, according to the
democratic beliefs of Fisher T. Fish.

The news that a black man was
actually sheltered under the ancient
roof Grayfriars nioved Fishy fo

burning indignation—it got his goat, as
he expressed it in his native tongue.

“That nigger!" he gasped. *That
black nigger, moseying around amorng
white men—that bluck Bammbo! T guess
this pats the lid on. 1 guess I'm not
standing this! I caleulate it's the
pesky limit! Some.”

“What's the matter with the chap?”’
asked Vernon-Smith, staring at  the
American junior in wonder. “He's
quiet enough, if the fellows let him
alone.”

“ A black nigger!” howled Fisher T.
Tish.

“Niggers generally are bLlack, T be-
lieve,” said the Bounder. *Are you
worrying about hiz complexion?”

“1 guess that nigger's going. or ¢lse

(Continued on page 17.)
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GAGGING THE LECTURER!
Billy Bunter blinked at them.

* Here endeth the lecture ! " chuckled Frank Nugent.
He could only mumble through his sticking-plaster gag.

The audience began to melt away.
“ Mmmmm "

[13 HEN I was out in the Cougo—="
Billy  Bunter began  that
sentence. Hut he never finished

it.

Tho at junior was standing, with leegs
akimho, in front of the fire in the juulor
Common-room. There were about a dozen
fellows in the reom, either reading or
playing cliess. And as soon as Billy Bunter
opened his mouth, they opened theirs,

“Iiry up, Bunter!”

“Give it a rest!”

“We're sutfering from an overdose of your
Congo adventures!” said Peter Todd.

“0Oh, really, Toddy! I was about to tell

yon fellows that when 1 was in  the
Congo—"

“Shurrup!™

“Go and lie down!™

The Removites were sick and tired of
listenlog  to the  expenences—real  and
imaginary—that Bunter had had in the
Congo, from whiclh State he had  just

Teturned.

Since hiz arrival at Greyfriars Bunter had
done nothing but chatter. His toncue had
incessuntly.  And he prefaced every

with “"When 1 was oul in the

Bunter blinked through his big spectacles
at his wrathful schoolfellows.

“ Beasts!” he grunted. I get nothing but
rudeness in this place. Tt was ditferent out
there. The natives treated me with great
respect—some of 'em worshipped me. Yet
as soon as [ come back to this beastly hole
[ find I can’t get a word in edgeways! When
I'm here I geem to be of no account. But
when I was out in the Congo—"

The repetition of that remark fairly put
the lid on it, so to speak.

The chesa-players left their chess, and the
readers laid asile their books, and advanced
with one accord towards Billy Bunter. The
int junior was seized by many hands, and
froginarched to the door. As he was bundled
out into the passuge, Bolsover major shot
out his foot, amd it came into painful con-
tuct with the rear of Billy Bunter's person.

“Yaroooooh!"

“tict out!™ roared Bolsover. " We're fed-
up th you and your Congo fairy tales!™
3illy  Bunter, who lad alishted oun  all
fours on the linolenm, picked himself up and
limped painfully away. His  schoolfellows
hoped that he had been cured of chattering
about the Congo.

it they were wrong!

That evening a sheet of paper appeared
on the school notice-board. It hore thd
following announcement, n Billy Bunter's
spider-like scrawl:

“ROLL TP! ROLL UP! ROLL TI!

There will be
A LANTERN LECTURE
in the junior Kommon-room on Sallerday
evening at 8 sharp. The lecturer will be
the well-known eggsplorer and traveller,
W. 4. BUNTER, who has just returned from
the Congo.

Admizsion: Sixpence per head.
Standing Room: Tuppence per foot,
The lecture will be eutitled
‘MY EGGSPERIENCES IN THE CONGO,"

Comie and lissen to the thrilling adventurea
of your plump skoolfellow!

(Sined) W. G. BUNTER."™

If you miss the latest ‘¢ Holiday Annual *’ yow’ll never forgive yourself !

Sugaza’( ment 1]
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“Tle's at it again!” growled Bob Cherry.
** Feems to be no stopping him!"

darry Wharton laughed.

“We shall have to keep Bunter quiet
semehow,” he said. “Between now and
Saturday we'll think out ways and means.”

“Why mnot gagfully silence the fat and
ludierous Bunter?” suggested Hurree Singh.

Wharton shook his head.

“Teo dangerous,” he said, “If we were
to stuff a gag into Bunter's mouth, the
chances are he would choke. But it won't
be difficult to think of an
wheeze,”

“We must shut the fat bounder up some-
how,” saii Johnny Bull.  “His Congo ex-
periences aré getting on everybody's merves.”

When Saturday evening ecame, quite a
crowd of fellows flocked towards the junior
Common-room. But they had no intention
of paying either sixpence per head or two-
pence per foot.

Sammy Bunter had been stationed outside
the deor, at the receipt of custom. But
there was no custom to receive. The
entrance was rushed, and the crowd swarmed
into the C room hecked.

An extraordivary scene met their gaze.
The. room was in darkness, save for the
feebla light of an old lantern which Billy
Bunter had borrowed from the woodshed.

" The lecturer stood on the raised platform
al, the end of the room, and the lantern
etood ab his feet.

The fellows who had expected to find a
magic-lantern and a screen were disappoiuted.
Buynter's iden of a lantern lecture was to
have an ordinary launtern, with nothing
msuiic. about it.

There was quite, an uproar in the room.

*“Where's the magic-lantern$”

“Where's the screen?”

“And the slides?”

Sammy Bunter's shrill voice rose above the
uproar:

“1 eay, you fellows, you haven't paid!
waiting to collect your tanners!"

“Then you'll have to wait a jolly long
t'me!" chuckled Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter had hoped to make quite a
stood thing out of his "lantern " lecture. He
kad expected sixpences to rain upon him as
thick and fast as leaves in Vallombrosa.
Bt there was nothing doing. And Bunter
realised that he would have to give his
andience the henefit of his experiences in
the Congo, without getting anything in
return.

“I've a jolly good mind to cancel the
lecture, as you haven't paid!" he exclaimed.
“But 1 won't be hard on you. I know
You’re simply dying to hear what I've got to
way, 20 I'll get on with the washing.”

A silence fell upon the audiéence. That
eilence ought to have aroused the lecturer's
suspleions : but it didn't. Bunter took it
1o mean that the fellews were breathlessly
awalbing his lecture.

The fat junior cleared his throat. And
then he began:

“When I was out in the Congo—"

The lecturer got no further. Bob Cherry
sprang up suddenly from his scat, and
rushed towards the platform. He clasped
Billy. Bunter found the neck with his leflt
#rmge and with his disengaged hand  he
clapped something over Bunter's mouth, The
“eomething * was an oblong piece of very
strong sticking-plaster. Boh had horrowed
@ reel of this useful substance from the
matron.

With the sticking-plaster sealing his lips,
Bunter was powerlesa to speak. By working
his jaws he could probahly have removed the
chstruction; but this would have been pain-
fol. It would have been eqnally painful to
lave torn the sticking-plaster off with his
band.  Only the matron wonld have heen
n!:ilgfto remove it painlessly, with a certain
syirit,

Billy Bunter's face became purple with
vige. He made a mufled, mumbling sound,
but found it quite impossibhle to articulate
distinetly.

“Here chuckled
Rugent.

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

The audience hezan to melt away. Billy
Bunter blinked after them, striving vaiunly
to speak. His lecture. which was to have
heen cae of the most thrilling of modern
times, had begun and ended with the phrase,
“When I was out in the Congo.”

Picking up the lantern, Buuter followed
ihe audience from the room.

alternative

I'm

endeth  the leciure!”

Emergi.g into the passage, he almost
humtped into Mr. Quelch, the Remove
master.

“Bless my soul!” ejaeunlated that astonished
gentleman. “What is wrong? Have vou
cut. your lip, Bunter?”

“Mmmmmm!”

Mr. Queleh realised that it was futile to

ut questions to a person who was not
n a position to apswer them. He stood
looking at Billy Bunter with a puzzled
frown.

By going through a variety of deaf-and-
dumb motions, the fat junior managed to
make Mr. Queleh understand that Be had
not  placed the sticking-plaster over his
mouth with his own hands, but that it was
a jape on the part of his schoolfellows.

“Tear mwe!” gasped Mr. Cueleh. "It
appears, Bunter, that an effective attempt
has been made to silence you. You have
cvidently been too garrulous. You will pro-
ceed to the matron at once, and ask ler to
remove fhat plaster.”

Billy Bunter nodded, and hurried away to
the matron’s quarters.

He had ledirnt his lesson. He knew
that if he started talking about the Congo
his lips would again be sealed. And from
that time ooward Billy Bunter was never
heard tb commence a remark with “When I
was out in the Congo ™!

THE END.,

g@@@@@@@@@@@%@@@g
@ EDITORIAL! &
GFHGHEBPIDIFEBBHBHW
M Y temporary editorship has now
last time the editorial of the
GreYFrRIARS HEraALD  will
1larry Wharton & Co. are back from
their expedition io the Congo.
to edit this week’s issue, but he will take
up the reins dgain next week.
which were compiled during his cbsence,
and he was good enough to compliment
him that the credit was due to my sub-
editors rather than to myself. They have
acked me up splendidly in my efforts to
maintain the high standard of the paper.
if it wasn't for the fact that my name
has appeared as temporary editor, he
a change, because the contributions
seemed as good as ever. I feel much
chum for his kind message.

1 shall now vacate the editorial chair
not fade away entirely into oblivion. The
“ Ancestors ”  feature, which, I am

e continued, This week, as you will
gee, 1 deal with Bob Cherry’s earliest
Mauleverer's turn.

Talking of Mauly. he has not bren
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WELCOME
HOME!

By Dick Penfold. |

Open wide the gates of Greyfriars,
Stand aside there, if you please!

Wharton and his gay companions
Have returned from overseas.

Let us greet them; let us treat them
To a ripping’ study feed.

Let the fat and beaming Bunter
Fairly gloat with thoughts of greed!

Smite the drum and sound the cornet,
Let tin-whistles screech and wail!

If these instruments you're lacking:
Get a poker and a pail !

Bang and batter! Crash and clattier!
Raise a most terrific din.

Welcome home, our merry comrades !
(Note Bob Cherry’s joyous grin!)

Bring hot pies and cakes and doughnuts
From the tuckshop close at hand;
We will hold a celebration
Great and glorious, good and grand.
Every chappie will be happy,
Laughter glows on every face;
Cengo heroes are returning
To the old familiar place.

Open wide the gates of Greyfriars,
See the conquering heroes come!

All are tanned and fit and healthy,
None are looking sad or glum.

Let us meet them; let us greet them
With a chorus of delight !

There will be great doings, brothers,
In the Common-room this night !

HOW I SEE OTHER
FELLOWS!
By Frank Nugcnt.
(Tte Greyfriars Cartoonist.)

&3

By PETER TODD.
drawn to a close, This is the

appear under my name.

Wharten is too busy with other matfers
Harry looked through the numbers
me on the way I havé carried on. 1 told
roved a loyal band of workers, and have
One of my correspondents writes that
would not have suspected there had been
flattered by this tribute, and thank my
in favour of Harry Wharton. But I shall
leased to say, has proved popular, will
ancestor, and next week it will be Lord
much in the limelight of Jate. He still

holds the appointient of Fashion Editor. [

but I've not been able {o get a word of
“cope” oul of him! Tha
spends all his lime on the study sois,
day-dreaming.

Havrry Wharton & Co. ave back. Iet
us shout and sing! But Billy Bunter is
also back. Let us growl and groan!
The fat Owl is installed once more in
Study No. T, much to the disgust of his
study-mates. We hoped he would retucn
from the Conzo a different fellow, Bat

lazy beggar

alas! the Ethiopian cannot change his
skin, nor the leopard his spots. And
Billy Bunter is the same as ever!
Au revoir, dear boys! The brief reign
of King I'eter is ended.
PETER TODD.

FAT1Y WYNN.

(St. Jim’s Marvellous Goal:e.)

That's right—have a good laugh ! Everyone laughs who reads the * Herald ** }
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1 ANGESTORS!

By
PETER TODD.

RV VooV

sir Jovial Joelly, the
First of the Cherrys.

e30S0000020000C020000000
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“*Wilt apologise to me, Sir
Jovial, for thy base conduct?

“* Nay, Bessic.'

“The Queen frowned.

“*If thou wilt express sorrow
for what ‘thou hast domne,” she
sald, 1 will order thee to he
liberated. If, on the other hapd,

90C0000090000000000098530000000000000C000008

F course, I didn't expect LBob Cherry
to tell me that his earliest ancestor
was the monarch who never smiled
again.

I pictured the original Bob Cherry as a
rerson who was always bubbling over with
mirth and I proved to be right.

“The first ancestor that 1've got any
definite knowledge of,” said Bob, in reply
to my questions, “was Sir Jovial Jo.'y. He
flourished In the reizn of Geod Queepr Bess.
i've got earlier ancestors than that, I know,
but they didn't make much of a stir.”

“What sort of man waa Sir Joviall”

“He fitted hiz name to a ‘T." He was a
country squire, with rozy cheeks and twink-
ling eyes. He was always happy. For a price
less optimist, he had Mark Tapley and Sunuy
Jim licked lLollow! And he always laughed
londest when things were at their blackest.
1I'm jolly eertain I've inherited my optimism
yrom him."

“Tell me some anccdotes about him, Bob,”
I eaid. feeling mightily interested.

“Well, Sir Jovial happened to be playing
bowls at Plymouth, with his pal Drake, when
the Spanish Armada came: along. He and
Drake didn't turn a hair. They just chuckled
when they caugbt sight of the Spanish ships.

“* Bust me!" groaned Rir Gloomy Growser,
who was standing near.  * This is a sorry look-
out for England, forgooth! * Those iufernal
Spaniards are about to invade our spores
A plague en them!'

“*4nd a plague on thee, alsp. for being
such a long-faced, gloomy wight!" eried
8ir Jovial Jolly. *Thinkest thou that we
care a fig for yomder Spaniards? Kre san-
rise to-morrow their gallcons will be sunk
in the ocean bed!

“* Ay, ay!" said Sir Francis Drake, with a
chuekle. *We will conclude oor game of
bowls, and then put paid to the acconmt of
these wily Spaniards! Let me see. 'Tis thy
turn to trundle, Sir Jovial.*

“They calmly fluished their game of howls,
and then they put out to sea and sunk the
Armada. Sir Jovial was grioning all the time.
And when a capnon-ball kuacked his cockade
off, he grinned harder than ever. As he paced
the deck, exposed to the enemy’s fire, he
did nothing hut make puna and merry jests."

“I've never heard of Sir Jovial Jolly in con-
i‘:ectg'r;n with the sioking of the Armada,”

Rald.

Boh Cherry smiled.

“My ancestor preferred to hide his light
under 2 bushel,” he said. “He let old Drake
collar all the credit. Queen Elizabeth offered
him the O.B.E., but he told her he had no
use for trumpery decorations of that sort,
‘ You can take it away aud pawn it, Bessie,’
were the words he used.”

“What happened theni"

“8ir Jovial was arrested on a charge of
low treason.”

“My hat!”

“They marched him off to the Tower of
London,” said Bob Cherry, “and while he was
there—a prisoper in irons—the Quecn called
on him.

vT000000000VTUROOOCP0OO000R0TINROT

thou dost persist in  this in-
solernce, 1 will arrange for thee
to he publicly executed en Tower
Hill,

“* Verily, that will be rather a
chuckled the irrepressible Sir Jovial,
*The Queen gave him one more chance.

“‘Go down on thy kpees; and say,
“Beautiful Queen, 1 apologise,” and T will
let thee off.”

“*I am wpot in the habit of telling fibs,
Bessie,” said Sir Jovial,

“* What meanest thou?”

“*Well, how could I address thes as
*Beautiful Queen* when thou hast not a
beautiful face?'

“That did it, of course .

“The Queen was choking with rage as she
went back to her palace in a taxi. She lnst
no time in making all arrangements for the
exeention, It was fixed for the Thirteenth
of December.

“When Sir Jovial heard of this, he lnughed

lark !

heartily.

“*The thirteenth day of the month hath
always been unlucky for me,” he said. 1
was born on the. thirteenth. I was wed
on the thirteenth, And on the thirteenth my
liead will he faken in to the Queen on a
charger. Well, well! Such is life!"

Bah Clhdrry paused. T looked at him rather
hreathlessly.

“You mean to say your anccstor was
executed ™ T snid.
“Yes"

“How did he take it7"

“As if it were the richest joke he'd ever
experienced. On the way to the scaffold be
played leap-frog with the executioner, und
set the crowd roaring with laughter. Then

ha picked up the axe and cxamined ik
critically

“*Verily, 'tis a  blunt instrument,” he
remarked to the executioper. ‘I doubt if it

will make any impresgion on thiz neck of
mine. Shall T lend thee my penknife?’

“* RBileirce.  Knave!  growled the ‘execu-

Get over ihat bjock !

“'1 want to wake a speech firat,’ said Sir
Jovial.

“And he walked to the edge of the ecafiold,

amd made such a scresmingly funny speech
that the erowd went into hysteries.
Sir Jovial was criticising the excentioner's
persoual appéarance when the axe fell. His
lust word, according to the histcrians, was
* Tarzan!' "

“1 don’t believe it!" I said.

Bab Cherry shrugred lis shoulders.

“ Believe it or not, as you like, Toddy,” he

sald, “I've simply stated the facls as I
know them. And now I must toddle off to
the footer-field. My pals are waiting for
me."

fo saying, Deb Cnerry gave a mischievous
chuckle and sprinted away, leaving me to
rass on his story to the readers of the
“Greyfriars Herald.”

(Next weel: : Monty the Mauler—
the first Mauleverer.)
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BACK FROM THE
CONGO!

A Cheery Chat with the
Famous live.

By Our Special Reporter. ||

OTEROOK in hand, 1 was the first to
meet the Famous Five on their
arrival after several weeks of thrill-

i Judg-
ing from their radiant frees, 1 gathered t.h;t
they had had a grand time, and yet, at the
sume time, were glad to he home again.
“Why, here’s the special reporter of the

ing adveoture in the Congo.

:‘Bemhl!' " exclaimed  Harry  Wharton.
Proof that the paper's still going stroug, at
any rate.”
“Did you expect to come back und find it
dead and defunct?” 1 asked.

“Hardly! 1 knew that old Toddy would
keep the flag Aying.”

“Have you a message for Lhe Press?™ I
inquired.

“.Yesl, You ean let our readers know that
we're jolly glad to be back again! They've
read all about cur adventures in the Congo,
80 we won't bore them with a repetition of
them.”

"Are you all fit9”

" Perfeetly !

“Lilly Bunter's looking a bit groggy."”

“That's becanse 1 haven't e u meal for
over an hour!" said the fat jumior.

"i}a, ha, ha!"

“Have you bronght back any photographs
and souvenirs from the Congo?" was my nll;xt
yuestion,

"Yes, rather! said Wharton. “Franky
hiere has taken some ripping snaps, und he's
brought back enough to fill an album. As
for souvenirs, we've brought back lots of
interesting things for the walls of the study.”

"JHurrah ik

“1t's good to see the old place again,” said
Johnuy Bull almost aflectiopately. g

“There were times when we thought we
should never sece Greyfxiars aoy more,” said
Nlllacl}t,. gravely. “We've been in some fear-
Tuily tight corners.  Bunter's stupidity
landed us into a good many of them.”

“0b, really, Nugent—"

“Anyway, it's a real treat to be back,”
said Bob Cherry. “Are they going to cook
the fatted cali in our honours”

1 nodded.

“There's geing to be a glorious banquet in
the Rag,” 1 said. And Billy Bunter's mouth
began to water in anticipation.

“Let us wendfully make our way thither,
and dispose of the esteemed and ludicrous
fatheaded calf!" said Hurree Singh. "1 have
an aching voidiulness insidefully.”

It was a very merry party that went along
to the Kag, and the celebration was one of
the grandest in the school’s history. Grey-
friars is delighted to welcome its heroes
home; and I feel sure that that deiight will
be shared-by all loyal readers of the “Grey-
friars Herald.”

You can’t keep a straight face and read the ‘¢ Herald *’ at the same time [

Supplement iii.]
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WANTED AT ONCE—NEW
GLANCE BELOW'

MEMBERS AND

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

MORE

WHAT ABOUT IT?

T the usual meeting on Monday
last Mr. Peter Todd, Deputy-
3peaker, said he had received

notice of a motion which Mr.
Potter desired to put.

Mr, Potter: “I wish to move that Mr. |

Coker be permitted to resume his seat.”
(At the last meeting Mr. Horace Coker
wis suspended for a month for riotous
behaviour.)

Mr. Peter Todd: “As Mr. Coker has
been suspended with the concurrence of
the House, I fail to see how the motion
can be considered.”

Mr. Greene: "But Coker is outside,
He wants to come In now.”

Mr. Peter Todd: “There is nothing
dnin;iv. It Mr. Coker attempts to flout
the Iouse he will be removed.”

Mr. Horace Coker (he spoke from out-
side, but his wvoice carried): “You
hurbling chumps! I tell you I am coming
in!" (At this stage a crash was audible,
followed by the bauging of a pair of
boots along a wall. The incident then
terminated.

.Mr. Peter Todd: “I wish to lay before
the House a very interesting suggestion
which ecomes from READER J, G. PRICE,
Stout.  Hall, Reynoldston, Glamorgan-
shire, South Wales. Reader Price sug-
gests the formation of a Council for the
Protection of Fags." (Hear, hear!)

Mr. Potter: "I ecall that a ripping
wheeze!”

Mr. Peter Todd: “* Wheeze " is an un-
parliamentary term.”

Mr. Potter: “You don't know Coker.
He treats Greene and me like a pair of
Ilesaed fags! Most unreasonable, he
is.”

Mr. Greene: “Yes, that's just what I
say. It is all very well for you, Toddy,
old scout, to suspend Coker; but what
ahout Potter and yours truly? 1 say it
isn't fair. It isn't playing the pame!"™

Mr. Peter Todd: “Order, order! I am
not in the hablt of heing addressed as
though 1 were something hot to drink
for a cold!”

Mr. Potter: “Bunter often called you
‘ Toddy."

Mr. Peter Todd: “What Bunter says,
he says."

Mr. Greene: “Oh, yes, you are full of
excuses for Bunter now he is being
devoured by lionsg!”

Mr. Peter Todd: “I have no authentic
information that Bunter has supplied a
meal to the king of the animal worll.”

Mr. Greene: “Come off it! You kunow
jolly well that no lion worth » ninel of
salt would miss a good thing like Bunter
—not if It happened to be hungry!"

Mr. George Tubb: “As King of the
Fags, 1 protest! Let's hear ahout the
Council for the Protection of Fags.”

Mr. Teddy Myera: “Yes; shut up that
pair of jahberwocks, Potter and Greene.
What does Reader Price say? Hurrah
for Reader Price!"

Mr. TPotter: “Bother Reader Price!
What T want to see estahlished i a
Society for the Protection of Potter and
Gireene. Life has not heen worth living
in our study since von kicked out Coker!
He gets pottier and pottier. He callz
Greene and me all the bad names—says

THE MAGNET L1BRARY.—No. 774,

Here’s a feature that’ll interest you !

we did it. Why, I knew nothing about
what he was doing—only that he has
heen full of Congo since he found Captain
Corkran wasn't taking him!”

Mr. Peter Todd: “1 can hold out no
hope to Messrs. Potter and Greene that
this House will undertake the formation
of such a society. They must settle their
own domestic differences. Those who
places themselves weakly under the heel
of a tyrant *

Mr. Greene: "I did not place myself.
Coker put me there!"

Mr. Peter Tndd: “Order! Reader Price
says: ‘A fellow who has a fag iIs muech
inclined to bully that fag. He often
tells the fag to do {mpossible things.
When the fag fails to perform those
things he is caned. The fag is often
caned for no reul reason at all. The
senior is annoyed, and thinks he must
take it out of somebody.' "

Mr. George Tubh: “Don't I know it?
Look at Loder, there! It's all right,
Loder, old sport! You can't get at me
now. Toddy won't let you—you with
your plaster face and nutcracker voice!™

Mr. Peter Todd: “I will continue.
But there must not be any more inter-
ruptions. Mr. Tubb knows quite well
that there are constitutional means of
setting injustice right.”

Mr. George Tubb: “Do IY Not much!
You get Loder on the job with a ericket-
stump on one of those mornings which
come after lie has been out lute—that's
all! [t may be good for a chap's con-
stitution to zet walloped by Loder, but
I could do without it. And it was only
ink and treacle, after all! Nothing to
grumble about! Loder gets =o ratty!”

Mr. Peter Todd: “A Council for Fag
Protection would not put down al
punishment, if deserved.”

Mr. (eorge Alfred Gatty: “ What did the
Famous Five do ahout Loder just before
they went to the Congo? Dido't they
show him up?”

Mr. Gerald Loder (speaking with some
heat): “Mr. Deputy-Speaker, I must ask
you to protect me from =all these
scandalous insinuations!”

Mr. Peter Todd: “T am bound to admit
that Mr. Loder has given some cause for
offence. e bas been caught spying more
than once. In the case of the cigarettes
whichi Mr. Quelch found in Mr. Wharton's
desk, he was obviously at fault.”

Mr. Loder: “You—you dummy! T'll
smash you!"

At this point there was a lamentable
scene. Mr. Loder made g rush for the
Speaker’s Mace, and was about to hit
Mr. Todd with that article, when a large
party of juniors grabhed him hy the
legs. The unfortunate Member went
down in the welter, and for a perceptible

space nothing was seen of him  except
one foot, which seemed to be lssulng
signals,

Orider was at last restored, and Mr.
Peter Todd resumed.

Mr. Todd: “Reader Price zays: “The
senior is often dispesed to punish a fag
heemnse the Iatter has shown him ap in
some  littie thing. I conld hring up
several eases where a fag has had to
snifer untiecessary pain just beeause the

What about joining ?

senior knows he has absolute power over
the younger boy, and likes to feel that
power. He knows the youngster will not
speak to a master or a prefect. Now,
I think, as the system of fagging will
never be abolished, that it would be &
good thing to establish a counecil, this
counceil to he composed of Middle School
fellows, not too high up, so that the
fags will not be afraid to speak, and not
50 low down in the school as to have no
effect and influence in their efforts to see
fair play, and define the duties of a fag.
Gentlemen, there should be some protec-
tion for the younger fags at Greyfriars.”

Mr. Peter Todd (laying the address on
the table): “1 consider Reader Price has
made out a case. There {8 much to he
said in favour of such a counecil. I call
upon Mr. George Tubb, the King of the
Fags, to speak.”

Mr. George Tubb: “All serene, your
worships! I am ready. I see old Loder
has his eye on me, but I mean to say
what I thionk, even if all the ratty
senlors get at me for doing it. Now,
there’s Walker—

Mr. 8. Bunter: " Hookey!”

Mr. George Tubb: *No: I mean James.
He's a nice cup of téa! Ever see oid
Walker in a rage?”

Mr. Peter Todd: *“No
please.”

Mr. George Tubb: “Just what T say.
I wouldn't be persomal. Couldn't, ir 1
tried. [ was only going to say that
Coker, with his frozen eye, and his silly
fat_head—"

Mr. Peter Todd: “The hon. Member
is being distinetly personal!™

Mr. George Tubb: “Well, let me get
on."

Mr. Dicky Nugent: “That's it, old top!
The bullies can't get at you now.”

Mr. George Tubb: “Wally D'Arey or

personalities,

St. Jim's told me that Grundy—the
pumpkin-headed chump  with the big
feet—"

Mr. Peter Todd: “T must beg Mr. Tubb
to keep to the point.”

Mr. tieorge Tubb: “Aren't I doing it?
Just beeause I told old Walker to fry his
silly face, he lammed me!”

Mr. Teddy Myers: “May I say what
I think? My friend, Tubby—I mean the
chap who has just sat down, not Bunter—
can talk a lot; but we fags don't mind
much., As fags under the leadership of
Tubby, seems to me we can take care of
ourselves. Seniors daren't offend us. 1
had trouble once, but [ soon put a stop
to it. You might as well have a Socisty
for the Protection of Bullies. They
always end U}I! hy making donkeys of
themselves. 'hey wet it in the neck,
same as the giraffe with a sore throat.
I am apainst a society, as proposed. It
is u sort of reflection on the noble army
of fags. They can take care of them-
selves, as I said.”

Mr. Peter Todd: “There is zomething
in it.”

Mr. George Tubb: “There was some-
thing in Walker's teapot, and it wasn't
tea—it was vinegar!"

The House referred the matter to a
ecommittee fo take such proceedings as
seemed nmecessary, .

[.S‘upt‘emm: i,

“ SPEECHES ”



Did you say more photos ?

THE BLACK MAN AT
GREYFRIARS!

(Continued from page 12.)

I shall vamoose the ranch,” said Fisher
T. Fish wrathful]f. “Great snakes!
black nigger! hey wouldn’t believe
this in Noo Yark, if I told them.”

“But what's the trouble? asked
Peter Todd.
“Trouble!” roared Fisher T. TFish.

“The trouble is that I guess I'm not
having a nigger around me. That's the
trouble. Jevver hear of such a stunt—
a black nigger in the pesky school! [
guess it's as much as ¥ can do to stand
Hurree Singh—but a real genooine
nigger! Groogh! I guess I'm going to
talk to that migger.”

“Betler let him alone, you ass!
said Peter. “If you make an waxy,
he may mnke shavings of you. He's
got a temper.”

Snort, from Fisher T. Fish.

“1 guess I'm putting it to him plain,”
Le answered.

And the American junior strode to-
wards Pickle Jar, to put it io him
plain.

“Sce hyer, you!” was Fishy's greet-
ing, 85 he arrived in front of the black
man from the Congo.

Pickle Jar stopped.

He had been twenty-four hours
Greyfriars, and had come into contact
with quite a crowd of Greyfriars fellows,
who were curious to see the man from
the Congo, and hear him talk in his
queer Knglish. He had received only
kindness g‘om the fellows, so far, .and
had been given quite a high opinion of
Mass' Harry's tribe.

So, though Fisher T. Fish was any-
thing but agreeable, Pickle Jar took off
his silk hat, and saluted the Amevican
junior respectfully.

Fishy glared at him.

“What are you doing hyer?”
demanded.

he

“0le Pickle Jar walk,” =aid the
Krooman.
“Then you ean just walk out of

those gates!” said Fish, jerking a bony
finger towards the school gateway
“You're not wanted here.”

“No sabbey.”

“And the sooner the quicker, T
guess,” said Fish. “Don't come close
to me—keep off, you durned nigger!
Do you caleulate I can stand a black
nigger near me?"”

Pickle Jar blinked at him. Among
the white men on the African coast he
had often come up against very high-
handed treatment. But this was a
surprise to him. It was his first experi-
ence of the aristoeratic prejudices of the
junior from New York.

“¥ou no want Pickle Jar? You go
away, den,” said the Krooman. *“ Pickle
Jar no ask you come.”

“Don’t give me any back answers,
you black rascal!”

The Krooman's eyes gleamed.

“You no call Pickle Jar name,” he
said.

“1 guess I'll call you any old name
I like,” said Fisher T. Fish disdainfully.
“Do you think you ecan talk to me,
you_ blessed nigger?”

“You talk to Pn,klo Jar,” said the
puzzled Krooman. “You no wanl
Pickle Jar talk, you go 'way.”

“1 guess you'rc going to walk your

chalks out of this,” said Fisher T.
Fish.  * Absquatulate! Vamoose the
ranch! Savvy?”

at |
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“Big Chicef say oTe Pickle Jar stay
loll Mass' Harry.”
Blow Mass’ Harry!  Like Whar-

l(mq cheek to bring a black nigger
hyer, I guess. I know I'm not &lam]-
ing You sce those pates?" said
I‘]‘lher T. Fish impressively. * Waal,
you get on the other side, instanter, or
Ill’; going to kick you there. Catch
on?

“You kick Pickle Jur®"

“Yep!”

“No can.”

“1 guess I'll show you \\hri}]er I can
or not, you cheeky nigger!” exclaimed
the muspt.ru.'ed Fish.

And he caught Pickle Jar's arm, and
spun him round, taking the Krooman
by surprise, aud the next moment his
boot was planted on the Krooman.

Pickle Jar staggered forward.

“Now, I'll guess you'll vamoose!”
sajd Fisher T, Fish., *“And if you don’t
travel instanter, Tl give you some
more, 1 guess—yoooooup!"”

Fisher 1.
the black mou tnrued upon him and
grasped him.
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“Look oui!”
“You fool, Fishy——

“Wharton !" shouted Peter Todd.

“(ood heavens!”

“Ilelp ! shricked Fisher T. Fish.

He struggled desperately, terrified by
the storm he had raised by his insolence.
But he was like an infant in Pickle Jar's
museular grip. The black man swung him
into the air, and stood hesitating, evi-
dently debating in his untutored mind
whelfmr he should dash -the American
junior vielently to the ground. Fishy's
Lrain swam with terror,

“You kick num !” hissed the Krooman.
“You kick um!”

“0Ow! Help! Ielp!”

“Wharton !" roared Peter Todd.

Harry Wharton eame racing across the
quadrangle, Ifo shouted ble.lthlcs*ly to
the Krooman us he came.

yelled Vernon-Smith.

“Pickle Jar! Stop! Siop! Don’t
hurt him !
The Krooman glanced round. Whar-

ton’s shout came mnly Just in time to save
the American junior,

Wharton came panting up.

“Let him go, Pickle Jar!”

And he grasped Fisher T. Fish and
dragged him from the yielding grasp of
the black wnan.

Fish. uitered a wild yell as

THE TENTH CHAPTE:R.
No Luck for Fishy !
ISHER T. FISH tottered, and

panted for breath. Never in his
ife had Fishy received so terrible

a fright. His thin sharp face

was white as chalk, and his teeth chat-

tered, The Krooman still glared at him
nlngrily—nncl Wharton stood between
them.

“* Pickle Jar.”

“Him kick um,” said the Krooman

savage]}
I know,” gasped Wharton, “I saw
the cad! i]l punish him, Pickle Jar;

but you must not touch him !”

“Him kick um!” repeated the black
man. Fven Wharton’s influence seemed
to be failing under the strain at the
moment.

“I—I—1 guess—" babbled Fisher
T. Fish,

Wharton turned on him with biazing
eyed

“You utter fool! What did you
expect? How dare you kick him? You
want a thundering good hiding fer your
cheek !

Fisher 1. Fish uPluttbrcd

g ¢ guess I ain’t standing a dashed
nigger

‘' Hold
Wharton.

“I—I guess—"

“Keep your temper, Pickle Jar,” said
Wharton soothingly. “This fellow is a
fool, and you mustn't mind him. lle's
going to tell you he is gorry.”

*“What7” gasped Fisher T. Fish.

“You're going to apologise to Pickle
Jar,” said Wharton between his teeth,
“and you're going to do it at once—on
your knees!”

“Hear, hear!” grinned Bob Cherry.

‘1 guess not 1"’ io“ led Fishier T, Fish,
“I guess 1 ain't apologising to any
black nigger. Yow-ow-ow! i(ggn ,my
collar, Bob Cherry, you mugwump!

“Mustn't call names!” said Bob
clliding]y. ‘' Now then, our excellent
friend the coloured gentleman is waiting
for your apology.”

“1 guess I won't——"

“ILend a hand, Johnny.”

“You bet !” said Johnny Bull.

“Yaroooh ! roared Fisher ', Fish, as
he was plumped down on his b-‘my kiees
in the grasp of two juniors. “Leggo! I
guess I’ JI make potato ecrapings of you!
Qaooop.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Give him your hoot till he apolo-
gises,” said Wharton. * As he's so free
with kicks, perhaps one or two will do
him good.”

“Hear, hear!”

“¥Yaroooh !” howled Fishy as a heavy
boot Tande(‘i[ him on the rear.
guess—— Yooop! Stoppit!”

“Sorry 1" asked Bob.

“Yaroop! Nope.”

“(@Give him another.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Krooman was grinning now. A
laughing crowd of Greyfriars fellows sur-
rounded them. Fisher T. Fish wriggled
in the grasp of Bob Cherry and Johuny
Bull, but he was easily held. And Toh's
boot was raised again.

“Stoppit ! shrieked Fisher
“I—I—I guess I'm sorry!
salem !”

your silly tongue!” roared

T, TFish.
Oh, Jeru-

“Him sorry!” said Pickle Jar. “ All
right ; me sabbey. No kill um ! 14

“Yow-ow-ow | ness—"'

“‘Clear off, you an dummy ! snapped

Wharton. And 1'1aher T. Fish was re-

leased.
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He staggered to his feet, gasping.

“1 guess I'm going to the Head about
this!” he yelled. “I guess—"

“XKick him out!”

And Fisher T. Fish fled.

Harry Wharton drew the Krooman
away. For the next quarter of an hour
Wharton was giving Pickle Jar a lecture,
and the black man humbly promised to
tdo as Mass’ Harry desired. DBut it was
slain that he could not understand why,
If he was kicked, he was not to be allowed
to “kill um.” And Wharton, much as
he liked Pickle Jar, was anxious for the
arrival of Captain Corkran at the school,
to deal with the problem of the black
man.

Meanwhile Fisher T. Fish made a
“bee-line,” as he called it, for the School
House, to lay his uncommon wrongs and
grievances before Mr. Quelch. JHe
thumped on the door of the Remove
master’s study, instead of tapping re-
spectfully, in his excitement. Mr. Quelch
quite jumped as the door jerked open,
and dropped a blot from his pen upon
the excrcise he was drawing up. Pos-
sibly it was the first blot Mr, Quelch had
dropped in his scholastic career. Cer-
fainly it had a very irritating effect on
lis temper., He turned a basilisk eye
apon Fisher T, Fish.

“Tish! How dare you—

“1 guess I've got something to say to

vou, Mr. Quelch!™ gasped Fisher
T. Fish. *I calculate, sir, that a free
Amurrican citizen isn't sfanding this—
just a few, sir. If niggers are let into the
school, sir, it’s time for me to vamoose
the ranch, I reckon!”

‘ Are you out of your senses, Fish?"”

“Nope " howled Fisher T. Fish. “I
gl;less I'm the only galoot at Greyfriars
that's in them !"

“Boy !

“There's a black nigger in the school,
sir—a sooty darkie, sir, and I'm not
standing it !"” howled the indignant Fish.
“1 guess I want that nigger booted out,
sir, instanter, I've been made to apolo-
gise for kicking that nigger, sir.”

Mr. Quelch laid down his pen, rose to
his feet, and fixed two cold grey eyes
on Fisher T. Fish.

“Kindly tell me exactly what has
oceurred, Fish!” he rapped out,

“Yep. sir! That's why I'm hyer.”

And Tisher T. Fish poured out his
grievance breathlessly. The Greyfriars
fellows didn't understand his colour-
prejudice, or sympathise with it. But
Tisher T. Fish felt that his Form master
would have more hoss-sense.

DBut his Form master hadn't! Mr,
Quelch listened to him patiently to the
end, and then picked up his cane.

“You have acted rudely to an in-
offensive man, Fish, now staying in the
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school by the Head's permission. I shall
unish you, in the hope of teaching you
elter manners.”

“Wha-a-at?” gasped Fish,

“Hold out your hand!"

“But I guess, sir—"

“Your hand I’ rapped out the Remove
master,

“But I caleulate—"

* Another word, Fish, and I shall re-
ﬁort you for a flogging. Hold out your

and at once !”

Swish !

*“Now the other hand !

‘* Wooooooooow !

“Now go,” said Mr. Quelch, pointing
to the door with his cane. ‘ And let me
hear no more of this nonsense, Fish."”

Fisher T. Fish limped from the study.
In the passage he paused to squeeze his
hands and groan with anguish, What
with kicks from the Remove fellows, and
a caning from the Remove master, Fisher
Tarleton Fish was feeling an extremely
ill-used individual.

He thought of laying a further com-
plaint before the Head ; but he paused in
time, reflecting that most likely the Head
hadn't any more hoss-sense than Mr.
Quelch. So he limped away, squeezing
his hands and groaning.

There was nothing for Fisher T. Fish to
do but swallow his grievances and his_ in-
juries, and that he did. It was awful,
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—Shoot forward, and

indeed, unspeakable, for a black man to
come between the wind and his nobility,
g0 1o speak; but, awful and unspeakable
as it was, Fisher T. Fish had to stand it.
And he did not venture to kick Pickle
Jar any more. He was very careful
indeed ¥0 give the coloured gentleman a
wide berth—though undoubtedly the
black man continued to “get his goat.”

oyt e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Boh Cherry !

ICKLE JAR seemed to settle down

P at Greyfriars. The school was a

considerable change for him, and

it was clear that he understood

vory little of what went on about him.

But he was good-tempered, patient, and,

above all, obedient to the slightest com-

mand from Iarry Wharton. And most

of the Greyfriars fellows rather liked the
g, simple black man.

He was aecommodated with rooms
over the garage, where there was a stove
that Pickle Jar could hug night and day,
for he felt the cold termbly. But even
the cclid—so0 far—diminished his desire
to vemain “‘long Mass' Harry.” The
Krooman was o handy fellow in eome
ways—he had a sailorman’s skill with
needle and thread. Ile made himself an
extra suit of clothes out of the blankets
from his bed, and wore them over his
other clothes, and created quite a sensa-
tion when he appeared in public in that
striking garb. But it helped to keep out
ithe cold, and the Congo man was not
very keen upon an elegant appearance.

Tt was understood that Captain Corkran
was coming down in a few days to see
what eould be done with the black man,
lefore his return to Africa, and Wharton
could ouly yearn for his arrival, There
really was no telling what the black man
tiight do next. Ilis simple mind had
room cnly for one idea at a time. Ile
understood that he must not touch rab-
bits, and then he understood that he must
not touch sheep; but Wharton wondered
whethier his next exploit would be a bull
as he did Sir Hilton's rabbits.  Pickle
Jar was cvidently very much out of place
at Greyfriars; indeed, the hapless black
man was hemmed in with so many re-
siriclions that he was possibly beginning
to realise ir himself, deep as was his
devotion to Mass” Harry.

“Cousin  Kit's coming to-morrow,”
Boli Cherry remarked, jn Study No. 1,
when Pickle Jar had been nearly a week
at Greyfriars, He was referring to
Captain Corkran. *“ He’s going to eay
wcod-bye before he goes back to Africa.

“ou fellows like to go again?”

Whavrton laughed, and shook his head.

“There's the foolball,” he remarked.

“And Christinas coming on,” said
Johuny Bull,

“Groylriars  for me,” said Nugent.
“BPBul T wish old Pickle Jar wonld go
baek with Covkran.  What will he do
when ihe snow comes?”

1 zay, you [ellows

Billy Bunler's fat face and big spec-
tucles glinmmered in at the doorway of
Srdy No, 1.

¥ Buze ofi, Bunter!”
in unisoln.

“Yah! T say, you fellows, old Cork-
ran’s  eoming down,”  said  Bunter.
“Now, [ want all you chaps to back
me un. ' going to make him shell
ont onr whaek in the ivory.”

said five voices

COh, ey wp ! exclaimed Wharton
inpatiently.  * Corkran has carried out
the arvccient, and handed over our

make the newsagent’s your goal next Monday!

share to our pecople. Better speak to
your pater about it.”

“That’s not good enough for me.”

“Go and eat coke!”

“Are you fellows going to back me
up when I tackle Corkran? I can jolly
well tell you I'll make you all sit up, if
you don’t)” roared Bunter.

““Going to lick us all round?’ a:zked
Bob Cherry humorously. “Begin with
me, old bean, won't yout”

“Perhaps vou fellows have forgotten
my splendid ventriloguism——"

“Bow-wow "

“It saved all your lives on ihe
Congo,” sneered Bunter. “Where
wonld yon be now if I hadn’t made the
idol speak, and scared the niggers?
Well, that black bounder, Pickle Jur,
deesn't understand anything about
ventrilogquism "

~ “If you play any tricks on Pickle
Jar, yon fat rotter, I'll sauash you!™
exclaimed the captain of the Remove
angrily.

Bunter sniffed.

And he rolled away.

The Famous Five finished their tea,
and then Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh
left the study,”to go along to their cwn
quarters for prep.

Tn Studv No. 13. Pob, Hurree Singh,
Mark Linley, arid Wun Lung were at
vrep., when the door suddenly opened.
The four juniors glanced up, lo see
Pickle Jar in the doorway.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, old top!” said
Nob Cherry cheerily. “ What's blown
vou in?”

The Krooman entered the study. He
had a large stick in his hand, and there
was & peculiar expression on his face.

“Me sorry!’ he s=aid. “No can
help.”

“Eh? What's the matter?”’

“Lib for beat Mass’ Bob.”

“What?” yelled Bob Cherry, jumping
up.

He stared across the table at the
black man.

“No can help,” said Pickle Jar.
“Afass’ Harry say beat Mass’ Bob.
Mass’” Harry master. Lib for 'bey
Mass’ Harry.”

“Wharton told you to beat me?” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry dazedly.

Pickle Jar nodded.

“Here, keep off, you potty idiot!”
roared Bob, as the burly black man
advanged upon him.

But Pickle Jar did not keep off. He
grasped Bob in his powerful hands, and
Bob, strong and sturdy as he was, was
quite helpless in the powerful grip of
the Krooman.

“Tend a hand, you fellows!" gasped
Bob. “He must be mad! Help!”

“The helpfulness will be terrifie!”
oxclaimed Hurree Singh.

“Pile in!” gasped Mark Linley.

The juniors rushed to Bob's aid. As
casily as if they had been infants, ihe
hurly  Kreoman hurled  them aside.
They rolled on the study carpet: and
then, Paob, helpless, thongh resisting
fiercely, was thrown face down ncvoss
the table, scattering pens and ink and
naver far and wida.

Then the stick fell
vigoronsly.

Whack™ Whaek! Whack! Whaok!

Tob Cherry roaved at the top of his
voice. His stentorian tones rang along
the Remove passage fromn end to end.

Mark Linley threw open the study
door.

“Help!” he shouted.

The Remave fellows were crowding out
of the studies. ITarry Wharton, as it

I

rose and
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happened, was dowastairs in his Form
master’s study. Outside the doorway of
Study  No. the startled juniors
crowded, staring intb the room in great
amazemoent.

“The mgger's gone mad!” exclaimed
Vernou-Smith
“He, be,

Bunter.

“gstop it, Pickle Jar!”

“Help!” panted Bob, writling under
the hefty lashes of the stick in the Kroo-
man’s hand, “Drag him off I”

“Oh, my hat!” murnmred  Skinner.
“They'll think twice before they bring
a cannibal home to Greyfriars again.”

“I  guess it serves C‘em  right
grinned Fisher T, Fish,

“Help! Ow! Help!”

“Come on, you fellows!” exclaimed
Mark Linley, and he led a rush at the
Krooman. .

“You lib for back!” shouted Dickle
Jar, hrandishing the stick., *Crack um

be!™ came from Billy

1"

skull! Make chop !
_ The juniors backed from the stick as
it swung.

“(all Wharton!” panted Nugent.

“Where's Wharton 7

“Here’s Wingate!"”

Wingate of the Sixth came hurrying
along the Remove passage. His face
was angry.

“What's this thumping row?” he ex-
clanned.

“Wharton's  giddy
mad,” said Skinner.
into Bob Cherry.”

Wingate ran into the study.

“Stop that !’ he shouted.

“PBeat um 1" said Pickle Jar.
Harry say beat nm.”

“Stop it, 1 tell youl”

“No stop 1"

Whack, whack, whack!

Wingate rushed at the black man and
gripped him. The next moment he was
swung off the floor in Pickle Jar's grasp.
But Mark Linley and Johnny Bull, and
half a dozen other fellows, rushed to his
aid.  Powerful as he was, Dickle Jar
could not stand against so many assail-
ants, and he was dragged to the floor.
ITe went down with a crash, the juniors
swarming over him.

“Pin him down!” panted Wingate.

“You let go!” yelled Pickle Jar. *Me
make ¢hop! Kill um!"

“Hold him}”

The Removites crowded into the
study, and Pickle Jar was held on all
sides. He was helpless now, but he still
strugeled, his eyes rolling wildly, and
his white teeth gleaming. And that
starlling scene met Mr. Quelch’s gaze, as
he came hurrying up the Remove
passage with Harry Wharton at his
heels.

nigger's one
“He's pitching

“Mass’

Only Bunter !
M 1. QUELCH stared blankly into
painfully.  I¥is  licking  had
been interrupted: but Bob had been
the grasp of a dozen pairs of hands.
“In Heaven's name, what has hap-
dismay. )
“The—the nigier's out of his senses,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
the study. Bob Cherry was
leaning on the table, pasping

rather severely dealt with,  On  the

ftaor, the Ilm\\'nly Krooman wriggled in
oz

pened?”  asped  Mr.  Quelch, while

Wharton stared at the scene in utter

I think !’ groaned Bob Cherry. *‘He

came here and pitehed into e, and said

There goes Harry Wharton—jolly fine sportsman ! Have you met him ?
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Wharton told him to. Of
Wharton couldn’t have.”

“1!" exclaimed Harry blankly.
pourse not.”

“Keep the man in control,” said Mr.

course,

“Of

Quelch.  “I fear that it will be im-
ssible for hjm to remain here longer,
"harton. This is very serious.

understood that he was on the best of
terms with your friends.”

“S80 he was, sir,” said Harry. “I
can't understand it. Pickle Jar, why
did you pitch into Bob?”

The Krooman blinked up at him,

#Mass' Harry say beat um,” he said.

“I did?"” exclaimed the captain of the
Remove.

“You say beat um. You master! Me

beat anybody Mass' Harry say. Kill
um if Mass' Harry say kill um!”
“Goodness gracious!” gasped Mr.

Quelch.
“But I did not say anything of the

kind!” exclaimed Harry, in utter
bewilderment.  “I think he must be
wandering in his mind, sir. You can
let him up, you fellows; he's calm

enough now."”

The Krooman looked reproachfully at
his master.

“Mass' Harry say, no say beat Mass’
Bob?’ he asked.

“Certainly not!"”

“There is some strange mistake,
Mr. Quelch.

“When do you think 1 told you to
beat Bob, Pickle Jar?” asked Harry
Wharton.

“¥You call in window,” said the Kroo-
._“Me come at once, with stick, to
beat Mass' Bob.”

‘““You think I called in your window.”
}\'h?‘l;lon. “Did you see me, Pickle

ar?

"

said

“No can see, it dark. You throw stone
to window, me look out, you say ‘ Lib
for beat Mass’ Bob with stick." Me 'bey
Mass’ Harry's order one-time.”

“Bunter!” shricked Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

“Bunter!” repeated Mr. Quelch.
“What has Bunter to do with the
matter, Wharton?”

“It's his rotten ventriloquism, sir!”
gasped the captain of the Remove., I
haven't been near Pickle Jar's quarters;
Bunter has imitated my voice—"

“Oh!” exclaimed the Remove master.
“Bunter, come here!”

Billy Bunter was backing away
through the crowd in the passage, with
a look of alarm on his fat face. But
Peter Todd had taken him by the
collar.

“You're wanted, you fat rascal!” said
Peter.

And he jerked the Owl of the Remove
forward.

“ Bunter !" said Mr. Quelch sternly.

“I didn't!” gasped Bunter, “I—I
wasn't, sir.”

“What ?”

“I haven’t been near the garage, sir,
and—and I never told Bob Cherry I'd
make him sit up for bumping me. 1
never thought of such a thing, sir!
Besides, I'm not a ventriloquist.”

*“ Bless my soul!”

“As for imitating Wharton's voice,
and pulling that nigger's leg, sir, I
wouldn't,” said DBunter, “Besides, I
warned them.”

“You—you warned them?”

“Yes, sir; quite plainly, in Study
No. 1,” said Bunter. “They'll have to
bear witness to that. I warned them
what to expeet if they didn’t give me
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“Bunter!" gasped Mr. Quelch. “Then
you admit that you played this trick
upon an ignorant African—"'

“Not at all, sir! Certainly not! I
never thought of such a thing. Besides,
it was only a lark.”

“ A—a—a lark 1" stuitered Mr. Quelch.

“That's all, sir! Just a lark. I never
thought for .a minute that the silly
nigger would really pitch into Cherry.
I was just pulling his leg for a lark, sir.
And—and, besides, sir, I don't know any-
thing about it."”

“You—you don't know anything
about it?” said Mr. Quelch dazedly.

“No, sir!” said Bunter firmly. *“I've
been out of gates all the time, and never
even knew auything was happening till
a minute ago.’

Mr. Quelch gazed speechlessly at
Bunter. There was a chortle in the
crowded passage. Bunter's rather com-
plicated defence did not carry conviction;
though apparently the Owl of the
Remove ]10130(1 that it would.

“Bunter ! gasped the Remove master,
at last.

“I—I hope you're satisfied, sir,” said
Bunter, with dignity. I trust, sir, that
you can take my word.”

“Take your word,” repeated Mr.
Quelch. “No, Bunter, certainly I can-
not take your word, you utterly untruth-
ful young rascal!”

“0Oh, really, sir—"

“You have played a cruel and wicked
trick, Bunter, and I shall take you to
Dr. Locke, and demard that you shall

be flogged severely!” thundered the
Remove master.

“0Oh crumbs!”

“Wingate, will you take that boy
away? "Take him to the Head's study,
please !”

“Certainly, sir!” said Wingate; and
Billy Bunter was led from the scene with
the hand of the captain of Greyfriars on
his collar.

“The matter is clear now, Wharton,”
said Mr. Quelch. *“This unfortunate
man was deceived by a cruel trick. Buf
that does not alter the fact that, after
this, he cannot possibly remain in the
school. If he does mnot leave with
Captain Corkran to-morvow, he must be
sent away."

“I—I—I don't mind, sir, as far as
I'm concerned,” said Bob Cherry.
“I don't blame poor old Pickle Jar, sir.”

“Quite so, Cherry, bul we cannot risk
the repetition of such an outbreak.
Wharton, as the man is calm now, kindly
take him away to his quarters.”

“Yes, sir,” said Harry,

Mr. Quelch swept away very much
perlurbed.  He went directly to the
Head's study, where Bunter had already
arrived. And in spite of Bunter's frantic
explanations that it was only a joke, and
that he hadn’t done it, he received there
and then a flogging which cured him of
all desire to ventriloquise for some time
to come. After that flogging, Bunter
had exercise enough for his natural voice,
and his ventriloquial voice was given a
rest,

o —

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Pickle Jar’s Farewell !
“SNO\V " said Bob Cherry.

It was the following morning.

The Famous Five were first down

of the Remove, and when they

looked from the doorway of the School
House the old quad lay before them a
sheet of glimmering white, Paths and

Next week there’ll be a yarn that’ll make you long for more 1
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grass plots had vanished under a spotless
mantle.

“Jolly, isn't it7” said Nugent.

“The jollyfuliess is terrific!” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh with
a shiver.

“Poor old Pickle Jar!” said Harry.

Bob Cherry made & grimace. He was
still feeling very keenly the effects of
the licking he had received at the hands
of the Krooman. The fact that that lick-
ing had been given by error did not make
it the less painful.

“Can’t help wishing poor old Pickle
Jar had stayed on the Congo,” said
Bob. “Ow, I shall feel this for a week !”

Harry Wharton was thinking a good
deal of Pickle Jar that morning. He was
attached to the faithful Krooman, but
he realised move clearly than ever that
the untutored savage could not possibly
vemain at Creyfriars. He hoped that
Captain Corkran’s arvival that afternoon
might solve the difficulty, but he was
feeling sorely troubled.

After morning lessons the captain of
the Remove made his way to the Kroo-
man's quarters, to break it to him as
zently as possible. He found Pickle Jar
huddled in blankets before a stove that
was almost red-hot, in a room so hot and
stuffy that it almost made the junior's
head swim, but the hapless Krooman was
shuddering and shivering.

The coming of the winter's snow had
heen the finish for the African. Pickle
Jar turned a pitiful face to Wharton.

“Not cold?” asked Harry,

“Berry cold,” said Pickle Jar. *“ Mass’
Harry no angry with Pickle Jar, if Pickle
Jar tell um something 7"

“Of course not,” said Harry.
is it, old chap1”

The Krooman was silent for some
minutes. Evidently he found it difficult
to utter what he had to say.

“Well 7" said Harry, at EJ.SE-.

“Congo boy berry cold in white man's

“What

country,” said Pickle Jar, “Tink ole
Pickle Jar lib for die.”
“No, no!" said Harry. “But—"

“Little captain with one eye come?”
asked the Krooman.

“Yes. Captain Corkran’s expected in
an hour or two,” said Harry. “You
will see him when he comes.”

“Little captain lib for Congo 7"

“ll:? is going back to Africa in a few

3

Another long silence. Wharton com-
prehended at last what was in the black
man’s mind, and which Pickle Jar did
not care to utter. He smiled slightly.

‘““Captain Corkran would be glad to
take you to the Congo with him,” said
Harry. “You would be very useful to
him there.”

““Mass' Harry let ole Pickle Jar go?”
asked the Krooman, watching the junior
out of the corner of his eye. *Stick to
um if Mass’ Harry like. Lib for back
to Congo if Mass’ Harry like Mass'
Harry master.”

“T should like you to go with Captain
Corkran, Pickle Jar,” =aid Wharton.
“T think it would be best.”

The Krooman nodded.

“Mass’ Harry know best!” he said.

And Harry Wharton returned to the

grasp of a dozen pairs of hands.
Bob Cherry.

Mr. Quelch stared blankly into the study. Bob Cherry was leaning on the

table, gasping painfully. On the floor the brawny Krooman wriggled in the

““The nigger’s out of his senses ! cried
(See Chapter12.)

3chool House with a lighter heart,
smiling a little.

“Well, how’s jolly old Pickle Jar get-
ting on?" asked Bob Cherry. * Enjoying
the weather, what?"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“The weather's settled him,” he said.
“He wants to go back to Africa, and
he's just owned up.”

“The esteemed and ridieulous Pickle
Jar is wise,” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. *“The excellent British
climate is undoubtedly terrific.”

“We'll give him a good send-off,”” said

Nugent.
“ Yes, rather!” .
When Captain Corkran arrived at

Greyfriars that afternoon he was pre-
ared to deal with the problem of Pickle
ar. Bui he found it already dealt with.

It was probable that the Krooman had

already begun to realise that he was out

of place in the white man’s country, and
the captain found him only eager to get
on the steamer going southwards,
When the captain departed Pickle Jar
went in his company. Harry Wharton

& Co., and a crowd of Greyfriars fellows,

marched to Courtfield to sce them off.

Pickle Jar, wrapped in many coats and
unnumbered mufflers, shivered in the car-
riage, as Wharton shook hands with him
at the window.

“Good-bye, Pickle Jar!” he said.
“We sha'n't forget you, old fellow!”

“The rememberfulness will be terrific,”
said Hurree Singh.

“No want leave Mass’ Harry,” said
the Krooman. ‘“Mass’ Harry say stay
'long him, ole Pickle Jar stay.”

It was the black man’s last ‘effort of
devotion. But Harry Wharton smiled
and shook his head.

“Some day Mass’ Harry lib for Congo
two-time 7" said Pickle Jar hopefully.

“Perhaps !” said Harry. ‘““I—I hope
s0! Good-bye, old chap!”

And the train started.

The juniors waved thelr hats, and a
black face from the window watched
Wharton wistfully, till the express
rounded a bend in the line and dis-
appeared from sight.

Pickle Jar was on his way back to his
native land, to arvive there safe and
sound, and to flourish among his black
comrades as a wealthy man. His brief
sojourn in England faded from his mind,
but it is probable that the Krooman
never quite forgot * Mass’ Harry.”

And the captain of the Remove did not
forget Pickle Jar. Indeed, it was likely
to be a long time before the chums of
the Remove ceased to discuss the brief
but exciting career of the black man at
Greyfriars, THE END.

There will be another Gripping, Long, Complete Story, dealing with the advenluares of Harry Wharton
& Co., the Chums of Greyfriars, entitled :—

“THE CALL FROM THE AIR!”

By FRANK RICHARDS.

You must not mies this wonderful tale—by your Favourite Author.

If you don’t know the Chums of Greyfriars, get to know them right now !
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A nother Bumper Number-— Gripping new tales and FREE REAL PHOTOS—
Your Editor's got the REAL GOODS for you next week !

A %?’".“-‘4&

There is certainly a great chance for
every boy and girl this week to obtain
splendid real photos of famous foot-
ballers. In this issue you will have a
splendid, large, free real photo of the
Liverpool F.C. NEXT WEEK THERE
WILL BE A MAGNIFICENT FREE
REAL PHOTO OF BOLTON WAN-
DERERS F.C. Make sure of yours,
my chum, by ordering the MaGXET
Library well in advance.

The “Boys’ Friend ” appears to-day,
and in it you will find two splendid, free,
real photos of famous footballers, speci-
ally coloured by hand, and absolutely
unequalled !

To-morrow we shall have the
“Popular ” on sale at all newsagents
and bookstalls, and in the “Pop " you
will find a free real photo of a famous
sportsman. Do not miss this, but drop
in at the newsagent’s early to-morrow
morning and ask for the “Popular.”

On Wednesday, the “Gem " Library
will offer you a grand free real photo
of a famous footballer in action, and at
the foot of the photo will be found his
signature. The “Gem ™ Library has
made a great hit with these novel photos,
and I only hope my chums are making
the best of their chances, and getting
¢opies of the “Gem ” Library.

This, then, is a splendid week for all
lovers of good stories and good photos
of their favourites.

I do not boast when I say that I have
the finest and most popular boys’' papers
I merely slate a fact. There is not a
paper on the market which offers such
sterling good value for money. And as
for the stories, there are, in my papers,
the best stories it is possible tn obtain.
I have the best authors at my service,
and only the best authors are wanted to
write for the papers that are known
throughout the world as the Compasnion
Papers. f there is anybody in this
world who wriles better school stories
than Frank Richards, Martin Clifford,
and Owen Conquest. I'd dearly like to
meet him. There are, of course, other
authors writing for me, but the three
gentleman nam>d undoubtedly “{ake the
calke " for echool stories, and I do not
think it at all likely that we shall ever
find a better author to supplant them!

We will now proceed to impart a little
information concerning

NEXT WEEK’S SPLENDID
PROGRAMME.

In the first place, our 20,000 word
complete school story of Harry Wharton
& Co. at Greyfriurs will be entitled:

“THE CALL FROM THE AIR!”
By Frank Richards,

In this gtory we learn how Peter Todd
is given an extremely handsome cheque
to celebrate the anniversary of his birth,
Like the generous boy he is, Peler wants

No need to go any farther!

e — T

to buy something so that all his chums
can share in this gift, and, knowing that
Billy Bunter has a really tremendous
appetite, and that all his chums can
““go ™ a bit in that line, too, Peter buys
a wireless receiving set.

The arrival of this set starts the chums
off on a great adventure. Terror strikes
the Remove. Mr. Quelch arrives on the
scene, and is absolutély powerless. Win-
gate gets into the wars, and even the
Head cannot solve a mystery which
crops. up.

Then there comes a call from the air.
A wireless message gets to the juniors,
who go out of the school in a body to
the rescue of the unseen “caller.” They
have to do lots of rash things to get at
the men responsible for the call, and
there is much thrilling and exciting
adventure for them before they at last
bring to & successful end what might
have developed into a great tragedy.

Then we shall have another splendid,
long complete story of FERRERS
LOCKE AND JACK DRAKE, entitled :

“THE DEATH THORN.”
By Owen Conquest.

This is a special story, my chums, and
describes what must have been this won
derful detective’s most thrilling and ex-
citing adventure. A thorn is found in a
man’s “wrist, and the man is dead. The
question arises, who put the death thorn
there? And why was it done?

Ferrers Locke and his wonderful
assistant, Jack Drake, set about this
problem with the grim knowledge that
they are to fight desperate criminals—
men who will, if a chance be given them,
send one of the death thorns into their
own hands!

But they regard it as their business;
danger must be faced if justice is to be
served, And they take up the case, with
a result that will surprise you when yon
read the adventure of

“THE DEATH THORN.”

THE PRESENT.

No, I'm not going to talk about what
is happening now—nor of the future. 1
am referring to Christmas Presents, and
I just want to remind you that the ideal
present lo give or receive is the
“HOLIDAY ANNU (L.” Remember,
there are over three hundred and sixty
pages in this wonderful Annual, and
every page is packed. Make no mistake
about it, boys and girls, the *“Holiday
Annual ” is the present you want, or the
present your friend wants.

There are a few covies of the “Holi-
day Annual” still to be obtained. Get
one to-day, to-morrow may be too late.

Your €ditor.

This is the story-paper you are looking for!

T
Result of .. .
“SILHOUETTES"”

COMPETITION! £

TR T T
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In this competition no competitor sent in
a correct solution of all the six sets of pic-
tures. The prize of £25 has therefore been
divided between the following two com-
petitors, whose solutions came necarest to
correct with eight errors each:

W. RITSON,
9, Square, Barrowford,
Near Nelson, Lancs.

ERIC MYERS,
7, Bayshill Terrace,
Cheltenham.

The ten prizes of £1 each have heen
awarded to the following competitors, whuse
solutions came next in order of merit:

. H. G. Everson, 177, Sandy Hill Road,
Plumstead, S.E.; Colin G. Porterfield, 80,
Milton Road, Hanwell, W. 7; J. Clifford Uray,
25, Windleshaw Road, St. Helens, Lancs;
Alice Blease, 39, Chapel Street, Rhodes, Man-
chester; Tom Waine, 24, Menor Road, Leam-
ington Spa; H. Wallis, 21, Chancer Road,
Forest Gate, E.7; Walter White, 21,
Alverton  Street, Deptford, ; H.
Ball, 24, Tobin Street, Notting Hill, W. 1i;
Harry Hilton, 15, Elizabeth Street, Heaton
Park, Manchester; Malcolm Harris, 2, South
Street, Corsham,

e

The twenty prizes of 10/- each have bLeen
awarded to the following competitors, whose
suueions were next in order of merit:

A. J. Seriven, Fontenay Lodge, Don Road,
Jersey, C.I.; Thomas G. Manser, 10, &t.
Joln's HRoad, Caversham, Reading; Haroll
Knight, 86, Lumn Street, Hyde, Cheshire;
8. J. Evans, 44, Regent Street, Gloucester;
iewis E. rvavs, 76, Kenelon Road, Small
Heath, Birmingham ; H, Willsone, 6, Warring-
ton Place, Poplar, E. 14; . Abbott, 5,
Kineton Road, Oxford; H. Austin, 66,
Tything, Worcester: L. M. Peek, West Side,
Fortis Green, E. Finchley; W. J. Chard. 1%,
Dunston Street, Kingsland Road, Hagger-
stan. E. 8; Robert Craske, 4. The Crescent,
Bedford; Aubrey White, Chestnut Villa, Bur-
bage, Leicegter; Ernest Shooter, 18, AManor
Road, New Village, Askern, near Doncaster;
H, G. Thorpe, 2, Wilmot Place, Camden
Town, N.W. 1; C. Curtis, 65, Nelson Street,
Norwich; Kitty Hopkinson, Long Binnington,
Grantham, Lincs; R. Dowsett, 91, Selsdon
Road, Plaistow, E. 13: H. Purvis, 23, Warton
Street, Dootle, Liverpool; Bertram £, Perry,
57, Grafton Road, Kentish Town, N.W. b:
Arthur Jervis, 18, Aleester Sireet, Rodditeh,
Wores.

SOLUTION.
No. 1.
1.—Sawing. 2.—Playingz Cricket, 2. Piann
Playing. 4.—Typing. 5. Billiards. 6.~
Catching.
No. 2.
7.—Fencing. 8.—High Diving. 2. -Punting
10.—Jumping. 11.—-8ailing.  12.--Mountaln.
eering.
No. 3.

15.—DBowling. 14.—Ten 15.—T
Lacrosse.  16.—HRoller Bk 17.
Jumping. 18.—Motoring.
No. 4,
10.—8erubbing. 20 —Reading. 21, —Lasso-
ing. 22 —Running. 23.—Darning. 24, —8nup-
shotting.
No. 5.
o5.—Begging. 26.—Mowing. 27.- Padiling,
28, —Chopping. 29 —Pasting. 50~ Firing.
No. 6.
81.—Writing. 32.—8weeping. 53— Dancing.
34.—Kicking. 35.—Bignalling. 50, - Exercising.

Say, you fellows, drop your old chum, the Editor, a line to-day !
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What do you think of ‘‘ Tiger ”’ Ferrers Locke—the greatest 'tec of the age ?
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THE MAN BEHIND THE SCENES.- The mystery surrcunding the emazing theft of the Rajah of Pundevhah’s

weconderful Catseye stonc baffles London.

“ Tiger ?* Ferrers Locke is called in to investigate the strange casc,

Locke picks up a thin trail, and with dogged determination geis on the mnove.

e N \\\:\'\_ _-'.' iR
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The * Tiger ” gets on the go again. But he comes up against something like a double brick wall when he tries to
fight with the ‘* Unseen Power.”

Who is the * Unseen Power " P

By OWEN CONQUEST.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Man From Bengal.
“ HANDAR LAL!
Ferrers Locke ejaculated the
_A4 name in a tome of pleased sur-
prise as he glanced at the visiting-
card which Sing-Sing, the Chinese servant,
had handed to him.

“Allee same black man, Missa Lockel”
volunteered the Chinese.

The detective laughed at the almost warn-
ing manner in which Sing-Sing conveyed the
information.

*“A coloured gentleman, you mean,” he
corrected. " Brown, yes—but black, decidedly
not. Please show him up”

As the servant left the room Locke turned
towards his assistant, who was indexing a
ook of press-cuttings.

“Chandar Lal's un old friend of mine,
Drake,” he volunteered. “Same year at
college, both keen on cricket. Haven't seen
him for years."”

Jack Drake rose, and slipped the book into
a shelf of a mahogany case.

“A private call, sir,” he said.
myself scarce for a while”

The detective waved him into a chair.
Dear old Lal will be

“I'll make

* Nonsense, my hoy!
pleased to meet you."
Footsteps sounded on the stairs without,
there was a rap on the door, and Siug-
Hing inserted his yellow face, and unnounced:

“Milssa Lall"

As Sing-Sing withdrew, the visitor walked
briskly into the room. He was sturdily
built, and dressed in a smartly-fitting louuge
suit, patent boots, and grey spats. When he
spoke, his English was faultless. Ounly his
Lrown skin proclaimed his Indian nationality.

His white teeth showed in a gleaming
smile, as his .hand clasped that of the
detective,

My dear Locke, this is a great pleasure!
[ trust you will pardon my calling without
intimation of my coming. I ouly arrived at
the East India Docks this morning.”

“I'm delighted to see you, Lal!"™ replied
Locke heartilv. = Allow me to introdues Jaek
Drake, who assists me with my professional
jnvestigations. Don't take to crime, my
dear Lal, or you'll have him on your track
like n bloodhound!™

The Indian Jaughed as he addressed a
formal word to the boy, and sank back into
a chair.

“I'm not likely to, Locke,” he said; “too
busy to commit murders and burglaries. I've
come to Londom on busipess. I came by
the British Oriental liner, Chowdah, I'm
& partner in the Caleutta jewellery firm of
Chandar Lal & Jamsetji now, you kuow.”

Locke nodded and pushed a decanter and

Ferrers Locke’s grip is like a steel claw !

glass and a box of cigars towards the
visitor. The firm of Chandwxr Lal & Jamsetji
was known to him as one of the Jargest and
most successful jewellery concerns in the
world. It.had been fouuded by tbe father
of his old college friend, and, after an cduca-
tion in an English University, Chandar Lal
had gone vet East to enter the husiness.

“Sorry I can't stop very lowg. Must get
this piece of business off my mind as soon as
possible, It's a—a trifle too rommantic for my
liking!"

Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake raised their
eyebrows. Chandar Lal had whetted their
curiosity,

The lmdian puffed silently at his eigar for
a few moments.

“It's a romantic affair altogether,” he
mused. “I'll tell you about it, if you care
to hear.”

“Pray proceed!" said Locke.

“Well, some months ago, among a numher
of gems purchased by me from a Chinese
merchant was a catseye of unique size aund
beauty. It was as large as a. pigeon’s egg,
brown as an antumn lezf, but as transparent
as the sea off a tropic isle. Seen from above,
dividing the stone into halves, was a streak
of light. like a captive roy of living sun-
shiné, Seen from either side, this golden
gleam took on the form of a hroad curve,
like a parrot's beak ™

*A veritable queen of calseyes,” com-
mented Locke, relighting his pipe.
“That is so,” said the Indian solemniy.

“The gein was unique.”

FERRERSB LOCKE.
The Master Datective.

“Where did your Chinese vendor cbtalin
it

“He refused to say. DPossibly at one time
it was in the possession of some old Chinese
mouastery or temple. Probably it came
dircet from a mandarin of ancieut lineage in
low financial water. But that is a secret
not likely to be revealed. Two days after,
the Chinese merchant who sold me the gem
wus picked up dead on the outskirts of
Caleutta, He had been killed by a motor-
ear, as aflirmed by several natives, but they
never traced the car.”

“H'm!" murmured Locke.

“A coincidence, of course,” said Chandar
Lal. “The gem, for which 1 gave two lukhs
of rupees, was kept in the centre drawer of
our strongest safe. We did not offer it for
sale. But it attracted excelient custom, for
news of its presence spread. Government
dignities and native  princes dropped in to
sew it, and we received many tempting offers
to part with it, Always, however, we re-
fused, and our visitors contented themselves
with purchasing other gems.”

*And your business in England is in con-
nection with this catseye?” said Locke, as the
other paused.

Chandar Lal flicked the ash from his cigar.

“Partly. One day the Rajah of Punderhah
dropped in. Like all others, he immediately
fell under the captivation of the stone. He
pleaded to be allowed to purchase it, and
inally offered no less than three lakhs of
rupecs for the gem.”

“You sold?"

“1 did. But after the deal had been
accomplished 1 learned, to my amazement,
that the rajah dil not desire the stone for
himself. He intended making a present of
it to & mau who once had rendered him a
great service—the Duke of Chirchester.”

Terrers Locke and Drake exchaoged
glanees. Both knew the duke well. Some
time previously they had been instrumental
in bringing to hook a gang of Turf ruffinus
who had attempted to blackmail his Grace.

“Ah, I remember!” murmured Ferrers
Locke. “The duke was the guest of the
rajah in Bengal, a couple of years ago.”

*Yes, and it was during a big-game huntipg
expedition that his Grace rendered a service
which the rajah hos never forgotten. With
extraordinary daring and coolness the duke
sprang from his horse and tackled a wounded
wild boar—the fiercest and most dangerous
wilid beast on earth. In so dolng he saved
the life of the rajah’s only son. On account
of this the rajuh told me that it was his
wish to present the duke with something
as unique and as nearly priceless as was in
lis power. So he requested that on my next
business visit to London I would personally

He never gives in !
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risit the duke, and hand him the most superb
gem which ever came out of the Orient.”
X Jlftl'rrrrd Locke’s fingers drummed idly on the
n e
“ 8o you have had this wonderful catseéye as
a companion on your voyage to Eugland?"
“1 did,” replied Coandar Lal.,, “I have
felt a deep sense of responsibility., But the
;0.\'&5,'0 ia over, and the jewel is safe. It is
ere.”

He tapped the region of his waistcoat.

“My hat!" said Jack Drake eagerly.
“You've got it in your vest pocket? Could
I see it, sir?"

The Indian gave a merry laugh.

“I'm afraid not, Drake,” be said. *“VYou

see, it is not in my pocket. It is wrapped
up in many layers of tissue-paper in a
pocket in a special body-belt which I wear
next to my skin. I have slept with the belt
round my wiist., Always 1 have been able to
feel the bulk of the gem against my body.
It has been a great responsibility, and I
sha'n't be sorry to hand it to the duke.”
“He is in town, I suppose?” said the de-

tective.

1 teiephoned to his residence in
Grosvenor Gate this morning, He was oub
riding in the Row, then. His hutler expected
him back in ‘an hour. But, having put up
my luggaze at the Waldorf. I ecame along
here to look you up. If you'll permit me to
use your "phione, Locke. I will find out if
the duke could see me now.,”

“Do so hy all means, my dear fellow.
There's a "phone in the consulting-room: go
through that door straight in front. of you.”

Chandar Lal left the detective and Irake.
A minute later they could hear Lis voice
speaking ioto the telephome. When he re-
turned to the sitting-rodm he declined Locke's
invitation of a chair again:

“The duke has asked me to go along to him
right away, my dear Locke,” he said. “He
also would he honoured to see you aud
Drake to lunch.”

“That is extremely kind of lLim,” com-
mented  Locke. “You've ~ aroused our
chrfosity about the catseye, Lal. Let us go
to (rosvenor Gate.”

Three minutes later, Locke, Drake, and the
Indian stepped from the house. The detee
tive hailed a taxi which was passing down
Baker Street.

“To Groavenor Gate!"

Arriving in the short, fashionable thorough-

Yare hard by Hyde Park., the taximan drew
up. Locke, jumping out firat, forestalled
the Indian by paying Yhe fare.
. The duke's residence was an aunstere build-
ing which gave no indication of the magnifi-
ccuce of Its juterior.  The visitors were
admitted by a footman. The man ushered
them to the library, and anounced them to
the duke, who was alone and awaiting their
coming.

His Grace, a man of about fifty, with iron-
grey hair and moustache, whose weather
beaten complexion denoted the sportsman,
greeted them cordially.

“T have received a communication from my
old friend, the Rajah of Punderhah,” he said
to Chandar Lal. “He stated he was semdiog
a gift to me. It was thoughtful of him—
and kind of you, sir, to be the bearer of the
ewel,

* “It has been an hooour, sir,” replled the
Iudian, with equal politeness. “If you are
agreeable, T will deliyer the jewel to you
now, For a full month it has rested prae-
tically next to my skin. Np one will enter
the room, sir?”

The duke smiled.

“No one is in the house, eave my servants,
They will not enter lest I bid them to do
50."

“Then you will excuse my partially dis-
robing.”

“Go ahead!”

Chandar Lal dlscarded his cont and walat.
coat, hanging them over the mahogany back
of a chair. That done, he unbuttoned his
shirt and undervest, and unfastened a pale
Llue wash-leather money-helt from his waist.
Drawing this out, he opened a wallet in the
alde of it, and took out a paper package
about the size of a small hen’s egg. This
packet he placed in the duke's hand, making
& slight bow as he made the presentation,

“His Highoess the Rajah trusts that this
jewel will he a talisman against all evll to

ou, sir. He desired me to convey his fellci-

ations and respect to you.”

The duke inclined his head in response, and

¢ Holiday Annual.”

his fingerz began {o remove the tissune-paper
wrappings from the gift.

Ferrers Locke and Drake watched intently.
Their eyes longed to frast thermselves on this
wonderful gem of the Orient, for which a
prince’s ransom had beco pald,  As brown
us autumn leayves, 1 a3 trausparcnt as the
sta round a tropic ; within it o eaptive
ray of living sunshine. That was  how
Chandar Lal had deseribed the gem.

Picce after piece of delicate tissue-paper
the duke unrolled, Jack Drake felt his veart
heat a trille guicker. There was something
rather exciting in  anticipating the sight
of the wreat catseye.

“1 must congratulate you on the way you
protected the pem, Mr. Lal,” aaid the duke,
with a smile. " Al, I [ancy this is the last
of the paper!”

He slowly unwrapped the Onal layer of
tizsue.  Locke snd Drake craned forward.
Then a gasp of amazement escaped all four
present. In the hollow of the duke's palm
lay a smooth green piece of bottle glass!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Seeking the Scent.
F OLLOWING that flrst breath of nmaze-

ment » dead silence fell over the

library. An  expression of horror

fixed itsell on the face of the Indian
His colour faded from a warm hrown to the
cold dead tint ol ancient parchment... The
duke reddened, and fixed s eyes inguiringly
on the man from Bengal.

Chaodar Lal gulped hard, and two words
left his lips in un awed, hoarse whisper.,

“ Black magie!”

Ferrers Locke grasped the shoulders of the
fellow and spun him rowmd.

“Come, come, pull yoursel! together, ol
chap!" he ordered steruly. “ There's no black
mwagic about this. I'm sm‘s} ised at an
educated man Iéke you reverting to ancient
Oriental superstition., The catseye has gone.
certainly, but it hasn't been alchemised
into a piece of old hottle glaszs.”

Lul suuk fechly inta the chalr over which
hi# coat and waisteout was resting. The dnke
splushed some aerated water from a sipho
into a gluss. This the Iudinn gulped greedily
As he set down the tumbler he appeared a
trifle calmer.

H1—1 see what you're driving at, Locke,”
he said.  “You think I've been robbed. T
tell you, man, its impossible.”

“Five minutes ago you'd have said it wa=
imposaible that a picee of common, valneles
hottle ginss was heing worn next your skin’
retorted Locke. *Still, [ am oot thegrising
I wish to help you, it you'll let me.”

Chandar Eal's brown linuwd pgripped that of
the detective.

“You're n suhib, Locke, If gver there was

one."”
“Never mind about that. old feflow.  Just
answer one or two questions for me. Who

pleced the eatseye in your belt belore you
left Imdin —-yonrselfi™
Lal nodded,

“THE DEATH
THORN!”
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“Is this the Lelt you placed it inf”

Lal glanced from the bett to Locke in sur-
prise.

“0Of course!™

“Please examloe the money-belt ecarefully,”
said the detective. *Is that the zelfsame
helt you had in India?"

The Indlan took up the beit and examined
it, opening each wallet it contained in turn.
Locke drumaed his flngers on the table. The
duke and Jack Drake stood silently by,
watchiog the Indian narrowly.

" Yes, this is the identical belt,” said Lal,
looking up. “I'l swear it!"”

“On your voyage to England, did you ever
takt‘!_ thf jewel frem the belt?”

“How often?"

" About five or six times, 1 shounld think."

“Always in the privucy of your cabini”

“Invariably."

“When was the last occasiont”

Get it now, there’s still time}

“Two nights ago.”

“On this occasion did you immediately
n-p][uc]e_ ]the belt round your hody?"”

1 did.”

“And it has been there night and day
since "

Chandar Lal nodded.

“You would say it was utterly impossible
for auyone to have removed the catseye from
your waistbelt and inserted the spuricus
package?" continued the master-detective.

“Utterly impossible!"

“I am inelined to agree with you,” sald
Locke thoughtfully. “Having noted the
position of the belt, as you wore it, it is
certain  that the slickest sneak-thief in
London could not have accomplished such a
feat. We must commence our investigations
on the liner, and at once. Precious time has
heen lost already.”

All thoughts of luncheon had departed from
the minds of all four by this time. The duke
tonched the button of an electric bell, and
ordered that his car should be in readiness in
five minutes for a journey down to deckland.
In less than that, the sound of a motor-horn
announced the arrival of the car outside the
duke's residence.

“I will not come with you, Locke,"” said the
nobleman. “You will not want a. passenger
on your hands while you conduct your in-
vestigations. As far as the car is concerned,
I give you ecarte blanche, my dear fellow. Tsa
it all day, if you like. I'll inform my
chanffeur of the arrangement.”

“Thank you, sir!™

The duke aécompanied Locke and his com-
nanions to the door. He gave the chauffenr
“is drders, and wished the detective Inck.
With'a scft, purring sound the car started on
the journey to the docks.

As the car, & magniflcent blue-colonred
Rolls-Royce, rolled swiftly eastward through
London, Chandar Lal hecame silent and
marose. DBut Ferrers Locke speedily aroused
himh from his depression and lethmrgy.

“Come, Lal,” he said cheerfully: "I want
=our attention for a mowment or two. You
¢ you took the catseye from vonr belt two
Auys ago?”

Lal roused himself with an effort.

“Yes: and I replaced it.”

“You turned in shortly afterwards?"

“Yes: I was retiring for the night when
tlie notion to lgok at the gem took possession
af me, Afterwards I turped into my hnnk
and went Lo sleep.”

o ¥oun was a single-herth cabin?”

“ Yu

“i¥d you sleep with your door lecked?”

“1 did-—always.”

"Was any man—any friend of yours among
the passengera or officera of the ship—in the
'::.-hri\t of calling on you in your eahin?"”

“No.»

“No one at all?”

“No one entered my cahin on the voyage,
tn my knowledge, excepting myself—and; of
course, the enhin steward.”

“Who was he?”

“A Chinese-—Ah Lee, by name. He was a
very quiet, amiable sort of heathen.'

Locke was wbout to question Lal further,
but juzt then the car reached the docks.

A gained the party admlssion. Locke

told the chautfeur to wait, and bhade
Chandar Lal to lead the way cn hoard the
Briti-h Oriental liner Chowdah.

The ship was a hive of industry. Steam-
winches whirred and rattled as the cargo was
Poisted from the forward and after lolds.
Sgamen had begun already painting opera-
tions on the funnels amd masts. Stewanls
wera taking large bundles of linen and
carpets from the ship to the sheds.

Upon boarding the liner, Locke's firat move
was to seek a  brief interview with the
captain, To him the detective confided the
nature of his errand on the ship. The
captain, almost incredulous, was yet thankful
that the matter had not been made public.
He willingly agreed to arrange that no
member of his crew should leave the dock-
yard area that day. His earnest hope was
that Locke would apeedily clear up the
mystery of the missing catseye, and so save

the necessity for further trouble and in-
quiries,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Find in the Cabin !

WORD from Ferrera Locke to the
policeman on duty by the dock gates
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Satisfied with his bricf interview with the
captain of the Chowdah, Ferrers Locke
requested Chandar Lal to lead the way to the
cabin occupied by the latter on the voyage
from Calcutta. This proved to be a spacious
room on the port side of the promenade deck.
Locke closed the door, and made a survey
of the cabin. The position of the port
attracted his attention.
“Did you sleep with the port open on the
last two evenings, Lal?" he inquired.
“No; it was screwed up, as it is now.
Coming up the Channel and Thames, 1 felt
your Engiish cold too severely to leave it
open.”
Locke turned his eyes to the door and the
position of the bunk., Meantime, Jack Drake
gazed keenly about him. It was not that he
expected to find a clue to the mysterious dis-
appearance of the rajah’s catseye. That
there was anything in the cabin itself that
would assist towards the solation of the
mystery seemed exceedingly unlikely, But
he had been trained by Ferrers Locke to take
keen note of every detail of such places as
they visited while engaged on a case.
Suddenly a thin, pink-coloured streak on
the white planks of the deck below attracted
his attention He stooped down; just below
the bunk was an overturned glass tumbler.
Picking it up, he began to examine it. On
the hottom and down one side was a layer
of thin, pinkish paste.
“What's that, Drake, my hoy?”
i‘El]r:aukez looked up as Locke -asked the ques-
u“gﬂcy a ttlijmbI?- i{- ;Iound on the deck, sir.
s as thoug ad been us ix-
Tn%htoogh pfst!e."' ed for mix
andar Lal stepped fo the boy's side and

gn:,ed at the glass cu:igv.?aly. ¥
That's queer,” he muttered. “Unless I'm
E‘;aﬁi’i :Ellixiﬁaken, g.hat Ii15t the glass in whirh
was brou to me las o

:'gour hot ]?ﬂlk!" ¢ LA

‘Yes; each night the Chinese steward
brought me a glass of hot milk. It was
recommended to me by a doctor for insom-
nlfr' you kln':cw."

errers ke took the glass in his hands

and held 1t to his nose. As he lowered it his
eysiv %]eé‘?ed \g!éhthu new light.

nat tine did the steward bhring you you

hot milk last night, Lal?" he demaﬁlé'ed.y :

“At about ten o’clock.”

:“h:n, time did you fall asleep?”

“At about ten-thirty. I was in my hunk
reﬂding when Ah Lee brought the drink.”

You locked your eahin door as usual after
the steward had departed?”

The Indian nodded,

“You slept well "

“8plendidly! I knew nothing until Ah Lee

entered my room at half-past seven this
morning. But what—-"
. "One moment,” said Ferrers Locke. “How
is it that Ah Lee did not remove the glass
which had contained the milk? Was he not
in the habit of dolng so?”

“Yes; I saw him stoop down by the bunk,
anq lI thought he was about to pick the glass
up.

“Obviously,” said Locke dryly, “he pushed
it beneath the bunk instead. i He r]l;‘l not
wish you to see it. Knowing yon were leav-
ing the ship directly after breakfast, he
could remove It at his leisure. Apparently,
however, Mr. Ah Lee has been kept busily
employed, and has not been able to return
here yet.”

“But—but is there any importance in all
this, my dear Locke? Time is getting on,
and__ﬂ

“It i3 of the utmost importance,” said
Ferrers Locke. “There was no black magle
about the disappearance of the catseye, Lal.
It was a deliberate and well-planned theft.
You were robbed as you lay asleep in that
bunk last night,”

“ Impossible !"

Locke lowered his voice,

“The actual manner of the theft Is a
mystery no longer,” he said. *But be wary
in the way we go about bringing the thief
to book.”

Chandar Lal grasped the detective by the
voat lapel. His teeth showed white against
his dark skin.

“Yon—yon know the thief?” he sald
hoarsely. “It was Ah Lee?"

“I don’t think there's a doubt ahout it,”
replied Locke. “ Though, possibly, he has only
acted as the tool for a bigeer-scoundrel, who
learned of your mission to London. The theft

bars Drake bumped into him.

DRAKE GETS ON THE TRAIL !—Jack Drake rang his bell and swerved,
The Chinaman tried to leap clear, but with another sharp twist of the handle-
With a howl of pain the trimmer fell to the
(See Chapter 4.)

ground.
was simple. Last night your hot milk con-
tained a dose of a powerful Eastern
soporifie.”

“ A sleeping-draught!” .

“Exactly—a sleeping-draught prepared by a
little known process from the heetle-uut palm.
It has an odour only when it is stale, and
the peculiar property of turning water or
any liquid to a pinkish tint after some few
hours."”

“And you mean,” said Chandar Lal, “that
1 was under the influence of this drug all
night?”

“Undoubtedly you were,” replied Ferrers
Locke. "And I'll bet you felt nothing but
a slight heaviness upon waking. In  the
night someone entered your cabin. Proh.
ably it was Ah Lee himself. As a steward,
he would possess a master-key to the cabins
in his charge. Having removed the catseye,
he placed the piece of glass with whbich he
had come |:repared into your waist-belt.”

Chandar Lal's brown fists clenched and un-
clenched.

“It was that Chinese snake!" he muttered.
“I'd like to feel my fingers at his yellow
throat! 1I'd strangle the life out of his
debased frame!”

“Calm yourself, Lal,” said Locke. “We
must proceed with the greatest caution. We
will go on deck, and 1 want you quietly to
indlecate to me this Chinese hed-room
steward.”

The three went up on deck. On the after
well-deck, close to a pangway, a number of
the ship's stewards were gathered. A shore
official of the steamship company was check-
ing carpets and other articles which were
heing taken from the ship.

Ferrers Locke halted in the lee of a
ventilator.
“Now, which is Ah Lee, old man?" he

whispered in the car of the Indlap.

Lal's face was averted. Thus Locke did
not see the flame of fire which burned in his
eyes. His first warning of the furnace of
emotion which had blazed up within Chandar
Tal was when the latter started forward.
With a leap like that of a blood-maddened
tiger, Chandar Lal sprang forward. His

brown fingers wrapped themselves over the
yellow throat of a blue-coated Chinece.

“Now, Ah Lee!" he hisgsed. *Haud over
that catseye!”

So swiftly did the assault take place that
for a couple of moments no one stirred to
interfere. But a muttered condemnation of
the Indian’s headstrong folly left the lips
of Ferrers Locke.

“The thundering idiot!"

As he darted across the deck, Ah Lee, the
Chinese steward, gave a desperate wriggle.
A knife seemed to drop from his sleeve into
his bhand.

“Look out, Lal!"

Locke's shout of warning was just in time;
Chandar Lal thrust the steward's head back
violently. The knife, intended for the
Indian’s heart, slashed through the side of
Lal’s coat, and a streak of crimson welled
through the cut in the cloth.

A terror-stricken cry escaped the ofelal
of the steamship company.

“Good heavens! He's knifed him!"

But although Lal bled freely, he had for-
tunately sustained only a flesh wound. TFor-
tunately, too, for him, Ferrers Locke sent the
steward spinning out of Lal's relaxed grasp
with a straight right-hander to the point of
the jaw.

By now a fierce hubbub had arisen. The
Chinese of the erew shouted guttural threats,
knives appeared in the handa of one or two
with mystifying rapidity. A Chinese stoker
who was crossing the deck picked up a
monkey-wrench left. by a winechman. PBut
as he sprang forward to bring it down op
Locke's head, Jack Drake dashed in, He
crashed his fist against the man's belt, and
the stoker doubled up like a penknife which
is shut suddenly.

An instant later Drake, Locke, and Chandar
Lal were defending themselves against a score
of outraged native memhers of the Chowdah’s
crew ;. with whirling fists the detective and
his plucky young assistant met the flerce
onslavght. A Chinese got in the way of a
comrade’s knifée. He crawled away, clutching
his neck and yelping with fear and pain, his
hlood bespattering the deck,

Pieree yells, guttural threats, and heavy

Jack Drake has a thrilling time in next week’s Ferrers Locke story !
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Plows markea the progress of a fight which
was fagt developing Into a free-for-all affair.
Others® members of the crew, nobt knowing
what the row was about, plunged ioto the
fray.

The captain, chief officer, and some of the
junior golddace men of the liner dashed down
to the ald of the while men. But thiree
sturdy members of the dockyard police were
chiefly instrumental in quelling the dis
turbapce. Two or three of the Chiuese,
including Al Lee, were taken into custody.

Hot and breathless, his collar logse 1rom
his meck, Ferrers Locke gazed dazedly about
Itm. Chapdar Lal leant aganit ‘he nearhy
ventilator, on the verge of collapse.

“Hallo, where’s Drake?" muttered the
detective,

The hoy was nowhere to he seen. A brief
search plainly showed that bhe was not on
the after well-deck, It was as though, during
the course of the fight, Jack Drake haf
vanished Into thin air.

THZ FOURTH CHAPTER.

Jick Drake’s Bold Ruse.

MAZING though it appeared, there
wis -nothing supernatural about the
disappearance of Locke's brilliant
voung assistant.

Until that moment in the meneral fight
when the officers of the Chowdab joined in,
Jack Drake was fighting for his life. Then
a rush of excited combatants swept him
back against the side of the ship. In that
moment's brief respite as he leaved against
the rails, his z:lu.-_rsil heaving quickly fo his
laboured breathing, he noticed something
which caused him to draw himself up alertly.
This was a strange look which the steward,
Ah Lee, shot at a passing Chinese trimmer—
an_unprepossessing fellow with but one eye.

Instecd of joining in the fray like the
other Asiatics, this maun slunk hastily down
the gangway of the ship. Drake pglaneced
after him, then turned again towards the
:ltrt;‘ggllng mass of humanity on the liner's
eck.

By this time Locke and the ship’s officers
wére getting the upper-hand of the infuriated
Orientals. The fight was practically over.
Again Drake gazed after the one-eved
trimmer, who by this time was moving with
cat-liké tread along the deck. On the im-
pulse, Drake darted swiftly down the gang-
way and set off to shadow the fellow,

Reaching the dock gates, an official halted
the Chinese and ran his hands over the
man's prease-covered clothes. Then he
allowed him to pass out. In turn, he halted
Drake, too, but finding no contraband on
Ehekboy. allowed him to proceed out of the

otks.

Quickening his steps, Jack Drake soon
caught sight of the Chinese trimmer again.
The man had increased his pace to a *Chinn-
man's trot,” but the hoy cleverly kept him
;lr, view while not appearing to be following

im.

As he procceded through the squalid
thoroughfares of Limehouse, Drake more than
once was inclined to laugh at himself for
roing on a wild-goose chase like this. But
he remembered the look which Ah Lee had
cast at the trimmer, and the furtive way
the latter had slunk from the ship.

But he consoled himself wiih the thought
that, had he stayed on hoard the Chowdah,
he could not have done any good. In. his
opinfon, Chandar Lal, by his lack of control
of his feelings, had rendered the task of
finding the catseye an almost hopeless one.
Ah Lee, if he were the thief, was not likely
to have the gem on his person. The catseve
might be hidden on the ship. On the other
hand, Ah Lee might have an accomplice—
this Chinese trimmer, for instance.

“My hat!” muttered Drake to himself,
“I'l give a fiver-to he shle to make an
examination of that chap's togs! The way
that dockyard 'lchap ran his hands over him

was nseless, Still, T suppose he was looking
for cheroots or cylinders of opium.”

Turning inte & narrow thoroughfare ealled
Lantern Street, the Chinese became more
furtive in his movements, He kept to the
~ond, as is the custom among natives of the
Far East, and he kept glancing about him,
as though seeking some particular building.

Jack Drakp gave a groan. It might prove
of use to know for which haunt the man was
heading, But the thought persisted in the
hoy's mind that the trimmer might actually
have the catseyé about his person.

Severadl wild ideas rushed through Jack
Drake’s mind. Theu, outside a small Chinese
grocery-shop he saw an ancicnt heyele. o
a flash he recognised that, by a bold stroke.
there was & falot chanes of testing his
theories.

With a swift glance ioto tht dim interior
of the grocery-shop, e made sure he was
unchserved. Seating himsell on the saddle of
the bieyele, he pedaled hard along the street.
The Chinese trimmer, still lopiog along in the
road, heard the sound of the speeding
machine, and swung round. Drake vigorously
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rang his hell, and swerved. The Asiatic tried
to leap clear, but, with another sharp twist
of the handlebers, Drake bumped into him.
With a how! of pain, the trimmer fell to
the ground. while Drake aud the bicycle
descended on top of him.

“ Are you hurt®” asked Drake, in an apxious
tone. " No bones broken, I hope?”

He ran his hands over the Chinese. Shouts
sounded in the street. A Chinese youth, to
whom the bicyele belonged, was. runuing to-
wards them, as were two or three passers-hy.
From a small laundry, surmounted by’ the
name- " Li Fang,” opposite the scene of the
“accident,” a small, wizened yellow man
wearing tortoise-shell spectacles-emerged.

Drake's brain worked like lightning. On
the ground, close by him, was his eap and
that worn by the Chinese trimmer. He
grabbed the nearest one, crammed it on.his
head, and sprang to his feet. The trimmer
gave.vent to a guttural flow of invective in
his native language. .

But Jack Drake did not wait to apologise.
He dashed madly away bowling over a lascar
who tried to intercept him. Two or three
set off in pursuit, but the hoy ran like a stag.

Diving into & timber-yard, he dodged among
the stacks of boards, and threw his pursuers
off "his track. 'Emerging from the other side
of the yard, he found himsell in a wide road,
along which tramcars were -passing. From
liere he returned to Daker Street, without
further adventure.

Somewhat to the boy's surprise, the Duke
of Chirchester's Rolls-Iloyce was outside the
place. Ferrers Locke and Chandar Lal had
returned already.

"“Ah, here you are, my boy!" cried Locke,
in a tone of relief. “1 learned from a police-
man that you had left the dock gates. Al
Lee and two or three other members of the
Chowdah’s crew are being held in custody.
But I think an explanation is due from you,
Drake.”

In a few words Jack Drake explained the
idea which had led him to follow the one-
eyed Chinege trimmer.

“Well, sir,” he concluded, “I made my
opportunity, and ran my hands over the
fellow. But the gem wasn't on him, Need-
less to say, sir, 1 had to beat it pretty
hurriedly.”

Locke smiled.

“%0o I ootice by the eap you have in your
hand, my boy. That is not the one you wore
this morning. In your haste to * beat it * you
must have got hold of the Chink's headgear
in mistake.”

A _merry. twinkle lediped into Drake's eves.

“Not in mistake, zir,” he said—"on
purpose.”
From his ket he drew a penknife, and

ripped up the linijng of the eap. 'On the
tahle dropped a brown-coloured, transparent
stone with a streak of firg2 through the centre
of it. It was the rajal’s catzeye!

Relieved_beyond measure at heing able to
hand the Rajah’s gift to the duke, Chandar
Lal preferred no -charge of theft either
against Ah Lee or his one-eyed accomplice.
Owing to the conflicting evidence cencerning
the fracas on the liner, the Chinese steward
was.released from custody:

Despite the recovery of the catseye, nelther
Ferrers Locke nor Jack Drake was satisfled
that the mystery had been probed to the
hottom.

“We may take it for certain,” said Locke
to his assistaut, when they were alone to-
gether, “that there was a bigger scoundrel
behind those two Chinks of the Chowdal,
But that the investigation might prove a
too lengthy one, I shounld like to delve info
the cause a bit deeper,”

Two paragraphs which Jack Drake clipped
from the “Evening Telegram »” within a few
days of each other pave the detective a
further uneasy feeling that the mystery of
the rajah’s catseye had been only partly
solved. The paragraphs were:

(1) “A Chinesc ship's steward named Ah
Lee was taken from the water in the East
India Docks early yesterday morning. No
evidence was forthcoming at the inquest, and
an open verdict was returned.”

(2) “Lai Tong, a Chinese, employed as a
trimmer on s.s. Chowdah, was killed by a
fall of coal in the ship’s bunkers. Although
other trimmers were working near him, there
was no one, apparently, who saw the mishap.
A verdict of *Accidental death' was
returned.”

THE END.

(Next week's grand long complete story
of Perrers Locke is entitled “The Death
Thorn!® This is a very special story, my
chums, and I want you all to make sure of
a copy of the MAGNET Library by ordering
your copy in advance.)
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make real articles to use; not toys ! tool you require, and give a free design
that you get tired of or take to cach week with their journal ** Hobbies.”
pieces. All sorts of things can be Price 2d. every Wednesday.

KEEETERETED A New Catalogue----'-----;

A fine 184-page Catalogue of 15 different :

' pastimes, containing 1,000 illustrations, and :

a free Coal Cabinet Design will
for 1/- post free.

Write to HOBBIES, Ltd. (Dept. 34, DEREHAM,

or call at a Branch or Agent in your own town.

[EETRTTTTTRPITY Other Outfitg - ssvererises -

: 1f you prefer a better Outfit you -can :
: obtain _one_up to 60/-—real good. :
: Write for illustrated lists if you are :

be sent :
1 interested.

DISGOVERY.

2 A BRITISH INVENTION.

g A Pocket Instrument that p_ls{s

inall keys asperfectlyas aviolin
without the laborious study of
scales. The only British.mads
PocketInstrumenton the market.
. A - Post free, with full fnstructions.

Range 3} Octaves. 1/9. Better quality /9, from

THE CHELLAPHONE CO. (Dnit. 33), HUDDERSFIELD

: FATHER
XMAS
LETS 0UT"
N R HIS
4 SECRET
“ PAIN'S is Where I Buy My Biggest Bargains

LN from, so get their Xew Tllustrated Catalogue, Frea
By o Post Free, of Bigeest Bargains From 7d. to 77/6.
= Clocks, Watches, Jewellery, Gramophones, Accordeons,
Novelties, Cutlery and Plate, Leather and Pancy (oods,
Foyvs, Xmas Cards, FEte, For * Satisfaction or Moncy
¥ Back ' Writa to PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE,
& Dept. 58X, HASTINGSH."” Signed—[Father Xmas.

GREAT MUSIGAL

o LR

—
—

AUTOMATIC REPEATING PEA PISTOLS.

25-Shot Model, 2/6.  Post 34, | Sent with
17 1/-. Sl jrammunition

THE PIRATE AUTOMATIC 1 6 Pos '
FLASHING PISTOL 4d.

A WONDERFUL 3/6 —
OFFER FOR :

Box of Toys and Novelties, containing 6 Toys, Pistols, Miecro-
scopes, ete., ete., and Wonderful Surprise GIFT, among which

Pocket Watches, Fountain Pens, Leather Wallets, ete., will he
included. One additional Gift will be sent to EVERY
PURCIIASER. Do not miss this wonderful advertising offer.

Hiustrated Catalogues of Mechanical Toys, Models, ete., post free [rom=—

" ” '

GRACE & CO., 81, Wood Street, Cheapside, LONDON, E.C. 2.
To applicants for Blue Label

l" SET 15 HﬂuMAHI“ FREE Approvals enclosing postage.

Mention Gift 502. B. L. CORYN, Wave Crest, Whitstable, Kent.

|

Meccano model.

Mechanism :

HORNBY:: TRAINS

THE TRAIN WITH A GUARANTEE

A most valuable and remarkable feature of the Hornby Train is that it can be taken to pieces and rebuilt just like a
Any lost or damaged parts may be replaced with new ones.

Beautiful Finish :

. ZULU:=TRAINS

Standardised Parts

HORNHY CLOCRWORE i guaranies

No. 1 Passenger Set  35/. : Horaby and  Zulu:
No.1Goods  ,  25/6 iaar- sificncy is
No. 2 Pullman ,, 70/-  : guaranteed.. A form :
No. 2 Goods - 45/- * of Guarantee is fur- :

. nished. with each :
+ loce., and we under- ;
. take to repair or re- -

place, at our optien, -
+ any loco. that fails :
. to run satisfactorily -
: from any cause other :
: than misuse, within :

The Zulu Clockwork Train is a new and cheaper type of me-
chanical train, the chief characteristics of which are fine and

: 60 days of purchase, -

durable mechanism and im

strength of construction in all Fitted wii

ZULU CLOCK-
WORK TRAINS.
Passenger Set 25/-
Goods Set 18/6

esamsrsassaaEE R aa

FREE TO BOYS

A SPLENDID NEW MECCAXO -
BOOK, This g & new and splen. 2

didly illustrated book telling of the ;
good things which come from Mec. -
¢anoland, where the best toys are &
* manafagtured. TO GET A FREE
» COPY, Just show this pagetothree -
+ chums and send us their names and :
: addresses with your own. Address 3
« your letter to Dept. U, ]

Graa R AR

""MECCANO LIMITED :

: workmanship is put into them.

BINNS ROAD :

parts,

brake and governor; non-reversing,

MECCANO RAILS, POINTS AND CROSSINGS.

Meccano rails, points and crossings are built for hard wear, and for smooth running.
They are made of the finest matenals and hold together rigidl

and strongly, for real
Write for our new illustrated leaet.

LIVERPOOL

Tie MacxrT Linrary.—No, 774,



28 THE MAGNET

LIBRARY.

Boys !

MECCANO

Engineering for Boys

signed and.accurately made. You never come to the

end of Meccano fun.

Anywhere between 5 and 70 is the correct
age to start Meccano. The youngest boy can begin
to build the moment he gets his Outfit home.

Full Instructions. A big illustrated Book of
Instructions goes with each Outfit, making every-
thing perfectly clear.

Bigger Outfits This Year
New Parts Added
ﬁ-- Splendid New Models

MECCANO
Radio

Crystal Receiving Set.
Suitable for receiving telephony and
Morse signals on 8 wave length of
approximately 450 metres.

Chis is the‘ialeﬂ Meccano triumph.
Any boy can construct it. Fullin-
structions will be sent post free on
receint of

Build and Invent with

The reason why you can build such wonderful :_nodels
as this Travellng Gantry Crane with Meccano 1s that
every part Is a real engineering piece—each perfectly de-

Any boy can
build this
splendid

Clantry with

Meceano.

Grand £250 Prize Competition. :

This Competition brings golden opportunitiesto brainy in-
ventive boys. Write us for full particulars or ask your
dealer {or an entry form, :

FREE TO BOYS

A Splendid New Meccano Book.
This is a new and splendidly illustrated
book, telling of all the good things which
come from Meccanoland, where the best
boys' toys are made. No boy should be
without this wonderfu[ book.

How to get a free copy.
Just show this advertiscment to three
chums, and send us their names and ad-
dresses with your own. = Put No. 35 after
your name for reference.  Write to-day !

MECCANO LIMITED : BINNS ROAD : LIVER#00

ished solid oak cabinet; glgantic richly
coloured horn; extra large silent run-
ning motoer, unusually .loud rubber
Jdnsulated Sound Heproducor; bril-
liantly. nickelled seamless tapered
tome arm and all other up-to-date
5. «Sent packed free
paid-with 40 Tunes
# Silyer Bteel Needles on
10 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.
Fully warranied.
if dissatjsfie Exquisitely de-
‘gigned Portable Hornless, Table
Grands and-Drawing Room Cabinet
Models al.40% below shop prices.
Write TO-DAY for the biggest and
meost beautifully illustrated gramo-
phone catilogue in the world, ~ -

Company (Dept.G105),
Ballsall-Hoath,
Birmingham,

- o - Our Funny Novelty, causing roars of J ter,
rreEr FUN! 28ty AIL sending 17~ for 70 Cute Coniotns

Tricks, 12 Jolly Joke Tricks, v Latchy Coln Tricks, 5-Cunning Card Tricks,
5 Mystifying Magic Tricks, 250 Riddles, 18 Games, 10 Funny Readings,
5 Funny Recitations, 21 Mounologues, 73 Toasts, 52 Wealth Secrets, Eugy
Yentriloquism Secret, and 1,001 SBtupendous Attrzctions. Thousands dp-
lighted ! Great Fun!—C. HUGHES, 15, Wood St., Edgbaston, Birmingham,

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS.—Machines from 7/6; with Take-up, from
£3. Large Stock of Pilms. - Sample Film, 1/-, Post Free. Lists g“re'a.—
Desk E, DEAN CINEMA CO., 94, Drayton Avenue, West Ealing, W.13.

SPECIAL BOXING GLOVES. EXTRA STRONG, 6.3

OFFER! Set of Four,

500 8ets Only. PUNCH BALLS, 10/6. CHEST EXPANDERS, B/
FOOTBALLS, Full Size, 5/, Complete. Postage 9d. Catalogue 1d.
T. CARPENTER, MORECAMBE STREET, WALWORTH, S.E.17.

FHEE §—100 different stamps (many unused) to those sending 3d. (in
® stamps) for postage, ete., and asking to sce Approval Sheels —

M. FLORICK, 179, Asylum Road, Peckham, London, S.E. 15.
STDP STAMM ER'NG I Cure yourself as I did. Par.
ticulars Free. — FRANK B,

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.

GEAND CHRISTMAS PARCEL, containing Toys, Games,
Books, Puzzles, Jokes, etc., elc, Bend at once 1s. 6d.
HALL & CO., 87, Grosvenor Street, PORTSMOUTH.

Pirture
FPost Free.—

us a card for our Illustrated List of
Sporting (loods, which will be sent
free, —=FRANK CLARKE, Crown
Works, 6, Whittall Street. Birmingham.

' 100-ft. SBample, 1/6, post free Stamp
FILMS GHEAP for List.—SEARCH, 34, CHURCH
A * STREET, WEST HAM, E.15.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5,_ Complete
IN 30 DAYS. y Course.

NoAppliances. NoDrugs. NoDietlng. The Melvin Strong System
NEVER FAILS. Full particulars and Testimonials, stamp.—
Melvin Btrong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.),°10, Ludgato Hill, Lohdon, Eng.

Fu“ FOR ALL !—Yumr!lwuist's Volco Inatrument. Tnvisitle,
Astonishes, Mystifies " Imitate Birds Beasts,

etc 1/- P O (Ventriloquism Treatise included). —Ideal Co.. Clevedon, Som.
W|RELE3 SETS.—The Simplest, Best, and Cheapdst Sets and
I'arts for the Beginner. Illustrated Catalogue Free.—

Desk E, DEAN TRADING 0., 94, Drayton Avenue, West Ealing, W.13.

CUT THIS OUT

“ The Magnet.” PJUN COUPON. Value 2d.
Semd ‘7 of these coupons with ouly 2,9 direct to the Fleet Fen Co.,
119, Fl2et Street, London, E.C.4 You will receive by return a splendid
British Made 14<ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen. value 10,6 (Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupen is sent, the price 1z 3/9, 2d. being
allowed for each exira coupon up to 6. (Pocket Clip, 4d.) Satisfactipn
uaranteed or cash m}umed. Special New Offer—Your own name 1n gilt
etters ou either pen for 1/- extra.
Lever Belf-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

—Famouns Doctor's recipe for this most distressing
BL“ i complaint Bd - Testimonials  daily, — Mz,

LLEWELLYN HILL, 8, Triangle, CLEVEDOX.
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When Answering Advertisements
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